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        Hearts unlocked…

        Promises broken...

        They expect us to just move on...

        But what happens when secrets are revealed?

        Some more deadly than expected?

        Societies rise...

        Nuns fall to their knees...

        Forgive me, baby, for I have sinned.
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      We are so excited to be back in this world. Thank you to everyone who read book one. If you haven’t then STOP! Locked Promises is book two in the Locked Souls Society. You will be very confused if you haven’t started book one Locked Hearts.

      As you know by now Jenn’s and my books are dark and triggering and Locked Promises is not the exemption. Chastity goes through a lot of personal trauma as well as depression and PTSD. Also this book delves into the world’s of all of her guys, showing some dark and traumatic pasts.

      I will have a detailed trigger list under this note. Please check it if you’re wary at all.

      This book also has MM in it.

      Please note this is a WhyChoose romance. What that means is Chastity will have relationships with more than one man, as well as group scenes.

      This book is extremely spicy compared to book one!

      Certain practices within this religious organization referenced might be exaggerated or no longer in use.

      This is a work of fiction.

      I would also like to disclose that we are not liable for any broken husbands, electronics, or therapy bills. We are however available for yelling and emotional support from far away.

      We hope you love this and come back for more!

      XOXO

      Amber & Jenn

      18+ preferred.
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      “I won’t let pain turn my heart into something ugly. I will show you that surviving can be beautiful.”

      

      ~Christy Ann Martine
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      I stare at the ambulance as the EMTs unload Chastity at the hospital loading dock. I rake my fingers through my hair, pulling on it. “How could this happen?” I rasp, shaking my head. “Things weren’t great for her here, but this…”

      Levi shakes his head, blowing out a breath. Mother Superior is outside with Chastity, as they rush her inside, and we still don’t know how bad things are, or if she’s going to make it. He opens his car door and climbs out, before slamming it shut in frustration. We all pile out, following him into the waiting room.

      It’s complete chaos; full of nurses running around, people crying, and monitors beeping.

      We are led into a smaller family waiting room, and I’m about to lose my mind. Levi and Ash are arguing in the corner about how this could have happened. How didn’t we see any of the signs? She was so happy this morning while making us breakfast and laughing. Will I ever see her smile again?

      “It doesn’t matter right now, but I swear we’ll find out. Someone needs to call Tempest,” Levi shouts before sighing. “You all ran her out of Holy Cross, and she lost her best friend on top of everything else. We need to make it right.”

      Fuck… I feel even more like an asshole now. We were jealous she was involved with someone else—even if it was a girl—and made everything harder on her. We need to make so many amends.

      Ash looks down at his feet, looking ashamed. “I’ll call her. I have her number, but then you assholes have to decide who will go get her,” he grumbles.

      “Not it!” says Jonas loudly, and we glare at him. He claps his hands over his mouth, embarrassed.

      “We’ll figure it out after Ash talks to her. Hush, children,” Levi commands.

      I swear, he’s the only one who can keep this rowdy group on the straight and narrow, but even then we are still sinners.

      Ash turns, annoyed. “She hates me, so I don’t want to go. Plus, I think she’s four hours from here, and I don’t want to be that far from Chastity.”

      I roll my eyes. “I’m sure she won’t hate you when you tell her Chastity needs her.”

      Levi grunts. “Ash, you’re calling already. Just go get her and bring her back. Stop wasting time. I need to go see if I can find anything out.”

      Storming from the room, I watch his back as he walks over to where the information desk is.

      “Ash, can you—” I begin, but he’s already growling under his breath, and connecting the call to Tempest on speaker.

      “Hello?” Tempest answers, sounding tired and out of it.

      It sounds as if she’s been having a rough couple of weeks too.

      “We need you, Tempest,” Ash grunts, blunt and straight to the point. He is really swallowing his pride to talk to her, especially after everything that happened.

      I can hear rustling on her side of the line, as if she’s getting out of bed.

      “What’s wrong with her, Ash? What happened?” she whispers furtively. I want to interrupt and ask where she is, but Ash takes a gulping breath as he looks out at where Levi is now shouting at a nurse, losing his cool.

      “It’s not good,” Ash says, his voice full of emotion. “I’ll come get you, no matter where you are, okay? She needs you. I think we all do.”
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      Driving to pick up Tempest, my mind’s a mess. There are so many things I did to put this into motion, and all I want is another chance to make things right. A chance to not be an ass to her, or make her life difficult. Maybe even say a kind word…

      Slamming my fist on the steering wheel of Levi’s car, I snarl. I wanted to protect my best friends, my brothers, and in doing so, I threw our Eve to the wolves.

      “I’m an idiot,” I mutter to myself as the motel sign comes up. I don’t know why she’s here, but I plan to get the details. I’ve failed Chastity, and I owe it to both of them to be kinder.

      Pulling into the parking lot, I shut off the engine and yawn. I’m exhausted, but I won’t sleep until I have Tempest at the hospital with Chastity. Opening the car door, I climb out. I take a few seconds to stretch, then move over to the room number she gave me. This is a shitty motel, and I don’t expect the inside to be any better.

      What is she running from? There aren’t many good reasons to be in a place like this.

      Knocking on the door, I wait. My jaw drops when Tempest opens it. Her eyes are swollen, her hair’s different and tangled, and she looks as if she hasn’t slept in days. Just as I go to ask what happened, she leaps at me to hug me. Awkwardly, I hug her back as I walk her inside.

      “What the hell happened?” Tempest cries, hiccuping out a breath. “I know her life wasn’t the best, and her grandmother is godawful, but how did she end up in a coma?”

      Sitting next to her on the bed, I bite my lip. So much has happened, I deserve the ass kicking she’ll want to give me when she hears everything. I won’t even fight back. I deserve it all.

      Taking a breath, I tell her everything that we know. “We found her in the Chapel, by the altar, with her wrists slashed. She tried to end her own life, Tempest. Chastity called her brother and said goodbye to him on the phone. In turn, her brother called Levi to tell him to get his ass in gear and to go find her,” I explain.

      Tempest’s eyes widen, and she wildly shakes her head. “No,” she says. “No. What the fuck happened? She wouldn’t try to end her own life. She was planning to get her… How could you all let this happen?” I know what she stopped herself from saying, and she’s not wrong. We did so many messed up things to Chastity, but I know she wanted her baby back. So what made her decide to try and kill herself?

      “There’s a lot of things that happened,” I agree. “Levi was in the confessional booth, and Chastity came to confess her sins. But… he didn’t tell her he was there. Chastity told him about her baby, and that she was taken advantage of by an older man.”

      “Oh, my God. How could he not tell her? Chastity has so few things in her life, you took her truths from her too? That’s really fucking low,” Tempest growls.

      I nod, because she’s right. We should have all been better for Chastity, but I still don’t think that’s what pushed her over the edge.

      “You’re right. I need her to open her beautiful hazel eyes so I can tell her how sorry I am. The guys are with her now, so I can do my own form of penance: bringing her best friend back to her. We never should have outed you to Mother Superior.” I sigh. “Chastity ran when she realized Levi was in the confessional booth, and then she went into town with her parents, to spend some time with her daughter. All I know is something had to have happened while she was with them because she had bruises all over her body. We’re looking into things,” I promise.

      I’m so damn tired from the drive, and the adrenaline rush from finding Chastity is starting to drain, and I can’t bother hiding it. My emotions are absolutely wrecked.

      Hugging me tightly, Tempest gasps. “Wait! You know about Angel? There’s probably so much you still don’t know, Ash. I want to go with you. I kinda made a mess of things here. I really screwed up, and I need space from my own past. But I’m not allowed back at Holy Cross. Regardless, I need to see Chas.”

      I hug Tempest in return and grab her bags. I’m a little worried when she wobbles a bit on her feet, but she’s insistent that she’s okay. There’s definitely a story there, but for now, I’ll let her keep her secrets.

      Walking out of the motel room, we head to the car for the four hour drive back to Chastity and the guys. Tempest is exhausted, and I’m worried about her. I’m not used to feeling so much for people outside of my core group of friends, and I bite my lip as I stare out at the long stretch of road ahead of me. She passes out about an hour into the drive, and the sound of her soft snores are making my eyes heavy.

      Needing to do something, I pick up the phone and call Levi to check on Chastity.

      “Hey, Ash. You got her?” Levi grunts. He and I aren’t sunny people under the best of circumstances, but the stress is showing.

      “Yeah, I do. This girl’s got a story. Tempest looks awful. Tell me something good.” I sigh. “How is Chastity?”

      Swallowing thickly, Levi says, “There’s no change, Ash. Be careful coming home, we need you both in one piece. All I can suggest is to raise up your prayers that she’ll wake up.”

      Hanging up, I think about the girl I should have protected, and instead I piled on more problems for her.

      Please, Lord… protect your wayward daughter, and don’t let her pay for the mistakes of other people. Please give me a chance to earn her forgiveness.
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      Staring through the window at Chastity, I scowl. I can barely see her, she looks so tiny in the hospital bed. Chastity has wires coming out of everywhere, and her grandmother told me the machines are helping her breathe.

      “What happened to you, Little Sinner?” I whisper.

      I was surprised the old bat agreed to share any information with me, but we were the ones who found her. If we had been just a few moments later… I shudder as I think of what the consequences could have been. We may have been planning a funeral, instead of praying for her to survive.

      Jonas claps my shoulder as he stands with me. None of us have wanted to leave the hospital, and while I’m not an actual priest, I have been leading prayer with the guys. I miss her brattiness, and she was finally coming out of her shell with me.

      Until I fucked it all up in the confessional booth. I should have told her it was me before she spilled her guts. Confession is a holy sacrament, and the Confessionary at Holy Cross allows the sinner to be anonymous. The sins are forgiven without ever acknowledging that you know the person on the other side of the booth. I ruined that when Chastity realized I had learned her secrets.

      God, she has to wake up. I need to be able to ask her for forgiveness. She should have been safe in the Chapel.

      I have a feeling she hasn’t felt safe in a very long time. Not only while she’s been at Holy Cross, but the way she screamed in the dark tells me how much someone has hurt her.

      And then there’s all the bruises that cover Chas’ body. Someone beat her to hell, and there was a clear boot mark found on her back when the nurses were changing her. The looks of horror I saw will haunt me for a very long time. She may be the guys’ Eve to protect, but she’s my girl too.

      “Mother Superior is taking Bast and I back to Holy Cross with her,” Jonas murmurs softly, his voice breaking.

      It seems wrong to speak loudly while we’re in the ICU. I have been waiting for Chastity’s grandmother to decide to take them back to the Academy, but I’ve been avoiding the conversation because a part of me doesn't want to be alone.

      “She asked to speak to you alone before we left, Levi. That’s the other reason I came to find you. You haven’t left the window, except to go to the bathroom or get coffee. You need to take care of yourself too,” Jonas lectures.

      Huffing out a breath, I struggle to hold onto my frustration. “Someone did that to her,” I hiss. “There are bruises all over her body. I had to convince the doctors we didn’t do this to Chastity, before they agreed to let me camp out in the ICU. I’m worried something will happen if I leave.”

      I feel like I’m confessing a huge secret, but I am worried. There’s too many variables, too few things we don’t know, and I just need that gorgeous girl to open her eyes so she can tell us what went down before she attempted to end it all.

      “What if I keep watch here, just while you speak to her? Can you get permission from the nurses station? They’re kind of scary,” Jonas whispers and I snort.

      This is a Catholic hospital. Of course they’re fucking scary.

      “Yes, thank you, Jonas.” I sigh, rubbing my face, knowing I’ll need to get another cup of coffee to aid my vigil. “They like me, so I’m sure they’ll say yes.”

      Squeezing his shoulder with a wan smile, I walk to the nurses station. It’s early in the morning, and Ash is finally on his way back with Tempest. Knowing she’s going to bring her own problems doesn’t lighten my mood in the least, but we need her.

      Something happened to Chastity, and if she doesn’t feel comfortable opening up to me or the guys, she will talk to Tempest. They have a bond like no other.

      “Hi, Nurse Preston,” I say to the nurse on duty. There’s a lighter staff right now due to the hour, but they’ve all done their best for Chastity. “I need to step out to speak to Mother Cross. I don’t feel comfortable leaving Chastity completely alone, just in case there’s any changes. Can Jonas stay here while I go speak to her?”

      Nurse Preston’s lips press tightly together as she looks up. I know she wants to deny me, but I raise my brow in supplication. Sighing, she nods. I’ve been the only one allowed back here other than Chastity’s grandmother, since I’m her teacher and a fellow man of the cloth. Or so they think, but I’m not about to start confessing my secrets too.

      Mother Cross put me down as an emergency contact for Chastity, in case she couldn’t be here, since she has a school to run. I’m to keep her up to date with any changes after she returns to Holy Cross.

      Classes will be up and running in a few short hours, and they’ll need her.

      “I should really say no, but that poor girl needs everyone praying for her,” the nurse sighs. “Yes, he can stand at the glass outside of her room in vigil while you speak with her grandmother.”

      “Thank you, so much. It means a lot to me,” I tell her gratefully.

      I rush out of the ward to the outside waiting room, where Mother Cross is sitting with Bast. Bastian looks dead on his feet, exhausted, but unwilling to give up the ghost. I hope she’ll give them a pass from their morning classes to rest up.

      In fact… “Mother Cross, you asked to speak to me?” I ask.

      Nodding, she stands quickly. “Where’s Jonas?”

      “I asked him to pray for Chastity while I stepped away,” I explain, and she gives me a grateful smile.

      “Come, I wish to speak with you before I take the boys with me to the Academy. I appreciate your willingness to stay back and be with her while I take up my responsibilities at the school,” Mother Cross says, as we step away for some privacy.

      Bast stares intently after us, but I know he won’t be able to hear anything with how quietly Mother Cross speaks.

      “It’s no problem at all. I care about the girl’s well-being,” I tell her as professionally as possible. The last thing I need is for her to suspect my interest in our Eve is anything but professional, as her teacher.

      “Before we get to what you need to speak to me about, I’d like to suggest the boys be allowed to skip morning classes in favor of going to sleep. As their mentor, I worry they won’t be able to retain anything.”

      Looking over her shoulder as Bastian watches us, his eyes droop despite his best efforts. “Yes, I agree with you there,” she murmurs. “They’re all dead on their feet. I don’t have any problems allowing this. Now for my matter at hand?”

      I incline my head, asking her to continue. I wouldn’t usually interrupt her, but I am worried about how tired the guys are.

      “Excellent. You are the person who will receive updates about Chastity’s health while I’m away. I would appreciate a phone call whenever the doctors speak to you with news, or every three hours,” Mother Cross says. Grunting my acceptance, I wait for her to continue. “I’ve been attempting to get ahold of Chastity’s father, to find out what happened while she was in his care, but all of my calls go to voicemail. I will continue to call, but I find this disturbing.”

      Frowning, I decide to call my father as well, to see what I can find out. “I agree, the amount of bruises on her body concerns me. The doctor asked if she had been assaulted, but—”

      “They performed a sexual assault examination earlier,” Mother Cross whispers furtively, shaking her head. “I would have thought she was at a party and had gotten into trouble, if I didn’t see her leave with her father. Chastity didn’t stray from her path while she was outside the gates of Hidden Hills. Something evil happened to her.”

      I don’t think I’ve ever heard her speak so vehemently about her granddaughter, and my jaw drops in shock. I thought Mother Cross would blame Chastity somehow for the bruises, despite it being obvious that someone attempted to beat the life out of her.

      Mother Superior blows out a breath as she sees my expression. “I have failed my granddaughter in many ways in my attempts to help her find her redemption, but she did not put hands on herself. Chastity cannot tell us what happened to her, so I will do everything in my power to protect her until she wakes, and beyond that. I will continue to pray for this child. No one deserves to be beaten as she was,” Mother Cross says, shaking her head.

      Swallowing hard, she pulls back the emotions of despair, fear, and sadness for Chastity. It’s hard to wear the mantle of such responsibility as the headmistress of an academy, and still be a woman with feelings and worry for their granddaughter. I appreciate that she doesn’t bury them completely. It’s nice to see that she’s human too.

      “I’ll watch out for Chastity,” I murmur. “Please ensure the boys sleep when they return to Holy Cross.”

      “Of course,” Mother Cross says primly, before turning and walking over to Bastian. Gently shaking him awake, she leads him into the ICU to get Jonas, and to say goodbye to Chastity through the glass.

      Following them slowly, I find a quiet alcove, where I will have privacy to call my father, and still be able to monitor Chastity.

      “Hey, Dad?” I murmur. I watch Mother Superior stand with her head bowed as she prays for Chastity, before she leaves with Jonas and Bastian.

      Why did she have to wait so long to show how much she loves Chas?

      “What’s going on, Son?” my father asks. Thankfully, he’s used to talking to me at all hours of the day, so six in the morning isn't a surprise.

      Unfortunately, he knows my voice so well, he can tell there’s something wrong. I need to update him about the status of our Eve, so this is an official call.

      “Chastity Cross attempted to take her life in the Chapel last night,” I report, as I watch Jonas, Bastian, and the headmistress walk away.

      “What? Why would she do this? Is there something else you haven’t reported?” My father’s voice is gruff as he picks up the mantle of the Locked Souls Society. I don’t take offense to his tone because I’m used to it.

      “Mother Cross told us that Chastity spent the day with her parents,” I explain, not ready to tell my father about her daughter. I don’t have all the details, and I don’t want to speculate. “Dad… Her body is covered in bruises, and she’s been badly beaten. How could that have happened while she was in her father’s care?”

      My father makes a small strangled sound and my eyes widen. He’s usually so calm and collected. I can only imagine why he’s upset. A beaten Eve shouldn’t have caused this reaction. He doesn’t know her outside of her importance to the Society.

      “Maxen Andrews is not Chastity Cross’ father. Her biological father is a Society member, but I think it's better if his identity is not shared at this time. I want you to retrace Chastity’s steps the day she left Holy Cross and find out what happened. When she wakes up, Levi, you’ll be able to ask her yourself. If I find out the false God was responsible for Chastity’s current state, he will pay dearly for his mistakes. That girl is the boys’ Eve, and is important,” my father reminds me, and I close my eyes in sadness.

      How did we fuck this up so badly?

      “I know, Sir. The guys have returned to Holy Cross Academy, but Mother Superior has asked me to stay as her proxy as a relative. The nurses and doctors are aware, and Mother Cross signed documentation to support this as well,” I explain.

      My father grunts in surprise. “That’s very generous of her. Mother Cross and I have our differences of opinions in how we do things, but this may have shocked her out of her cold shell. I’ll update the Society about these latest developments, and pray for the girl, Son. Something tells me she’s tougher than we think,” Dad says before hanging up.

      Sighing heavily, I walk back to the window, watching as the ventilator breathes for my girl.
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      The sky is clear and beautiful as I play with Angel. I’m happy as I watch her push a car along the mulch where we’re sitting. A gentle wind rustles the tree branches above us, and it feels so peaceful here.

      Looking over, the guys are all chatting as they watch us play, and I smile. As I turn back to look at Angel, a small baby sitting next to her tries to eat a piece of mulch, and I reach out to stop her at the same time as her mom.

      Blinking, I realize it’s Tempest as she smiles back at me, and suddenly my life is perfect. My best friend is with me, and she has a baby. I love that we get to be moms together.

      Storm clouds start rolling across the sky and I bite my lip. “Don’t worry, we’ll pack up and be inside before the rain breaks,” Levi says, coming to squat down next to me and kiss my forehead. Melting into him, I nod.

      It’s just a bit of rain, no big deal.

      “Whore! You shouldn’t be here. How dare you steal my child from me!” the Mayor roars as he points at me from the sidewalk.

      Gasping, I start to cry, scooping Angel into my arms. I need to run. I need to save my baby. Scrambling to my feet, as he stalks across the playground, he rips Angel from my arms while she begins to cry.

      Pulling a gun, he shoots each of the guys in succession as I scream. “You should have finished the job when we left you beaten and broken. Whores like you shouldn’t be allowed to live.”

      Hiking the wiggling little girl further into his arms, an evil smile plays over his lips as he looks over at Tempest. “Speaking of whores…” He lifts the gun again so it’s against her forehead as I scream.

      Tears roll down her face as she cries, but she doesn’t flinch. “Take care of her,” Tempest whispers as he pulls the trigger.

      He’s taken everything from me now. Watching his back as he walks away with the last piece of my life, everything goes black.

      

  




JONAS

      Tempest is coming soon, and Levi talked Mother Superior into bringing us back to the hospital so we could see Chastity. The boys and I spent the morning sleeping, exhausted from the emotion and pain of the last twelve hours. I can’t believe everything has spiraled out of control so badly.

      We have our Eve. Well, kinda.

      We thought we were doing everything right, and she was under our noses this entire time. The hospital tiles squeak under our feet as we walk toward the ICU unit. I wonder if they’ll let us sit next to her. I just want to touch her hand, and tell her we’re here.

      Levi told us the doctors were concerned about the bruising on her body, and frankly it worries me as well. Chastity’s actions last night spoke of a girl who had been driven to the brink of her sanity, someone who doesn’t have anything left to live for.

      As we get cleared by the staff nurse at the desk, my brow furrows in thought. That can’t be true though. She has a beautiful baby girl, so she has everything to live for. Why would she remove herself so clearly from her baby’s life?

      Nothing is adding up here.

      “I need to see if I can find Chastity’s doctor,” Mother Cross mutters as we walk toward her room. “No one knows when she’ll wake up, since they put her into a medically-induced coma. She had so much swelling.” She sighs, crossing her arms across her chest as she thinks.

      “She looks so tiny in her bed,” Bastian frets, as he leans against the wall to stare into the room.

      “Chastity wasn’t eating very well before this occurred. I am really worried about what’ll happen when she wakes up, boys. I didn’t see any signs of her being capable of this. If you see Levi, I’d like to speak to him as well. Pray for her,” Mother Superior says as she walks away quickly, dashing a tear from her eye.

      Staring after her, I rub my face in frustration. Chastity can’t wake up, only to be locked away again. We need her.

      Bastian knocks my shoulder as he watches the nurse inside of the room with Chastity fussing over her.

      “She’s going to wake up, right?” Bast asks softly.

      Opening my mouth to answer, even though I don’t know if she will, I hear a voice I didn’t know I would miss.

      “Where’s Chastity? Someone better bring me to her right freaking now,” Tempest growls, and I smile gratefully.

      Turning, Ash is trying to shush her, but a small smile twitches on his lips. Tempest is definitely going to stir shit up.

      “Hey, Tempest,” I call out softly, and her eyes lock onto mine as she walks even faster.

      There are shadows under her eyes, and they’re puffy from crying. I wonder what she’s been doing since she left Holy Cross, because her hair is darker now. It looks like it hasn’t been brushed, and is up in a messy bun.

      Tempest hits me with a force I wasn’t expecting from her small body as she hugs me. Confused, I glance up at Ash, who looks at me helplessly. None of us are really on hugging terms with her, but I return her hug because she’s shaking.

      “Shh, we’re waiting to see what the doctors have to say. She’s in a medically-induced coma, and we’re waiting for her to come out of it naturally. It could be hours or days. We just have to wait for her brain to heal,” I explain gently.

      “What exactly is she healing from? Bast, I wasn’t gone for very long, and her entire life imploded. You all treated her like shit, and life wasn’t a picnic beforehand, but I thought she’d at least be safe at Holy Cross.” Tempest scowls, pulling away from me.

      “There will be enough of that, young lady,” Levi says with a sigh as he walks up to us. “Mother Cross is talking with the doctors, but I’ve arranged with the nurse for you all to go in and quietly visit with Chastity. I’ve been doing some research while I was here, and discovered it has been found helpful for people who love the patient to speak to her. It may bring her back to us sooner. So tell her stories, talk to her about how much you miss her, anything she can hold onto to follow back to us. Any questions?”

      Tempest blows out a breath, and Levi grunts. “I promise I am looking into what happened to her. They will not get away with this, Tempest. I swear it.”

      Tempest nods, wrapping her arms around her stomach as she looks back into the room where her best friend lies. “Then yes, I want to see her, Father Levi.”

      Levi knows we want to see her, so he doesn’t ask us. Quietly opening the door to Chastity’s room, the sounds of beeps and whooshing of the machines greet us as we walk inside. These are the things that are keeping our girl alive, and while I’m grateful, all I can pray for is that she’ll open her beautiful hazel eyes and wake up.
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      Holding Chastity’s hand, I will her to wake up. I want to tell her about King, Roman, and all of the fucked up things that have happened while I was gone. I missed her so much, and now I wish I had pushed harder when she and the guys didn’t answer.

      I thought Chastity hated me for having to leave, and now I know she was fighting her own demons.

      Ash sits across from me, and whispers to Chastity furtively. You’d think he was praying, but only I am close enough to hear him.

      “I’m so sorry for being such an ass, Chas. I should have known you had a reason for the things you were doing. I should have asked you, instead of imagining the worst. I thought you were trying to break my brothers and I apart, but you were always meant to hold us together,” he whispers. “You’re our Eve, and we need you. You’re the key to our futures. But more than that, I need to hear your voice again. Please open those beautiful eyes soon.”

      My eyes prick with tears as I hear his growly ass beg my best friend to open her eyes.

      Taking a deep breath, my eyes travel down over Chastity’s split lip, black eye, and the bruises on her arms. Someone beat her to hell and back, and I think the worst part is not knowing who or why. Chas is a sweet, unassuming girl.

      Who would want to hurt her?

      “Levi?” I say hesitantly, as I keep my eyes on Chas.

      “Yes, Tempest?” he asks tiredly.

      I know he hasn’t slept, and I shouldn’t hound him with questions, but I can’t help myself.

      “Who was she with the afternoon these bruises happened?” I ask carefully.

      Levi is quiet for so long, my eyes shoot over to him. He looks as if he’s fighting himself on whether or not to tell me.

      “I know just about everything there is to know about this girl. Every secret she was comfortable telling me, even about what you two were up to, so don’t think you’re protecting her from me,” I whisper softly.

      Levi looks as if he’s been slapped before he nods. “She left Holy Cross to spend some time with her parents, according to her grandmother. Mother Cross kept saying she thought Chastity had earned her redemption, so she was happy when she left with her parents. She wouldn’t explain what she meant. Do you know?” he asks.

      Staring at my best friend, I swallow thickly as a fresh wave of tears hits me. There’s only one thing Chastity would leave Holy Cross for and not look back.

      “Angel… Oh God, Chas,” I whisper. Gasping a breath, I look back at Levi who is staring at me intently. “Her daughter is her redemption, I think. They took her from Chas, and she hasn’t seen her since she was born.”

      “Shit, that’s not completely true though. Her brother brought the baby to see her. Chastity told me then that it was her first time holding her baby, and all I could think of was how odd that was,” Ash says, looking stricken. “I found out about her daughter that day. She told me about the horror of her birth. Her family ripped her baby from her, and punished her for getting pregnant. Fuck, I was such an ass that day.” Ash looks lost in his memories as he stares down at Chas’ pale form.

      “Ash,” I snap, and his eyes jump up to mine. “What else did you do?”

      “I blackmailed her, and Chastity told me she’d never forgive me for using her daughter against her. I can’t help but feel that because I used Angel against her, I also shut down any conversation she would have wanted to have with me about her family,” Ash laments.

      Jonas looks destroyed as he realizes how far Ash is willing to go for his family. I always had a feeling Chas shouldn’t trust these guys, especially after they got me kicked out of Holy Cross.

      “I can’t stand to look at any of you,” I confess. “Chas cares about you all in different ways, and you all used her.”

      “Hey,” Levi snarls at me, and I shake my head.

      “You may care about her now, but you were terrible to her. Can I… just have some time with her, please? It sounds silly, but there’s things I need to tell Chastity,” I explain to them. I’m only slightly lying. There are things I need to tell my best friend alone, but all of this testosterone and intrigue is making me really angry.

      I should really try to keep it in check.

      The guys stare at me for a moment before Jonas sighs. “I’m not surprised we aren’t your favorite people right now, Tempest. We did a lot of shitty things to both of you, and while I have always been Team Chastity, I’m not surprised you lump me in with the sins of my brothers,” he tells me.

      “Guys, let’s give her some space. We asked her to come all this way for Chastity, so let’s leave Tempest to talk to her best friend,” Levi says.

      Ash grumbles under his breath, but gently kisses Chastity’s forehead as he leaves. It makes my heart squeeze because way down deep inside, I can tell he cares about her. As the last of the guys leave, I mutter to Chas.

      “Please give ‘em hell, girl. They’ve got big dick energy, but your vagina is golden.” Smirking to myself, I rub her hand. “Babe, I have so much to tell you. Mom made me go live with King and his dad, and told me she was going to cut me off if I didn’t. Except… I don’t belong in a small town like that. The chapel hated me, my dresses were too short, and King’s girlfriend hated me,” I tell her.

      Chas’ pinkie twitches, and my breath hitches. “I need you. I need your smiles, and your ride or die personality. God, I need your optimism that things will be okay, even when they’re shit. Please… Chastity,” I whisper. “I love you. You’re my best damn friend, and seeing you lying here so broken is killing me. I left so you’d have an easier time without me, but I was wrong in so many ways. I’m sorry I left and didn’t say goodbye, but your grandmother forced me to leave.”

      Tears run across my cheeks as I look down at her. “Someone hurt you, and that’s inexcusable. I want names, and who I need to unalive. I’m a needy bitch, Chastity, and my whining is making me annoyed at myself. Can you maybe put me out of my misery and wake up? Please?”

      There’s not a twitch or any movement this time, just the sounds from the machines doing their thing to keep my best friend alive.

      “What if I’m too late, and you think I hate you? I don’t.” I whimper as I sob, shaking my head. “Not at all. You’re everything I have in this world. You believe in the best of me, even when I’m being an idiot. And I really need you to wake up to hear about how badly I fucked it all up this time, Chastity. Please.”

      I lose it, laying my head on her chest as I cry. I can hear the steady sound of her heartbeat, and I’m still holding her hand.

      All of a sudden, Chas squeezes my hand and her body arches off the bed. Sitting up, I see her eyes are open, and she looks panicked.

      “Oh, my God… you’re awake! Don’t fight the tubing. Just wait, babe. I’ve got you.”

      Chastity is trying to breathe, and is choking on the tube down her throat. Running out into the hallway, I break the peaceful quiet of the hospital by screaming for help.

      “Nurse! Doctor! She’s awake, please help!” I scream.

      A nurse races to me, eyes wide. “Chastity is awake?”

      “Yes, and she’s terrified and fighting the tube that’s helping her breathe,” I gasp.

      Nodding, she bustles into the room, which now has machines beeping and screaming as Chas’ blood pressure also rises.

      Ash pulls me into a hug as he watches other nurses run into the hospital room.

      “I always knew you’d be lucky, Tempest,” he murmurs.

      Elbowing him, I mutter, “Are you kidding me right now? I just called you every name under the sun on Chas’ behalf.”

      Shrugging, he says, “Doesn’t mean you were wrong about any of it. Because of you, we all have a chance to earn our forgiveness from our girl.”

      I watch them remove the tube, and Chastity gasps for breath as tears of grief and relief run down her face. I hope for their sakes that they’re able to.

      “What on earth is happening?” Mother Cross grumbles as she pushes her way to the window. Gasping, she crosses herself and whispers a quick prayer. “She’s awake! Thank God. I think it’s important we give her space, everyone. Please go wait in the main waiting room. I need to speak to my granddaughter.”
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      Hands shaking, I look down at my arms as I see the heavy bandaging from when I hit one of my lowest points in my life. I don’t know how I survived. No one was in or around the Chapel when I went inside.

      I'd finally had enough after having to give up my baby. Eyes filling with tears as questions continue to fill my mind, there’s a light knock at the door before my grandmother walks in.

      Recoiling into the pillows, I whimper. If the man who raised me would pay people to beat me and sell my child, what evil will come to me from Grandmother?

      Is she even my grandmother?

      I don’t trust anything or anyone right now. My grandmother’s eyes soften as she looks at me.

      “Child, what happened to you? You’re looking at me as if you’re afraid, and I swear, I would never hurt you,” she says softly as she walks toward me.

      That isn’t completely true though, because she has hurt me in other ways, in her extreme treatment to help me earn my redemption.

      “I don’t know what’s going on, and it makes me feel afraid,” I explain softly. My throat is scratchy from the tubes the nurses just removed, and my body feels as if I was hit by a train.

      Nodding, she sits by my bedside and explains. “Father Levi and the boys are responsible for finding you at the Chapel, after you used a ceremonial knife in an attempt to end your life,” my grandmother explains without preamble.

      “How did they find me?” I ask. “I had nothing left to live for, Grandmother. They took Angel from me, beat me, and left me to die. I figured I’d finish the job for them. I was left broken and I was weak.”

      My grandmother looks older, exhausted, as she glances at me. “Oh. The bruises,” she whispers. “Chastity, I swear I thought you had earned your redemption, and were going to spend time with your daughter. I never imagined your parents would do this…”

      “They’re not my parents,” I spit out. “I never want to see either of them again. The man who raised me enjoyed watching me being beaten. I can’t tell you everything, Grandmother, because the story seems so fantastical, you’ll think that I’m lying again. I swear I’m not, and I swear my daughter is the only good thing that has happened in my life. I need her.”

      Hands shaking, my grandmother looks down at her fisted hands. “Chastity… I don’t think I can keep you safe anymore. You’re clearly dealing with a lot of heavy emotions. What if we checked you back into Hidden Hills for a bit? It wouldn’t be forever, just enough time for you to realize your life is precious. And also… to figure out what’s real and what’s not,” my grandmother whispers at the end.

      She doesn’t believe me. No one ever believes me.

      I don’t blame her in a way, because the story is so out there, who would want to believe my twisted experiences?

      “No,” I moan. “I can’t go back there. I’m not crazy! I did what I did because I had no one, but Tempest is here now. I have people who believe me. I won’t let my thoughts become that dark again. Please, Grandmother,” I plead. “I need to stay at Holy Cross.”

      Ash, and his blackmail, flits through my mind. It doesn’t matter anymore, because of everything that happened with Angel, but I owe it to myself to talk to him.

      I have been the perfect scapegoat for people for years, and as I observe the dark bruises on my arms, I decide something needs to change.

      I need to heal, because my entire body is screaming in protest, but I want my life back. I want my baby, and I never want to return to that hospital and forget her again. The drugs make me into an entirely different person, and I don’t want to be forgotten and rot.

      “No,” I say again. “You let me get in that car. You’re supposed to want good things for me, to protect me, and the opposite happened, Grandmother. You will not leave me to rot in that mental hospital again. Please. I won’t survive it.”

      My grandmother leans back, finally looking up to meet my eyes. There are so many good times I remember as a child with her, but my entire time at Holy Cross has been filled with nightmares and punishments.

      “You really want to stay?” she asks softly.

      “I do. But things have to change. These bruises have to tell you that some of my story was true when you put me into the mental institution. You can’t blame the victim here. I didn’t give myself these bruises. I didn’t put myself into a coma!” My voice is raising, which means the stupid machine monitoring my blood pressure and heart rate is complaining too.

      Glancing at it nervously, my grandmother nods. Taking gulping breaths, my throat hurts and I cough. The nurse had given me some water earlier, but my grandmother quickly grabs the glass for me, pressing the straw to my lips.

      “We’re just talking, child. You can’t let yourself get so worked up,” she murmurs.

      Swallowing the cool liquid, I struggle not to react to her comment. Something is changing inside of me, and I’m struggling to understand it. This last beating may have broken me more than I thought.

      “I know, Grandmother, but I need to ensure you hear me. I will not go back to the drugs and the darkness,” I say firmly.

      “Drugs? Darkness? What the hell are you saying to her?” Father Levi asks, closing the door behind him. The man is a ninja, and I never heard the door open.

      Staring openly, I drink him in. He’s still as beautiful as ever, but there are shadows under his eyes that weren’t there before. Did I worry him?

      Striding into the room, he sits on the other side of my bed. “You’re not sending her away, Mother Cross. You can’t,” he says firmly.

      My grandmother looks as if she’s going to lose it, but Levi shakes his head. “You gave me a medical proxy, and I have to relinquish it willingly. I will refuse to do that now that I know your thoughts on what is in Chastity’s best interests,” he contributes. “You can’t begrudge me this, because you play hard ball yourself. She is not exhibiting suicidal ideation, either. Your granddaughter will return to Holy Cross once she’s medically cleared."

      Grandmother looks as if she is going to explode, instead she shakes her head. “I will agree to this because I have no other choice, but heed my warning. I don’t believe I can protect you, child, and I worry for your safety.”

      Before I can say another word, she stands and leaves the room. Dropping my head back, I whimper as it starts to hurt.

      “Shh, darling girl. I’ve got you. I’ll make sure you’re safe. Can you trust me for a little bit?” he asks.

      Rolling my head to the side, I stare at him. “Please don’t take offense, but I don’t think it’s in my best interest to trust anyone. Everyone has secrets, and at the right price, I believe I’m expendable.”

      Levi leans forward and kisses my cheek. Whispering in my ear, he says, “You aren’t expendable, because you’re everything. You are our future, our true Eve, and I swear to make this right.”

      I don’t want to cry again. Despite my best efforts, tears begin to well in my eyes. “I don’t know if you can,” I whisper.

      Sighing, Levi shakes his head. “I can’t explain everything, but I will burn down the world for what happened to you, baby girl. I wish I could have stopped it.”

      Closing my eyes, I hold that promise close to my heart, still not at all sure I should trust him.

      

  




LEVI

      She’s alive. Chastity is awake, and is going to be okay. Glaring at her grandmother, I decide I’m not as inclined to play by her rules as I once was.

      The worst has happened, and we almost lost our Eve.

      “Mother Cross, I think it’s time we let Chastity rest, don’t you?” I ask, my voice barely more than a growl. I was trying to get Chastity to open up to me when her grandmother returned. I can tell that my Little Sinner doesn’t trust her.

      “Levi,” Chastity snaps. I don’t think I have ever heard her speak to me like this. She’s always been so meek and sweet.

      Blinking, I’m unsure how to respond. “What do you need, Chas?” I ask gently.

      Chest heaving, she wheezes. “I’m not going back. My baby needs me. I can’t go back to being forgotten.”

      Ignoring her grandmother, I lean over and cup Chastity’s face, whispering so what I say stays between us. “Never again. You’re our Eve. You’re important, both in and out of that role. Do you understand? The Society will protect you now.”

      The machines around her are going crazy as Chastity leans back against her pillows. Her heart is beating wildly as she struggles against her panic and anger.

      The nurse rushes in and shoos us out, but Chastity nods at me. Even if she doesn’t trust my words yet, she believes me in this moment.

      Mother Cross looks tired as she moves away, staring over her shoulder at Chastity. Grabbing her arm carefully, I escort her out.

      “Quit handling me,” she mutters, pulling away from me as soon as we’re in the hallway.

      “You’re upsetting Chastity,” I lecture her. “She’s barely been awake for a few minutes, and you’re already threatening to send her away, as if she’s done something wrong. She’s the victim!”

      Mother Cross pushes me into a quiet area, scowling. “You don’t need to remind me. I saw the bruises, Father Levi. May I also remind you of your duties as a teacher, and how inappropriate it was for you to touch her. Chastity doesn’t need outside temptations when she’s working on her redemption,” she hisses.

      I’m starting to realize that everything has been twisted against Chastity. Not bothering to contradict her, I bow my head in agreement. “Chastity needs to heal around people who know her. I will do everything in my power to get you to see that.”

      Mother Cross shakes her head and walks away from me, muttering under her breath, and I know I’m going to need to force her hand.

      Checking on Chastity through the window, I see she’s asleep. Turning to find a quiet corner to call Chastity’s brother, I almost bump into Bastian.

      “Hey, you good?” I ask, worriedly. This has been hard on all of us, especially the guys, and I haven’t had a chance to talk to them.

      “Yeah, I overheard you though,” he murmurs, ears tinting pink with embarrassment. “I didn’t mean to, but Mother Cross was really pissed off.”

      Nodding, I stave off my impatience to focus on him. It’s my job, and I care about them. “She is, but she’s gonna be infuriated when I pull the rug out from under the old bag,” I tell him, making sure my voice isn’t above a whisper.

      “Can she really take Chastity away from us? I could hear the monitors from her room freaking out, and that only happens when she’s upset,” Bastian says.

      Shaking my head, I tell him the truth. “I’m not going to let her. Be ready, I may need help to pull this off, okay? Our Eve must stay with her Adams.”

      Relaxing fractionally, Bastian nods. “Yeah, I’ll let the guys know. We’ll be ready to do whatever for Chastity.”

      Nodding, I walk deeper into the hospital, knowing I have to keep this conversation private. The guys will watch Chastity, and update me with any changes now that Bastian has seen me walk away.

      Finding an open door to a storage room, I step in and close the door, leaning against the wall carefully. At least this way, no one will overhear.

      Connecting the call to Jacob, I wait, knowing he’ll answer.

      “It’s about time. I’ve been waiting for your call,” he barks down the line and I grimace. I don’t have time for his bullshit.

      “I beg your pardon? Now you care? She’s been taken advantage of over the years, and forgotten in a mental institution, and you didn’t once lift a finger for your sister. You let your family ruin her life. You don’t have a leg to stand on with your demands from me,” I tell him.

      “You forget who you’re speaking to, I see. I advise that you watch your tone. I’m still your leader,” the Dragon growls.

      Straightening my spine, I refuse to back down. I know I’m right, and he’ll have to agree. “And you have a lot of explaining to do. How did your father get your sister to leave Holy Cross? Chastity is covered in bruises, and she just woke up from a medically-induced coma. We could have lost her,” I roar.

      “I know, okay. I fucking know. I know our father is a sanctimonious piece of shit, and he has a lot of explaining to do. I don’t know what’s going on, but I thought Chastity was at school all of this time. She’d only leave if they promised her something she couldn’t refuse, and that’s her daughter. From what I understand, Angel has been at home all weekend too. Let me do some digging, Levi. I know I’ve failed Chastity many times, but I care about her too.”

      Struggling to get a hold of my anger, I close my eyes. I can hear my blood roaring in my ears, and a little voice whispers, we could still lose her. The danger is out there.

      “Jacob, with all due respect, don’t fuck this up. We need something I can use to blackmail Mother Cross into letting Chastity stay at the Academy. While I have medical proxy, I need to know the possibility of blowing up her reputation will get her to back off. She wants to use the suicide attempt as an excuse to hide her away at the mental institution again. If there’s a possibility that she can prove Chastity is a harm to herself, I can’t protect her there,” I tell him. “I know The Locked Souls Society’s reach is long, but I don’t think anyone wants her back there. She’s too important.”

      I can hear Jacob moving on the other side of the phone, and the slamming of a door. “As important as she is to the Society, she’s my fucking sister. I’m going to find out what’s going on, and then we’ll take care of my grandmother. Chas isn’t going anywhere except back to Holy Cross. Now that you all have your heads out of your asses, I’m counting on you to take care of her. Is that understood?”

      Letting out a small sigh of relief, I raise up a quick prayer of thanks. Dragon could have removed me from my post, or punished me for my insolence. I can only be grateful for his emotional response for his sister. “Absolutely, Dragon. Please be in touch.”

      Jacob hangs up without saying another word, and I roll my eyes. Some things never change.
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      I’m not going to lie, after I left Levi, I waited until he walked away before sneaking into Chastity’s room. Now, I watch as she sleeps. My eyes close as I listen to the beeps of the machines around us, my hand holding hers.

      “Bast?” says a small voice, and my lashes flutter open to see the most beautiful hazel eyes I’ve prayed to see.

      “Hmm. Hey, beautiful,” I murmur, forgetting myself. I thought I’d never see her again, it’s dumb to play it safe around her.

      “Hi,” Chastity says with an exhausted smile.

      “You scared the shit out of us, Chas,” I tell her, scooting closer to her.

      “It’s just because I’m your one chance to have sex, isn’t it?” she snarks, and I bark out a laugh.

      “Sassy, I like it. No, it’s because you mean something to me. I didn’t even know you were our Eve until…” I trail off as I look down at her arms. Brows knitting, I ask the question we’ve all been thinking. “What happened to you, beautiful? You’re covered in bruises. Please, tell me so I can make sure you’re protected.”

      A trembling breath fills her lungs, and my eyes move to hers. She looks confused as she thinks, lifting one of her arms to look at the bruises.

      “I can remember pain and crying, but I can’t see their faces. Is that crazy?” she whispers.

      'Extreme trauma can cause memory loss', is on the tip of my tongue to tell her, but I don’t. The last thing I want is to make her feel like a statistic, and I don’t know what she’s been through.

      “You feel the way you feel,” I murmur, pushing her hair out of her face. “I don’t think you’re crazy. Can you tell me about your daughter?”

      Chas’ eyes light up as she smiles. “Angel is beautiful,” she says as she looks into the distance, as if remembering. “She smells like lavender, has soft brown curls that tickle my face when I hold her, and Ash says she looks just like me.”

      Smiling at her memories, I ask what I’m thinking, despite the now open hospital room door. “So if I marry you, does that mean Angel can be mine too?”

      Jonas decides to walk in with Ash as I ask this, and smirks. “No dice, bro. If she’s going to marry anyone, it’ll be Levi, since he’s the eldest.”

      My heart sinks a little as I hear this. I can’t help being younger, but it doesn’t make me want her any less.

      Chastity blushes as she looks around the room. “I can’t choose, silly. Maybe I’ll just marry you all,” she murmurs.

      Ash snorts as he stares at her. “Even me, Chas?”

      Chastity pouts, and I’m enchanted by her. She’s gaining more confidence as she talks to us, and it gives me hope. “I mean… you’re nice to look at, Ash…”

      Ash’s jaw drops in surprise as Chastity bursts into giggles.

      Tempest walks in slowly, surprised to hear laughter from this room. Seeing it’s really her laughing, she relaxes as she saunters over to Chastity.

      “Are you giving these boys hell, babe?” Tempest smirks as she sits next to her. I have no doubt that if there was more room in the bed, Tempest would be the first one in there with her. We all need to be close to her, to reassure ourselves that she’s alive.

      Chastity shrugs as she squeezes Tempest’s hand. “I’m here, I’m alive, so I figured I was the best person for it.”

      Ash walks over and gently squeezes Chas’ ankle under the covers. “I’m going to request you tease me all of the time. I think I like it.”

      Chastity needs time to heal, and we’ll be here through it all, but a part of me feels like she’s healing us too.

      

  




JACOB

      My father is hiding something from me. Chastity should have been safe at Holy Cross. It’s why I didn’t fight my grandmother when she chose to pull her out of the institution to attend there.

      I haven’t been the best brother while I’ve risen to power in The Locked Souls Society, but after this latest incident, I need to do better. There are things happening to my sister, and from now on, I’m taking personal offense to it.

      Chastity is off limits. She’s too important to The Society, and if I allow myself to admit it, to me too.

      Quietly entering my parents house, I close the door behind me. I moved out as soon as I was able to, mostly because they are unbearable to be around. I also have a boyfriend they aren’t aware of, and I’m quite happy letting them think he’s my roommate.

      We all have our secrets, and we are all sinners. I choose to enjoy mine immensely.

      Hearing Isabella’s voice, I continue silently into her sitting room. The sun went down a few minutes ago, and no one has turned the lights on in the house, outside of the room she’s in.

      “The little whore really thought we were going to hand her a precious baby girl to screw up.” Isabella scowls as she talks to someone on the phone.

      My blood slowly runs cold as I realize Angel isn’t with her. Usually, I can hear her playing in the house, or will see the nanny on her way home after putting her to bed.

      The house doesn't feel right.

      Laughing, Isabella shakes her head at whatever the person says on the other line. “No, Maxie and I tricked Chastity into coming to the city for the weekend, so she could spend time with her daughter. We made her grandmother think she had earned her precious redemption. Instead, we led her into Annie’s Adoption Agency, and told her it was a restaurant we were meeting Jacob and Kara at,” she says.

      She used me against my sister. Does Chas think I was behind this? Oh, God.

      “The little brat received exactly what she deserves. Maxie hired men to beat the spirit out of her, and then she signed away her baby. It was perfect. I never wanted to be her stepmother anyway, and I heard she tried to kill herself at Holy Cross. I can only say good riddance. I hope it sticks,” Isabella says derisively.

      “Watching the footage of them beating her is the equivalent of porn, Evelyn. I highly recommend it. Maxie is napping because I warned him I’ll be riding him till morning. I just don’t know what’s gotten into my vagina.”

      Covering my mouth, I struggle to contain my gag reflex as bile threatens to fill my mouth. I can swallow a cock without issue, but listening to my stepmother get off on my sister’s beating may make me lose my lunch.

      Turning quickly, I decide I need to visit Annie’s Adoption Agency to grab their security footage and find out how involved they were in the selling of my niece.

      I’m on a fucking warpath, and need to keep Chastity at Holy Cross where Levi and the boys will protect her. Not only is she the sister to the leader of The Locked Souls Society, she’s their Eve. I will stop at nothing to protect her now that I am getting a better understanding of how fucked up her life has been.

      I’m done playing it safe. My parents will pay dearly for this, and my grandmother will finally know Chastity has never lied about anything in her past.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, I’m in my apartment staring at my computer screen in horror as I watch the footage from the Agency. My sister is nineteen-years-old, and these men beat her as if she was a grown man. Levi hasn't told me about any broken bones, but she had a guardian angel watching out for her because they could have killed her.

      There’s an older man grinding his pelvis into my sister, and Chastity looks haunted. Has he hurt her in the past? I thought she hooked up with King when she got pregnant, but now… Gagging, I turn and lose the fight with my stomach contents.

      Puking into the garbage can by my desk, I’m glad Otto isn’t home right now. He’s a member of The Society, but this information is too sensitive for him to know.

      Shuddering, I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand as I watch Isabella waltz into the room and force Chastity to sign the adoption paperwork. I wish there was audio to this because I’m sure there’s a lot I’m missing.

      Chastity looks destroyed as she speaks to my father, and my blood boils. How dare he do this to her?! Angel is her life, and now she’s gone.

      Freezing the frame of the man who held, groped, and terrorized my sister, I screenshot a photo. I will be hunting him down and finding my niece. But now, it’s time to solidify Chastity’s enrollment at Holy Cross.

      Pouring myself a shot of whiskey, I take a sip, allowing it to wash away the taste of vomit. Picking up my phone, I connect the call to Levi.

      “Sir? I trust you have good news for me? Mother Cross is terrorizing Chastity again with talk of how much safer she’d be at the mental institution,” Levi greets, his voice angry and clipped.

      Stopping the video footage on the computer as it threatens to restart from the beginning, I shake my head in disgust. My grandmother is impossible.

      “I have news that will help Chastity stay at the school, but I can’t say it’s good. I just watched my baby sister get the shit kicked out of her by thugs my father hired.” I sigh, taking another sip of whiskey.

      I may be getting drunk tonight. Fuck it.

      “What?” Levi whispers in horror. “There’s recorded footage, Dragon? How could they be so stupid as to let this be recorded?”

      “My stepmother enjoys rewatching the beatings,” I explain, closing my eyes against the newest horror in my family’s history. I thought the biggest issue was my sister’s underage pregnancy. Clearly, it’s so much fucking worse.

      “I snuck into the house and heard her recounting how she and my father preyed on Chastity’s need to spend time with her daughter, so that they could lure her instead to an adoption agency. My father had a man I don’t know hold my sister while two others beat her savagely. Levi…” My voice trails off as I stare at my sister’s beaten and bruised face.

      “Sir?” Levi’s voice is rough. I’m not an idiot, I won’t allow the wool to be drawn over my eyes anymore, when it comes to my sister. I’m fairly certain Levi has some kind of feelings for her.

      “They forced her to give up her rights to her daughter, and then they took her. My father and Isabella took everything from her, and so Chas decided to remove herself from a dark and lonely existence. I wouldn’t be surprised if they taunted her the whole time.” I scowl, shaking my head. “I can’t even blame my sister for her actions, but I can help her now. You have to understand that my father has hidden my sister, even from me, for much of her teens. So I believed them when they told me an older man that she was involved with knocked her up.”

      Levi scoffs over the line, and I wonder what he knows. “You do not deserve this information, but she told me someone took advantage of her. Do you think this man they told you was the father of her child would take her voice from her and rape her?”

      My blood runs cold, and my hands shake as I think about this. King was a bad boy, which is why we all believed the narrative that he was the father. But forcing himself on my sister… never. Fuck.

      “No… I don’t. There’s a lot I need to think about before I make my next move, Levi. But for now, I’m emailing you this video to show my grandmother. Tell her that if she doesn’t allow Chastity to stay at Holy Cross, you’ll release this video to the authorities, and tell them she knew this would happen when she authorized her granddaughter to leave the property,” I tell him. “Chastity was released into my grandmother’s supervision when she left the mental institution, which means she’ll be found negligent for Chas’ care, and also an accomplice to my father and Isabella.”

      Levi blows out a breath as he processes that. “Yes, Sir. Damn, you’re good. And as for the men who beat the shit out of her, and your parents?” he asks.

      “We will find a way to make sure they never have another carefree breath again, and we will remove my younger sister from their care. They told Chastity I was waiting for them inside of the agency, and that it was a restaurant,” I explain angrily. “She never would have gone in there if they hadn’t told her that.”

      “Would you like to be on the line when I speak to Mother Cross? She was just talking to one of the doctors about transferring her to the mental institution as soon as possible.” Levi sighs.

      My grandmother is nothing if not persistent.

      “Yes, please. Do you have a tablet with you? You can show her the video. I don’t want her to realize I’m on the phone,” I explain.

      “I don’t, but I’m sure Bast does. He usually keeps one with him. Send me the video, and I’ll get everything set. I’ll call you back in a few minutes,” Levi says before he hangs up.

      Sending the video to Levi, I refill my glass. Taking a sip, I wait for him to call me back. I can’t wait to see what bullshit my grandmother tries to come up with.

      She has never been this cruel before, but we had some harsh words a few months ago after Chastity was sent to her. She swore up and down that she was the right person for her redemption.

      My phone buzzes and I sigh, answering and putting the call on speaker. I can hear the hiss of fabric against the phone and I’m assuming I’m in Levi’s pocket. Muting my phone, I lean back with my drink, ready to enjoy the show.

      “Mother Superior, could I have a moment?” Levi asks politely.

      “Father Levi, I’m in the middle of getting the signatures I need to have Chastity transferred. She’s not well,” my grandmother says, ignorant of the bomb about to drop on her.

      Smirking, I shake my head. Not today, old woman.

      “Yeah, I really don’t think you’ll want to continue on this path, Mother Cross, once you see what I have to show you,” Levi grunts.

      Sighing, my grandmother says, “You have fifteen minutes. Do the boys really have to be here for this? This feels like a frivolous ploy to save my granddaughter from the help she needs.”

      “All I want is for Chastity to get the help she needs,” Ash says, surprising me. I don’t believe he’s been very happy about having Chastity around, and I didn't expect him to stick up for her. “Mother Cross, with all due respect, please just come and see what we need you to see.”

      My grandmother scoffs, and I can hear her shoes as she walks to where the guys want her to go. I expect it to be some kind of quiet waiting room, because no one should accidentally see the footage they will be playing.

      “This better be good,” she mutters, and I roll my eyes as I take another sip of my drink.

      The heat of the alcohol is relaxing my body, and I know I’m on the way to getting drunk.

      “This is where Chastity went when she left with her father and stepmother,” Levi explains as I hear him tap the tablet. “As you can see, she didn’t do anything wrong, outside of trusting the wrong people. People who promised her time with her daughter, which is all she's ever wanted.”

      My grandmother gasps, and I can hear the sound of her rosary beads. “They’re… beating her! Maxen is just watching… How can this be happening? He’s her father!”

      She sounds choked up as she watches, and as the video continues, Mother Cross sobs for the lost innocence of her granddaughter.

      “I have confirmation that Chastity’s rights as a parent were terminated that day, as you can see Isabella forcing her to sign the paperwork,” Levi explains, his voice clinical and distant. I wonder if he had time to watch this once through before showing my grandmother, because he sounds so detached.

      “Chastity felt she had nothing to live for, and so she stood in the Academy’s Chapel, and did what she believed she had to do. You released your ward to people who beat her and abused her, Mother Cross.”

      The sound of my grandmother shaking her head can be heard because of the fabric of her habit. “I didn’t know,” she moans softly.

      I would almost feel bad if the woman hadn’t spent so much time making my sister’s life a living hell.

      “Due to your negligence, if I release this to the police, you could be charged with dereliction of duty to your ward. That's if I let you off easy. If I can prove you willingly knew Chastity’s father and stepmother would do this, then—” My grandmother cuts Levi off with a screech.

      “I knew no such thing. I was happy for her, as I thought she earned her redemption. There’s no way I would sign off on her leaving Holy Cross with her parents if I knew it was to be assaulted and manipulated,” Grandmother hisses.

      “Nevertheless, Chastity is laying bruised and battered in a bed across the hall from us, which means you are still responsible for her well-being,” Ash says, picking up for Levi. “This means, if you continue to speak about that terrible prison you call a mental institution, we will release this to the police. Is that understood? Chastity will remain at Holy Cross.”

      “You can’t do that,” my grandmother complains. “Holy Cross isn’t safe for her. We need to hide her away.”

      “No,” Levi bites out. “We will make it safe for Chastity. You will never hide her away again.”

      My grandmother agrees as she cries, and I can hear the guys stand and walk away.

      Levi pulls the phone out of his pocket and starts. “Did you hear all of that? You may need to help if she decides to push back,” Levi murmurs.

      “I don’t think she’ll be a problem, but if she is, please don’t hesitate to tell me. I will deliver the video to my friend on the police force, who will ensure my grandmother is removed as a problem, and that no one else sees the video,” I promise.

      The guys thank me, and I realize all three Adams and Levi were there still. Terminating the call, I stare at the wall, planning what other things I need to put into place to protect my sister.

      Chastity is special, and she will rise from this stronger. I just wish I had been more vigilant in her safety.
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      I’m staring at the wall, thinking about how to get out of being sent back to Hidden Hills, when Levi knocks on the door.

      My grandmother was here a few minutes ago, going on and on about how important I was to her, and why I needed to be hidden away. I don’t want to disappear again, not able to remember who I am or anyone else. Short of digging in my heels and having a tantrum, nothing can save me from this because my grandmother is my medical proxy.

      “Can I come in, Chastity?” Levi asks, frowning as he takes me in. I’m a mess and I know it. The nurses won’t allow me to shower outside of a sponge bath, and I feel gross.

      “Of course,” I tell him, forcing a small smile.

      Levi shakes his head as he sits next to me. “Please don’t do that. Don’t fake something you don’t feel,” he murmurs.

      Taking in a shaky breath, I shrug. “I’m scared,” I whisper. “I can’t remember things that happened before I did this to myself. Grandmother was here earlier telling me how much better it’ll be for me to go away for a while. Levi… I don’t want to go.”

      Levi looks fierce as he stares at me. “Little Sinner, there’s so many things I need to say to you. But first, I promise to do everything in my power to make sure you don’t have to go anywhere you don’t want to. I can already see you’re changing, and one day, you won’t need me to protect you. For now, will you let me?” he asks.

      My fingers twist together anxiously as I take in his sincere and earnest expression. “So much has happened between us. The day I left…”

      Levi carefully takes my hand. “I want to talk to you about that. I should have told you I was in the confessional booth as soon as I knew it was you. Confession is a private and powerful sacrament, and I broke your trust. I’m so sorry.”

      Tears I’ve been holding back spill over, and he wipes them away. Levi rarely apologizes; he is a force to be reckoned with, moving people where he needs them so he can accomplish his goals.

      “I’m sure you have been wanting to know my secrets.” I sigh.

      Levi grunts as his lips twist. “I should have asked you, or waited for you to tell me. I want to have less secrets between us. There are things I can’t tell you because they are Society related, but I love you,” he rasps. “I prayed so hard for you to come back to me, and now that you have, the thought of losing you is more than I can bear. I need you to be with me forever.” Hesitating, he slowly leans forward and kisses my lips. This man destroys me with just a kiss, and I whimper as he pulls away.

      “Baby, will you marry me?”

      Gasping, my mind races. We haven’t even gone on a date. Not to mention… Maybe I shouldn’t be thinking of three other men while I’m being proposed to, but I do. The tears dry as I give one of my first real smiles. “You’ll have to accept my other boyfriends. I hear they’re pretty attached to me.”

      Levi barks a laugh. “I guess you’re worth it, Little Sinner,” he says with a smirk as he kisses me.

      “What is the meaning of this?” my grandmother says, walking into the room. “My granddaughter’s sinfulness is spreading! You’re her teacher, Father Levi. I’ll have you fired.”

      Biting my lip, I look between the two of them, expecting Levi to tell me I’m too much trouble to marry.

      He stands, protectively putting himself in front of me. “I don’t think you understand how this works, Mother Superior. You don’t hold power over me anymore. I love your granddaughter, and she’s of age, even if she is my student. I’ll marry her, and my station will also give her protection from her father. She’ll move in with me once she returns to Holy Cross. We all want her protected, don’t we?”

      Peeking around Levi’s back, I am surprised to see my grandmother pale. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her scared before.

      “Father Levi, I agree with you now that the Institution isn’t the best place for her. I will not have Chastity live in sin, and move in with you while unwedded. If you’re going to insist on this, arrangements will need to be made for a wedding as soon as she returns to the Academy,” my grandmother says, fidgeting slightly with her rosary. “I have been forced to bend against my will on many things, Father Levi, but this you will not change my mind on.”

      Levi turns to look at me, a mischievous glint in his eye. “It just means I get to call you mine sooner, Chastity. It also didn’t escape my notice that you haven’t answered my question. Will you marry me?”

      Nodding, my eyes widen as I realize he’s right. “Yes! Yes, I will. We need witnesses, right?”

      Is my grandmother going to keep my marriage a secret too?

      “Yes, yes. I’ll arrange it all, child,” my grandmother says with a nod. “I’ll be returning to Holy Cross soon to begin preparations.” She looks worried, and I wonder why. A moment later, she takes a deep breath, turns, and walks away with her back ramrod straight.

      “Is it me, or was that kind of weird?” I ask.

      Sitting next to me again, he pushes my hair out of my face, pursing his lips. “Your grandmother is coming to terms with the fact that she’ll never be able to get you to do anything again. Especially if you're my wife. I want to make you strong. You already are, it's just that people have continually tried to break you. Do you feel broken?” he asks.

      What an odd question.

      Thinking back, I look at my life. There’s a pang in my heart when I think about Angel, and I blame some of the memory loss on this. I want her in my life more than anything.

      Bent, tired, beaten… but broken?

      “No,” I tell him, looking up at him from beneath my lashes. Swallowing, I stop hiding and tilt my head back, giving him the full force of my hazel eyes. “I don’t feel broken. I want the people who did this to pay. My memory is really patchy, and it’s hard to see everything that happened the day I went out with my father. I vaguely remember Angel… and then it’s just all pain.”

      Nodding, Levi sighs. “There’s video footage of what happened, but if you agree, I’d prefer for you to remember naturally. It should happen soon. The doctors are blaming the swelling in your brain as the reason why,” he explains.

      Trying to get comfortable, I hiss as my body protests.

      “Little Sinner, you should rest. Do you need anything? Are you hungry?” His eyes scan me as he asks, and I can tell he’ll be a very attentive husband.

      Holy crap… I’m getting married!

      “I think I’m actually hungry,” I tell him in surprise. “I haven’t eaten much because I’ve been too sleepy. I would honestly love a milkshake.”

      Frowning, Levi says, “Chastity, that’s not food. Are you sure that’s what you want?”

      “Please? My throat is still really sore from the tube. I don’t think I could stomach anything else. Can you at least ask and see if they’ll give it to me?” I beg, pouting.

      “Levi, you’re really falling down on the job if you’re making your future wife beg for food,” Tempest says as she walks into the room.

      Levi rolls his eyes. “So you heard the news, I see?”

      “Mother Superior is on the phone and I overheard her. She’s going to be heading back to the Academy soon with Bast and Jonas, as it’s getting late,” Tempest explains. “So… are you going to get Chas the milkshake, or am I racking up more bestie points?”

      Levi snorts as he stands up. “I’m clearly outnumbered over here. Is this what it’s going to be like now that you’re back, Tempest?”

      Tempest flushes and my eyes narrow. “What are you keeping from me, missy?” I ask. “I’m hungry and tired, and I need you to dish.”

      Tempest rolls her eyes. “You’re so dramatic, Chas. Mother Superior agreed I could come back to the Academy, but not as a student… I’m going to be a novitiate, to prepare to become a nun,” she tells me.

      My eyes widen. I know there’s a story there and I plan to get it out of her as soon as I can. Tempest, a nun? “I don’t need anyone except for you, Chastity. You’re my person, and I’ve had my wild life. Some quiet sounds really good to me right now.”

      I communicate with my eyes that I’ll be grilling her later, and she walks backward slowly with a mischievous grin. “So, you wanted a milkshake, right? How much would you love me if I got one for you?”

      “So much!” I pout before smiling. I really missed her, and I’m so glad she’s not angry with me.

      “On it!” Tempest calls over her shoulder as she sweeps out of the room.

      “She really is good for you,” Levi murmurs, running his fingers through my hair. “Is there anything else you need?”

      “A shower.” I groan. “Maybe someone to wash my hair too, because there’s so much of it I’ll probably fall asleep in the shower.”

      Smirking, he kisses my forehead before he closes and locks the door. Pulling the blinds down, he prowls toward me. “I’m calling a nurse to get you unhooked from all of this, a shower chair, and maybe some of those plastic bags to cover your bandages. I’ll figure it the fuck out, Baby.” Levi sighs as he tilts my head up. “You deserve the world, and if a shower will make you happy, I’m going to figure out the logistics as your future husband.”

      Sniffling, I pull him into a kiss. “I think that’s the nicest thing anyone has ever done for me,” I tell him.

      Levi stares at me for a long time. “The guys and I are going to do so many nice things for you that you'll never be able to say that again, Little Sinner. Your life changes, starting this moment. We’re in this together.”

      Taking an easier breath than I have in ages, I nod. I can believe him when he’s staring at me fiercely, picking up the phone to figure out how to make me feel clean again.

      I really have fallen in love with Levi Madden.

      

  




ASH

      Jonas and Bastian went back to the Academy with Mother Superior, while I was able to beg off because I have to drive Tempest back to her new quarters.

      I can’t believe Temp is going to be a nun.

      I know she’s not ready to tell us what happened while she was gone, but I see the haunted look in her eyes when she doesn’t think anyone is watching. I don’t understand her friendship with Chastity, but I know she needs her, so she’s important to the guys and I too.

      Needing to see Chastity, I stroll back to her room. Not bothering to knock, I walk in and see Chastity out of bed, freshly showered and snuggled in Levi’s arms. She has an IV in and a heart monitor on her finger, but otherwise is clear of the many wires I saw her wearing. Even the bandages look less scary now.

      “I’m so excited to hold you every night once we’re married,” Levi growls, kissing up her neck as she melts into him.

      Married? He’s going to take her from us?

      My ears ring in panic as I hear his words over and over.

      “What the fuck, Levi? You’re playing house with our girl, and you’re just going to take her from us?” I roar. I’m hurt because I never thought I’d have to deal with betrayal from my mentor.

      He’s so much older than her too.

      Levi’s head whips around, and when Chastity sits up too quickly, she whimpers from her bruises.

      “Chas, don’t move so fast, Baby. Ash! You don’t understand. Can you just slow down for a minute? I have to marry her,” Levi tells me, his eyes telling me to calm down.

      What do I really have to offer Chastity as an orphan? Levi has a better position in The Society, money, and the power to protect her. I’m just a broke Adam.

      “I can’t believe a word you have to say. You know how we all feel about Chastity, and here you are taking advantage of her when she’s in pain. This is really fucking low, even for you. I know you’ve been messing with her head with your punishments, but you could have waited until she was a little less vulnerable,” I rage.

      Shaking my head, I stomp out the door. Jonas and Bast are back at the Academy, but I need them. I don’t care how they get here. They’ll have to sneak out.

      Picking up the phone, I tug on my hair as I connect the call and wait.

      “Ash, is Chastity okay? I was going to start studying for this theology test tomorrow,” Jonas murmurs as he picks up.

      “I need you to get to the hospital as soon as you can. Tonight. I don’t care how you make it happen, but we need a family meeting,” I snap. I know they’re going to worry there’s something wrong with Chastity, but I can’t help my anxiety and anger.

      Chastity is ours. He can’t take her from us, even if I know I’m not good enough for her.

    

  







            Chapter 8

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I don’t know what Ash is losing his mind over, but it can’t be good. Glancing over at Bast, I sigh. “Hey, Ash wants us to get to the hospital, Bast. He’s raging about how we need to have a family meeting, but I think something happened,” I tell him.

      Bast glances over at me. “How are we going to get there? We’d have to hitchhike, and you’re the world’s worst wingman,” he chuckles.

      I am really bad at lying. Unless it’s a life or death situation, or regarding The Society. I am awkward when it comes to talking to strangers. I come on too strong, or just get nervous.

      Ugh, I really hate hitchhiking. Throwing my pen down on my desk, I groan. “Fine, let’s sneak out the usual way then.” I pout.

      “Yes!” Bastian loves sneaking out of the Academy and avoiding the guards. I think he may be an adrenaline junkie.

      That’s a worry for another day.

      Sneaking out of our room, we take the hidden passages until it drops us out into the courtyard. Weaving through the trees, we avoid the guards on the grounds until we arrive at the main gate.

      There’s a spot only we know of where the gate’s been cut. Squeezing through, we begin to walk quickly away from the school. Getting off campus is easy, it’s finding someone to pick us up since the sun’s set.

      Headlights shine around us as we walk, and Bast holds his hand out with a smile. He’s unassuming, using all of the charm God has given him without a thought.

      The only people I give carefree smiles like that to are Ash and Chastity. I’m easy going, while still being the protector for my friends. I have a lot of great assets, but I fully know that Bast’s quick thinking is going to get us in that car.

      “Hey there, sexy,” the girl greets us as she slows and pulls over to speak to us.

      “Hey, Beautiful. Thank you for stopping for us. Our car broke down, and we have to get to the hospital to see our friend. Think you can help us?” Bast asks with a smile.

      The girl hesitates, biting her lip. This is where I worry we’re sunk, and she won’t take us.

      Bastian throws his arm around me, taking me by surprise when he cuddles into me.

      What the hell is happening?

      Before I can pull away, the girl’s eyes light up as she watches us.

      “My boyfriend and I don’t bite, I promise,” Bast grins. “We really just want to visit our friend.”

      “Oh, my God, you two are adorable. My name is Taylee and I’ll absolutely take you,” she gushes. “I’m sorry for being a bit weird, but I swear I heard my mother’s voice in my head about picking up strangers.”

      Taylee unlocks the doors and we pile in. Bast keeps his arm around me while we drive, and I want to shake him off.

      Only Chastity or Ash touch me like this, and Bast isn’t either of them.

      I lay my head on Bast’s shoulder so I can scowl at him without Taylee noticing.

      “I know, I know,” he mutters. “We’re almost there and then you can have your bubble back.”

      Nodding, I listen to the two of them chattering, counting the minutes until we arrive.

      Clambering from the car, I thank her on my way out. “Have a good night, Taylee. Thank you so much for driving us.”

      As I close the door, I hear her chuckle. “So he does speak.”

      I do, but not when I know I’m going to mess up the plan.

      Giving me space, Bast shrugs at me. “She wasn’t going to give us a chance if we were both straight,” he explains. “Picking up a hitchhiker is dangerous, and we’re both athletic guys. I didn’t want to freak her out, and you’re an awkward actor,” he confesses.

      Barking out a laugh, I shake my head. “I really am awful at forced flirting. I overthink it all.”

      Walking quickly to the ICU, we find Ash pacing.

      “There’s something wrong with Chastity, isn’t there? Can I see her?” I’m freaking out. I don’t know any other reason Ash would demand we haul ass down here.

      “Worse,” Ash grunts, and my breath stalls in my chest. I can’t lose her. She’s a light in my life. “Levi stole our girl and is marrying her.”

      Bast looks at him in confusion, and I stare at him. Peacekeeping is something I excel at, but I also need more information on what’s happening.

      “Ash… are you sure that’s what’s happening?” I ask carefully. Ash has a history of exploding and not waiting or asking the right questions.

      Ash’s hands curl in and out of fists as he growls. “What do you think? Chastity was in his arms, freshly showered and cuddling him, and Levi was talking about how nice it’ll be to have her like this every night once they’re married,” he exclaims.

      Holy shit. Married. Not wanting to add my emotions to the mix, I stay quiet.

      “Huh. So you blew up, called us, and have been stewing as you waited for us?” Bast asks, rolling his eyes.

      “Yeah. Pretty much. Why aren’t you both more upset about this?”

      “Because I know your temper, Ash,” I tell him gently, grabbing his hand and pulling him with me to Chas’ room. “We’re going to go have a nice, adult conversation, and if you’re right, you can beat the shit out of him with me. Does that help?” I tease.

      Ash can’t help himself as he sputters out a laugh. “You’re both assholes,” he mutters. “I wanted to be pissed off for a little longer.”

      Snorting, I shake my head as I knock on the hospital door. “Come in,” Chastity’s sweet voice says.

      She’s in the hospital bed propped up by pillows, and I walk over and kiss her forehead.

      “You broke out?” Levi asks, sounding amused.

      “Apparently you did something worth a family meeting,” I tease him.

      Levi glares at Ash, throwing himself back into the chair. “Really? You decided to tell on me? Come on, man,” he groans.

      I can’t help it, I snicker. If he really wanted to steal Chastity away from us, he wouldn’t be joking around with us.

      “Want to explain what all of this wedding talk is about?” Bast asks, eyes raised.

      “Yeah. Look, Chastity needs to be protected, and since I have her medical proxy, her grandmother won’t be able to put her into a mental hospital ever again. We shut her up for now about it, but Mother Cross is tenacious as hell,” Levi explains. “I also love her. I would never take her from you all. I couldn’t if I wanted to… Our Little Sinner is a bit attached to you all.”

      Chastity blushes and nods. “I want all of you, and the wedding won’t change that. I can’t live with my grandmother again after everything. It’ll give her too much control over me, and I don’t trust anyone in my family right now. Even my brother is iffy at the moment.”

      I know how integral Jacob was to getting the evidence we needed to blackmail Mother Cross. I clear my throat. “I think we shouldn’t count your brother out just yet,” I tell her, raising an eyebrow. “Let’s not pass judgment, okay? Rash decisions hurt people, which Ash is hopefully seeing.”

      Ash grumbles as he plops into a chair. “You two looked so damn perfect together, it felt like you were leaving us behind. Eve or no Eve.”

      “No one is leaving anyone behind,” Chastity says firmly. “As I said, I want you all, but I don’t know how to make that happen.”

      Levi grunts as he looks at us all. He appears to be the leader I know he is. Relaxed, knowledgeable, practical.

      “The Locked Souls Society… Ash, can you close and lock the door, please?” Levi asks.

      It’s been so easy to walk in and out of this room, I don’t blame him for the extra security. The blinds are drawn, and there’s only a dim light on in the room.

      Ash closes and locks the door before returning to his seat.

      “As I was saying,” Levi says softly. “The Locked Souls Society doesn’t follow societal norms. Marriage doesn’t have to be between two people, and polyamory is natural and accepted. Chastity and I can get married on paper to satisfy Mother Superior, since she’ll be moving in with me, and we can arrange our own ceremony for the five of us. You’re meant to be in Chastity’s life. She needs all of us, so that’s what she’ll have.”

      I can feel my soul settle at these words. I knew he wouldn’t take her, but now I know I’ll be tied to her forever too, along with my brothers. Smiling brightly, Chastity glows as she sits in the bed. She may not have all of her memories yet, but hour by hour, she’s getting stronger and stronger.
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        * * *

      

      We return to campus, and I take a deep breath in relief that we weren’t caught. Mother Cross has upped security after everything that happened with Chastity. The moment we enter our room, Bastian grabs his laptop and plops down on my bed.

      Ash grunts and walks into his room, slamming the door. I know he needs a minute. Though it’s hard for him, he’s starting to fall for Chastity, just like we all have. I know he’s scared, but this will be a good thing in the end.

      He deserves love and a family. I know Levi is telling the truth. He’s not just going to shove us aside and steal our Eve. “Okay, so this is kinda weird, but I think we should custom make Chas’ ring. Maybe we can include all of our birthstones or something.”

      Bast’s scrolling on his computer, muttering about something. I kick my shoes off and climb up next to him on the bed. “That could work. Just so we will always be a part of their marriage. I like it,” I comment, and Ash’s door comes flying open as he snorts.

      “We should just mix all our cum together and make her one of those DNA rings,” he snarks, rolling his eyes. My mouth drops and my eyes are huge. Bastian laughs, thinking it’s the funniest thing.

      “Holy crap, it’s a real thing… but that would be too weird, right? Would she even wear something like that?” He keeps thinking out loud, and I’m still gaping at Ash. He moves closer and climbs on the bed, hovering over me.

      With one finger, he shuts my mouth and gives me a soft kiss. “Close your mouth, Baby, before I’m tempted to fill it.” My cock twitches, and he smiles as my cheeks pink.

      Bastian laughs, and Ash rolls next to us as we try to figure out the logistics of such a ring, and if we can have it delivered in time.

      This is crazy, but at the same time, nothing about our relationship is normal.

      

  




CHASTITY

      I’m nervous, and not at all ready to go back to Holy Cross Academy yet. I’ve been healing for two weeks, and the doctors agreed I can go home. There was a disagreement at first about whether or not I’d be able to be discharged, but it was sorted quickly.

      “Ready to go home, Little Sinner?” Levi asks, walking in with a smile.

      My features pinch as I think about that. Home. But where is that going to be? Am I going to live with my grandmother before the wedding?

      Confused and overwhelmed by the logistics, my breathing starts to wheeze and my hands shake.

      “I don’t think I’m ready to go back,” I confess to Levi. “So much happened at Holy Cross. I don’t think I want to deal with it. The stares… Ugh, Bridget, Teri, Monique… I don’t think I can handle them… Where am I going to live?”

      I’m sitting on the edge of the bed in a pair of comfortable pants and a long-sleeve top, and a flush of anxious heat spreads through my body.

      Levi drops to his knees, pulling my hair gently, and I focus on the slight sting of pain.

      “Baby… where do you want to go? You can live with me in my apartment, or—” Levi looks like he's had a light bulb moment, and bites his lip. “You said you wanted to connect with your brother, right? What if you stayed with him, Chastity?”

      “Jacob? Why would he let me stay with him?” I scoff, shaking my head. “He hates me, Levi. I’m a burden and a curse in our family. I don’t think that’s going to work.”

      Growling, Levi mutters, “You are no such fucking thing. You take that back right now. You’re beautiful, smart, and have so much integrity. Baby, he would love to have you. Jacob helped me find information to help keep you at Holy Cross.”

      Levi buries his face in my hair and inhales, causing me to shiver. “I’ll stay with you, Chastity, if you want, but it’ll give you some much needed time to hear the truth from your brother. He’s sorry about a lot of what happened in your past, and there’s so much he didn’t know your parents were doing. Just consider it. Okay?”

      I stare at Levi, thinking about what he said. I have nightmares about the night I had Angel. Jacob looking helplessly on as they ripped her from my arms. I don’t know if I can believe he didn’t know what Isabella and my father were doing.

      How could he not?

      “Chastity, I see you’re ready to go,” my grandmother says with a too wide smile as she walks in, taking in Levi and I. “Why are you on the floor, Father Levi? You look ridiculous. It’s time to head back to the Academy. I’m moving your things back into my apartment until the wedding. I won’t have you two living in sin.”

      Squeezing Levi’s hand, I blurt out, “I’m not returning to the Academy, Grandmother.”

      “Nonsense, where else would you go?” she splutters.

      “My brother’s home. I’m staying with Jacob for… a week,” I hastily tell her.

      Jacob owes me… he’s going to have to agree.

      Levi hides his smile from my grandmother as the frown lifts from her face. “Oh, Jacob. I think he’ll love this. You two haven’t spent nearly enough time together, and I think this is wonderful. Let me go call him and make sure he knows all about your medications and medical needs,” my grandmother says, turning away.

      “Text Jacob and tell him I’m staying with him,” I hiss under my breath, and Levi’s shoulders shake as he hides his amusement.

      “You’re so much fun when you’re standing on your own two feet, Little Sinner. This is a good look for you,” he murmurs as he texts my brother quickly.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jacob: I’ll gladly be a port in the storm, Levi. I wish I had been able to offer this earlier, and should have thought to ask if she wanted to stay with me.

      

      

      

      

      

      Levi shows me the text, and a tendril of anxiety that he would be angry with me eases.

      Kissing my forehead, Levi gets off the floor, taking the wheelchair from the nurse as she walks in. It’s hospital procedure to be wheeled out upon discharge, and I’m glad for it because standing up to my grandmother has left me shaking.

      She’s so much larger than life, severe in all of her interactions, and scares me to death.

      “Take a breath, Chastity,” Levi murmurs under his breath as he wheels me out. “You’re doing so good, Baby. We’re almost out of here and I’ll drive you to Jacob’s. Do you want me to stay with you, or will you be alright in his guest room?”

      Chewing on my inner bottom lip, I think about this. “Will you stay with me, please? I haven’t spent very much time with him in years. He moved out the moment he could, and I spent a lot of lonely years in that home. I don’t blame him in a way, because my father and Isabella aren’t pleasant people, but he was never really around. My most recent memories of him all revolve around my worst memories.”

      Levi grunts under his breath. “I want to beat the shit out of him for that, but I can’t.”

      I don’t think he meant for me to hear that, but it nonetheless makes me smile slightly. I want to fight my own battles, but it’s nice that Levi is willing and wants to fight them with me. God, we’ve come such a long way from him taunting me in class about how I didn’t know the answers.

      It feels like a lifetime ago.

      Levi helps me into his car as Grandmother watches. “Jacob has agreed to let you stay with him, but he’s an important man, Chastity. He won’t be able to hold your hand for everything. You must allow him to continue his work and not get in the way. Is that understood?”

      I feel like I’m a child when she speaks to me, instead of a soon to be twenty-year-old woman. God, why can’t she just treat me like a person?

      There’s so much I want to say, but I don’t want to push my luck until I’m married to Levi and she can’t intervene in my life as much.

      Instead, I wave, lips tightly pressed to keep in all of the things that I want to say.

      Don’t say it. Keep quiet…

      I let out a breath as Levi closes the door. He talks to my grandmother, or rather she lectures him, until Levi begins to slowly back away until he’s in the car.

      “Make a break for it,” I mutter behind my hand as he closes his door and waves at my grandmother with a pained expression.

      Throwing the car into drive, Levi murmurs, “Is your seatbelt on, young lady?”

      Glancing down, I realize I forgot. Quickly pulling it on, I bite my lip as he presses the gas to ease past my grandmother.

      Can’t run her over. She’s going to be his family too.

      Deciding to be a brat, I glance at Levi from under my lashes. “I’m sorry, Daddy, I forgot to put my belt on.”

      Levi stops breathing for a moment, and I swallow my giggle down. I can’t reveal all of my cards so soon to my soon-to-be husband.

      Smirking, he says, “Is this what you really want to do, Little Sinner?"

      Squeezing my thighs together, my breath comes faster. “I don’t know what you mean? I’m just apologizing for being a bad girl,” I explain, my voice breathy.

      “Fuck, you’re killing me right now, and making me want to change my mind, Baby Girl,” he growls.

      Biting my lip, I hold in my smile as I look away. I don’t want to end up with a reddened ass before I have to walk into Jacob’s home. I wouldn’t know how to explain it, and my family thinks I’m wild and loose as it is.

      Levi’s hand squeezes my thigh as he drives, and I tangle my fingers in his.

      My brother lives in a gated community that’s filled with trees, and it’s beautiful. The houses are well-spaced, and it reminds me that he’s been building a life for himself since he moved out. I’m happy for his successes, but also sad because I was left behind.

      I don’t know anything about his life now, or how he’s been able to do so well, because Jacob cut me out of it so easily.

      “Chastity,” Levi murmurs and I blink. There’s wetness on my cheeks, causing me to blush at how out of control my emotions are. “You don’t have to stay here…”

      “No,” I tell him, swiping at my cheeks. “I got in my head a little bit, is all. I’m in the dark about so much, and I keep wondering how much he knew about what was happening to me. The abuse, Angel, all of it.” Straightening my back, I shrug. “I’ll be okay. You can do what you need to.”

      Levi shakes his head, unbuckling my seat belt, before scooping me into his lap. Gasping, I watch him with surprise in my eyes.

      “Before we go in, we need to talk,” he growls. “I am not dropping you off here because you’re a burden. You are the most precious person in the world to me. Is that understood, Little Sinner?”

      I take too long to respond, my mouth opening and closing several times. Levi spanks my ass hard and I squeal.

      “Yes! Yes, Sir. I understand you perfectly,” I say quickly.

      “There’s my good fucking girl. I want you to be safe, but if you don’t feel safe here, call me and I’ll move you into my apartment. Fuck what your grandmother or anyone else thinks. Please, promise me you’ll give your brother a chance to explain. I hope the fucker actually tries to,” Levi grumbles. “He’s a really private man, Baby. Jacob isn’t trying to hurt you by not telling you things.”

      I feel incredibly tired, and I drop my head onto Levi’s shoulder. “I’m so tired of all the cloak and dagger,” I sigh. “There’s so much I don’t know about The Society, being an Eve, even my own damn life. I know everything has its time and place, but when do I get to understand why my life is full of such hate and pain?”

      Levi shudders, and in reality, I know it’s not his fault. I don’t think anyone really knows how bad things are, except for my father, stepmother, and I. The beatings are just the tip of the iceberg, but Angel being legally taken from me has left me shaken.

      Closing my eyes, I can hear myself screaming on the inside. I lock it down, because if I let the screams out, I really will end up back at Hidden Hills.

      A kiss on my forehead grounds me, and I take a shaky breath. Levi just holds me, careful of my bruises, and I snuggle into his body. A knock on the window makes my eyes fly open, and I wish I could pretend my brother wasn’t outside the car looking annoyed.

      “This’ll be really fun to explain,” I mutter under my breath.

      “Hey, Little Sinner,” Levi says softly, and I look up at him. “You have absolutely nothing to feel shame about. We’re engaged, and if I want to cuddle you in the car, I damn well will.”

      His tone makes me grin up at him, and he kisses me gently. Opening the car door, I slowly get out. I know I must still look like hell when Jacob’s eyes widen, but I can’t bring myself to care. I’ve seen hell, I’ve walked through it, and somehow, I survived anyway.

      “Hi, Jacob,” I murmur, as Levi follows me out of the car to stand next to me, closing the door behind him after he grabs my bag.

      “Chastity,” he whispers. “Grandmother made sure to give me a mile long list of things you’re supposed to take. Are you sure you should be out of the hospital?”

      “Yes. I am not going back to the hospital. Levi,” I say tiredly, glancing at him, and he picks me up. “I could have walked. I just really want to go to bed though.”

      “Jacob, your sister is exhausted, and really doesn’t have time for an inquisition in the driveway. I’ll take my fiancée home to my apartment if this is an imposition,” Levi growls.

      I smirk, because it’s nice to be cared for. I am slowly finding my backbone, but I don’t want to rock the boat until I’m safely behind my marriage to Levi. There are too many people who have control of my life, because of my supposedly shaky mental health.

      “I’m sorry, your what?!” Jacob roars. Usually he’d scare the shit out of me. Instead, my smirk grows to a grin.

      “Surprise?” I giggle.

      “You’re in so much trouble, Little Sinner,” Levi says in my ear. “If she’s staying with you, lead the way. If not, I’ll deal with the consequences of Mother Cross, even though we’re trying to stay under the radar right now.”

      My brother scowls, before turning and walking into the house.

      “Well, that could have gone better,” I say to Levi as he walks me in.

      “Eh, he’s kind of an asshole,” Levi mutters under his breath. “Jacob is your brother though, and he loves you. He just doesn’t know how to express it, Chas.”

      “If you could stop talking about me, that would be great!” Jacob says as he stomps through the house.

      Speaking louder as Levi slams the door behind us with his foot, I ask, “When did you become such a drama queen, Brother?”

      Levi stifles a chuckle as he steps into the living room.

      “You’re pretty much the only person who could say that and continue to live,” Jacob says in a scary voice, and my eyes widen. “I need to know what you did, Chastity.”

      Levi gently puts me on my feet, though my ribs still pull.

      “I am taking back my life. I don’t want to be drugged and institutionalized, beaten and raped, or ignored!” I yell at him. Jacob flinches at my words, but looks otherwise impassive. “I lost my baby again. No one cares. I had to do the unthinkable for anyone to raise a brow that something may be wrong.”

      Jacob sighs, but I shake my head. “I am not crazy. I’m traumatized, but I didn’t hallucinate being beaten,” I tell him, raising my shirt so he can see the bruises. I make sure not to flash him, because the last thing I need is for my brother to complain about something else. “I didn’t do this to myself!”

      “Chastity, I know,” Jacob says in a pained voice, as his eyes trail over the bandages on my wrists, and the bruises all over my body. “I wish I had known what was happening in that house before. I just wanted to get out, because our parents are toxic. I didn’t know…”

      “Then why did you let them take my baby?” I growl. “You didn’t pay any attention when a man twice my age raped me, or when I screamed and begged for someone to listen.”

      “Chastity, I couldn’t… I promised Father I wouldn’t interfere with how he raised you, and I know now that was wrong. I thought you rebelled and got knocked up by some teenager. I didn’t believe you because it was too much for me to understand how evil our parents are. I sent Levi to you after I found Kara with the babysitter at the house. I had no idea you were going to be spending the weekend with them,” he says, his eyes begging me to believe him.

      Wrapping my arms around my waist, I take a shuddering breath. There’s too many memories threatening to crowd my mind, and it all hurts so damn much.

      “Baby, you’re safe here,” Levi whispers, hugging me from behind. “Jacob won’t let anyone hurt you now. His house is safe, I promise.”

      “I… How do you know?” I whimper, and Jacob shudders at my words.

      “Because I’m not a monster,” he promises. “God, the things you must think of me, Chastity. You’re my little sister, for Christ’s sake.”

      “Jacob, you have no idea what the last few years have been like for me. My truths don’t mean anything to anyone, when they’re the words of a slut and a liar,” I explain.

      “Don’t talk like that about yourself,” Levi says protectively. “You’re neither of those things. We’ll burn them all to the ground. We just have to be patient.”

      Jacob watches me with Levi and frowns. Stiffening, I wonder why.

      “You’re gearing up for a fight with me that I have no desire to wage,” Jacob says, shaking his head. “You’re right. Grandmother has been calling me, insisting that you need to be at Hidden Hills Institution again. Chastity, I don’t know how you’re standing right now without losing your mind, after everything you've been through.”

      “I am quite sane, thank you,” I whisper automatically. I’ll do anything to stay out of that hell hole, with orderlies whose hands roam, and nurses who are hateful.

      “I don’t think that’s what he meant, Baby,” Levi explains.

      “Why are you on his side?” I ask. I feel raw from screaming at my brother, and releasing some of the pain I’ve quietly let kill me on the inside every day. Keeping so much inside can’t be healthy, but when no one believes your words, it’s all you can do.

      Levi carefully sits me on the couch and drops to his knees. “Chastity, I’m on your side. You and the guys are the only people I care about. I have obligations to fulfill, but when push comes to shove, you’re the ones who I’ll protect. That being said, give Jacob a chance. I know it hurts, and I promise, no one will think badly of you if you crack a little from the pressure,” he tells me.

      His tone is so gentle, my eyes tear up as I nod. Levi wouldn’t ask me to do this if there wasn’t a reason.

      Glancing over at Jacob, I nod. Crossing my arms, I wait.

      “You can’t be comfortable sitting so stiffly,” Jacob murmurs, before deciding not to push the issue. Sitting carefully next to me, he stares at the ground. “Father was always very controlling, and he wanted me to help him with work things that I wanted nothing to do with. I wanted to go to college, to branch out and make a life for myself. Isabella was constantly walking around the house when Father wasn’t home, propositioning me, and I couldn’t take it anymore. You were their princess, Chastity. Their perfect daughter. I thought you’d be fine. So I left as soon as I could, coming back to check in when they insisted.”

      Swallowing, he meets my eyes, and they’re filled with pain. Levi holds my hand, still sitting on the floor, trying to make himself as small as possible. “I was wrong, Chastity. I didn’t see it. When Father told me that you were acting out, I believed it. When Isabella told me you’d been caught with a boyfriend and had ended up getting pregnant, I thought, ‘there goes the perfect princess’. I was jealous of how they treated you, which made me blind to it all.”

      My eyesight darkens as the world spins and my breath hitches. Levi squeezes my hand and I squeeze back harder. He doesn’t complain, even though I’m sure it may be hurting him.

      “You let me be hurt because you were jealous?” I ask in a strangled voice.

      “Chastity,” Jacob begs, but I shake my head.

      Blinking hard, I struggle to get my eyes to focus. “The things that made me ‘special’ would give you nightmares,” I tell him. “You blocked my number after I had Angel, letting them rip her away from me while I screamed.”

      “Father told me you were unfit to be a mother,” Jacob pleads. “When I walked into the room while you were in labor, it was because no one had spoken to me in months. I felt like something may have been wrong, so I came home. There are so many things you don’t understand, and by that point, I was running a really important business. Chastity, you looked as if you were possessed as you screamed.”

      “Try pushing a watermelon out of a tiny hole,” I grumble. Levi buries his head in my thigh as he hides his chuckles. Instead, his shoulders tremble with the force of his amusement. My lip twitches, but I won’t give in.

      “I was panicked. I didn’t completely understand what was happening, and Father had beat me with his belt two days before. He shoved me under the staircase to pray when my water broke. I thank God for it happening then, because I can’t imagine trying to deliver a baby in that space.”

      Jacob’s face contorts in anger and I snort. “Some golden child, huh? Everyone in my family has failed me in some way or another. You blocked my number, and I had no way to contact you when I got out of Hidden Hills. I needed you.”

      “I didn’t know your number was blocked,” Jacob mumbles. “Not initially. I made the mistake of leaving my phone unlocked when I was playing with Kara. Isabella must have blocked it. I swear it. I went to call you to tell you I was coming to the school with Angel, and that’s when I realized. I felt awful when I wondered how many times you may have tried—”

      “Thirty-seven times,” I interrupt him. “I tried to call you, and kept calling, hoping you’d unblock me.”

      “Little Sinner, if you hadn’t been able to call Jacob, we may not have found you in time,” Levi says, his eyes filled with sorrow.

      “I was broken, and there was only one other person that I knew who would protect my baby girl,” I explain honestly. “In my mind, I had no one else. You may not have been there for me, but you’re the only person between evil and my baby.”

      “We all would have lost you,” Jacob says in shock. I don’t think it really hit him until now that he was my only lifeline. I didn’t even trust the guys because of Ash. “Chastity, I didn’t know any of that. I’ve been working with Levi to protect you, and now I want to take a bigger role in helping you. I just didn’t know if you’d want me to.”

      I stare at him as he winces, realizing how dumb he sounds. “All I ever wanted was for you to stand up for me when I couldn’t. I don’t entirely know if it’s what I want now. I need space from Grandmother until I get married to Levi, ensuring she will no longer be able to remand me into the care of mental health professionals without my consent. She wants to shut me up and keep any scandal quiet. I have news for all of you: I am done being the quiet, broken, little mouse,” I explain. “I’ll stay here for a couple of days, and maybe we can make the wedding happen sooner?”

      Levi appears chagrined as he looks up at me. “Baby, your grandmother is making this a slightly bigger deal than we expected. She refuses to have a shotgun wedding, as she calls it. So Mother Superior is insisting on a week before this happens,” he complains.

      “Is it really going to be that terrible to stay here?” Jacob asks. “I’ll be working most of the time, and my housekeeper keeps the fridge stocked. You’ve been running on adrenaline and fear for a long time, Chas. Just… give yourself a break.”

      My lips twist before I decide to stick with the plan. “Fine,” I sigh.

      Levi stands, pulling me up gently. “Call me whenever you want, or one of the other guys. Please remember to take your medication, or you’re going to hurt more than you need to. Do not be a martyr, Little Sinner. Do you want me to stay with you? You mentioned that you wanted me to…”

      “She’ll be fine, Levi. And I don’t really like that nickname,” Jacob grumbles.

      “I don’t care,” I tell him over my shoulder. I am starting to feel uncomfortable. “No, Levi, I really think I’ll be fine. I just… I don’t know when I can next take my medication, and I’m starting to hurt.”

      Levi checks the time, cursing under his breath. “You were supposed to take it when we got here. Let me grab you some water, settle you into your room, and then you can take your pills, okay?”

      Levi walks quickly to the kitchen, and Jacob stands next to me as he watches.

      “I’ve known Levi for years, and I’ve never seen him pay attention to anyone the way he does with you,” Jacob says under his breath.

      “I am the bratty golden child,” I snark, rolling my eyes.

      “Chastity,” he groans. “Are you ever going to forgive me?”

      “Maybe. It won’t be today though,” I say truthfully. Jealousy kept him from looking a little closer, and I don’t know how I feel about that. So I stay silent as I process what could have been.

      Levi bustles me into the room I’m staying in, helps me into my pajamas, and tucks me in with my medication. My eyes are already closing as he kisses my forehead. Today has been emotional, and I don’t care what time it is, I’m done.
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      Chastity looks so small as she falls asleep in front of me. I’m vibrating with anger over her conversation with Jacob. On the outside, I kept a cool head, but only because I didn’t want to sway her decisions about how she feels about her brother. I wanted her to give him a chance to explain because he did help by providing us with what we needed to blackmail Mother Superior.

      I just didn’t realize the whole story was so bad. Sibling rivalry is something I thought the leader of the Locked Souls Society to be above, so to hear he’s so human is disappointing.

      Kissing her forehead, I debate staying with her, or even picking her up and taking her to live with me. Fuck, this limbo is pissing me off.

      “I’m not going to hurt her, Levi,” Jacob mutters from the door, disgustedly. “We should talk quickly before you leave. It’s just as well that she’s asleep.”

      “She’s had a really shitty few days.” I sigh, stepping back. My ring on her finger will protect her until I can come back. I hope she’s ready for my constant check-ins. The boys probably won’t be much better.

      Forcing my hands to relax, I walk out of the room, gently closing the door behind me. Following Jacob into his office, I struggle to control my emotions. In this office, he’s Dragon, and not my future brother-in-law.

      “Dragon, I don’t think I need to impress upon you how important Chastity is,” I begin to say. He sits behind his desk, his face a seemingly impenetrable mask, except for a tiny tick in the corner of his right eye.

      “She’s my sister. Of course she’s important. Chastity is also your Eve, and the center of the Society’s plans. The Adams need—”

      “I don’t give two fucks about any of that in this moment,” I growl. “I know my place, but I will not stand by and let Chas get continually dropped into the deep end of the pool. She doesn’t know anything about this world, or why she is so damn sheltered. I don’t even understand why she's Eve, when typically it’s someone who is sexually experienced.”

      Jacob grimaces at the thought of having a conversation that skirts his sister’s sexual activity so closely. “I didn’t make that choice, the Council overrode me. You know that no one knows she’s my sister, because our identities are so closely guarded. You have been afforded liberties due to the circumstances…”

      “Sir, I appreciate that, but your sister has been through literal hell,” I remind him. “She would rather leave this world than spend one more moment here. I don’t know everything that happened while she was with her father and step-mother, but she’s been beaten really badly. Chastity says her memory is spotty, so she doesn’t remember either. The important thing is to be there for her when things come back, and honestly, I don’t think you’re equipped to handle that.”

      Jacob slams his fists on the desk, and I watch impassionately. I’m unimpressed.

      “Chas and I were thick as thieves when we were kids, but when I turned eighteen, things changed, and I left her. I should have found a way to bring her with me, and my decision not to will haunt me,” he growls.

      His roles as brother and leader are clashing before my eyes, but I’m content to wait him out. “My parents don’t know where I live, so my sister is safe here. They haven’t even bothered to call me. Now that I know some of what’s happened, I want to get Kara out of that house.”

      “Those people shouldn’t be in charge of a dog, much less a child. She has a nanny, doesn’t she?” I ask.

      Dragon nods, staring at the wall before grabbing his phone. “My father’s chef is about to quit unexpectedly, and I’m going to put someone in his place that will be able to be my eyes and ears for now. Isabella doesn’t cook, and heavily relies on outside help. I’m going to slowly replace every one of the people who work for them with someone I trust,” he plans.

      I’m glad Jacob is starting to realize that there’s a problem. He honestly should have begun doing this years ago. “I can hear you judging me, Levi. What the fuck do you want from me?”

      “I didn’t expect you to have messed up so epically,” I yell at him. “You supposedly care about your sister, give a couple of fucks, but you kept her from her daughter. Don’t you understand that you’re part of the problem?”

      “My father told me she was a basket case,” Jacob complains. I’m going to deck him. “The day she had Angel was awful. I came over because I had a meeting with him, and instead, my sister was in labor, screaming about demons. Chastity sounded insane. Father told me she had gotten knocked up by King, a mechanic in town, and that she had disgraced the family. I had no reason to believe differently.”

      Taking a deep breath, I try to see it from his point of view, but I can’t. “You didn’t think anything of taking her daughter from her?” I ask.

      “She was a danger to herself, muttering to herself, pleading for help from people who weren’t there. Now that I really think about it, I realize she was begging for help, trapped in her mind because of her trauma. Chastity needed help, but not the kind my family gave her.” Jacob sighs, dropping his phone on the desk to look at me. His eyes are filled with sorrow, and I scrub my face.

      “Chastity deserves so much better than your damn family. There are secrets I can’t tell her because of The Society, but I am done keeping things from her otherwise. Make things right with your sister, or I guarantee, you won’t see any of your other nieces or nephews,” I tell him, standing up. “Angel deserves her mother, who adores her. Find out what happened to her.”

      I storm out of the room, worried that I’ll punch him if I stay any longer. I need to get back to the Academy, find out what Mother Cross may be up to, because I know the bitch won’t take her lack of power over Chastity lightly.
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        * * *

      

      Walking into Holy Cross, I run into Tempest. Her eyes are frantic as she hurries.

      “Tempest, what’s going on?” I ask, eyes narrowing.

      She looks surprised to see me and huffs. “I’m fine. Mother Cross gave me a laundry list of things to do. I am just in my head, trying to prioritize it all. She wants everything cleaned, and is insisting that I scrub the Chapel as well.”

      I sigh, knowing that’s probably for the wedding. “I think that’s partially my fault. She’s probably worried about the wedding,” I explain.

      “I’m not upset. She just isn’t giving me much time to do it, and insisted I do it alone,” she explains.

      “No, no. It’ll take you ages. Ask one of the other Sisters. Maybe Sister Gemma? She shouldn’t give you any issues. She honestly enjoys cleaning too.” I chuckle.

      She grins, looking like she wants to hug me, but glances around and restrains herself. “Is Chastity okay?”

      “She’s… dealing. Chas and her brother are talking through some things. If, at any point, she wants to leave, I’m smuggling her into my apartment,” I tell her honestly.

      Grinning, Tempest nods. “I want to help her get ready on the day of the wedding. She’ll be a mess of nerves, and I want to make it as easy as possible.”

      Thinking, I smile as I get an idea. “What if you and Chas have a spa day before the wedding? We are getting married Saturday. I’ll make the appointment on Friday for you two? This way she can relax, and ignore some of the things that are happening behind the scenes. I want our day to be as peaceful as possible.”

      Tempest bounces on her feet, and even with cleaning rags bundled in her arms, she looks excited. “Yes! She would love that. I think I like the idea of her being married to you, even if you are a little stuffy.” She giggles before running off.

      Rolling my eyes, my lips twitch. I’m a scowly asshole, but I wouldn’t say I’m stuffy. Ugh.

      Stalking through the halls, I head to my office to throw on my robes before class. I haven’t been sleeping much, so dealing with students is going to be even worse than usual.

      Dressing quickly once I’m in my office, I turn when I hear a knock on the door.

      “Come in,” I grunt, making sure my robe is laying appropriately.

      Father Hester walks in, a thin smile on his lips. He is a Society gopher, and brings news to me that can’t be given in an email or call.

      “Father Malcolm requests your presence for a meeting tonight in his chambers. He’s a bit concerned about your upcoming nuptials to the Eve. He—”

      “He will need to deal with it, because the Dragon has given me his blessing,” I murmur, closing the door behind him because students are beginning to enter my classroom. “This is also none of Malcolm's business. If he had been paying attention, he’d notice that Eve attempted suicide after her parents had her beaten. Do me a favor, and stop pestering me with nonsense.”

      “If the Eve is unstable, there are others we can choose. This is why we have multiple options,” Father Hester complains, his nostrils flaring. The man has a hooked nose, and reminds me of a vulture.

      “There’s no need for that. You’d know that if you were privy to the important meetings that occur. However, you are a low-level member, and are as such a nuisance. I have classes, so tell Malcolm I shall not be meeting with him. If he has an issue, he can take it up with the Dragon,” I sneer.

      Father Hester pales, telling me that won’t be necessary as he leaves my office. Idiot.

      My fingers dig into my hair, pulling to ground myself. I’m in a foul mood because I had to leave my girl, and I’m already wondering if this was a mistake.

      Pulling my phone out of my pocket before I head to the other room to teach, I text Chastity, even though I know she’s asleep.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Little Sinner, I’m teaching for the next few hours. Message me when you’re awake. Be a good girl.

      

      

      

      

      

      Lips twisting, I shove my phone back into my pocket. I feel sorry for my students, who will be bearing the brunt of my annoyance.

      Striding out into my theology class, my eyes move over my students, noticing how quickly they stop talking as they see me.

      “Today, we will be having a pop quiz, and then we will begin our lesson,” I announce as I walk to the head of the class. Hiding my smirk as they groan, they all pull out a piece of paper for the quiz.

      I yell out questions, because I'm making up the test as we go along, and they busily write their answers down. It’s not hard, but they are things I spoke about during our last class.

      Thankfully, they all seem to look as if they know the answers, though a few appear nervous. Enjoying how uncomfortable they are, I ask them questions as I continue class. As insanely gone as I am for my Little Sinner, I am still a jerk.

      The hours rush by as I teach, and I groan as the last student leaves.

      “Rough day?” Ash teases, as he eases the door open and walks into the room.

      “Yeah, more like the second I walked into the building, I wanted to walk out.” I sigh. “Chas and her brother talked about some hard things when I dropped her off today.”

      “Yeah? I always got the feeling that he followed whatever his father wanted,” Ash murmurs. “But now I’m not so sure…” he trails off, then shakes his head and yawns.

      I know we are all exhausted. Everything that’s been happening these last few days have taken years off my life. After we get all the wedding stuff finalized, and Society things taken care of, I think we should all take a relaxing vacation.

      “Jacob isn’t a bad person, and his eyes are finally open,” I say, as I start to pack my bag. “So what brings you by, Ash?” I ask as he stands there quietly lost in thought.

      “Oh, Bast and Jonas will be here in a few minutes. They are grabbing snacks because they skipped dinner. We’ve all been studying for our next trial, since it was pushed back again. A small part of me just wants to get it over with, so we can finally be inducted. While the other part of me is worried about what it’ll be like to go through it.”

      I nod, because I had similar plans to talk to them about this. “We have some things to discuss, so I’m glad they’re on the way. One of them is your trial, and the other is Chastity,” I tell him.

      Ash wrinkles his nose and I smirk. I’m not telling him shit until the others get here. He pulls out his phone and begins texting them furiously, no doubt trying to get them to haul ass over here.

      My phone buzzes and I sigh. I’ve been in classes all day, and the stupid thing has been going off throughout the day. The only reason I didn’t excuse myself to deal with it is because The Society gave me this job, so I won’t shirk my duties. My father knows the code to text me if it’s an emergency.

      Picking up the annoyance, I see it is, in fact, my dad.

      “Be right back,” I tell Ash, holding up my phone. He glances up for half a second before frowning, knowing I’d only be excusing myself if it was really important. He nods, his body coiled in anticipation. Ash has been struggling the last few days with guilt, but he’ll need to take that up with our girl.

      No one else can absolve him of his sins against her.

      “Hi, Dad,” I murmur as I close the door to my office behind me.

      “Son,” Dad says, his tone sounding off. Forehead wrinkling, I walk to the back corner of the room so no one can overhear our conversation. Something tells me this is a formal Society call.

      “Yes, Sir, how may I serve The Society?” I ask, showing him that I understand he is calling as The Eagle.

      “The Society is worried about the safety of the Eve. We didn’t realize her father was such a danger to her, but after further investigation, it has been decided she can never be in his presence again. Chastity is too important, Levi. What are we doing to secure her?” he asks.

      Biting my lip, I think about my words. I need to know if there is anyone else in the room with him. “May I ask if my words are being recorded or heard by others right now?” I ask my father. He usually warns me, but his tone is so strange.

      “No, our words will stay between us, if they must.” Dad sighs. “There’s a lot of pressure for the Adams to complete their first trial. This year hasn’t gone as planned, and you haven’t been very communicative as of late.”

      I wince, knowing what he's saying is true. Proposing to Chastity was never supposed to happen, and Dad always warned me that my marriage may be an arranged one.

      “I’m sorry, things moved very quickly while Eve was at the hospital,” I apologize. “Her grandmother wanted to check her into Hidden Hills—”

      “That place is a torture facility!” Dad roars. “The staff aren’t qualified, and it’s where the rich stick those who are a nuisance or dangerous. Is this her first stay there?”

      Fuck, why doesn’t he know she was there previously? He’s right, there are too many damn secrets.

      “No. Dad, here’s the deal. I don’t know everything, but her father is a terrible person. He’s been hurting her under the guise of religious punishments for years. Maxen Andrews lured Chastity from Holy Cross three weeks ago with the promise of seeing her daughter. I don’t know who the father is, but I get the feeling that the conception and its act weren’t consensual,” I explain. My heart constricts in pain at everything that this girl has gone through. “Our Eve is strong, but even the strong break, Dad. She attempted to take her own life after she was beaten and forced to legally give up her child against her will. We almost lost her… I worry that she won’t be able to withstand the things The Society will ask of her.”

      There’s silence on the line for so long, I have to check to see if it disconnected. Sitting down, I wait for my father to absorb this information. The leaders of The Society never get personally involved with the Eve's, because they are a means to an end. Wild girls who enjoy sex. But Chastity was chosen because she’s special. She’s a Cross, which means she will one day be very important to The Locked Souls Society.

      She is not just a warm hole for the Adam's to lose their virginity. Jonas, Bast, and Ash were meant to fall for her, but in many ways this makes things more difficult.

      The crash of glass on the other end of the line makes me jump. Dad never loses his temper like that. Shit.

      “What else do you know, Levi?” Dad asks in a low voice.

      Breathing deeply, I think. “She was at Hidden Hills before she came to Holy Cross. I’m not sure for how long, but she’s terrified of going back. The look she gets in her eyes when she thinks about it… I refuse to allow it. I am a medical proxy for Chastity, because Mother Cross had to attend to her duties at the school while her granddaughter was at the hospital. However, she was very quick to begin admitting Chastity for her own ‘safety’,” I say sarcastically.

      I have no doubt in my mind that it is to protect the old bag from any blow back. “The Dragon was able to get me some incriminating information from the Adoption Agency’s video camera. I couldn’t see faces, but Chastity was beaten by men three times her size. I am currently blackmailing Mother Cross.”

      I make sure to tell my dad about Jacob helping me, because I’m hoping he’ll be more willing to forgive my misstep in communicating with them. I’m toeing the line between my life within The Society, and my commitment to Chastity’s safety.

      “So, the Dragon knows about what has been happening?” Dad asks, and I find myself nodding, even though he can’t see me.

      “Yes, Sir. He is aware of Chastity’s background,” I say candidly, because we did fill him in on some of it. The rest he knows because he’s her brother. I’m surprised that Jacob didn’t tell The Society about her time at Hidden Hills. It appears he’s the one with secrets as well.

      “Alright, I need a written statement of the last few weeks for The Society’s files. Anything you believe is too dangerous to disclose, feel free to exclude, and call me to tell me about it instead. Now, care to explain why you’re marrying the Eve?” Dad asks, and my lips twitch because there’s a bit of amusement in his voice.

      “Yeah, Dad. I know she’s Jonas, Ash, and Bast’s, but I’ve fallen for her as well. She’s beautiful, sweet, and has this fire in her that hasn’t been allowed to burn. I want to protect her, and Mother Cross will only listen to me within reason. If I’m her medical proxy and married to her, then she will never have to return to Hidden Hills,” I tell him.

      Blowing out a breath, he hums in agreement. “When is the wedding? I want to see my son get married. It also means that we need to have the trials happen before it. The Locked Souls Society leadership needs to know that your marriage won’t impede your ability to lead the boys and fulfill your duties,” Dad reminds me.

      “The wedding is six days from now. I was going to warn the boys that it’s coming up, but was unsure of the day. Is this going to be a surprise for them?” I ask. Sometimes The Society likes to wake their initiates in the middle of the night to test their wits. I’m not allowed to warn them if that’s the case. “My phone has been blowing up all day, but I’ve been teaching, so I couldn’t respond.”

      I need to remind my dad that I do have a job here at Holy Cross, even if it annoys me on a daily basis.

      “You’re right, Levi. They came to me and said that you weren’t responding, and I reminded them that you were in classes today. Forgive how excited they were. I’m going to send out your schedule to the Council again, because you should not be expected to drop everything unless it’s an emergency. And you honestly leave class enough to work around your responsibilities to your charges,” Dad tells me.

      Between the fights with the guys, Chastity, and the hospital, there are days when I have to get a substitute teacher for my classes.

      “I’m glad they know my loyalty isn’t a problem,” I murmur, struggling to make sure I don’t sound snarky. I upended my entire life to pretend to be a priest. I fucking hope my loyalty is not being called into question.

      “I do have a question while I’m on the phone with you, Dad. How much am I able to disclose to Chastity? I know women typically don’t have high rankings in The Society, but this is her legacy. She has no clue how important she is. I want to keep her safe, and information is power.”

      I can hear Dad thinking—that’s how loud the silence is.

      “I think… we need to be careful about what we tell Chastity,” he says slowly. “There are parts you don’t even know yet, Son. So I want to be looped into the conversation when that time comes. You may not understand, but it’ll be better if I explain everything.”

      I scrub my face in frustration, but know I won’t be able to get any more information from him. I may be his son, but he is bound by secrecy as well.

      “Is there anything I can tell her?” I ask tiredly.

      “Yes, you can remind her that she is Eve, and explain this position is important to the future of Jonas, Bast, and Ash. Chastity is also important to The Society as a whole, so she will be the last Eve. The Lost Souls Society has always chosen loosely moralled women who enjoy sex to be the first woman the Adams have sex with. Your Eve is a pure-intentioned woman who has had life spit on her. I do not want the taint of the history of Eve in The Society to hurt her future standing. So after this, the Adams will have a different initiation,” my father explains.

      My jaw drops, because this is something I didn’t know. It’s why I was always so surprised that Chastity was the person chosen to be Eve. Even though she’s not a virgin, this choice was made for her, from what I understand. Her screams from when I dropped her into the darkness, and her confession to me, lead me to believe her virginity was stolen from her.

      Dammit, my future wife and I really need to have a discussion soon; I just need to show her that I’m a safe place for her confessions.

      “Wow,” I whisper. “The Society isn’t known for making such sweeping changes, Dad. I’m kind of in shock here.”

      “I know.” Dad chuckles. “I can hear your brain exploding from here. Warn the boys that their first trial is coming, but don’t tell them anything else. This will be difficult because it tests the scars left behind by their histories. None of them have had an easy childhood, and you won’t be able to help them in the tunnels.”

      Dad is giving me clues right now, and I file them away without making a big deal about it. I hear Jonas and Bast as I stand, readying to end the call.

      “I hear them entering my classroom now, so I’ll let you go.”

      “Yes, go talk with them and get them ready. Congratulations, by the way.” Dad chuckles, and I feel my neck heat at the reminder that I’m getting married in a few days. “I never thought you’d fall for her.”

      “I thought she was a brat when I first met her,” I grumble, knowing that I’m giving him ammunition.

      “I’m sure that’ll be fun in the—”

      “God, Dad! Bye!” I yell, hanging up the phone.

      I know he’s aware of my proclivities in the bedroom, because he did a deep dive into my life before I became a mentor for the Locked Souls Society, but we agreed to never speak of it. It’s too damn embarrassing knowing that my father knows what gets my dick hard.

      Rolling my eyes, I open my office door to see Jonas munching on snacks. Chuckling, I decide to move this meeting to my apartment. They’ll be more comfortable there.

      “Alright, let’s go to my house, and we’ll have this discussion there. I’ll make a proper dinner,” I snort. “We have some preparations to make. Your first trial is this week, so get your minds right. Meditate, do your exercises to center yourself, because the trial will be happening somewhere dark.”

      The guys’ eyes snap to mine, and I see their understanding that the trial will happen in the tunnels, and probably in the middle of the night.

      “I hate being pulled out of bed,” Bast complains. “I can, at least, have my glasses, right?”

      “Yeah, I’ll make sure they don’t forget them,” I promise, reminding myself to make a note in his file again that he’ll need them. He doesn’t need to be in the tunnels more blinded than necessary.

      They all grab their snacks and head out, and I smirk as I follow. I wonder how my Little Sinner is doing, because she’s yet to text me back.

      

  




CHASTITY

      Blinking, I feel disoriented as I wake up in a foreign room. Remembering that I’m staying with my brother, I sit up with a small moan of discomfort. Even though it’s been a few weeks, my bruises still have bruises. My phone light is blinking, letting me know I have a message. It’s nighttime now, and I’ve managed to sleep the day away.

      Checking the message, I smile at Levi’s text. My stomach growls loudly and I wince. The pain medication helps a lot, but I’m going to look at taking it less if it makes me sleep so much. I want to be able to function. Dropping my phone on the bed, I stand. Closing my eyes against the dizzy feeling, I mutter to myself.

      It’s like being on a Tilt a Whirl at full speed, and it's very disorienting. Reaching out, I turn on the lamp, struggling to breathe steadily as I open my eyes. I feel less like I want to puke, and call that a win.

      I haven't had a tour of Jacob’s home yet, so I slowly open the door. I don’t want to interrupt him if he’s working. I’m unsure of what kind of hours he keeps. Walking slowly, my legs take me down the hall in search of the kitchen.

      Glancing to my left as I walk through the main hall, I stop abruptly. There’s a gorgeous, blond haired man pinning my brother to the couch as he kisses him. His pelvis grinds against Jacob’s, and I look away because I’ve already invaded their privacy enough. My brother’s love life is not my business.

      I must make a noise as my foot moves back on the carpeted floor, because they both look up.

      “I didn’t… I’m so sorry,” I mutter, continuing down the hall in search of food, but wondering if it’s even worth it. Maybe I should just starve after this embarrassment.

      “Fuck… shit… Chastity!” Jacob roars, and I squeak in fear. I’m so disoriented and scared by his yell, I break into a run, opening the first door that leads outside.

      Maybe I am safer at Holy Cross. Why am I even here, when I should know better than to trust anyone?

      The sound of running follows me and I scream, my feet carrying me faster. The backyard is completely fenced in, and I whirl until I see there’s a door to the right. Turning toward it, I race for it.

      “Chastity, what the fuck?!” Jacob yells, and my breath comes faster.

      I am going to have a panic attack. I throw myself at the door, whimpering as my poor body asks me what the hell I’m doing. My fingers try to work the lock, and I sob as it won’t open.

      Jacob grabs my arm, turning me around, his face angry and red. Throwing myself to the ground, I cover my head.

      “Please! Please, I won’t tell anyone. Don’t hurt me!” I scream, sobbing. I can’t get enough air. God, I’m going to die.

      “Chastity?” Jacob whispers, but I’m gone. I can’t hear him. I’m locked in the memories of the Adoption Agency, being punched and kicked by people I’ve done nothing to.

      What will my brother do to me for finding out his secret?

      “Chas, come on. You’re safe. It’s just me,” Jacob cajoles and I shake my head, my bare feet sinking into the dirt as I push myself backwards.

      There’s nowhere to go, and the wood slates of the fence dig into my back. Gasping, I writhe, desperate to get away.

      “Please, I want Levi. I just want to be with him, don’t hurt me,” I keen.

      “Fuck, Little Sister, what did they do to you?” Jacob mutters.

      Dropping my hands from my face, I focus on him. “What did they do?!” I yell. “Did you not see? I have no one to protect me, so you could easily kill me and no one would notice.”

      Deep inside, I know Levi, Jonas, and Bast would care. Ash is a toss up. I know he needs me to be their Eve, but I don’t really understand why he wants me outside of that.

      Jacob sighs, dropping to his knees in front of me. “Chas, I wish I could laugh and tell you you’re being overdramatic,” he starts and I shudder. “The reality is that you truly believe me to be capable of this, don’t you?”

      “Our grandmother has hit me with a ruler and ordered Levi to hurt me. And the man who raised me made me want to die,” I intone in a dead voice. “Why wouldn’t you kill me for finding out something like this? I’ve lived through so much, cruelty doesn’t surprise me.”

      Jacob does surprise me though by staring at me with glassy eyes. “I really fucked up with you,” he mutters sadly. “If Mom were alive to see this, she’d die of sorrow. You’re not even twenty-years-old, how the hell are you so damn jaded?”

      Hiccuping on a sob, I give a broken laugh that’s anything but amused. “I must have been born under an unlucky star. My life has been anything but perfect,” I tell him. “If you’re not planning to hurt me, I’m going to go call Levi to come get me. I don’t want… to be here anymore.”

      “Is everything okay out there?” calls out the man I’m assuming is my brother’s boyfriend, and I wrap my arms tighter around myself.

      Even though my ribs are screaming at me, the pain helps to ground me.

      “You’re hurting yourself,” Jacob says softly, pointing out where my blunt nails are digging into my arms.

      “The pain helps me know what’s real,” I whisper. Realizing how that sounds, I shake my head. “Please, don’t send me back there, Jacob. I can only see what they did to me at Hidden Hills in my dreams, but I know it was bad. Please…”

      “Chas, you’re killing me,” Jacob groans, pulling his hair as if my words are hurting him.

      “Try living through it,” I mutter.

      Blowing out a breath, Jacob looks over his shoulder. “Otto, come meet my sister, who I’ve traumatized,” he says.

      I make a face, forcing myself to look blandly at him when he turns back to me. I’m starting to feel a little ridiculous, but I was thrown into a really bad place when he yelled at me. If I didn’t have such an awful experience with mental health, I’d consider speaking to someone about it.

      The reality is, who would believe me?

      My life is a shit show. My body is starting to hurt, and I know I’m going to regret my decision to wean myself from the pain medication.

      “Why are we on the ground?” Otto asks as he looks down at us.

      I shrug sullenly, my face on fire.

      “I managed to scare my little sister when I yelled,” Jacob says, staring at me. I shift uncomfortably, rubbing my side.

      “Chas, did you break your ribs?” he asks gently, and I shake my head.

      “I have bruises everywhere, but nothing is broken,” I murmur, shifting my gaze to the ground. I shouldn’t have panicked the way I did, but I really don’t feel safe here.

      “You shouldn’t be on the ground then if you’re in pain,” Otto says softly, crouching next to me.

      I nod, shrugging, tears beginning to slide down my cheeks again. He doesn’t even know me. I don’t understand why he’d be kind to me. God, am I really going to worry about people’s intentions for the rest of my life?

      “I really won’t tell anyone anything,” I murmur, glancing back up at them. Waving my hand between them, I struggle to get my words out. “Whatever this is, it's none of my business. I’m really good at keeping secrets. I just need to call Levi to come get me.”

      “I thought you were staying with us for the week?” Otto asks, and I shrug weakly.

      “I don’t really know if that’s such a good idea,” I tell them. “I haven’t had a nightmare yet, but I could. I freak out at the drop of a hat, and have panic attacks…”

      “Jacob is great in a crisis… uh, usually,” Otto says, and I bark out a laugh.

      “I don’t think he can handle my kind of crazy,” I tell him, shaking my head.

      “Chastity, you are not crazy,” Jacob barks, causing me to flinch. He closes his eyes, and it’s the look of someone asking for strength.

      “I don’t want to be a problem. I’ll be married at the end of the week, and I won’t be your problem anymore—”

      “Chastity, you’re not a problem,” my brother insists, his hazel eyes flashing in frustration as he opens them.

      Sighing, I throw up my hands. “I am, though. Grandmother tells me I cause problems wherever I go,” I snark, and he rolls his eyes.

      “I humor her, but the old bag is half-crazy,” Jacob reveals. “She doesn’t remember half the things she should, because if she did, she’d remember how damn sweet you are. Chas, you’re too good for this world, but that doesn’t mean you’re a problem. You scared the hell out of me when you phoned me, so I called the only people I knew who would be close enough to help. I don’t know what’s going on between you and Levi, and I’ll butt out if you tell me to, but he’s so much older than you.”

      I snort, my sass finding me again now that I know he’s not going to hurt me. “Levi is your age, isn’t he?” I laugh. “There are a lot of wonderful qualities to him, none of which I’m discussing with you. I’m not asking about what I saw in the living room, am I?”

      “You can if you want to,” Otto confesses, shrugging at Jacob’s incredulous look. “Your sister isn’t going to say anything. Stop freaking out. I’m Jacob’s roommate, but he’s also my boyfriend. Your brother and I have been together for three years, and we also work together. We aren’t out publicly because it could affect Jacob’s job, and people are bigoted.”

      Remembering my time with Tempest and how Grandmother reacted, I nod. “People think only certain types of relationships are acceptable. I’m well aware of the standard. Grandmother, well let’s just say I had a pretty terrible run-in about this with her,” I explain.

      “That was more than I needed to know,” Jacob groans.

      “You’re the one looking for more than I said,” I snicker. “If you’re involved with Levi, I don’t know how much you know about what happens at Holy Cross…”

      Jacob stares at me, as his jaw clenches. He’s going to grind his teeth to dust if he continues to do that. “I will tell you a secret if you tell me one of yours,” he promises, looking grim.

      “Jacob...” Otto murmurs, but Jacob shakes his head.

      “I have to give her something, she’s fucking terrified of me,” my brother insists.

      “I already know a secret,” I murmur softly. “Is that the secret I’m reciprocating for?”

      The tips of Jacob’s ears get red when he’s angry. I’m fascinated by it as I watch them change color.

      “No, Chastity. You had no choice in finding that out. We were careless and thought you were asleep,” he explains slowly. I’m not an idiot, but I know he’s speaking like that so that he doesn’t begin yelling.

      My brother has always been a hot head.

      “Fine, what’s the secret?” I lash out impetuously. I’m tired, hungry, and every bruise on my body has decided I need to notice it right this second.

      “I work with The Locked Souls Society, and I know you’re the chosen Eve,” Jacob intones. My eyes widen because I wasn’t expecting that. I can see, though, why he is keeping his sexuality, and partner, a secret.

      They all seem a bit judgmental.

      “Huh. This explains a lot,” I say, surprised as I cock my head to the side.

      Jacob chuckles, a small bit of mirth bleeding into his eyes. “You have the oddest way of stating things.”

      Otto sits on the ground, his legs getting tired of the crouched position. Crossing his legs underneath him, he watches me. “So, what’s your secret, Chastity?” he asks, his lips twitching.

      All of my secrets are horrifying, and I sigh as I think about it. “I was raped on my seventeenth birthday by someone I trusted, and my family attempted to pin it on an innocent man,” I divulge. I wait for the accusations, for Jacob to tell me my demons led me to believe this. Or that I’m lying.

      Jacob struggles to lock down his emotions, but there’s a vein under his eye that twitches angrily.

      “What did Father and Isabella say when you told them?” he asks, his voice clearly giving off how he’s feeling.

      My lips twist as I stare at him. “You’re asking the wrong question. They gave me to him. My virginity was sold to this man. It was just my bad luck for getting pregnant, according to them. But they’re wrong,” I whisper. “Angel is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. And now she’s gone. He has her now, living as a family with his wife. I have… nothing. I’m an empty shell of a person.”

      Jacob’s throat works as he stares at me. “You’re not empty because you still love her, and Angel knows that. I’ve never seen a little girl look at her mommy the way I saw her look at you. I swear, I’ll get her back for you. This person will pay for every tear you’ve ever shed. Levi was right when he said he’d burn the damned world down for you. I’ll be right there with the match, Little Sister. I’m so fucking sorry you’ve been hurt for so long. I need you to fight to stay here, in the land of the living, so you can be with her again, okay?”

      Shuddering, I know this promise means something. I’ll have to fight, even when it’s hard, and push through the pain. My baby is worth it though.

      “I promise,” I whisper.

      Jacob opens his arms, and I scramble into them. I may not forgive him now, but I might be able to someday.
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      I woke up early this morning to Mother Cross ordering me to clean the Chapel.

      “Cleanliness is close to godliness, Tempest, and you need all the prayers you can get,” she reminds me, as Sister Teresa hands me all the supplies I’ll need before they leave me.

      I try not to roll my eyes, but it’s ridiculous. Cleaning a chapel from top to bottom isn’t going to help me with my current situation. I am far from going to Heaven at this point. But I do love Chastity, and I want her to have an amazing wedding, so I will suck it up and start scrubbing.

      It looks like someone recently had this place professionally cleaned, so it really shouldn’t take me long. I guess it makes sense since this was where Chas tried to end her life. I think it’s fucking morbid to have her return here.

      She should have her wedding outside in the courtyard. I think that would be really pretty. But Levi said that her grandmother wouldn’t allow it. Every Cross woman has been married in this Chapel, and tradition will not change for her wayward granddaughter.

      I don’t know if it’s my hormones or what, but I really want to shank the bitch. Even after seeing the proof of what Chastity has been through, she still thinks she needs to save her soul.

      I’m spending some time with Chas tomorrow, and that is carrying me through this. I know the last few weeks have been crazy. She needs a break, and while I need to tell her soon about my secrets, I don’t want to do it so close to her wedding day. My drama can wait, for now.

      I’m all in my head as I scrub the floors, my eyes studiously ignoring the pulpit. Roman and I had such an intense moment the last time I was in a church with him. He’s always so dominant, and I swear I saw stars when he fucked my mouth under the pulpit. I swallow thickly as my hand rubs my stomach. Thankfully, I haven’t had any morning sickness, but it makes me wonder who this baby will look like.

      I’ll only be able to hide this for a short while longer, even in my loose clothing. I haven’t been to see a doctor yet, but I’m at least a few months along. Leaning forward, I feel a flutter under my ribs and freeze.

      “What the hell?” I whisper, cringing as I think about the fact that I’m in a church. Oh well, I’ve done worse things than curse. God will have to get over it.

      Sitting back on my knees, I rub my stomach absently. There’s small changes happening already to my body, and I’m unsure how I feel about it. My ass is getting rounder, for example, and I feel like that in itself is a glaring sign that something odd is happening to me. I’ve always had this cute bubble butt.

      It’s so silly to notice these things when my life is such a shit show. I wish so much was different, but the little positive test isn’t one of them. It means I’ll always have a piece of one of the two men that stole my heart.

      As another flutter happens in my tummy, I close my eyes, overwhelmed by my memories.

      

      “Did you come looking for trouble, Baby Girl?” Roman asks with a smirk.

      He’s so damn sexy with his whiskey colored eyes, dark wavy hair, and tattoos. I could imagine him in a motorcycle club instead of as a preacher, but something about his severe stare does it for me.

      Roman reaches out and runs his finger down my bare arm, making me shiver. I felt bold coming here in my tank top and Catholic school skirt, but I wanted to tempt him as much as I missed him.

      His face is a mask as he stares at me, and I can’t help wishing he’ll break one day. The orgasms he gives me makes me shatter and question what I want, and I wonder if he feels any of the turmoil and longing that I do.

      Roman gently grips my throat, and instead of feeling panic, I feel cared for. My eyes meet his, and I bite my lips at his intensity.

      “Get on your knees, under this pulpit,” he growls, and before I can tell myself to, I drop to my knees. I scoot until I’m hidden by the large wooden stand.

      This way, I’m his dirty little secret. I can feel myself getting wet as I lick my lips in anticipation. This feels so naughty and forbidden. I can’t wait to swallow down my favorite preacher.

      

      Blinking, I shake my head free of the memories, and the desires they stir up. I’ve lost both Roman and his son, the secrets the three of us carried are too much to surpass.

      Swiping tears from my cheeks, I startle as the door to the Chapel opens.

      “Tempest?” Mother Superior calls out, and I dig my nails into my palms to get a handle on my emotions. The woman sees too much as it is, and I know she didn’t want to accept me as a novitiate.

      Taking a breath, I begin to stand as I hear her mutter under her breath. She can’t see me because I’m on the other side of the church, hidden by the pews.

      “Where is that girl? Lord give me strength, for girls who are loose and lazy—”

      Oh, the fuck she didn’t.

      Standing, I raise my brows. “Mother Cross, I can assure you, I’m here cleaning. I want the church to look beautiful for Chastity’s day,” I tell her, hiding my smirk.

      Flushing in annoyance, she crosses her arms as she looks around. I swear the woman could lick the floors, that’s how clean they are right now.

      She’s not getting rid of me that easily.

      “Fine, yes, this is adequate. You may run along,” Mother Cross grouses. She really wanted to get me into trouble. “The nuns will take over and make sure the church will be decorated appropriately for Chastity. We can’t have anything ostentatious. God frowns on those that look for His attention, instead of doing good works for His favor.”

      I want to be a brat and skip away, but instead, I pick up my cleaning supplies as loudly as possible, and walk out of the church. I even hold back my eye roll until I’m in the hallway.

      Walking quickly back to my room, I sit wishing it was tomorrow already. I find myself hating being alone more and more. The silence is so loud, there’s nothing to drown out the thoughts in my head.

      I should have told King about my short sexual relationship with Chastity. He thought she ruined his life, and really she was a victim too in all of this. The world should have done so much better for her. Instead, everyone in her life has failed her.

      I’m determined to be someone she can count on. I Ieft too easily the last time Mother Cross and I went toe to toe, and Chastity almost died.

      There’s no way I’m doing anything that will cause me to leave again. Pulling out my phone, I turn my music on low, but I keep wondering what King is doing. Roman doesn’t have social media, but maybe the congregation has photos of him?

      I have a fake profile for my internet stalking, because I can’t have it while I’m a novitiate. Scrolling through, I feel like a glutton for punishment. Maybe in some ways. I know that as much as I wanted to save them by leaving, I damned myself with their absence.

      There’s a few random photos of King with friends, and he got a new tattoo. Closing my eyes against the pain, I can still see every muscle in my mind. His body is this incredible machine, and his sexy abs make me lick my lips.

      Opening my eyes, I throw my phone across the bed. I need a cold shower and a nap, because I don’t deserve an orgasm.
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        * * *

      

      Ugh, I’m cutting this so close. I slept in late, and then wanted to check the Chapel to see how the nuns did. The white flowers they decorated with are beautiful, and make my eyes fill with tears. I’ll never be able to enjoy something like this, but dammit, Chastity will get the best of everything.

      I barely have enough time to run back to my room, change, and get a ride share out to see my best friend.

      I know I’ll be able to use this girls’ day as much as she does. Throwing on ripped jeans, a cropped bra top, and a long sleeve, button-down shirt to hide it until I get off campus, I jump in the car when it arrives.

      Giving Jacob’s address, I lean back to relax for the hour-long ride. I don’t care though, because I made sure to bring a book in my bag. I hide my smut from Mother Superior, because it’s just one more thing that she wouldn’t approve of.

      Smiling as we arrive, I ask the driver to wait as I run up to ring the doorbell. A man I don’t know opens the door, and my forehead wrinkles.

      “Hi, I’m looking for Chastity. We’re supposed to have a spa day,” I tell him with a small smile.

      “Are you saying you’re kidnapping her from us,” he gasps, and I can’t help but giggle.

      This definitely isn’t Jacob. “Who are you?” I ask, shaking my head.

      “Chas, your friend is here,” Jacob yells from somewhere in the house, before I can even see him.

      “Tempest, this is my roommate, Otto. My sister will be here in a second… Why is the rideshare still here?”

      “Ummm, I was going to take it to the spa with Chastity. You’re very busy, and I just wanted to treat her to this fun girl's day, before she gets married,” I explain with a shrug.

      “I was going to drive you,” Jacob says, frowning harder at the car as he honks. “Tell him to go. You can drive, right?”

      I shake my head, because my mother never allowed me to. “Jacob, you know how sheltered Chastity is? I’m almost as bad. My mother insisted on having a car take me everywhere, so I never learned to drive,” I explain.

      Jacob hums under his breath. “You both need driving lessons,” he mutters.

      “Why? What car am I driving?” I ask him, because this conversation is silly.

      “You both need a car in case of an emergency. Levi is a busy man, and his marriage to Chastity will give her certain freedoms that other students don’t have. I am not usually someone to flaunt things like this, but you need to be able to do things. You can share the car, since you’re basically attached at the hip,” he insists.

      Chastity comes to the door at the tail end of the conversation. “What did I miss?” she asks, lips pursed.

      “Jacob is crazy,” I sigh as Otto chuckles.

      “You can go!” he yells at the car, waving him away.

      “Wait, that was our ride,” I protest as the driver pulls away, and Otto shakes his head.

      “I’m driving you,” Otto tells us. “Jacob, you have a meeting in twenty minutes, which I know you’ve forgotten about. I’ll take the girls to their appointment, and then go to the store for dinner.”

      Jacob grimaces at the reminder of the call, and I guess he really doesn’t want to be on it.

      “Fine, yes, that’ll work. Chastity, you have Otto’s number. Text him when you’re done, and have fun,” he says, pulling out his wallet and handing me money.

      I open my mouth to protest, but he shakes his head. “Learn to take help when it’s offered, Tempest. I really need lemon squares in my life. See if you can get my sister to bake me some,” Jacob teases.

      Otto snorts, and I wonder if I’m in the Twilight Zone. All the stories I’ve heard tell me that Jacob is a scary asshole. Chastity also appears surprised, looking at her brother as if she doesn’t know who he is.

      Otto shoos us to the car, and I decide to go with it. We need the ride now, regardless. Chastity sits next to me in the back seat, and I squeeze her hand.

      “I peeked into the Chapel before I left,” I tell her with a smile. She grins at me, and I know she’s excited about the wedding. Chastity hasn’t known Levi for long, but I know he loves her. “It’s gorgeous. The flowers are so pretty, and they did an incredible job.”

      Sighing happily, she nods. “It’s surreal, but I’m really excited. Even outside of the practical reasons for removing Grandmother from being able to dictate my life, marrying Levi feels right,” she tells me with a smile. “He’s careful with me, but I know he loves me.”

      “Careful, how?” Otto asks, and Chastity flushes with embarrassment. I know Levi has a lot of sexual kinks that have pushed her to the brink of what she’s comfortable with, but he’s never pressed her for sex.

      “People think I’m a whore,” Chastity says with a shrug. “When there’s intrigue and rumors that fly around, people think you’ll open your legs for just about anyone. Levi has never pressured me for anything I’m not willing to give.”

      Otto nods, clearly thinking. “Jacob, as you may have seen, is a very private person, so I don’t know a lot about those rumors. However, I know that Catholic institutions are very strict, and the people who go there are catty. Most of the people at Holy Cross are there because they have to be, or to find a husband. You, my dear, are competition,” he explains.

      Chastity rolls her eyes. “No offense, but I think you’re talking about the wrong girl.”

      I smack her arm and then wince. Chas is still a little sore. “Sorry, but I won’t allow you to talk about yourself like that. You’re gorgeous, smart, and you have four guys drooling over you. Even if Ash still hasn’t gotten his head out of his ass,” I grumble.

      “I clearly don’t see what you two do,” Chastity complains. “The guys want me because they need me. It’s transactional—”

      “Oh my God, don’t let Jacob hear you talk like that,” Otto hisses. “I know Tempest is aware you’re their Eve, and a bit about The Society, so I doubt he’ll care if I share this. Being Eve is a big deal in our world, because it allows guys like Jonas, Bastian, and Ash entrance into our world. It sets them up to lead, make important decisions for The Society, and therefore, it means that they’ll be powerful men one day. The women going to Holy Cross are told to snag themselves a Society man.”

      “Ew,” I groan. “They’re hunting for husbands, Chas. The Adams don’t usually end up in a relationship with their Eve, right?”

      “Nope. Typically, Eve is a girl who the Adams don’t have anything to do with again, and is sexually experienced,” Otto says. Chastity’s cheeks pinken, and I rub her knee.

      As much as she and I experimented, she is definitely not experienced.

      “So, why me?” she wonders.

      “You’re special. You’re going to have an important place in The Society, but it’s not up to me to discuss it with you. Just know that things are going to change quickly, and it’s because you’re special,” Otto says intently, as he stops in front of the spa.

      Chastity nods, biting her lip as she slides out of the car after me. “Thank you, Otto,” we chorus, and he grins easily.

      “Enjoy yourself, ladies. I’ll be back later.”

      I close the car door behind us, wrapping my arm around Chastity’s waist.

      “Ready to be lazy for the next few hours?” I grin, pulling her into the spa.

      “God, yes. I wonder if they can do anything about the bruises on my face,” she mutters.

      Deciding that’s exactly what I’m going to tackle, I drag her to the front desk. We have three hours to do whatever we want. I want a massage, but because of Chastity’s bruises, I want to check out the Medspa options they have.

      “Hi.” I smile as we walk up to the desk.

      The receptionist is sweet and grins back. “Hi! Do you have an appointment?”

      Nodding, I give our names, pulling the menu for the different treatments toward myself.

      “Can you tell me about the benefits of laser therapy on bruising?” I ask. “My friend is getting married, and she was in a really bad car accident,” I lie.

      The receptionist, Sandy, nods as her eyes widen. “You poor darling,” she coos. “Yes, the non-ablative laser therapy we use will help minimize the bruises, and can I also recommend a facial?”

      Chastity looks a little dazed, but nods with a smile. “I’m still kind of sore, so being able to relax and know that it’ll help the bruising would be amazing,” she says.

      We book our treatments, with appointments to get our nails done together at the end. I change into a robe, leaving my clothes in the locker. Pocketing my phone just in case, I hum contently. This place is so relaxing, I can feel the stress start to uncoil.

      Following my masseuse, Lisa, into the room, I’m glad that I chose a female. This spa has a lot of males who work here, but I’ve never been comfortable with the idea of a guy as my provider.

      It’s the same reason I try to make sure to have female doctors as well.

      “Okay, I’m going to need you to remove your robe, and place it in the basket for your belongings,” she says with a smile. “Then, get under the blankets and I’ll come back in. The temperature is all adjustable for the table, so if it’s too hot or cold, let me know. Is there anything I should know medically?”

      A flutter in my stomach reminds me, and I nod jerkily. “I feel like I’m the worst pregnant person,” I murmur so softly that she had to lean in to hear me. “I can get a massage while pregnant, right?”

      “Yes. It’s totally safe to lie on your stomach for the massage as long as you’re comfortable. We have special pillows with a cutout for your pillow if you were farther along. We’ll just have you on your stomach for the entire service, since you shouldn’t lay on your back. It sounds like this is new, so if no one has told you yet, congratulations, Mom.” She grins.

      Lisa walks out of the room and I sniffle. No one knows, so no one has congratulated me. I strip quickly, getting under the covers on the massage table and laying on my stomach. I really need to tell Chastity about all of this after the wedding. I want to be excited with someone, because I’m going to be doing this without this baby’s dad.

      Lisa knocks and I call out for her to come in. I don’t think I realized how relaxed I'd get during a massage, because I pass out for most of it.

      Lisa rubs my leg to wake me up and I gasp. “I can’t believe I fell asleep,” I tell her in surprise.

      Shrugging, she says, “It’s a compliment to me that you were relaxed enough to, honestly. Be sure to drink the water next to you, and then get up slowly, okay? Have a great rest of your day!”

      She’s so happy, I can’t help but smile back. “Thank you, this was more needed than I thought,” I confess with a small yawn.

      Lisa leaves the room and I slowly sit up, drinking the water she left me. Picking up my robe, I tie it and check my phone.

      
        
          
            
              
        Chastity: This was the best idea! Thank you for suggesting it. Headed to the salon for nails. See you soon!

      

      

      

      

      

      Chuckling, I reply to her. I’m glad I thought to suggest this as her best friend and maid of honor. It’s shit that I can’t do more for her, but as long as she’s happy, then so am I.

      Opening the door slowly, I smile as I see Lisa standing outside the door.

      “Follow the lighted sconces down this hallway,” she says pointing. “It’ll lead you right to the nail salon.”

      “Thank you.” I smile, walking down the hall.

      Chastity is waiting, smiling as she sees me. The nail tech has this pretty baby pink picked out, and it’s honestly perfect. Her grandmother won’t be able to complain, because this is a muted color, and nothing crazy.

      “So, are you ready to tell me what’s going on yet?” Chas asks with an arched eyebrow.

      My jaw drops as I sit next to her.

      “I, uh, don’t know what you mean?” I struggle to say.

      “Mmhmm. Sure. Want to try again?”

      “Honestly, I was trying to wait till after the wedding. I have a lot to tell you, and most of it isn’t good,” I tell her. “Give me a little time to get my mind wrapped around it, and then I’ll tell you?”

      “You have a little time, but I’m not going to forget about this,” Chas says stubbornly. “We aren’t fair weather friends. If shit goes down for you, then it happens to me, too. We tell each other things, okay?”

      I nod, feeling incredibly loved. I can also see her being incredibly angry when she finds out about everything. I’ll have to hide all of the knives.
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      I have this sinking feeling that tonight is our first trial and I’m nervous. Chastity is safe with her brother, Jacob, and Tempest went out to see her yesterday, but I’m still on edge. Levi swears she’s safe, but there’s a line of anxiety between his eyes every time he says it.

      None of us like that she’s so far away from us. Call it codependency, but I want to be able to touch her so I can remind myself that she’s alive. Levi warned us that anything could happen down in the catacombs, and Ash isn’t helping things right now.

      He’s been in a mood because Chas hasn’t taken his calls the last two days. I have a feeling he’s going to have to work extra hard for her forgiveness. I would feel raw too, if I’d had to deal with his special brand of asshole.

      Tempest finally called him back yesterday and told him to do better. Then she informed him that Chastity would see him when she’s damn good and ready. Chas’ best friend is fiery. I’m just glad she seems to like me.

      “Are you ready for this?” Jonas asks as I grab my robe, placing it by my bed in preparation for being forced from my room in the middle of the night.

      “I’m as ready as I can be. We have no idea what to expect, so that makes it difficult. Keeping a cool head is the only thing we can do, regardless of our obstacles. We need to make it through this trial, because we owe it to ourselves and Chastity. She’s been through enough as it is. If we fail, she’ll become someone else’s Eve, and that’s unacceptable,” I growl.

      Ash is usually the intense one, but we’re all on edge right now. The stakes are too high for failure to be an option.

      “Get some sleep,” Jonas recommends. “The wedding is in two days, so the only thing that makes sense is that this happens today.”

      We’ve been going to bed fully dressed, because we don’t want to get caught in our underwear. I don’t care how ridiculous it is, the three of us have gone to bed like this the last three nights.

      Climbing into bed, I put my glasses in the inside pocket of my robe, zipping it up. Levi is a man of many talents, making sure to sew this secret compartment into my ceremonial robe, just in case they pull me from my bed without my glasses.

      It wouldn’t be the first time. Closing my eyes, I force myself to relax enough to fall asleep.

      I really expected to be shaken awake by masked men, and for them to use terror as a weapon. Instead, I wake up freezing, gasping as my body is rolled down a series of stairs in the tunnels. Grunting in pain, I see two other bodies that are groaning as well.

      My hands fly to my face, panicking when I don’t feel my glasses on my nose. It’s dark down here, the door above us is already closing. Throwing my hands out, I touch the ground around me, praying my robe was tossed along with me.

      My fingers close on a heavy cloth, and I pull it toward me. Searching for the secret pocket, I breathe a sigh of relief as I find it. Unzipping it, I find my glasses intact.

      “Ash, Jonas, get up!” I bark, pushing my glasses up my nose as I put on my robe.

      They groan as they stand, and I roll my eyes as they adjust to the light. They both fell asleep in their robes. I wish I had thought of that, but honestly, I probably would have broken my glasses if I had.

      My head feels fuzzy, and I wonder how they were able to haul us down here without waking us up.

      “I feel like shit,” Ash slurs, rubbing his eyes.

      “Did they let us keep anything, or are we just going to be stumbling around in the dark?” Jonas sighs.

      “Look around, Levi would have left us a backpack if he could,” I remind them softly.

      Searching the area, we find one pack with a flashlight, water, snacks, matches, and other essentials. The food makes my heart sink, because it means Levi thinks it’ll take us a while to complete our task.

      There’s also a map, and I frown as I see that there’s three places marked with a note attached.

      
        
        This is everything they’d let me give you. You need to go to each spot marked for the next clue. Each of you will have different challenges you’ll need to overcome together.

        Work as a team. As a family. Lower your walls and let each other in.

        Good luck.

        

        - Levi

      

      

      “Let’s get going, or we’ll be here all damn night. They even took our watches, so I have no idea what time it is,” Ash mutters, putting on the pack.

      We start walking through the tunnels, and I begin to appreciate the lessons Levi gave us early on.

      At the beginning of the school year, he dropped us into the tunnels and told us to map it out. There’s a ton of connecting points down here, and we did it without food. It sucked, but now we know our way through here without getting lost.

      It’s more than others have.

      There are times we hear shouts and screams, but we ignore them. They aren’t our priority. My head pounds and my limbs feel heavy, but I don’t have time to worry about whether or not they drugged me with something.

      Whatever is going to happen, will. I only have a modicum of control here, so that’s where I’ll focus. Turning into a side tunnel, I frown. The air feels heavier here, and the guys cough.

      “Guys,” I murmur under my breath, looking around for a clue as to where we are. I’m pretty sure we’re nearing the school’s library.

      “I feel it too,” Jonas says. “We just have to keep going. Whatever is in the air can’t kill us. They still need us to survive the trial.”

      Nodding, I recheck the map in Ash’s hands. “The first clue is in this tunnel. Look for paper, photos, or something shoved into a section of the wall,” I demand. I have no problems taking point when I need to, and Jonas and Ash struggle to shake off whatever is in the air.

      I know I’m not immune, but I’m choosing to breathe through it. Shining the light at the wall, I search for the next clue. Ash and Jonas check the other side with their fingers, because we only have one flashlight.

      “Shit, I think I found something…” Jonas says.

      Since it’s dark, he pulls it out, handing it to me to look at.

      It’s an old photograph, and I open it, finding a photo of the priest who hurt me so long ago. I drop down onto my ass, everything falling away as I stare at it.

      I can hear Jonas and Ash yelling my name, but I can’t snap out of it.

      

      I was twelve the first time Father Thomas touched me. I didn’t understand what was happening, and it’s one of the reasons I have no problem with still being a virgin. The idea of a man touching me makes my skin crawl.

      I’m somehow back in my younger self’s body, confused as to why my pants are around my ankles, as the priest jacks off while he watches me. I feel ashamed, but every time I cover myself, he hits me with a ruler.

      “Please… Please don’t do this,” I whimper.

      “You tempt me, and your penance is to watch my reaction to your body. This is your fault,” he growls angrily. “I’ll paint your body with my sin, and you’ll be forever damned.”

      I have never done anything to him, except help as an altar boy. It’s a prestigious position my parents insisted I volunteer for. My parents care about what other people think… they’ll never love me if they know I’m tainted.

      Why did this have to happen to me? I want to be a good boy. I don’t want this.

      

      A slap across my face makes me gasp and shudder. The flashlight sputters wildly on the ground from where I dropped it, making Ash look demonic as he bears his teeth at me in terror.

      “Are you with us again, Brother?” he asks as my chest heaves. I feel as if I just ran a marathon.

      “Yes, what the fuck?” I gasp.

      “It’s like you couldn’t see us,” Jonas says, shaking his head. “You kept screaming for someone to stop touching you. Fuck, man. What did you see?”

      I grab the flashlight and find the photo, but when I shine the light on it, it’s completely blank.

      “What… that’s not possible,” I mutter. Jonas takes it, looking at each side, but there’s nothing on it.

      “This is trippy. Come on, we need to keep going. Are you good?” Jonas asks.

      “Yeah.” I sigh, standing. “Looks like The Society is pulling out new tricks. Fuck. Let’s keep going. I just wasn’t expecting to see what I did, and it threw me hard. Be careful, because I think our trials have to do with our worst fears.”

      Ash blows out a breath as we keep moving. “I’d rather walk through a pit of snakes, thank you very much,” he grumbles.

      Me too. That sucked.

      

  




JONAS

      Bast’s glassy eyes scared the shit out of me, I’m not going to lie. We don’t have many secrets from each other, but the ones we do are with good reason. I won’t ask him what he saw, because talking about it would be like reliving whatever horror happened.

      I trudge through the cold, dank tunnels, knowing Ash and I will both see some messed up things before we find our prize. This trial isn’t timed, but we do have to all get out together.

      My head hurts, and I scrub my face, wincing. I close my eyes for a second, opening them only to find I’m alone. Turning in a circle, I throw my arms out in the dark.

      “Guys? You there?” I whisper-shout. Fuck, they were just in front of me. I hate the dark.

      Running my hand down the cold rock wall, I feel the tunnel open to the right. Could they be there?

      Taking a deep breath, I whisper a prayer that I’ll find them, and step to the right. I throw out my foot with each step, because there are areas that drop without warning. The last thing I need is to break my leg between football and the next underground fight.

      I hate being alone. It’s one of the reasons I don’t mind rooming with Bast. Ash needs his own space, but I need people. The fact that all of my people are lost to me in the tunnels is ironic.

      “Guys?” I call, taking another step.

      “Help!” a familiar voice screams.

      Blinking, I shake my head. My sister can’t be down here. She’s safely at the school with her roommate, sleeping. “No,” I mumble. “You’re not here. Jules, go back to your room.”

      “Jo, please! They’re hurting me!” Jules screams.

      Only my sister calls me that.

      My muscles strain as I rush toward her. My brain tells me to be careful, but my body just wants to kill whatever boogie man is hurting her. It’s not the first time that I’ve sworn to kill someone for her, and it won’t be the last.

      I promised her she was safe here. I will not fail her.

      The tunnel brightens up, and my steps stutter to a stop.

      

      The men who trashed my childhood home grin as they watch me. One has a hold of Juliet’s long black hair in his fist, holding her tightly.

      “You stole our property. She belongs to us, due to the debt your father owes us,” the man sneers.

      Despite trying to tell myself this isn’t real, my brain won’t stop reeling at my sister’s torn clothing and tears.

      “You promised I would be safe here, Jonas!” Juliet screams, and I swear I feel every word pierce my heart.

      “I’m so sorry,” I whisper, breathing hard. I fail everyone.

      I am the worst scum of the earth, and I don’t deserve happiness.

      “You were too worried about your little whore to pay attention when I snuck out of the Academy,” Jules cries. “Why couldn’t you pay more attention?!”

      The fight goes out of my limbs, as I see one of them pull out a knife. Dropping to my knees, I shake my head.

      “I’ll fight for you,” I beg. “I’ll do anything you want if you spare her. She’s my only family!”

      Slowly cutting her clothes off, they leer at her body. I remember the cum that stained all of her laundry after I broke her out of the closet. I will be utterly ruined if they kill her.

      “Choices have consequences. If she was important to you, you wouldn’t be down here playing a stupid game,” the man with a knife sneers. “You care more about your Eve than your precious sister.”

      I open my mouth to deny this when he cuts her throat. I can taste the metallic tang of her blood as it sprays across my face. I can’t stop screaming and apologizing to my poor, dead baby sister.

      

  




ASH

      I can hear Jonas, but neither Bastian nor I can find him. I don’t know when we lost him, because I swear he was behind us this entire time.

      “Bast, I think he’s behind us,” I tell him, trying to hide the panic in my voice. Levi’s number one piece of advice was that we needed to stay calm at all times, and to stick together.

      So far, we suck at both.

      “Yeah, these damn walls echo, so it’s hard to tell,” Bast complains.

      Turning, we use the flashlight as we walk, even though I think the lens is cracked. It keeps sputtering every few feet. We need to hope it’ll survive the rest of our trial, or we need to memorize this map.

      “Bast, I’m worried we’re gonna lose the light. We need to find Jonas, and then memorize this damned map. Just in case, okay? Let’s make the best use of our resources,” I demand.

      He stiffens for a moment before nodding. I really thought he was going to deck me for a minute there. He has been off ever since he fell off the deep end of his trial. I have no idea what my challenge will consist of.

      I can tell that Jonas is in pain right now, and he’s one strong motherfucker.

      Whatever he’s ‘seeing’ is devastating. The blood is roaring in my ears, demanding that I find my brother. Hearing a scream to my left, I turn.

      “Here,” I bark, grabbing the back of Bast’s shirt to stop him. He flinches, and I look curiously at him. Bastian doesn’t love touch, but he has never pulled away from us before.

      It makes me enraged that something affected him like this.

      Moving quickly through the side tunnel, Jonas’ piercing screams hurt my heart. As much as my feelings about him confuse me, and make me worry that they’re wrong, I do love him.

      Based on my experience with Bast, I know yelling isn’t going to penetrate the haze Jonas is under. I want to punch someone for doing this to us, even though I understand we agreed to undergo three trials. It’s my fault for being stupid enough to think they’d be easy.

      The light from Bast’s flashlight bounces on Jonas’ back. He’s on his knees, crying.

      “Fuck,” I mutter.

      “Ash,” Bast says, grabbing my arm. “He’s seeing things that don’t exist. I don’t know what it is, but I know that it’s his worst nightmare.”

      Swallowing hard, I nod. He follows me as I drop to my knees in front of Jonas.

      “Jo,” I whisper. His sister calls him this, and if he’s this beside himself, it’s the only thing he could be seeing.

      His flinch as he apologizes to me makes me close my eyes in pain. They really know how to kick us in the balls.

      I can only imagine how my trial is going to go. I have no doubts that I’m next.

      “Jonas, Juliet is okay. She’s safe!” I insist. Bast shines the light on us, and Jonas opens his eyes.

      They’re glazed with tears, and for a moment, I think he’s lost in the horrors of his mind.

      “They killed her, Ash,” he cries. “I was here instead of with her. I threw her to the wolves.”

      Shaking my head, I hug him hard. Bast is used to our easy affection, so I ignore him.

      “No, no. I swear she’s safe. You’ll see her as soon as we’re done. Wake up,” I press. “You can see now that Juliet isn’t here.”

      I kiss him, and he moans in distress, kissing me back. Gasping for air, he blinks his eyes as he pulls back. Sighing, I watch for continued signs that he’s shaking off whatever he saw.

      “Guys,” Jonas whispers.

      “We’re right here, big guy,” Bast promises. I’m so glad Jonas didn’t lose his shit, because it would have been hard to contain him.

      Bast and I are strong, but when Jonas goes nuclear, he leaves a wake of bodies before he can get his anger under control.

      “I swear I watched the men who wanted to sell Juliet kill her right in front of me,” Jonas rasps. His voice is suffering the effects of his screams. “I need to see that she’s not there. Can you shine the light?”

      Bast moves the glow to show the empty area ahead of us, and Jonas nods his head as tears run down his face in relief.

      “Fuck, it felt so real. Is this what you felt?” he asks Bast.

      “Yeah, I think they are pushing something into the air. I have a headache,” Bast confirms.

      “Everything about what I saw felt real. It’s a mindfuck. I just want to finish this and get the fuck out of here.”

      Staggering as he stands, I follow, making sure he can walk okay. I may seem to be a grumpy ass most of the time, but this trial is throwing off my normal attitude. I want to complete this and know we’re all safe. My family is Levi, Bast, and Jonas. I don’t know how I feel about Chastity at this point, even though I threw a fit when I thought Levi was claiming her for himself.

      I’m giving myself whiplash with how much my feelings change for her. I want a second chance with her, even though Chastity Cross scares the shit out of me.

      Blowing out a breath, I check the map. We retrace our steps and find the next clue. The three of us see a blank piece of paper, and Bast snorts.

      “This must be for Jonas, but you were triggered without the stimulus because you’re worried about your sister,” Bast explains.

      Jonas jerks his head in agreement. “Fuck, am I glad mine is over. I’m going to have nightmares for years,” he mutters.

      I throw my arm around him to offer him a small bit of comfort, and he hugs me back. Continuing through the tunnels, I realize we are nearing the Chapel. I wonder if this was done by design. Knowing the Elders, it was.

      “There’s one last clue, and then it looks like that’ll take us to our reward. So far, each clue has revealed something that we’re afraid of,” Bast muses. “How does that relate to the reward though?!”

      Sighing, I shrug. “It sounds like we’ll just have to continue to the end, Bast. It doesn’t have to make sense, as long as we get out of here with our reward. I’m having a hard time grasping the point of this exercise, other than as a way to make us work together and face what scares the shit out of us.”

      “It helps me appreciate what I have,” Jonas says sadly as we walk. “I am terrified of losing my sister, so I need to remove the reason she’s in danger.”

      “Please don’t do anything without us,” Bast pleads, but Jonas’ eyes are hard, his body language unyielding.

      I know we're not going to be able to change his mind right now, so I shake my head at Bast. We won’t press him for now, but after this, I will find out what he means.

      The flashlight flickers twice and then dies, and we groan together.

      “It’s a good thing we memorized the damn thing. Jonas, stay close to us. We can’t lose you again,” I tell him.

      Reaching out, Jonas grabs my hand. Squeezing it, we continue to walk. The path here takes us down, deeper underground. I hate this part of the tunnels because it’s easy to get claustrophobic, since it also becomes more narrow.

      Grunting, I have to turn sideways to get through. Jonas mutters to himself, because he’s so built he has to squish his body to get through. Football has made him bulk up more as a linebacker, and it hinders his ability to squeeze through small spaces.

      “Is this going to make you give up your sweets?” I tease, breathing a small sigh of relief as the path opens slightly.

      Cool water flows over my feet and ankles, and I frown. “Do you guys feel that?” I ask, because I don’t trust my mind or senses in the dark right now.

      “Yeah, it feels thick, like sludge to me. Ugh,” Jonas groans.

      Bastian agrees that he thinks it’s water. There’s no way this could get down here, so we ignore it and keep walking. Once we’re through and the path opens again, we grab water from the backpack carefully. Taking a few greedy sips, we put the bottles back. The next clue should be close.

      “This is going to open up in a minute or two into a large cavern,” I remember. “The map said the next clue should be in here. Each of us should take a match and search the area. There’s no way we can get lost as long as we stay in the cavern.”

      “You’re right, even though I don’t like it,” Jonas grumbles. “Let’s find this damn clue.”

      As the path opens, I shiver. The bottom of my robe is wet and sticking to my body. Somehow, the water, or whatever it was, is gone. It may be a long time before I enjoy these tunnels again.

      Pulling off my pack, I fumble through the bag until I find the matchbox. Giving one each to the guys, I take one for myself with the box, closing the backpack.

      “Let’s do this then,” I tell them and they grunt, just the way they do on the football field.

      My lips twitch in amusement at the thought, and then I’m choosing a direction and striding away from the guys. I really am on a mission to get this done and get the fuck out.

      I am not looking forward to whatever horror is awaiting me, but I can bear it. It’s just one more hurdle I have to make my bitch.

      Running my fingers over the wall, I walk slowly over the area. The map said it was somewhere in this cavern, which honestly, is terribly unhelpful. This cavern is huge.

      Muttering to myself, I freeze as my finger snags on a piece of paper shoved between two rocks at the base of the wall. It could have easily been missed, and I swear I only found it by the Grace of God.

      Pulling out the paper, I shove it between my knees as I strike the match. Shaking the paper open, I wince as I see a photo of Chastity happily sleeping between Jonas and Bastian. I had a feeling this beautiful girl would be my trigger.

      

      I can see Jonas and Bast claiming her as their Eve alone, taking their rightful places in The Locked Souls Society. Levi will marry Chastity, giving him the honor of having children with her first, and she’ll carry his name.

      I can vaguely hear my name being called and a warmth is crawling closer to my skin, but I am unable to pull myself away from my worst fear.

      Chastity gives me a cruel smile as Jonas kisses down her body.

      “You’re incapable of love, Ash. Your greed blinds you to the good you can have, and because of that, you’ll have nothing. They’re mine, and you’re destined to live alone.”

      “Ash, fuck! Roll him!” Bast screams.

      Blinking in surprise, I find half of my robe is engulfed in flames because I dropped the damn match. Jonas rips the robe off of me, throwing it across the room. Bast and Jonas roll me across the hard ground to extinguish any lingering embers.

      “I’m good, I’m good!” I yell, and they let go of me, breathing hard.

      “Fuck, one second we were all looking for the clue, then I saw you light your match,” Jonas recounts, breathing hard. The lamps on the walls light up, and my jaw drops. His eyes are blown in terror, his hands shaking.

      “You stopped moving, staring at the wall, and then you dropped the damn match. It was eerie how still you were, even as your robe caught fire,” Bast says with a shudder.

      “I’m sorry,” I whisper, for more than scaring them. The Chastity in my mind is right in many ways. My greed wants to keep her, even if I’m unsure if I even want her.

      “It’s whatever drugs are in the air, you didn’t mean to scare us,” Jonas tells me, helping me up. They hug me, the scare allowing Bast to touch me without flinching.

      Somehow, I feel we’ll be wearing the emotional scars of this trip to the tunnels for a long while.

      “Did the paper survive the fire?” I ask, an irrational giggle escaping.

      It would be my luck to burn the last clue. Jonas picks it up, shaking his head as he sees one side is empty. The other side clearly tells us where to go.

      
        
        You have completed your tasks to the best of your ability. Take the steps ahead of you to the Chapel, and you’ll find your reward on the altar. Congratulations. You’re almost done.

      

      

      Blowing out a breath, I nod. “Let’s finish this,” I murmur.

      There are one hundred and thirty two steps from this cavern up to the Chapel. I know because Levi has made me descend and climb them often when I mess up. His favorite punishments are either sparring or exercise. The plus side is that my ass looks amazing, and I have incredible perseverance on the football field.

      Everyone hates how fast I can run, and while some of that is talent, it’s also a ton of conditioning. The guys don’t complain as we climb, because they are often at my side. Levi believes that we are a unit. So if one of us messes up, the three of us pay for that mistake. In the eyes of The Society, it ensures that we learn faster from those screwups. Unfortunately, I am incredibly pigheaded.

      I’m slightly winded by the time we escape the caverns, and Jonas grunts, rubbing his ribs where he must have a cramp.

      Stumbling, Bast walks to the altar to see what awaits us. Jonas and I follow, my arm around him, even though we’re both sweating. He still leans into the comfort of my touch, worried about what we’ll find.

      “Guys…” Bast lifts a photo and I worry it’s another hallucination.

      As he turns the image toward me, I wish it was. “Jonas, you see what I do, right?” I ask, my breath hitching.

      “Yeah, but I wish I didn’t,” he mutters.

      Chastity has her arm around an older guy with dark hair and whiskey-colored eyes. They’re grinning at the camera, and his hand is on her stomach. I blink, an irrational anger making me see red. My neck feels hot, and I’m reminded again that my feelings for Chastity are toxic.

      “Who is this guy?” Jonas asks, sounding like a kicked puppy as he stares at the photo.

      “I don’t know,” Bast mutters, coming closer to look at how happy she appears. “Her eyes are so bright, she doesn’t look scared of him. Could he be a boyfriend? I thought she was pure before she had her daughter…”

      My lips press against each other as I think. “Levi calls her ‘Little Sinner’ for a reason. I wonder if he knows her secrets and just doesn’t care? What else could he be keeping from us? The Society chose this as our reward because there’s something we need to uncover. I don’t want to jump to conclusions, but what if this is Angel’s father?” I muse.

      Jonas’ face scrunches up as he stares at the photo. “There’s no way we can compete with that,” he mutters. “This man is so self-assured. I doubt he’s a twenty-something-year-old virgin. Why aren’t they still together?”

      “Who says they’re not?” Bast counters, scowling.

      “Is there anything on the back of the photo?” I ask, knowing Levi would be alerted as soon as we left the caverns.

      Jonas flips the picture, and there’s a note.

      
        
        King and Chastity, scandal in a small town. Do you know who your Eve is?

      

      

      The reality is that we don’t know, and I think this needs to change. The church doors open, and I grab the photo, folding it up and sticking it in my back pocket.

      “We ask her what she’s hiding. This has to end,” I growl.

      “Don’t fly off the handle,” Bast says worriedly, chewing his lip as he glances over his shoulder at our mentor.

      “No. But we won’t go easy on her. We owe it to Levi to make sure we know who he is marrying. We do it before the wedding,” I promise.

      “You made it!” Levi booms, closing the conversation. Bast and Jonas nod, and we smile as we turn to face him. “How was it?”

      “Exhausting,” Bast sighs. “I swear we were drugged. We all saw different things that weren’t there.”

      Levi frowns as he nods. “The Elders didn’t tell me this would happen until after you were already down there. I wasn’t very happy to hear it. Apparently, it pulls out your worst nightmares and breathes life into them. The three of you have not had easy lives, and it could have manifested in various ways.”

      “We got through it together,” I reassure him.

      He glances over at me, brows knitting. “What happened to your robe?”

      “It caught on fire,” I tell him, knowing he’ll lose his shit.

      “It what?!” Levi thunders.

      “I’m perfectly fine, but I am starving,” I cajole. I don’t want him focusing on me or the trial, and I know Levi will agree to feeding us.

      Growling under his breath, he nods. “Pizza or home cooked meal?” Levi asks.

      While I love when he cooks for us, my stomach makes happy sounds for pizza.

      “Pizza,” the three of us chorus together.

      Chuckling, he agrees. As we walk, I look over at my best friends. Silently, we agree to find answers, and to never speak of this night again.
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      The guys tell me to keep my cool and wait for an explanation, but I am about to lose my shit. How could she be lying to us? Who is that King person? Is he the father of Angel? My head is spinning, and after that insane trial, I’m exhausted.

      I plop down onto Levi’s couch and shut my eyes. What I saw in those tunnels just doesn't make any sense.

      I know that the guys wouldn't push me aside for her. They may love her, but we're family. We just have to complete two more trials and then we will be bound for life.

      Bast sits beside me and hands me a beer. I snort at Levi giving us—his underage students—alcohol, but I'm not complaining.

      “What do you think it all means?” Bast whispers as Jonas and Levi chat in the kitchen. I shake my head and groan.

      “I always knew she would be our greatest challenge,” I grumble, and he smacks my arm.

      “Cut that shit out right now, or I'm dragging your grumpy ass to the ring to go a few rounds. I will not have you fucking things up for us again.”

      I roll my eyes and cross my arms. “She holds too many secrets, Bast. I know she's been through a lot lately, but we need more information before we drop everything and bind ourselves to her.”

      “So what is this about some jizz ring for Chastity?” Levi says with a shake of his head as he enters the living room. Bast starts to laugh, then explains about how we had some weird moment of sin, so we could mix our cum together and send the sample into the company.

      “I don't know what to say about this,” Levi says, looking a little wary. “Can I see it at least?”

      Jonas nods, then leaves the room. I think he wants to check on Jules too. I can't blame him after hearing his screams and cries. The ring arrived yesterday, after Bastian paid for expedited shipping. I didn't have much funds to contribute, but he didn't care.

      Levi gets a call that the pizza has arrived, and leaves us alone to go grab it. Mother Cross doesn't like delivery guys walking into the Academy.

      But after the shit we went through tonight for The Society, I don't think Levi cares.

      “After Levi's reaction, I'm starting to second guess the ring,” Bast mutters, and I throw my head back, laughing.

      “Seriously, after seeing the photo of her and King, you're worried about a ring? I don't know if I even want to give it to her anymore,” I grumble, then finish off the beer.

      Bast is quiet and my eyelids get heavy. “We all have our secrets, Ash,” he mumbles, then stands and storms off to the bathroom.

      It doesn't take long for him to start heaving. I run my hands over my hair and grab the strands, pulling tight.

      Tonight fucked with all of us. I don't know if we will ever be the same.

      Jonas returns first with a big smile on his face. He sits next to me and lays his head on my shoulder.

      I allow it for a few minutes. “Jules okay?” I ask, and he sighs.

      “She wasn't happy about me waking her up, and her roommate threatened to castrate me. I've never been so happy to be threatened before.” I snort and he turns his head, giving me a smile.

      “I have to deal with my father. I can't risk her ever being sent home, Ash. I know you don't agree with me following down this dark path of sin, but I will do anything and everything to protect the ones I love. That includes you, Bast, Levi, and Chastity. We're going to be a family.”

      I can't listen to him babbling like this right now, so I grip his hair and pull his lips to mine, effectively shutting him up.

      I don't want him to blacken his soul. He should let me or Levi handle his task, but I won't argue with him. I'll support him, because I love him.

      He pulls away and licks his lips. I've been rock hard since he sat next to me, and if we weren't sitting on Levi's couch, I might have pushed this moment further.

      I'm still wary about all the sins we've been committing lately, but after tonight, I think God owes us.

      Maybe I'll make him suck me off in the shower after we get back to our rooms. I don't know about him, but I don't want to sleep alone tonight.

      Bastian comes out of the bathroom and he looks pale.

      “You okay, B?” Jonas asks and he nods, stumbling over to the kitchen sink for a glass of water.

      I climb to my feet, adjust myself, hiding my smirk as Jonas notices my reaction to him, then walk over to Bast.

      “I know you don't want to talk about it, but we're here, Bast,” I tell him, and he spins to face me, gripping my shirt to pull me into a tight hug.

      He's shaking, and I run my hand down his back. “I don't ever want to go back to that place again, Ash,” he whispers, and I make a vow here and now that he won't.

      I know he doesn't mean the tunnels.

      Levi walks in with the pizza, takes one look at us and drops it on the counter, before moving over to us and wrapping his long arms around us tight.

      He may be our mentor, but he's always been more like a big brother to us. “The trials are made to break you. Don't let them win. You will defeat these demons and become members of The Society. I have no doubt,” he says, then moves to the cupboards for some plates.

      Passing out the pizza, he points to Jonas who's still sitting on the couch lost in thought.

      “Show me this ring,” Levi mutters. Jonas shakes his head, then stands and comes over to us. Bast lets me go, and there is color in his cheeks once again.

      I grab another beer then take a seat at the breakfast bar. This apartment is small, but it has a nice-size kitchen. Chastity will be happy here, I think. She has room to bake and cook.

      Ugh, that photo is fucking with my head. I should just call her. Maybe I'll steal Levi's phone to do it. She will pick up for him.

      “I'm kinda impressed. It doesn't look like your jizz, and you put actual diamonds in the band?”

      Bast smiles and nods. We wanted Chastity to have a piece of all of us, but we wanted it to be pretty. She deserves to know how we feel.

      Well… she did… I still don't know if she even deserves it now.

      Someone knocks on the door and Levi scrunches his nose. “Go to my bedroom,” he whispers, then tosses Bast the ring as we head that way. If we are caught out of bed, we could be punished.

      Though I don't know who would be knocking on his door at this hour. Watch it be Bridget. She's been gagging for his cock for months.

      Jonas shuts the bedroom door, and I plop down onto Levi's bed. I'm fucking wiped and ready to pass out. My sexy time with Jonas might have to wait until the morning. I wonder if Levi would be pissed if I just took a nap right here.

      Voices from behind the door have me jolting awake. “Is that Chastity?” I hiss and Bast nods. “How did she get here? Isn't Jacob's place like an hour away?” I ask, and Jonas shushes me. His eyes are wide and he seems nervous.

      I can't hear what they are saying, but I do recognize Tempest's voice too.

      Well that explains how she snuck in. I climb off the bed and tip-toe over to the door. If someone caught us right now, they would laugh. We look like a bunch of fucking creepers, pressing our ears to the door.

      Footsteps sound closer, and we back away just in time for the door to fling open.

      Chastity stands there with a smile on her battered face. She's starting to look better, and I think with some makeup, she might be able to hide them for the wedding tomorrow.

      “Hey, I heard you guys passed your trial,” she says softly, before looking down at her toes. Bast growls and she jumps a little.

      “What have I told you about looking down, Beautiful?” He grunts, and she takes a deep breath before raising her head.

      “I know, it's just a hard habit to break,” she mumbles and he nods.

      My heart is starting to race with her now here and my hands are shaking. I know I'm about to blow. Jonas must notice because he presses closer to me.

      “I'm glad you're here, Chas. We were hoping to talk to you about something,” Jonas says, and she moves back so we can leave the room.

      “Umm, I'm not sure what I can help you with. I haven't been around lately, but I'll try,” she says over her shoulder as we follow her to the couch.

      Levi grabs her gently and places her on his lap. She squirms for a minute, then settles.

      Tempest is on a chair, eating three slices of pizza, with a huge helping of blue cheese and Siracha on her plate.

      She's groaning with each bite and I can't help my staring. I’m not the only one, and Chastity laughs. Tempest’s cheeks turn red and she mumbles something, before grabbing her plate and bringing it to the couch.

      “You wanted to talk to me?” Chas says, looking at the three of us, and I step forward. I should let one of the other guys handle this, but I’m done. If I don’t get some answers soon, I’m going to snap.

      “What secrets are you hiding from us, Eve? Who the fuck is King?”

      

  




CHASTITY

      Tomorrow is my wedding, and I am going a little stir-crazy here at Jacob’s place. The spa day with Tempest was just what I needed, but now I’m back here. Otto is a sweetheart, and he shares my love of baking. He's been trying to keep my mind occupied, but I’m struggling. I am feeling a little better though. Still stiff, but all the bedrest wasn’t helping.

      I had to get up and move, which brought me to my nightly walks with Jacob. Things are still strained between us, but I can tell he's trying.

      I'd love for us to have a relationship. He was once my best friend, and it hurts for us to be so distant. Don't get me wrong, we still have a lot we need to work through, but I'm willing to try.

      I think a part of my healing will be to forgive him, and from what he's told me, I know he's on my side now. He has plans to help me get my daughter back. I'm not getting my hopes up though, because all that leads to is my mental health breaking down and my heart shattering, but I'll keep praying.

      Though God hasn’t been a friend of mine the last few years.

      “Okay, Babe, I am going to need this recipe. Lemon walnut bars with raspberries is my new midnight snack,” Otto says and I smile.

      “You literally just watched me make them. It's so simple,” I mutter as I grab the powdered sugar and give them a dusting.

      My ribs are starting to ache and I know I need to rest, but I have plans tonight.

      Levi told me that the guys had their trial tonight, and I wanted to surprise them. It took a lot of begging and bribery, but Jacob agreed to drop me off, so Tempest could sneak me in. He had to go to the trial to witness the initiates, but told me to be ready by two AM. I slept until midnight then decided to bake with Otto. I have about an hour until he will be home.

      I hope the guys are doing okay. I know they have been nervous, and this is a huge deal for their future. Jacob couldn't tell me much, but he did say that my guys were the strongest candidates.

      I guess that's good. I'm not sure what it means for me being their Eve, since I'm marrying Levi, but I don't want to lose them either. Even Ash, though I'm still waiting on him to grovel and make things up to me.

      He didn't have to blackmail me. I would have helped them anyway. I'd started to have real feelings for them. I never expected that to happen in a million years, but they broke down my walls. Made me feel loved and comfortable, safe…

      I shake my head and give Otto a hug. “Save some of those for my brother. I'm going to try and shower,” I say, then wobble down the hallway to the room I'm staying in.

      I'm nervous to be moving in with Levi, but it's not like it'll be the first time I've shared a bed with him.

      I quickly strip off the sweats I've been wearing lately and then take a quick shower. I opt for a maxi dress and flip flops. It's the middle of the night. I should just wear some pajamas, but this is the first time I'm seeing all my guys in a few days, and I want to appear like a normal young woman, excited to see her guys. I never did get to do the whole dates and dinners. I'm getting married tomorrow and I've never even been wine and dined. My youth was stolen from me by people I expected I could trust.

      That's why this is so hard for me. Letting Jacob in, and putting my trust and faith into my guys…

      If they betray me again… I don't think I'll survive.
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        * * *

      

      Jacob came and got me at two AM on the dot. We didn't speak much, and I can tell something happened tonight that's weighing on his mind.

      It's Society business, so I'm not at liberty to know. I just hope it doesn’t involve my guys.

      Tempest texted me telling me that she's all good to go as we were pulling up to the turn-off for the Academy.

      I never expected to have a damn panic attack when we crossed through the black iron gates, but I guess it’s just one more thing I’m going to have to work through.

      Trauma comes in all forms.

      Jacob pulls the car to a stop and parks, then grabs my hands and tries to get me to take some deep breaths.

      My breaths are coming out in shallow pants, and my vision is blurry. I look at my brother, and for once, his walls are down. I can see how scared he is.

      “Please, Chas, breathe. Don't let the demons win. You are so strong,” he mutters over and over until I stop shaking. Tears run down my cheeks, and I'm glad I didn't put makeup on.

      “Will I ever be whole again? Can I ever just be a normal girl?” I whisper, and his eyes tear up.

      “One day, Chas, you won't feel fear or have to look over your shoulder. I promise you that.” He reaches out for me and I fall into his chest, wincing as the seat belt presses on my side. We stay like that for a few minutes until I can catch my breath.

      “Are you ready?” I nod and wipe my face with a napkin I find in the cupholder. “Let’s make sure your partner in crime is ready to smuggle you in, shall we?” Jacob smirks, looking a little more relaxed as I pull myself together.

      Tempest is waiting for me, and I slip out of the car with a wave. Hugging me to her, she touches my dress.

      “You look so pretty. The boys won’t know what hit them.” She grins.

      Giggling, I shake my head as we start walking toward Levi’s apartment. “So much has happened between us lately. I want them to know I’m proud of them. Jacob acted as if this trial was rough. There’s so little I know about all the secrets at this Academy, but I can be here to celebrate their wins,” I whisper. We have to break into a run when we see a nun walking along the lighted path.

      My grandmother has a thing for pretty twinkly lights in the trees. There’s no moon tonight, so this is the only illumination outside.

      Tempest and I knock on Levi’s door, and I hear whispered hissing before he opens it. The guys can’t be caught here after curfew, so it makes sense that Levi is playing it safe. He grins at me, opening the door wider for us to come in.

      “Hey, Little Sinner. This is a welcome surprise,” Levi says, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

      “Don’t hold back there,” Tempest teases him as he rolls his eyes. “Where are they anyway? I figured the guys would be here.”

      “I wanted to congratulate them,” I murmur shyly, wondering if I made a mistake. Things are so rocky, especially with Ash.

      Steeling my spine, Levi gestures to his bedroom. My face is still a bit sore, and I feel a little self-conscious knowing the bruises are turning a glorious green. Yuck. Oh well, I’m here now. Throwing open the door, I watch as Jonas, Ash, and Bastian look at me curiously.

      “Hey, I heard you guys passed your trial,” I say softly, before looking down at my toes. Bast growls and I jump a little.

      Ugh, he hates when I look down.

      “What have I told you about looking down, Beautiful?” He grunts, and I take a deep breath before raising my head.

      “I know, it's just a hard habit to break,” I mumble and he nods.

      Ash looks uncomfortable that I’m here, gritting his teeth as he stares at me. I thought they’d be happier to see I cared enough to come celebrate with them…

      Stepping out of the room as they follow, Jonas murmurs that they need to talk to me. My heart races as I agree, finding Levi in the living room with pizza. Smiling gratefully, even though my stomach is in knots with anxiety, I gasp when I go to sit and he hauls me into his lap instead. I can’t help moving to find a more comfortable position, and Levi rasps in my ear, “I will spank your ass raw if you get me hard right now, Little Sinner.”

      My lips part, my eyes darting to Ash’s to see if he heard. He doesn’t seem to have, and I relax in Levi’s lap.

      Tempest is seriously enjoying her pizza. The sounds coming from her mouth are making me blush. She sounds as if she’s having a sexual experience, and Ash keeps staring at her.

      I giggle, even though I struggle not to. Tempest’s cheeks turn red as she realizes she’s the center of attention.

      “Oops, sorry,” she mumbles, grabbing her plate and bringing it to the couch.

      Smirking, I turn my attention back to the guys. Something tells me, given the anger in Ash’s eyes, that I won’t be smiling for much longer.

      “You wanted to talk to me?” I prompt, looking at the three of them.  Levi strokes my arm, and I realize I’m shivering, even though I’m not cold. I’m dying to know why they all look so grim.

      Ash swallows hard, stepping forward.

      “What secrets are you hiding from us, Eve? Who the fuck is King?”

      Tempest chokes on her pizza and my eyes widen.

      “How do you know that name?” I ask, hurt. Levi leans forward to glare at Ash, but he’s not done yet.

      “The guys and I are realizing how little we know about you. When you get married to Levi, you’re tying yourself to us forever. It just occurred to me, we may be joining ourselves to a whore, while we’ve remained pure for our Eve,” Ash smirks cruelly.

      “A whore?” I can’t help repeating after him, because I’m stunned. Where is this all coming from?

      “Ash,” Tempest rasps, looking pale and horrified.

      I look over at her in concern. I know he’s a touchy subject for her. He was always her love.

      “If you have a question for my future wife, you better goddamn well ask it,” Levi growls. “The Society speaks in half truths when they offer something. So whatever you think you know, it may not be the entire story.”

      Jonas’ face crumples as he stands next to Ash. He began this conversation with me by telling me that he needed to speak to me. He knew based on how close he’s been to Ash, that it would be volatile. I wish I’d had more of a heads up than this about a man whose life I ruined.

      “King is a man who used to be a friend,” I tell them softly. “He tried to protect me.”

      Tears slide down Tempest’s face, and Ash looks at her.

      “I bet you know all of her secrets, don’t you? While you laid in the dark, corrupting her, because you were so desperate to have someone who cared about you,” Ash says, sneering at Tempest.

      Standing, my jaw drops.

      “You are a miserable person. Stop picking on Temp!” I scream. Ash stumbles, as if I pushed him, but I never touched him. I want to punch him in the face, though. My chest is heaving, and my eyes burn with unshed tears. “You’re so sure I have these awful skeletons in my closet, and that I’ll hurt you, that you feel as if you need to hurt me and everyone around me to find them. Here’s a newsflash for you, you won’t find the kind of things you’re expecting. My secrets have claws, and the day you find out what they really are, you’ll drop to your knees and fucking beg me to forgive you!”

      Ash looks stunned that I cursed, and to be honest, I don’t think I ever have. Levi stands to hug me, but I push him away to sit next to Tempest and hug her.

      “I keep fucking up,” Ash mutters. “So you’re not sleeping with him?”

      I shake my head, crying as I gently rock my best friend.

      “Never,” I snarl. “It wasn’t even my choice to lose my virginity. Please, call me a whore again.”

      Ash swallows hard and Bast looks horrified.

      “Chas,” Bastian murmurs, and I shake my head.

      “One of these days, you’re going to realize I’m not this monster you’re creating in your heads. I’m just me. I’m not all that impressive, I know. I’ve never pretended to be anything else.” I sigh. “I’m just a sad, broken girl.”

      Ash pulls something out of his pocket, looking at me with sad eyes.

      “Thank you for coming to see us. I’m afraid I’m terrible company right now,” he mutters, tossing the box into my lap. “We wanted you to have something of ours at the wedding. I know we don’t deserve you, but maybe one day we will.”

      Ash slams out of the apartment, and Jonas watches him go with a sigh.

      “The trial fucked with our heads, and we let it,” he murmurs.

      “I’m so sorry, Beautiful,” Bast says.

      Rubbing Tempest’s back, I open the box. She gasps as she sees the ring.

      “We want you to wear it alongside Levi’s ring,” Jonas explains. The ring is beautiful, and sparkles even in the low light. I glance up, and Levi has an odd smile playing on his lips.

      I have a feeling there’s more to this ring than I know, but I just yelled at the guys for poking at my secrets, so I’ll let them keep theirs, for now.

      Slipping the ring onto my finger, I smile, because it feels right.
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      “Gorgeous!” Temp squeals as she enters my room. I don’t have my dress on yet, but my hair and makeup are done. “I still can’t believe you’re getting married. And to Father Levi, of all people,” she says.

      I laugh because I’m still trying to wrap my head around everything. “And I still can’t get over that you’re wearing that jizzy ring. Like, babe, I get it—you love all the guys, even Ash, but…” she trails off and I smile.

      “Yes, I know it might be weird, but this way they know that even though I am marrying Levi, they are just as important to me as him. If I could, I would marry them all.”

      After Ash stormed out and left, the guys explained to me what the ring was. At first I was a little confused, as I never even knew that jewelry could be made from their DNA, but then I found it sweet in a weird, claiming way.

      Even though I’m unhappy with how Ash is handling his feelings after the ‘prize’ that The Society left for them, I can understand why he thought I was hiding something. But the truth is, I have a long list of lives my family has destroyed. All Isabella and Maxen care about is money, power, and keeping both in their grasps.

      I mean nothing else to them. They wanted me to kill myself, for goodness sakes.

      “Chas? You okay?” Tempest asks, touching my arm.

      “Yeah, sorry. I started thinking too hard for a second. All good now,” I murmur, looking at myself in the mirror. I’m wearing a pretty satin white robe with a white lace chemise underneath.

      Tempest insisted I wear some pretty lingerie, even though my wedding dress is very modest. Leave it to her to still push the envelope secretly wherever she can.

      My hair is up in a simple chignon, with pieces of light brown hair curled in the front. My lips are a pretty pale pink, and my makeup is understated. I’ll never be someone who stops people in their tracks, and I’m alright with that. My grandmother would also freak out if I embarrassed her on my wedding day, and she'd call me crass.

      I need a super non-dramatic wedding day, please. I don’t need to be the center of attention like some brides. I just need to do this so I’ll be safe.

      “Up you go now, girlfriend. Stay out of your head. Don’t you know it’s dangerous in there?” Tempest tugs me to a standing position, grinning at me. “Damn, I do good work. You’re absolutely fu—um, perfect.” She looks at me sheepishly, and if she was trying to get me to laugh, she succeeds.

      Giggling, I shake my head. You can put the girl in a nunnery, but she will always be the wild child. I love her just the way she is.

      Looking at my gown, I glance at my wrists. The marks are noticeable, but the cuts have finally begun to heal. I try not to care as my eyes drift over them. They are definitely going to scar, though. My dress is sleeveless, dropping lower in the back than the front. There’s a lacy section that would show my skin under my breasts, but thanks to the chemise I’m wearing, it’ll barely be noticed.

      It’s more sneaky details, thanks to Tempest. I love that she went last-minute shopping with me to find the perfect dress. Taking off my robe, I take a deep breath as she helps me into it.

      “Oh my God.” Tempest breathes as she zips up the back. “It’s seriously so perfect. Ugh, seeing you in the dress is going to make me cry!”

      I smile, even though tears are threatening my eyes too. I love how comfortable the material is, and everything about it. I feel like a bride finally. Temp is putting my veil on when someone knocks on the door.

      “Who is it?” she calls out absently as she fiddles with the veil, making sure that it sits perfectly.

      “Tempest, let me in to see my granddaughter,” Mother Superior growls and we both wince. Temp runs to the door to let her in. “I have to talk to her before she walks down the aisle. Out.”

      Tempest blows me a kiss as she winks before leaving.

      Grandmother rolls her eyes as she closes the door.

      “That girl has been guarding this room like a dragon. She’s snarled at everyone who comes near here,” she says, but there’s a slight smile on her lips. “Tempest has been a good friend to you, hasn’t she?”

      My eyes widen, because I feel like this is a trap. “Yes, she has. I swear, she’s just a friend, though. I don’t know what lies other people are spreading—”

      Grandmother waves her hand impatiently at me. “No, I believe your sinning ways in regards to that to be over. I wanted to talk to you about something else,” she says, her eyes running over me. “You’ve always been so pretty, Child.”

      I stiffen, waiting for her to find fault with me. Instead, she surprises me by grabbing my hands and turning over my arms to stare at my wrists.

      “I’ve been thinking about how we almost lost you completely. I was sent a copy of the security video, showing me what they did to you,” she whispers.

      My heart starts to pound as she lightly touches my cuts.

      “You are so much stronger than people think you are. It makes me wonder what else I’m wrong about,” Grandmother mutters. She shakes her head, then pulls something out from her pocket. “You have nothing to be ashamed of, and I don’t want you to think that’s why I’m giving you this.”

      Opening the dark blue box, there is a sparkly bracelet inside. My right wrist is more noticeable because of my moment of weakness, and her eyes keep looking over it. There’s a butterfly on one side of the jewelry, and it reminds me of transformation.

      “I wish your mother was here to see you,” Grandmother says with a small smile, looking down. “I was a happier person when she was alive, and I know that she would have better words of wisdom than I do. She loved this bracelet, and always spoke of how people change as they get older. ‘We’re only this person for this year, and then we change, as we’re meant to, like this butterfly,’ she used to say. For her, it was true. She was always evolving.”

      Taking the bracelet from the box, she clasps it around my wrist. Blinking furiously, I struggle to keep my eyes open really wide, so I won’t cry. I probably look psychotic, but I don’t care. The bracelet looks like it has always belonged to me, and perfectly covers the scarring on my wrist.

      Grandmother appears uncomfortable with the show of emotion, and I want to hug her, but she’s too prickly to accept it. A knock at the door breaks our standstill, and I glance over at it.

      Man, I’m popular today.

      “I’ll go see who that is. It’s almost time for you to meet your future husband,” she murmurs.

      I glance at my feet, realizing I haven’t put on my shoes. I was worried they’d kill my feet, so I wanted to wait for the last possible moment. It looks like it’s time.

      Sitting on the chair, I put my heels on as Grandmother answers the door.

      “David,” she says cooly. I don’t know what the man did to her, or if she’s just rude to everyone. I can half-see his face from where I’m sitting, and his lips twist into a scowl.

      “Agatha, as always, I wish I could say it’s a pleasure, but it’s not,” David mutters.

      I think I can safely say there’s definitely animosity between the two of them.

      “Can I help you?” Grandmother sneers, and David rolls his eyes.

      “I am here to walk the bride down to her future husband—my son. What else would I be doing? You can dislike me, but we are about to be tied together as a family, Aggie. You would do well to remember that.” He grins.

      He’s trying to get a rise out of her by being intentionally charming, and I quickly finish fixing the strap on my last shoe. They crisscross up my leg, and the shoes are gold. They’re gorgeous, and another way of thumbing my nose at my grandmother. She has made sure to plan every moment of today, but somehow, little details have escaped her notice.

      David is one of them. My grandmother flushes in anger, but the organ begins to play. Standing quickly, I grab the flowers waiting for me.

      “I’m ready,” I say softly, walking up to them. “It would be a shame to miss my cue.”

      David smirks at me, knowing I’m trying to keep the peace right now.

      “Yes, yes. I guess since we don’t have anyone else to walk you, he’ll have to do. Are you sure Jacob can’t?” Grandmother complains.

      I don’t know why, but I have this irrational urge to giggle. Holding my lips together, I shake my head.

      “He’s already sitting,” David jumps in with a shrug. “I can’t corrupt her just by walking her, Aggie. Stop being so overdramatic.”

      Grandmother mutters to herself about him calling her that ridiculous name as she turns and stalks to her seat. Bending over, I hold my hand over my mouth as I laugh.

      “Oh, my God,” I sputter. “I thought she was going to have an aneurysm!”

      David snickers. “No, that would be much too easy.”

      Straightening, my lips twitch. It’s cruel, but my grandmother has done some really terrible things to me since I’ve been here. Poking fun at her over this doesn’t feel too terrible.

      “Alright, ready to do this?” I ask with a smile.

      David offers his arm, and I slip mine through his. In many ways, he is a carbon copy of Levi. It feels right for him to walk me down the aisle to marry his son.

      Walking slowly from the room, we move closer to the Chapel doors. There’s a place for brides to get ready, even though there are rarely weddings performed here anymore. I’m lost in my thoughts, wondering why this is, and before I know it, David and I are at the entrance.

      Two of the nuns smile at me as they open the doors, and I swear my chest seizes as I see the huge space. As we take a step forward, I can see the altar, and I stumble.

      “Hey, hey, Chastity,” David hisses softly.

      I’m trembling as I remember picking up the blade, and thinking about my daughter before I sliced my wrists.

      What if I get to that place again? Could I really do that to Levi and the guys?

      “Chastity, take a breath before you pass out,” David demands, and I gasp, realizing I was accidentally holding my breath. “One more.”

      I take another and David nods.

      “No one and nothing can hurt you in this room,” he murmurs so only we can hear. We’re standing in the middle of the aisle, and people are staring. “Your memories are of the past, and they can’t touch you here. You control how today makes you feel, so hold on to that when you see my son. Don’t let anyone take away your fucking happiness, young lady.”

      Shuddering, I nod. “Yes, Sir,” I rasp. Raising my head high, I see David nod proudly next to me before he tugs me into motion.

      I ignore everyone else in the room as I zero in on Levi. I don’t even acknowledge Jonas, Ash, or Bast. Not because I don’t care about them too, but because I needed to choose a lifeline. I’m struggling today, and I knew Levi wouldn’t let me down.

      If Ash had given me even a second of doubt, I would have run out of this Chapel. I need to be strong, so I chose a person I knew would lend me his strength.

      Levi smiles at me, his eyes clear and free of tension, outside of small lines around them. It’s as if he can tell I’m struggling for some reason, so he’s pushing love and light to me. Sighing, I relax a little and grin back at him.

      The trip across the Chapel is over quickly, but also seems to take interminably long. Levi walks down the steps, and the only hint that he’s a bit anxious is how fast he moves. His hand reaches out, and his dad puts mine into his.

      “You good, Little Sinner?” Levi asks, so softly that only the three of us can hear him.

      “The Chapel was a bad fucking move, Son,” David growls at him.

      Nodding, he blows out a breath. “Noted, but out of my control, Dad. I’m sorry, Baby. Let’s get this done, so we can get out of here, okay?”

      Tempest wasn’t allowed to stand up for me as my maid of honor, so she’s in the pews with everyone else. I can hear her shifting forward, and I take a shaky breath. If I don’t get my shit together, she’ll defy my grandmother openly.

      “Yeah, let’s do this,” I murmur with a small smile.

      “That a girl,” David whispers as he steps away. “Give them hell.”

      The ceremony goes smoothly, with Levi pressing his lips firmly against mine when the priest tells him to kiss the bride.

      I melt into my now-husband, and I can’t tame the smile on my lips. Levi stares down at me, his thumb catching the tears flowing down my cheeks.

      “People are going to want to hit me if they think you’re crying for anything except because you’re happy. Are you happy, Mrs. Madden?” Levi asks softly, causing me to giggle.

      “So happy. I can’t believe this is real,” I whisper.

      Grinning, he chuckles. “Baby Girl, I can’t wait to show you just how real this is. Now, let’s go deal with the dreary, boring reception, so I can love you over and over again.”

      My heart starts to pound, but with excitement. Tonight is the night I’m having sex with Levi to consummate our marriage. While I wish, as we walk up the aisle as husband and wife with wide smiles, that this was the night I lost my virginity, I can’t. Angel is a huge part of me, and even though I hate her father, my child is free of the taint of evil. I will love her with my last breath.

      Everyone congratulates us, and we move outside into the gardens to enjoy the reception. The twinkly lights are happy, reflecting how I feel tonight.

      

  




LEVI

      She’s perfect. My wife. She may be a little broken and bruised, but aren’t we all? I can't believe she's officially mine… Well ours, but still, she now has my last name.

      All we are missing is our little Angel, and if I have any say in that, she will be with us soon. I know Jacob has been working hard to infiltrate Chastity’s family home.

      We haven't had time to talk lately, with all the trial preparations and wedding things, but I expect an update shortly.

      But for tonight, I am going to take my wife onto the dance floor and hold her tight. I am going to show her how much she means to me.

      I never expected someone so meek to bring me to my knees, but I have a feeling she has a growing fire that’ll surprise us all. The new woman changing before my eyes is someone strong, and maybe even a little vengeful. Grinning in a way that’s not normal for me, I kiss her neck gently.

      “You keep looking at me as if I have the answers to all of the world’s mysteries,” Chastity teases me with an answering smile.

      Not even her grandmother dourly scowling at me from across the courtyard can sour my mood. Ignoring her, I play with one of the curls framing Chas’ face.

      “You remind me of all the good things in the world, and everything that I fight so hard for by being Father Levi,” I tell her.

      Giggling, her eyes sparkle with happiness. She scared me initially, when I saw her lost in her memories as she walked toward me in the Chapel tonight. I’m so glad she’s been able to enjoy our reception.

      “I love when you growl and get all protective, Father,” she teases me.

      “Come with me, Little Sinner,” I murmur. “Let's get these dances done with, so I can take you home,” I growl against her throat, and she sucks in a breath.

      Her body shakes for a moment, and I worry that maybe she's not ready for this yet. Pulling back, I take a hard look at her, but she's always been good at masking her feelings. I hope one day soon she opens up to me completely.

      She has a smile on her face, but it's not reaching her eyes. “I love you, Chastity Madden. You know that, right?” She nods as I rest my palm on her cheek, then press a quick kiss to her lips.

      People clap and Chas smiles. Her hazel eyes are shining, and I'm glad that I was able to make her happy. Even in this small way.

      I will never let any harm come to her, and now she has The Society behind her, protecting her too.

      A song plays that I know wasn't approved by Chastity’s grandmother and I laugh. Tempest has been behaving, for the most part, but I can see her rebellious side shining through.

      I spin my wife and turn her back to my chest until she's grinding up on me. I don't take it further because I am still a priest, but tonight I plan to show her just how much I can make her come, again and again. I just hope she's ready. I think she is, but I need to be sure.

      I glance over at the buffet and Tempest is making a plate. Sister Anna is watching her like a hawk and I roll my eyes. Chastity looks at where I'm staring and scoffs.

      “Do they think she's going to steal the free food? I don't know why Temp wants to be a nun here. She was miserable attending the Academy. Tomorrow, before we leave for our honeymoon, I'd like to spend some time with her,” she asks, looking at me and I nod.

      “We can leave at any time. It's just a few nights away so we can be alone. Father Pierce is taking over my lessons.”

      She spins around and wraps her arms around my neck. Her body presses harder against mine and she sighs.

      “So, we have to cut the cake and mingle? I'm not really sure what else happens at a wedding. I wasn't invited to my dad and Isabella's,” she says with a scrunch of her button nose.

      I can't help but kiss the tip of it. She bursts out laughing, and I hold her tighter as we sway to the music.

      “Can I ask you something, Little Sinner?" She rests her head on my chest and nods. I take a deep breath in and look at the guys hanging out at a table, watching us from overhead.

      “Tonight is our wedding night…” I start, and wait for her to look up at me. She doesn't though. “Baby, look at me,” I order, and she listens, like my good girl.

      “Levi, I know what tonight is. I mean, I just walked down an aisle to you,” she says with a bit of sass and my palm twitches.

      “Don't be a brat. Do you want the guys in the room with us? Obviously, all they can do is watch, but I know we're establishing a family here, so if you want them included, let me know.”

      Her hazel eyes are wide and she's nibbling on her bottom lip. I groan and she smiles. “I think I just want my husband tonight. Maybe tomorrow,” she sasses again and I bend down, nipping her lip as she gasps into my mouth.

      She's saying all the right things, but her body still isn't one hundred percent on board. I think I need to get a second opinion. “Chastity, we need to get some photos with your family,” the photographer Jacob hired says, and I let her go.

      “I'm going to get some food,” I say and she nods, then surprises me by giving me one more kiss.

      “I love you, Levi Madden,” she whispers, then follows the photographer.

      I smile and lick my lips, watching her ass sway in that dress.

      I take a quick break and grab some of the appetizers they have laid out, then eat. I skipped breakfast and I'm starting to get hangry.

      The guys sit across from me and Bast looks upset. Jonas nudges him and he sighs.

      “Can I dance with your wife?” Bast mumbles and I freeze, then grab my napkin and wipe my mouth.

      “I don't see an issue with it, but keep it clean. I don't need anyone second guessing the legitimacy of my marriage.”

      He nods with a big smile on his face, then leaves the table in search of my bride. I take this moment to do a little research of my own.
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        * * *

      

      Grabbing Tempest gently by the arm, I lead her over to a quiet place in the courtyard. I have something to ask her, and I don’t need eavesdroppers. Mother Cross made sure that all students didn’t have access to our reception, after learning about how Bridget and her friends treated Chastity.

      Only a few select people are here, including some nuns that are special to my bride.

      “Father, I hope you know that just because your wife and I have fooled around, it does not mean that I’m open to a threesome,” Tempest mumbles and I freeze, dropping her hand instantly.

      I wipe it on my pants. “No, that’s not…” I run my fingers through my hair and sigh. “I wanted to ask you something in private. Tonight is a big night for Chastity and me, and I was wondering if she had mentioned having any reservations about us having sex. Just because we are married, doesn’t mean I would pressure her,” I grumble, getting heated at the thought of what that piece of shit did to my girl.

      We have messed around a few times, but I never took it further than foreplay, and I would be fine with having a night full of my face stuffed in between my wife’s thighs.

      Tempest giggles and shakes her head. “No, I think she’s actually excited. Nervous, of course, but… You should really be asking her this, Levi. She’s not made of glass. She’s so much stronger than you know.”

      I nod, and Tempest walks off with a huff, muttering about stupid men. “That was just painful to watch,” Ash grunts, moving closer. I have been so in my head about tonight, I didn't notice he followed us.

      “Big, bad Levi acting insecure,” he scoffs, and I can smell the alcohol on his breath.

      “Are you drunk?” I snap.

      Stepping closer to him, I grab his arm and pull him over to the gate that leads to the bridge. “I know you and Chastity have some things to work through, but you are still an initiate to The Society, and I don’t know if you’ve fucking noticed, but there are a lot of members here tonight!”

      He has to be out of his fucking mind. I glance around for Chastity, but she's laughing with Tempest. “Come on. I need to sneak your ass out of here before you're caught. You're not only jeopardizing yourself, you could fuck with Jonas and Bast's chances. You're a team, Ash!”

      His smirk disappears and he looks at the ground.

      I lead him to one of the secret entrances, and through the tunnel until we reach his dorm.

      Pulling out my phone, I text Jonas to come up here and take care of him. It's my fucking wedding night. I'm not going to be his babysitter.
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      I haven’t seen Ash in a while, and I’m starting to worry. I know this wedding is difficult for him, and I saw him go out into the gardens about an hour ago. As he was walking out of his room this evening, I watched him pocket a joint, which if he's caught with could be big trouble for us all.

      I also saw him over with Milo sipping on a flask. I'm kinda shocked Milo is even here, but one of the Elders brought him.

      Bastian gives Chas one more spin on the dance floor, then kisses her hand and walks over to me.

      My phone buzzes, but it can wait. It's finally time to dance with our girl. She holds her hand out to me and I take it.

      “I'm not the best dancer. Watch your toes,” I warn her and she giggles. She seems happy today, and I'm glad.

      I was worried after watching her panic in the Chapel. I don't think it was the fact she was marrying Levi or anything. There are so many awful memories that the Chapel holds for her.

      I wish her grandmother would have moved the ceremony to any other place, but Chastity surprised us all and finished walking down the aisle.

      “I'm not the greatest either, but thank you for dancing with me, Jonas,” she murmurs, giving me a big smile. She looks gorgeous, almost angelic, in her white gown with fancy hair.

      My sister gives me a thumbs up when I glance her way, and it makes me laugh. She loves Chastity, and even though she knows we have to keep our relationship secret, she's excited to have a big sister.

      Jules has always wanted someone to do hair and nails with and, of course, go shopping. I tried my best with what little we had, but it's not the same. At least now she’ll have someone to do those things with.

      “I'll always dance with you. I wish I could kiss you,” I mumble and her cheeks blush.

      “I'd like that. Maybe after Levi and I return, we can have another movie night. This time at our apartment?” She gives me a smile and I nod excessively, making her laugh.

      Bast comes up to us and places his hand on my shoulder. The music is still going, so I don't know why we are being interrupted. Was I too close to her?

      I stop moving and release Chastity. She mumbles something about Tempest then walks off.

      Spinning to face Bastian, I try to hide my annoyance. I never stepped into his dance.

      “What's up?”

      “Ash is wasted back in the room. Levi wants you to go attend to him. I guess he tried to get a hold of you?” I scrunch my nose and sigh. I run my hands through my hair and nod.

      “Yeah, okay, I'll head that way now. Bring me a slice of cake whenever they cut it,” I grumble, then walk back toward my dorm.

      When I arrive, Ash is sitting on the couch in his boxers. His body on full display, and his hand in his underwear. He groans, watching something on the TV. I can't see what it is, but based on the moans, I think it's…

      “Are you watching porn?” I grumble, as I bend to take off my shoes. He grunts and my dick starts to harden.

      “The guy who is always telling me about sins is sitting here drunk and high, watching people fuck?” I snort and start to loosen the tie and unbutton my shirt.

      We all wore suits to the wedding, but the courtyard was balmy. I hope Bast grabs my jacket from the back of the chair, because I left in a hurry.

      “I’m hoping the oxytocin boost from an orgasm will put me in a better mood,” Ash mutters. “I don’t know how you’re okay with this wedding bullshit.”

      I sigh, pulling off my shirt. “I’m okay with this because it protects Chastity. We need time for her to feel safe with us, so she knows we won’t hurt her again. She’s getting stronger, yet I can’t help but feel there’s this wariness in her eyes when she looks at us,” I tell him.

      Ash pulls his hand out of his boxers with a growl of annoyance. “I fucked up. I let my emotions and thoughts get the better of me, and I made shit up that wasn’t true. I don’t know how to trust this,” he confesses. “My thoughts work against me.”

      Kneeling in front of him, I frown at how sad he looks. “You need to talk to Chastity, trust the goodness she has inside of her. She’s never once lied to us. There are things she has omitted, but she’s allowed her secrets. It’s pretty obvious none of it is good, based on her bruises,” I chastise Ash. “What are you most afraid of when it comes to her?”

      Ash stares at me for a moment, his amber eyes filled with emotion. Leaning forward, he captures my lips, taking me by surprise. It’s over before I can lean into it, my eyes wide with desire and confusion, as he leans back into the cushions.

      “I’m afraid you’ll choose her,” Ash says hoarsely. “I’m kind of an asshole.”

      Smirking, I get up and straddle him. “Yeah, but you’re my asshole,” I murmur. His breath hitches as I grind against him. “You feel so good. I’ve been hard since I saw you with your hand in your boxers. We’re never going to leave you. You’re stuck with us.”

      Kissing up his neck, Ash surprises me by unbuckling my belt. “You’re wearing too many clothes,” he whispers.

      Biting my lip, I quickly stand, shedding my pants, then straddle him again. “I think you were trying to come, but were kind of unsuccessful,” I tease him, and he snorts in laughter.

      “Yeah, porn never turns me on as much as your body against mine,” Ash says with a tentative smile.

      He does it so rarely, it lights up the room when he does. My lips part as I bask in how beautiful he is. Bucking against me, I hiss as his length slides against mine.

      “Is it a sin if we come together?” Ash teases me. My eyes roll in pleasure and I shake my head.

      “I don’t think I care much if it is. I’m desperate to come with you,” I groan.

      “Then use me,” he coaxes, pulling his boxers down so his cock bounces against his abs.

      “Fuck, I didn’t think a dick could be pretty,” I grumble. “It’s kind of unfair.”

      Ash chuckles, sounding lighter than he has in days. Pulling down my boxers, he feels warm and hard as he grinds me against him. “Fuck,” I whimper, hiding my face in his neck.

      “Not yet,” he says, and I bite his neck in retaliation for reminding me.

      Swiveling my hips, I ride the high of the sensations I feel. Ash groans, his large hands squeezing my ass as his head drops back. The sounds of our breathing fills the room as we use each other’s bodies for pleasure. It should feel wrong, but it doesn’t.

      My hand fists his hair, taking his mouth with mine as I kiss him. Cupping his balls with the other, I gently squeeze and tug, learning what he likes. I could spend every day doing this, and never get bored.

      Our tongues duel, teeth clashing, because everything is a bit of a fight between us. I love the push and pull in a way, because it’s even sweeter when he gives in.

      “Gonna paint you as mine with my cum,” Ash growls and I gasp.

      I’m so damn close. “Fuck, same.” I moan, unable to form words.

      Shuddering, a tingle crawls up my back. It happens so fast, I roar, hips jerking as I come, using the friction to my advantage. Ash groans, squeezing me so tightly, I’ll have to check for finger marks. But I’ll wear them with pride. Leaning back, I watch with a smirk as his cock twitches and ropes of cum paint my chest.

      “Mine,” he growls proudly. Chuckling, I collapse against him.

      “I wouldn’t change it for the world.” I sigh happily.

      His hand rubs my back. “Is there anything you would change if you could?” he grunts.

      Ash sounds vulnerable, though sated. I kiss his neck, thinking. I don’t care that we’re sticky with our releases, I want to make sure I tell him the truth.

      “I wish I didn’t have to kill my father for The Society,” I murmur, feeling as if I’m telling a secret better left for confession. “It feels so final, and as if I’m betraying any good memories we had.”

      Ash is quiet as he rests his head against mine. “Maybe, but you’ll do anything to keep Jules safe. Think about that when the light leaves his eyes. She deserves a future filled with good things. We protect the people we love, and if I’m allowed to go with you, I’ll help. I swear it.”

      Ash’s heartbeat pounds so hard, I can hear it, reminding me of heralding drums. I know he’s serious, but I also don’t want to taint him with my burden.

      So instead, I wrap my arms around him tighter, showing him I hear his promise.

      

  




CHASTITY

      Jonas leaves the reception as I talk to Bast and Tempest. Someone sneaks up behind me, grabbing my waist. The scent of amber and incense has me melting into my husband, and I laugh as he kisses my neck. His stubble rubs across my flesh, simultaneously turning me on and tickling me.

      Tempest groans at our PDA and I roll my eyes, then stick my tongue out at her. She's been in a good mood today, for the most part, but I'm still worried about her. She has a sadness behind her blue eyes. I’m hoping now that I’ll be moving back into the Academy, that we can spend some more time together. I have a feeling she’s going to need me.

      The spa day was just what we needed. I have missed her so much. I just hope she doesn’t disappear on me again. I’m a little concerned about what she needs to tell me. Though, I have a sneaking suspicion I already know, but I’ll wait until she confirms it.

      I won't rush her. I know how hard it is to open up to someone.

      “I'm about ready to ditch all these people and have my wife for dessert,” Levi mumbles into my ear and I shiver.

      Bast overhears and laughs. “I'm on board with that, but you need to cut the cake.”

      Someone clears their throat, surprising me, and we all look over to my brother. I place a hand to my chest as Levi lets me go. I am still a little on edge after everything. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I was hoping maybe to dance with my sister?” he says, looking directly at me and I nod.

      Tempest mentions how hot Jacob is, and I snort as I take his hand. I haven’t told anyone that he’s gay, and I won’t. It’s not my secret to tell, and I actually like Otto, so I won’t do anything to jeopardize their relationship.

      “You look beautiful, Chas,” Jacob mutters as he leads me to the middle of the courtyard. People are watching, so I smile.

      “Thank you. It’s still a little surreal that this is happening, but I’m happy. Which is something new for me,” I say and Jacob sighs.

      “I will never be able to apologize enough for everything, but I am going to work for the rest of my life on gaining your forgiveness. I think I may actually have some news that will make you happy,” he grumbles, then stops dancing. Pulling out his phone, I watch as he unlocks it, using our mother's birthday as the code.

      A pain in my chest aches at the remembrance that she’s not here. She’s been gone for a long time, but I still miss her.

      Scrolling through some messages, he shows me a photo that stops my breath. My daughter is on a playground, surrounded by toddlers her age. It seems to be at the local park where I used to ride my bike.

      She seems happy. “I have someone keeping an eye on her, and from what has been reported back, the woman she’s staying with is very attentive, and treats her like a princess. The man who ass—” He chokes on the word, and I close my eyes. “He hasn’t been around. He stops in from time to time, but seems to be busy in the city. I know you want her here with you, but until we can make that happen… I hope this brings you some peace. Angel is loved and well-cared for.” He stops talking and I open my eyes.

      A tear runs down my cheek, and he gently brushes it away. “I love you, Baby Sister. I know you have Levi now, and if anyone can keep you safe, it will be him and the other guys. But just know that I am always here too. I will never abandon you again.”

      The music stops, and Jacob presses a soft kiss onto my cheek before stepping away. Levi meets me and takes my hand, pulling me into a hug while pressing a kiss to my neck.

      “Cake, and then I have a surprise for you,” he says and I nod, glancing around looking for my grandmother. I spot her arguing with David.

      “What is with your father and my grandmother?” I ask Levi, as I wave my hand in their direction. “I swear they’ve been sniping at each other all day. She wasn’t very happy he gave me away.”

      Levi shrugs, frowning. “I have no idea. Your grandmother doesn’t really like anyone, but Dad has always tried to give her a wide berth,” he murmurs, kissing my neck one last time. “Let’s go find out what the commotion is before everyone else notices.”

      Personally, I think that ship has sailed, but I take the hand he offers and walk across the room. The high, vaulted ceilings in this room are beautiful, and the doors to the garden are open. I can smell the jasmine as we get nearer, and I take a deep, cleansing breath.

      “David, I don’t want you near my granddaughter. I didn’t like you when you corrupted my daughter, and I can’t stand you now. Chastity is pure and sweet, and doesn’t need your depravity,” my grandmother yells. Her volume is getting even louder.

      Cringing, I continue to listen to their fight. David is turning red, but I don’t think it’s from embarrassment.

      “Agatha, you old bag of bones, you have no idea what you’re talking about! I loved Charity, and you were against our relationship the entire time,” David hisses.

      Swallowing hard, I worry about where this conversation is going. My stomach feels like lead and my head feels light. I’ve always wondered about my mom’s relationship with David.

      “David, you encouraged her to break my rules, to sneak out of the house, and the police even caught you two skinny dipping!” My grandmother’s voice is shrill, and I must sway because Levi is immediately hugging my body to his.

      “Mother Superior, I doubt this is something you should be airing on our wedding day,” Levi rumbles.

      “I don’t understand,” I murmur, and David startles, as if I hit him. There’s this look of regret and guilt that crosses over his face, and I get this overwhelming need to ask a question.

      “There’s always more secrets with this family. I know Maxen isn’t my father. Please tell me I didn’t just marry my brother. I’m freaking out over here.” I try to breathe, my chest getting tight. “I can’t breathe,” I pant, and Levi holds me tighter, mumbling in my ear. Now we really have an audience. My grandmother’s face is white, and David is shaking his head.

      “No!” David says, continuing to shake his head as my grandmother looks over at me in shock. “I promise, I would have put a stop to your relationship the moment I found out about it, if I was. I don’t know who your father is, Chastity, but I always knew Maxen was too much of a scumbag for you to be his. Charity deserved so much better than him.”

      “Child, what is the meaning of this?” Grandmother asks in horror.

      I’m safe, so I take a few deep breaths and stand a bit taller as I stare back at her. “Maxen Andrews is a predator and a terrible human being. He confessed that he is not my father. Therefore, he has no business setting foot on this property. If he decides one day that he needs to speak to me, don’t let him. Is that understood, Grandmother?”

      My voice is even, calm, and soft as I speak, the words only intended for us. My grandmother looks as if she may fall down, but nods. Levi’s warmth from behind bolsters me, and he absently rubs my skin which is covered in goosebumps. This is the only indication that I’m still overwhelmed right now.

      “I… swear, I had no idea,” she says softly. “Chastity, if your mother had come to me—”

      “You would have cast her out the way you did me,” I finish for her. “My poor mother must have decided he was the only choice for her, and look how that turned out. I just want to cut my cake and retire with my husband for the night. It’s been a long day.”

      Levi squeezes my arms, and I can practically feel how pleased he is with me. Pressing against me, I can feel his cock and I shiver.

      “It’s been a very long day, and I’m sure my wife is tired,” he rumbles, the vibrations making me wet.

      Nodding, I swallow hard. David chuckles under his breath, and I struggle to keep myself from looking at him. I’ll turn redder than a tomato if I do.

      “Of course,” Grandmother says. She looks as if she’s unsure what to do with me, but today has been very enlightening. It shows I have some protection against her now. I don’t plan to openly defy her, but I will stand up for the things I want. It’s the only way I’ll ever get my daughter back.

      And I will get her back. She may be in good hands right now, but she’s my whole world, and she belongs with me.

      Levi guides me back to the main table, and I smile when I’m supposed to, as we cut the cake. After an interminable period of time, we are finally released from our obligations. Sighing in relief, I look around for the guys.

      I don’t see Jonas or Ash, and I push away the tendril of disappointment I feel. I’m glad that I was able to dance with Bast and Jonas, and I know Ash and I still have things to work through, but I was hoping he could put aside our differences and dance with me too.

      If I’m meant to be their Eve, then he’s going to have to accept me. We’re a family now.

      As happy as I am about our wedding, I wonder if the guys have misgivings. Yes, they gave me the ring, but what if they decide to change their minds?

      Biting my lip, my teeth release it as I smile at Bastian. He shoots me a wink and I sigh. He looks delicious in his suit, an extra jacket slung over his arm.

      I can only assume that one of the guys forgot it.

      Walking over to him, as Levi says his last goodbyes to some older men that look important, he opens his arms up for a hug. Squeezing me to him, I breathe in his citrus and vanilla scent.

      “We seem to be attracting attention, but I just wanted to tell you how beautiful you look,” Bastian murmurs as he pulls back.

      Eyes widening, I struggle not to glance around to see who is looking at us.

      “There are a lot of important people here today, so Levi told us to be on our best behavior,” he says with a small smile. I’m glad my intuition was correct, but hope my little blow up with Grandmother isn’t looked upon badly. “Ash wasn’t feeling well, so Jonas is with him now. I’ll be sure to tell them all about how amazing you were when you stood up to your grandmother.”

      “Could you hear us?” I ask tentatively, flushing as I think about everyone witnessing that.

      “No, but I have gotten very adept at lip reading,” Bastian says with a grin. “I have a penchant for gossip. I don’t spread it, but I like to know all the juicy details.”

      Giggling, I shake my head. “Naughty boy.” I laugh. His eyes darken with lust, and I lick my lips as I enjoy having his eyes on me.

      “Levi is a lucky man. I hope he treats you well,” Bastian says seriously.

      Levi can be intense, but everything has always rode the line of consent. Especially now that he knows more about my past, he’s extra careful. There are days I wish I could be a normal girl, without a trunkful of trauma.

      “Come back to me, Chas,” Bast says softly, his finger on my chin as he forces my head back up. “Don’t let the memories pull you in. I know what that’s like.”

      Staring at him, I can admit there’s a lot I don’t know about Bastian, even though I feel safe with him. Nodding, I mouth, ‘thank you’, as Levi sidles up next to me.

      “I’m ready if you are,” Levi confesses, taking my hand.

      Bastian smiles, letting his hand drop away. “She’s all yours, Father Levi.”

      Levi snorts and my smile widens. The guys really do know how to mess with him. It’s fun seeing how close they are.

      “I’m ready,” I assure him, my amusement coloring my voice.

      “You’re enjoying my discomfort, Little Sinner,” Levi says, nodding at Bastian as he pulls me away. “Do I need to punish your pretty little ass before I make you scream my name tonight?”

      My breath comes faster as I think about how hot that is. Nodding quickly, I walk faster, grinning at Levi’s feral smile. Leaving behind the courtyard, I look up at the beautiful night sky.

      “Despite the crazy, I’m really happy I married you,” I tell Levi as we step into the tunnel that’ll take us to his apartment.

      “I’m glad you think that, because I wanted to ask you something,” Levi says, pulling me to a stop in the middle of the walkway. Turning toward him, my lips part in surprise as he drops to a knee on the ground. “We’re always surrounded by people. It’s been very difficult lately to find a moment with you.”

      Shaking my head, I stare at him, trying to process what’s happening. “I’m not all that popular,” I tease him.

      “You have a lot of people who care about you, whether you realize it or not. Now hush, Temptress, and let me have my moment,” Levi grumbles.

      His blue eyes sparkle, so I know he’s teasing me.

      “By all means, please, continue,” I say, feeling brave.

      Pulling me off my feet, I yelp as I collapse in a heap into his waiting arms.

      “This is much better,” Levi says, bemused. “I have been intrigued by you, against my better judgment, for months. You make me crazy with your long hair that begs to be wrapped around my fist, your plump ass that asks for me to spank it, and your tempting lips. Everything about you makes me wild.”

      Taking his face in my hands, I kiss him. His lips are warm and soft, and he takes his time with me. We typically come together with a crazed energy as he makes me submit to his demands. Sometimes it’s nice to stop overthinking things and let Levi take the reins.

      “Little Sinner, thank you for marrying me. Will you let me make you happy, protect you when you need it, and love you forever?” Levi asks, drinking me in with his eyes.

      My eyes burn as I nod wildly. I was going to tease him because I’m already his, but this is so much better than I expected. There’s a romantic buried inside of Levi Madden.

      “Yes,” I whisper as tears escape. “I love you, Levi. I know it’s fast, but—”

      “I love you, too. There is so much I want to tell you, but just know that I’ll never lie to you. Even when it may be something that I can’t tell you, I’ll simply explain that it’s not my story to tell. Can you live with that, Little Sinner?”

      “Yes,” I say, turning so I’m straddling his lap. No one will come this way, and I’m married now so it’s not improprietous. “Everyone treats me with kid gloves, as if I’m broken, but you don’t. Why?”

      “Because,” he growls, surprising me as he stands with his hand under my ass to carry me. “You’re stronger than you know. So I’ll believe it until you do too.”

      Levi navigates me and my dress through the door of his housing quarters, climbing the stairs without stumbling. If I didn’t know it would invite a spanking, I would ask him to put me down because I’m heavy. Instead, I decide to enjoy the ride. I rarely get to be pampered like this.

      Unlocking the door, Levi begins taking out the pins in my hair.

      “Help me get your hair down so I can see how pretty it looks wrapped around my fist as I sink into your tight, wet pussy, Little Sinner,” he groans, slamming the door shut.

      Continuing to his room, I want to ask if he locked the door, but he’s already started pulling down the zipper on my dress as I remove the rest of the pins from my hair. Letting them fall where they may, I gasp as he pulls one of my nipples into his mouth.

      Tonight is the night that everything changes, and I have sex because I want to.
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      Chastity tastes like sin and temptation, and I love it. Christ, I couldn’t even wait until I was all the way inside of the apartment to start undressing her. She gasps and I toss her onto my bed after crossing the threshold of my bedroom.

      Stripping off my jacket, I don’t even pay attention to where it lands as I throw it. My one goal in life is to be inside of my wife as soon as humanly possible. But first, I need her to scream my name as she rides my face.

      “Little Sinner, I suggest you start getting undressed, unless you want me to tear the dress off you,” I growl. I can’t even tell you what’s come over me as I watch her squeak and begin to follow my command.

      I am so impatient. I shred my shirt, pulling it open. Chastity’s jaw drops as she watches the buttons fly everywhere, and I bare my teeth at her.

      “I’m feeling very impatient, Beautiful,” I warn, leaving my torn shirt open as I toe off my shoes.

      Quickly, my gorgeous bride finishes pushing her dress down to her waist, showing off more of her body. She’s wearing this pretty lacy lingerie, and I grin at the idea of tearing it from her body. I can’t control myself as my mouth waters at the sight of her.

      My belt comes off next and I wonder if she’ll let me bind her wrists with it. Deciding to play it by ear, I toss it to the side.

      Releasing my cock, I stroke it lazily as I drop my pants as well. Chastity stands from the bed, and the dress pools at her feet.

      Striding towards her, I grab her around the waist, hauling her back onto the mattress.

      “Since you’ve left the lingerie on, I’m taking it as permission to remove it however I want, Wife. Is this an acceptable option?” I rumble.

      Chastity nods at me with wide eyes, her hands tugging on my hair as I kiss down her neck.

      “Yes, I feel like lingerie shouldn’t last further than the wedding night, or something like that.” She moans as I suck on a sensitive spot between her neck and her shoulder.

      “Fuck, I think that’s a great rule, Little Sinner.” I chuckle.

      Chastity shivers as my voice plays over her body.

      “There’s so much I want to do to you tonight. I know that this is our first time, so if you ever want to stop, or it’s too much—”

      “I won’t… I mean, I want everything with you, Levi. Replace every bad memory with so many orgasms that I’ll only think of your cock inside of me,” Chastity begs, blushing.

      She doesn’t ever talk like this, and I decide I need to hear dirty words come out of her mouth more often. Maybe only for me, though. I’m feeling very possessive, which is why I vetoed the typical Society bullshit for my wedding night. My rank is a secret inside of The Locked Souls Society, which is why I can infiltrate organizations and towns for information. No one knows me, and it works well.

      When a legacy member of The Society marries, they usually require some kind of proof of consummation. In some cases, they would insist on watching. However, because Chastity’s brother is the Dragon, he helped me circumvent this archaic tradition. They can listen at the door for all I fucking care, because these walls aren’t thick.

      However, my time with Chastity tonight is finite, and I plan to give her what she wants. A chance to have the first time she should have had, erasing the bad memories of her past.

      Pushing up the lacy dress-like material, I shove my nose against her covered pussy, inhaling deeply.

      Chastity whimpers, causing me to pull the scrap of lace she calls underwear off with my teeth.

      “Levi,” she gasps, and I grin.

      “Yes, Little Sinner?” I entertain, licking her pretty pink lips with my tongue. “You taste so fucking good. Come ride my face.”

      Twisting so our positions are flipped, she squeals and sits up on my chest, looking down at me.

      Grabbing the bottom of the lingerie, I rip it easily until it’s hanging open. Rolling her eyes, she shrugs it off.

      “Hold onto the headboard in front of you and ride my face,” I demand.

      She’s currently hovering over me, and I pull her firmly down. Moaning, she grinds on my mouth as I lap at her core. Chastity is soaking wet, and I suck harder on her clit as I hold her tightly against me.

      “Levi,” she whines, her hands leaving the headboard to massage her tits. Spanking her hard, I growl, lifting her a bit so I can talk.

      “Hands on the headboard. Do you want to be a good girl so you can come, or are you spending your wedding night as my cum rag?” I ask.

      Her pupils are blown, her lips parting in surprise.

      “Oh, we may have to try that. Do you want to be teased, edged, and then denied, Sweet Girl?” I chuckle, pulling her back over my face.

      Chastity grips the headboard obediently, her thighs trembling, as I bring her closer and closer to release. Squeezing her ass, I drag my thumb through her wetness before pushing it slowly into her tight ass.

      Chastity’s eyes roll, and I grunt appreciatively. She’s the most beautiful woman on earth, and I will gladly worship at the altar between her thighs forever.

      Finger fucking her tight hole slowly, I nip and suck on her clit until she sobs my name.

      “Levi… Father… oh God. Please, please I need to come. Please may I come all over your face?”

      Growling my answer, I push my thumb deep inside her, swatting her ass at the same time. Screaming, Chastity falls apart, thanking me as she shudders and gushes her release.

      Licking my lips, I grin as I release my tight grip, toppling her so she falls onto her back, her chest heaving.

      Crawling up her body I smile down at her as I pull some things out of the drawer.

      “Did you like when my thumb was deep in your ass?” I ask her, showing her a bottle of lube and a butt plug.

      Chastity nods, saying, “I felt so full. It was different, but I liked it.”

      Biting my lip, I can still taste her, and I know I’m wearing Chastity’s cum all over my face.

      “Levi, what do you want to ask me? I can hear you thinking from here,” Chastity says, grinning lazily.

      Fisting my cock, I smirk. My palm is twitching, but again, I surprise myself by ignoring it.

      “I have a fantasy, but I have a question first. It’s important to establish what you’re uncomfortable with in the bedroom,” I explain, licking my way up her body. “Fuck, Little Sinner, why do you taste so damn good?”

      Clearing my throat, I drizzle lube between her ass cheeks, enjoying her gasp at how cold it is. I really do enjoy torturing Chastity in small ways. Our relationship is so different now than when I was instructed to break her. “Has this tight little hole ever been fucked?”

      Chastity shakes her head. “Do you want to?” she asks.

      “Yes, Little Sinner. One day I am going to stretch this hole with my thick cock, and you’re going to beg me for more,” I murmur. Chastity’s breath quickens, and I watch her carefully to see if she’s spiraling.

      When I see her nipples are harder than diamonds and her fists are tangled in the sheets, I nod. “That’s my good girl,” I praise.

      Chastity’s legs close, her thighs rubbing together, and I shake my head. “No, Baby. You’re not going to get any relief that way. You’re going to come on my cock next, or not at all. Is that clear?”

      Swallowing hard, she nods. “Yes, Father. I want to be your good girl, but it’s so hard when I ache,” Chastity moans.

      My dick twitches, hitting my abs with desire. “Damn, you have no idea how perfect you really are,” I grumble.

      Holding onto the back of her thighs, I flip her, swatting her ass. “Present that beautiful pussy to me, Chastity. I want to see how swollen and needy you are.”

      Scrambling onto her hands and knees, she lays her head on the bed, lifting her ass high.

      “Mmm, yes. Feel my fingers stretch you before the plug goes in,” I tell her, walking through each step. Chastity takes a stuttered breath, her body beginning to break out in goosebumps, as I push two fingers deep into her tight ass. “Damn, I can’t wait to fuck your ass as one of the guys takes your pussy. Would you like that?”

      I know I’ll have to share her, and Chastity’s needy groan tells me she’s open to it. I have to work on the guys before their initiation happens, because I know they have trust issues, especially Ash. He wants her, but he doesn’t at the same time.

      This push and pull is toxic, and I need him to get his head on straight. Chas doesn’t deserve this.

      Pulling my fingers from her, I smirk as she relaxes on the bed. Her breaths still heave as she waits, but she trusts me.

      Picking up the butt plug, I cover it in lube before pressing it against her. “Take a breath, and then push out just a little. The plug is going in, and as soon as it is, I’m fucking you into the mattress, Baby. Do you want your husband to take you with his big cock?” I ask.

      “Levi, God, your mouth could make me come just with your words,” Chas gasps.

      Chuckling, I push the plug inside of her, praising her as I do. She relaxes more as I rub her ass, knowing it was going to go in, and while she could tell me to stop, she won’t.

      “Baby, you took that plug as if you were born to. Your pussy looks empty though. Are you ready for me to fill you until you're stuffed with my cum?” I ask, sliding my dick along her core.

      “Please, Father. Fuck me so we can sin,” Chas begs and I grin, slowly pushing myself inside of her with a thrust.

      “Little Sinner, we’re officially married. I could fuck you on the pulpit, and no one would say shit,” I exaggerate. Dammit, why do I want to test my luck and fuck her somewhere forbidden?

      I’ll always have a reckless boy inside of me. Pushing her hips forward, I yank them back. Chas claws at the sheets and I snicker.

      “Feeling a bit full, Little Sinner?” I ask, leaning over her to cage her with my arms. Slowly fucking her, I pull out more before snapping my hips to bottom out inside of her.

      Chastity loses her ability to speak, holding on for dear life, as I do exactly what I promised. Her tight, wet heat makes my balls begin to tingle before I’m ready. Reaching between us, I firmly rub her bundle of nerves as she pleads for release.

      “Ughhh, feels so good, Levi,” Chastity gasps, and I grunt, feeling like a caveman.

      I don’t care, because if I died tomorrow, I would be a deeply sated man. I want to live forever, but only so I can show my wife how much I adore her. Wrapping her hair in my fist, I pull back on it, forcing her spine to arch for me.

      “So pretty, letting me fuck you, maul you, however I want,” I tell her. Turning her head, I kiss her hard. “Baby Girl, please come for me. You feel too damn good, and I need to feel you shower my balls with your release.”

      “I’m… I…” Chastity’s eyes roll back as she shudders. Her walls clamp down on me, and I bury my face in her neck.

      “Fuuuck!” I roar, painting her walls with my cum. I want to plant a baby inside of her, but I know she’s on birth control. Soon, I’ll need to have that conversation with Chastity, though she may decide she needs to have Angel back with us before that happens.

      As I release her hair, Chastity slumps underneath me, twitching with aftershocks. Pulling out slowly, I watch as my cum gushes out of her pussy.

      “So pretty.” I grin, pushing my release back into her. “I want to watch your tits bounce next as you fuck me.”

      Turning her over, I expect her eyes to be glazed or sleepy. Instead, Chastity smiles wide at me.

      “You’re going to keep me up all night, aren’t you, Father?” she sasses.

      “Oh, yes. You’ll miss Mass tomorrow. We both will. We’ll fuck all night and sleep in till noon, and then I’m escaping with you for our honeymoon. Spoiler: I plan for everyone to hear you come every hour on the hour,” I insist.

      Giggling, she nods. “I plan to be in the Guinness Book of World Records for the most orgasms while on our honeymoon,” she demands, getting onto her knees and pushing me over. “But don’t forget, I am spending some time with Tempest before we go. Now, I do remember you said it was my turn.”

      Chastity looks confident as she climbs up my body, kissing and nipping as she goes. Kissing the tip of my cock, she whispers, “Such a good boy.”

      At least, that’s what I think she says before Chastity is swallowing me down. I swear she could suck my soul out via my cock. I will take that secret to my grave, because she will never stop laughing.

      “Little Sinner, fuck, your mouth should be illegal. I need to be inside of you again,” I gasp.

      Releasing my cock with a pop, she continues to climb up my body. “You’re torturing me, Baby. What did I do to have you torment me, by swaying your biteable ass as you take your sweet time?” I tell her, teeth gritted against my impatience.

      She’s never been allowed to just explore my body, and I’ll allow her full access, even though it’s killing me. Finally, Chastity gives me a cheeky grin as she runs the tip of my cock over her core. Without warning, she drops down onto me, and I curse.

      “Fuck, yeah. Please, kill me with your pussy. I can think of no better way to go.” I groan.

      Chastity smirks, learning what she likes as she rocks her hips.

      “I have never ridden a man before,” she sighs, head dropping back. “There are so many firsts that will be yours and no one else’s.”

      “Jesus, you are going to make me want to flip and fuck you again, if you keep sweet talking to me like that, Beautiful. Use me, fuck me, and know that I’m yours and only yours,” I swear.

      Chastity and I promise our bodies to each other until the late hours of the next morning. Neither of us can get enough of the other. My Little Sinner is turning into my Little Temptress, and is perfectly made for my every desire, and we end the night by seeing how long I can edge her with a vibrator.

      For the record, my wife is amazing, and lasted longer than expected. I’ll never tire of watching her fall apart for me.

      

  




CHASTITY

      Someone knocks on the apartment door, waking me from a deep sleep. I am so comfortable and I don’t want to move. Levi groans, wrapping his arms tighter around me. His dick is hard again, pressing into my ass, and I smile.

      I had sex last night! Multiple times, and I didn't have a panic attack. Even more than that… I loved it. The way he made my body sing. Ugh, I think I may become addicted to orgasms, if he’s not careful.

      “Who is fucking knocking?” Levi grumbles and I laugh.

      “If I had to guess, I'd say the guys,” I mumble into the pillow.

      After round four the bedding got messed up and we ended up sharing one pillow, but I've never been more comfortable. Levi lets me go and rolls onto his back. I turn around to face him, and giggle as he starts ordering people around.

      “Go away! Give me another hour,” Levi barks into his phone when it started vibrating on the bedside table.

      He listens for a minute and sighs. Glancing at me, I raise one of my eyebrows. His gaze is stuck on my naked chest and I smile.

      “You really need me? The morning after my wedding,” he grumbles, then rubs his temple with the hand not holding his phone. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      Levi listens for a moment, before hanging up without saying goodbye. He’s really cute when he’s growly in the morning. Collapsing on top of me, he complains into my breasts.

      “The guys need me, and all I want,” Levi groans as he licks my nipple, drawing it into his waiting mouth, “is to fuck my wife at least twice more before breakfast.”

      Moaning as his hand glides down my body, Levi effortlessly pushes two fingers into my eager pussy. I don’t know what’s going on with me, but I have been a greedy slut for my husband. If it was up to me, I wouldn’t leave the bed for days.

      “Instead, can you spare an hour? Your new wife is feeling very needy,” I murmur, smiling at his answering grin.

      “Little Sinner, I would spare the rest of my life to stare at that beautiful smile, so an hour is easy,” Levi growls, kissing me hard.

      Prowling up my body, I writhe as I watch his heavy, thick cock bob between his legs.

      “My eyes are up here, Baby Girl.” Levi chuckles.

      Biting my lip, I drink in his body as I lazily make my way up to his eyes. “They’re such pretty eyes too, Father,” I coo as his nostrils flare.

      Snickering, he throws my leg up over his shoulder. “I don’t have time to spank your perfect ass, so instead, I’m going to fuck you like I promised. The guys can fend for themselves for a bit longer,” he grunts, pushing inside of me in one smooth thrust.

      God, he’s so big.

      Gasping, I thrust my hips up to meet his unconsciously. The sounds of our bodies coming together fill the room, and Levi growls as he leans forward to kiss me. He’s ravenous as he sucks on my tongue, his pace never stopping.

      “You are so damn perfect, Little Sinner,” Levi groans. Flipping onto his back, he takes me with him, dropping my leg.

      Giggling, I look down at him, my hair a curtain between us. His brilliant blue eyes glint with desire and mischief as he says, “I’ve changed my mind. I want you to fuck me. Ride me, take your pleasure, and take control.”

      Eyes widening, my hands run up his thighs. Levi so rarely gives up control, and I’ve only done this once before. Levi fills me and I shift my hips, slowly finding my rhythm.

      “That’s it, Little Temptress, you’re a natural.” He smirks.

      I laugh, inadvertently clenching around his cock. Grunting, his hands tighten around my thighs.

      “Fuck,” he gasps, and I ride the high that I can so easily control him.

      I slowly bounce on his dick, learning how every movement changes how he feels inside of me. Placing my hands on his chest, my eyes roll as I grind down on him, finding how his pelvis stimulates my clit. Moaning, I ride him harder, loving how Levi drops his head back, enjoying every moment.

      “I want to feel you come on me, Baby. Strangle my cock so I’ll see stars for the rest of the day,” Levi begs.

      Keening as I rotate my hips harder, my eyes close and I do just that. Levi fucks me from beneath him through my orgasm, unable to allow me full control. His tentative grasp on his own is quickly unraveling.

      I can feel myself cresting again, and I shudder. “I don’t know if I can come again,” I wail, tears beginning to form from the intensity of being on top.

      “Fuck that. You’re going to come again, Wife, before I paint the walls of this tight pussy. Is that understood?” Levi groans.

      Nodding, I whimper as he sits up. “God, you’re so much deeper,” I tell him and he grins.

      “I’m gonna fuck a baby into you, Little Sinner,” he claims, his hips pistoling to fuck me. It doesn’t matter that I’m on birth control, I believe Levi. If anyone could get me pregnant by sheer force of will, it would be him.

      Curiously, it doesn’t upset me. Head dropping back as Levi worships my breasts, every movement of his makes my clit sing happily as it grinds on him.

      “Levi, oh, ughh,” I cry out, and he grins, biting my nipple. The sting of pain fueling my orgasm as I fall apart for him.

      “Good girl,” he roars, burying his face in my neck as he holds me tightly while he comes.

      As my blood pounds in my ears and my chest heaves with exertion, I decide I love morning sex.
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        * * *

      

      Forty minutes later, I’m dressed and hurrying from the apartment to find Tempest. Levi checked the boxes for counter sex in the bathroom and in the shower, before I finally got clean. I’m not complaining, though I’m deliciously sore. My ribs still ache, but I’m on the mend.

      Tempest wanted to hang out for a bit today, and I’m eager to see her. Walking to the nuns quarters, I knock on her door.

      Smiling widely, she opens the door, stepping out.

      “I really thought Levi was going to keep you in his apartment all day,” she says.

      “The guys called him. Apparently Ash is in trouble and cursed out Sister Beatrice. I don’t know what’s gotten into him lately.” I sigh.

      Shrugging, she loops her arm in mine. “I think you getting married to Levi may be making him feel insecure. What do you think? I think marrying him was a smart decision, and I know you care about him, but how are you going to include the guys too?” she asks.

      Making sure we walk farther away from the nuns’ quarters, I confide in her. Tempest knows some things about The Locked Souls Society, because if I didn’t have someone to talk to, my head would explode.

      “I’ve been told that The Society doesn’t see relationships the same way as other people, and that it’s possible to have unconventional ties with multiple men,” I explain. “Tempest, Ash is so hot and cold. There are days I wonder if he even likes me.”

      “Oh, he feels something,” Tempest says sagely. “You didn’t see him after your accident. Plus, there’s no way that man doesn’t have strong feelings for you with how much he ties himself up in knots. I don’t know him well, but I think he overthinks everything.”

      Nodding, I think she’s right. “I just don’t know how I’ll be able to juggle all of this. They’re each such hotheads. Bastian is sweet, but they beat the heck out of each other as their stress relief. If we get into a fight, they can’t very well do the same with me,” I grouse.

      Temp snickers. “None of them would dare lift a finger against you. Take it slow, but you may need to open up a bit. Trust me,” she murmurs, her tone getting sad. “When you don’t tell the people around you the truth, no matter how uncomfortable it is, things have a way of biting you in the ass.”

      I stare at her a beat before asking the question that I’ve been waiting to ask. “Tempest, what happened while you were gone? You look so sad. I just want to help you…”

      Taking a breath, she shakes her head. “I promise I’ll tell you today, just not right now. There are too many people around and I want it to be just us. I’m pretty sure Levi will finish whatever he needs to as quickly as possible,” she says.

      I can understand that and hum in agreement.
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        * * *

      

      We spend the next hour enjoying the beautiful day, sitting under a tree by the entrance to the Academy. Bridget spots us by the tree, and stalks over to us with her friends. God, there are days I wish that girl would be struck by lightning.

      “You haven’t even been married for twenty-four hours, and you’re already cheating on him with the lesbian nun? Does Father Levi know? God, if it were me, I would lay in bed all day and wait for that man to come back and fuck me like a good girl,” Bridget sighs.

      Feeling slightly ill that people are talking about my husband like this, I open my mouth to respond.

      “What Father Levi and Chastity do is none of your business, Bridget,” Tempest says, snuggling against me. “I wouldn’t kick the man out of bed, but Chas is my ride or die, and the favorite flavor on my tongue.”

      As Bridget swallows her own tongue, gaping at Temp, I smile widely. I seriously adore her, and since Levi knows about our previous experimentation, I am completely unashamed. It really is none of Bridget’s business, and she’s way too interested in everyone’s sex lives. She’d die or scratch out my eyes if she knew Bast, Jonas, and Ash were interested in me too.

      Sometimes it’s fun to keep everyone guessing.

      “There you two are,” Levi says, walking toward us, pointedly glaring at Bridget. She pales and walks away, her friends scurrying after her. No one wants to suffer that man’s wrath, except maybe me, because I know it’ll end in orgasms.

      “I just finished chewing Ash’s ass out for being an idiot. Apparently, he was surprised by Sister Beatrice when he was getting something from his locker, and yelled at her. When he realized who it was, he couldn’t apologize fast enough. Needless to say, Ash is now scrubbing pots today in the cafeteria.”

      Shaking my head as I imagine that fiasco, I reach up to take his hand when he offers it. Pulling me up, he takes advantage of having me in his arms and kisses me.

      “Why don’t we get off campus for a bit, so I can run away from my responsibilities?” Levi growls and I giggle.

      Standing, Tempest grins next to us. “I could eat,” she says and Levi groans, burying his face in my hair.

      “Of course you’re invited, brat,” Levi mutters and Tempest snickers.

      “Thank you, you’re such a gentleman,” Tempest teases.

      “Ugh, don’t get used to it.” He sighs, and we walk to his car.
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        * * *

      

      Levi takes us to a cute diner that he promises serves all day breakfast. My stomach is growling, and I sigh happily.

      “I really kind of hope they serve milkshakes too,” I confess as we walk in.

      Levi looks over at me surprised and I shrug. I’m really craving one. Maybe I’m getting my period early, but I need a chocolate milkshake with whipped cream.

      “God, now that I’m away from my mother, that actually sounds delicious,” Tempest agrees.

      I’ve always gotten the feeling that her mom wasn’t a good person from our conversations, and I remember that Isabella was always complaining about my weight too. Both of us are perfect though. A splurge meal here and there won’t change anything.

      Sliding into the booth, we order, happily finding out they do have milkshakes. Burgers and dessert drinks it is!

      The food is just arriving, when Levi’s phone rings. “What terrible thing did I do in another life?” he grumbles, picking up the phone. “I’m being punished for giving my father early gray hairs, I swear. He’s calling me, and he wouldn’t unless it’s an emergency.”

      Kissing my forehead, he asks for a box, already picking up the phone to talk to his father. One more kiss and he’s gone before I can fully process that he’s leaving.

      Sighing, I look over at my best friend as I sip my milkshake to fortify myself. "Okay, it's time, Temp. Tell me what's been going on. Don't leave anything out."

    

  







            Chapter 16
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      Chastity sits across from me with her gaze laser focused. I swallow and give her a shaky smile.

      “I don't know where to start,” I say with a nervous giggle and she crosses her arms, pursing her lips.

      I sigh and take a sip of the water the waitress just dropped off. It was nice of Levi to bring us here.

      I don't usually leave the Academy unless he or Chastity needs me for something. My morning sickness is finally gone, and the smell of burgers makes my stomach growl.

      “I know you're hiding something, and I would never push, but I have a feeling you want me to know. So, tell me… You said you wanted to wait until I was married,” she mutters and I groan. Tears fill my eyes and I shake my head.

      “This is so stupid. You're my best fucking friend. I mean, I've seen you naked before, so this shouldn't be so hard to say.” I sniffle and grab the napkin holding my silverware to wipe my nose.

      Chastity shuffles from her side of the booth, stands and then shoves her way next to me,

      wrapping me into a hug. I break down. Right in the middle of the diner. She smells like blackberries and vanilla, and I melt against her.

      She reminds me of late night cuddles and watching movies. “I will always be here for you, Temp. I was lost for a little while, but I'm back now, and I'm not going anywhere… Does he know?” she asks and I freeze.

      “How?” Pulling away from me, she grabs her napkin and dumps the silverware out, before dabbing my eyes.

      “Call it a mother's intuition, or a best friend’s, but I had a feeling. What I want to know is, who is the father? And how the heck did you plan to hide this by being a nun?”

      My breath comes faster as I realize how silly I was to hide this from Chas. “When I left Holy Cross Academy, after Mother Superior kicked me out, my mother arranged for me to stay with King and his dad,” I explain. “I don’t know why she’d decide to stick me in a small town with a preacher and his son, but I got the feeling that this was my mother’s last ditch effort to tame me.”

      Chastity shakes her head. “You’re amazing, and don’t need to be less. Your mother really doesn’t get you,” she mutters. “If you want to find trouble, you will.”

      Snorting, I almost spit my next sip of water across the table. Very cute, Tempest.

      “Chastity,” I sputter, shaking my head. She’s been finding her voice lately, and I never know what she’s going to say. It makes every conversation with her unexpected.

      “So, what happened? You and King didn’t end things in the best place because of me, right?” She looks so sad, and in reality, she was the victim too in all of this.

      King was just the perfect scapegoat to pin her pregnancy on. Swallowing hard, I think about it all.

      “King was really different when I saw him, very aloof. He found religion, a new girlfriend, and tried to make himself very boring. I found out though, that it’s a box he doesn’t quite fit inside. Living in that house, with both of them, was difficult, and I found out that I’m attracted to both of them,” I tell her hesitantly.

      Chastity nods, eating a French fry. “I am so not attracted to King, and we were just friends, but I have eyes. The man is beautiful.” She giggles. “Therefore, his dad can’t be too hard on the eyes either.”

      Nodding, I smile as I allow myself to remember those whiskey-colored eyes of his.

      “Chas, Roman is so intense, in a lot of ways. He likes to tell me what to do, and it made me want—”

      “To defy him? See how far you could make him bend before he snapped?” Chastity asks knowingly.

      God, it must be a holy man thing, because Levi sounds like this too.

      “Yes,” I whine and Chas chuckles. “So I pushed and pushed, and when Roman finally decided to throw away his goody-two-shoes personality, it was everything.”

      “So, what happened?” she asks, waiting to see why it all blew up.

      “I realized I wasn’t worth fucking up their lives,” I whisper. “I’m too wild, too much, and the Church hated me. When they found out I was involved with Roman, they wanted to oust him from the town. King’s girlfriend is also insane. I decided to cut my losses, even though, some days, it hurts so much I can’t breathe. And I regret it so damn much.”

      Chastity squeezes my hand tightly, her eyes shimmering with tears.

      “I feel like a terrible person,” I whisper. “When I found out I was pregnant, you’re the first person I wanted to tell, and then I thought about how incredibly insensitive it was.”

      “Tempest,” she growls. “You’re my best damn friend. You are to tell me everything. Angel is a separate issue from this…”

      Shuddering, I tell her the other secret I’ve been holding onto. “What if I’m not sure I want to keep the baby? I’m not mother material, Chastity. I’ll screw it all up. I’m a single mother who’s a fuck up!”

      My voice is shrill; anxiety, guilt, and shame riding me hard. I stare down at the table, thinking about why God would give me such a huge responsibility, and how unworthy I am of it.

      “Again,” Chastity says softly, her tone thick with emotion. “This is your body, and a completely different situation. We’ll figure it out together, okay? I’ll stand by you, regardless of what you decide.”

      Bolstering myself, I look up to meet her eyes. Her hazel eyes are shimmering with tears, but there’s not a glimmer of judgment.

      “Have I told you how much I love you today?” I sob, giving her a huge hug. I realize too late she may still be sore, but Chastity hugs me back tightly.

      “I love you, too. I’m so happy you’re at the Academy again,” she says. “Now eat up, because I want to go shopping if Levi gets waylaid for too long.”

      Smiling through my tears, I lean back, wiping at my face.

      “Everything tastes so much better now that I’m pregnant.” I laugh, taking a bite of my burger and moaning. “So I need to know, did the surly priest treat you right on your wedding night?”

      Giggling, we talk about it, and I’m happy to find out she wasn’t once triggered.

      “I never realized how many things I haven’t done,” she hisses, and I grin as I eat a fry.

      “Something tells me that Levi can fuck for hours. Please be sure to ice your vagina in between sessions, you’re gonna need it,” I tease her.

      “Please refrain from talking about my wife’s vagina,” Levi says drolly as he drops into the booth across from us.

      Chastity flushes, but he simply winks at her. “I would take her advice about icing it though, Little Temptress,” Levi says, and I press my lips together to keep myself from cackling.

      He really is so good for her. We’re finished with our meal, and Levi pays the bill, helping Chastity out of the booth, even though she doesn’t need it.

      “I’m sorry I couldn’t get back earlier, the call ended up a bit lengthy.” Levi sighs.

      Shrugging, I stand. “We figured you got hung up,” I tell him.

      Walking out, Levi kisses Chastity’s forehead, and I’m surprised by how jealous I am. I wish I’d had a chance to develop a relationship with Roman and King. I miss how Roman would smirk when he told me I was a brat, before making me scream his name, and I miss the way King would stare at me as if I wasn’t quite real.

      I may have been too hasty in leaving, but I didn’t know what else to do, and now I can’t undo it. I have to live with my actions, and decide what my next steps are. Another flutter flits through my stomach, and I force myself to keep my face impassive.

      God, Tempest, you’re in so much trouble.

      

  




JONAS

      I have always said that Ash’s mouth was going to get him into trouble one day, and I was so right. He woke up annoyed and hung over. Not even the epic orgasm from last night could save the nun, who was in the wrong place at the wrong time, when she asked him if he had dropped something.

      Sighing, I lean against the kitchen counter as Ash scrubs the pots and pans from breakfast.

      “You really need to learn to curb your tongue, man,” I mutter, ignoring his scowl. “You’re lucky it wasn’t Mother Cross, because it would have been so much worse.”

      Snorting, Ash nods. “The woman has it out for everyone. Not even Chastity is safe from her, and that thought pisses me off. I don’t know why I want to protect her…”

      “Ash, you need to figure out what you want.” I sigh. “You can’t keep stringing her along. You’re hurting her. I know you have trust issues, but you have to give her a chance or cut her loose.”

      Scrubbing extra hard at a stubborn pot, he thinks. “What about the trials, and our initiation? If I decide it’s too much, I’ll never get to be a part of The Society,” he says softly.

      The Locked Souls Society is our chance to be a part of something forever. If we do everything we’re asked, we’ll be set for life.

      Swallowing hard, my chest tightens at the thought of Ash not being part of this.

      “I think it’s about you and Chastity,” I tell him.

      “What are you two talking about like gossipy old women,” Levi asks, surprising us both.

      “I swear, you need a damn bell,” I grouse, shaking my head. “I was telling Ash that he needs to be more careful about who he snaps at.”

      “Uh-huh. Try again. I heard Chas’ name, so what’s going on?”

      Huffing, Ash splashes water as he looks at Levi.

      “I feel confused, and I’m pissed off about it,” he confesses. I’m actually pretty surprised he manned up and said something. “I’m glad she’s safer now she's married to you, and I understand there’s unknown dangers when it comes to Chastity. She still has the bruises to show for it, even though they’ve faded.”

      “Is there a question in there somewhere?” Levi asks, bemused.

      “Fuck. Yes, I’m getting to it,” Ash hisses, because there are ears nearby. As long as we’re quiet, we’ll be fine for now with Levi here. “If I choose not to accept her as mine, I’m worried that I won’t be able to be inducted into The Society. Wealth, power, stability, and my family rides on this decision. But I keep hurting her with my insecurities, so maybe it would be better to let her go?”

      Levi stares at him for a moment before blowing out a breath. “Your trust issues are always going to be a problem if you’re not willing to discuss them with Chastity. I don’t even know the extent of everything, and if I’m honest, I think she’s buried some of it so she can survive. Her family, fuck, guys. They're truly evil people, outside of Mother Superior and her brother. Mother Superior is ridden by her morals and religion, which causes her to make shit decisions, but she doesn’t truly want to hurt Chastity,” he says.

      “What do you mean? She doesn’t remember?” Ash asks, confused.

      “When things are so horrific, your mind fractures and makes you forget so you can survive, but it always comes out. Now that Chastity feels safer, I wouldn’t be surprised if her mind forces her to remember. She’s going to need help to deal with this. So if you aren’t comfortable being all in on this relationship, I’ll talk to her. There may be another option for your Eve ritual,” he reveals.

      Frowning, I shake my head. “We’ve always been told we had to remain virgins until we earned the chance to be with our Eve,” I argue. “What other option is there?”

      “The Society’s Eve has always been a girl who loves sex, who teaches you about the world of sex. It’s hedonistic, and an incredible night. However, afterwards, she goes on about her life, happy with the memories left from the ritual. Chastity is special in many ways, and I can’t help but feel as if you were all handpicked to be hers.” Levi sighs.

      “You three have been best friends for years, as close as brothers, and The Locked Souls Society believes you will thrive as members. So they made sure you would all end up here, and many strings were pulled. If it is found that Ash is not a compatible life partner for Chastity, we may need to talk to her to see if she would be comfortable with just one night, no strings attached, so you can still enter The Society,” Levi says, his lips twisting in distaste.

      My lips part, and I can’t tell you how much I hate this idea.

      “One night?” Ash croaks out. “And then what?”

      “And then you live your life,” Levi says gruffly, as if he doesn’t like this conversation either. I don’t like the idea of Ash not being with Chastity, Bastian, and I. But she’s someone I want to build something real with.

      Watching Chastity smile as she walked down the aisle to Levi made me realize this. Thinking about her as our Eve, and a one night stand essentially feels so incredibly wrong.

      “Speaking of The Society, we need to discuss your next trial. This is going to be more difficult. Where’s Bastian?”

      Pulling out my phone, I text Bast to come to the kitchens so we can talk, adding nine-one-one at the end so he moves his ass.

      “He’s coming,” I tell him, glancing at my phone when I get a photo of him walking toward us. Showing Levi, he smirks.

      “How are those pots and pans coming, Ash?” Levi snickers.

      Groaning, Ash flicks his middle finger. “Seriously, this sucks. You really can’t get me out of this?”

      “Nope,” Levi says. “Your mouth pulled me out of bed with my wife. I wasn’t done with her yet.”

      Ash’s expression becomes as stony at his words. “You shouldn’t be so disrespectful when it comes to her,” he growls.

      Levi’s smirk merely grows wider, and I realize he’s enjoying poking the bear. Dammit, if they get into a full blown fight, it’ll be bad. I can’t help but think there’s supposed to be a lesson to find in this conversation. There always is with Levi.

      “It’s very interesting that you are so invested in how I speak about my wife, when you’ve made it clear that she is nothing to you. You don’t trust her, like her, or want a relationship with her. Sit on that for a moment while you glare at me,” Levi says mildly, giving Ash his back as Bastian walks in.

      Holy shit. Ash hates being dismissed, but he deserves it right now. Grinding his teeth so hard, I’m surprised that they don’t crack. Ash takes out his aggression on the food stuck on the pans in front of him.

      “Great, you’re here as well. I spoke to Chas’ brother, and he told me some interesting things about their supposed step-mother. Isabella has her fingers in the sex trafficking rings in New England, and is in bed with some dangerous men,” Levi says, jumping right in. Our jaws drop because we didn’t expect that.

      “Oh, my God,” I mutter.

      “So, that brings me to your second trial. The Elders are unsure how involved her dear husband is in his wife’s activities, or if he even knows about them. Personally, I think that based on how Maxen treats Chastity, he’s involved in some way. The video of him enjoying watching her be beaten shows this. However, we need to know, so you will be finding out for us,” Levi explains.

      “How?” Ash asks, pulled back into the conversation.

      “Good question,” Levi says, turning back to include him. “Jonas, you will be fighting in an upcoming underground fight. I know you have some frenetic energy you need to unleash on some idiot down there. While you’re getting the crowd whipped into a screaming match, Ash and Bast are going to follow Isabella into one of the rooms where she has a meeting. Find out if Maxen goes with her. There are multiple secret entrances into the meeting rooms down there, so I’ll get you the blueprints. Do not get caught, and come back with information. That is your trial.”

      “Yeah, easy,” I mutter. Jesus, a sex trafficking circle that expands New England and possibly beyond. That’s cloak and dagger mafia shit right there.

      “Will any of that be a problem?” Levi asks, though there’s a small line of worry between his eyebrows. He knows this won’t be an easy feat, but I’d rather this than seeing my worst nightmares come true.

      “None at all,” I tell him, and the guys agree.

      “That’s what I thought. I will be on my honeymoon, and unable to help with this trial. However, my father and Chas’ brother will be in constant communication with you all,” Levi says.

      It feels odd for our mentor not to be available, but he deserves this time with Chastity. I don’t think Levi has had any time off since he became our mentor. Ash makes a face, but doesn’t say anything.

      “Where are you going for your honeymoon?” Bast asks, genuinely interested.

      “I’m taking her up to a cabin in the mountains, and there will be sketchy signal. So I wanted to be sure you three were well taken care of, since you’re all troublemakers.” Levi chuckles.

      Finally finishing the pots and pans, Ash breathes a sigh of relief as he dries everything and cleans out the sink.

      “This sucked,” Ash complains. “I promise to watch my temper… as much as possible.”

      Snickering, we escape the kitchen as Bridget and Monique walk out of a classroom they’re not supposed to be in, holding something.

      “What are you two up to?” Levi murmurs, eyes tracking them as they look over their shoulder, appearing guilty.

      “Those two are trouble,” Bast says, shaking their heads.

      “Yeah, well, I caught Bridget talking to Chastity when I finished dealing with Sister Beatrice. She was teasing Tempest and her for their previous relationship, acting as if they were still together,” Levi says.

      Eyes narrowing, I can feel anger flowing through me. Levi is right, I need time in the ring to pummel the shit out of someone.

      “They’re not,” Ash says vehemently, surprising me. “We need to keep an eye on them, because Tempest and Chas need each other. If these memories that she's forgotten are going to start appearing, we can’t allow those bitches to get Tempest kicked out.”

      Mother Cross said Tempest would be here under probation, so we have to ensure the boat isn’t rocked at all.

      “Keep an eye on those girls while I’m gone, please,” Levi says, as we continue to walk through the school. “If you can trip them up into telling you what they’re up to, or can get them into trouble, do it.”

      Grinning at each other, I decide it may not suck as badly as I thought to have Levi and Chastity gone. We’ll get to wreak havoc regardless.
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      After dropping Tempest off, I leave Chastity in the apartment to finish packing as I go find the guys. I need to talk to them about their second trial. My call with my father revealed more than I had expected.

      Jacob confided in him about Angel and the man who hurt my wife. My father was upset that I kept it from him, but now I’m glad he knows. Though now we have even more problems.

      By Jacob infiltrating his father’s and the mayor's homes, we have learned that Chastity’s stepmother has a secret life. She’s in bed with a lot of dangerous men, and has ties to the mafia, who like to dabble in human trafficking.

      We need to take her out, but we have to play this smart. Angel is safe for the moment, but if Isabella gets wind of anything suspicious, she will be the perfect leverage. What we haven’t been able to figure out though is how involved Maxen is.

      Jacob thinks he’s clueless and pussy-whipped, but the way he treated his daughter—well, the little girl he raised—I don’t agree.

      Walking into the kitchen, Ash and Jonas are talking about Chastity. I can't keep the huge grin off my face. Last night and this morning with her… Fuck, now I'm hard again. I need to get this chat done and over with, so I can take my wife to the cabin I rented and chain her to the bed. If she's not pregnant by the end of this weekend, I'll be surprised. The thought of her stuffed with my cum, causing her belly to become round with our child, has me wanting to ditch the guys, but I can't.
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        * * *

      

      I don't think I will ever understand why the thought of one night with Chastity is so appalling to Ash. He doesn't know how blessed he's going to be with her.

      “Hey, are you ready to go?” Chas asks, coming down the stairs into the connecting hallway. She has my bag and a small duffle on her shoulders. I quickly move over to her and take them. She gives me a grateful smile and then moves over to Jonas.

      He pulls her into a hug and she sighs. I know I should be jealous that another guy is touching my wife, but I’m not. Any other man and it’s going to be bloodshed, but the guys are family.

      Ash scoffs and Jonas lets Chas go. Shuffling over to the asshole, she stands there waiting. He grumbles, then grabs her wrist and tugs. She falls into his chest, and I watch as he melts into their hug.

      Yeah, he really needs to figure his shit out. I won’t let him hurt Chastity again. I don’t care if he’s in our group and hates her. He will learn how to respect her.

      Bast starts to pout, so it's no surprise when he rips them apart and buries his face in her neck.

      “You smell so good.” He groans and Chas laughs. “I'm going to miss you,” he mumbles and I roll my eyes.

      “It's three days and two nights. I'm not stealing her away forever. Plus, you guys will be plenty busy while I'm gone,” I remind them, and Jonas nods.

      “Have a great time. Answer your phone,” Bast orders, and now she's the one rolling her eyes.

      “Will we even have a signal?” she asks, looking my way and I shrug. I have a satellite phone, so if someone needs me, I'm reachable. But the cabin might be too far off the grid.

      I wanted to enjoy my bride, and not have to deal with Society shit.

      “I'm not sure, but we better get going before it gets dark.” Chas kisses Bast and Jonas on the cheek, then follows me through the hallway to the exit, leading to the staff parking lot.

      “Behave,” I warn the guys as I glance over my shoulder, and they nod.

      “They will be fine,” Chas says, taking my hand. She gives it a squeeze, then tries to drop it when a few students walk by. I hold it tight, as I laugh and shake my head.

      “I am your husband, Little Sinner,” I growl, leaning down to her ear.

      She shudders, and I can hear some of the girls gossiping, but I don’t give a fuck. I can’t wait until I can lose this disguise and go back to my day job.

      When we reach the doors, Sister Mary is there waiting with a huge smile on her face. I let my wife go so they can hug. “Have an amazing time,” she whispers, and I bite my lip. Chastity’s cheeks are turning bright red at what she’s insinuating.

      Even after everything we did last night and just a few hours ago, she still acts shy and innocent. I can’t wait to bring her back to my classroom and actually fuck her over my desk. I am going to turn her into my filthy, Little Sinner.

      “Father Levi, a word,” Mother Superior orders. I didn’t even know she was around.

      I leave Chastity and Sister Mary, and walk over to her grandmother. She’s watching Chas with a contemplative look on her face.

      “What can I do for you, Mother Cross? We're about to leave,” I say, then stick my hand in my pocket, rearranging my erection as inconspicuously as I can. Chastity softly laughs and I realize I’m fighting a losing battle as my cock twitches. I’ll always be constantly turned on for her.

      “I wanted to make sure Chastity was alright today. She’s been through so much,” she stresses. “I want to make sure she wasn’t triggered by her wedding night, now that I understand she was telling the truth about how her baby was conceived.”

      I’m surprised, and I know it shows. Rolling her eyes, Mother Cross shakes her head.

      “You act as if I don’t care about my granddaughter, but that’s the furthest thing from the truth.” She sighs. “I care more than I want to admit. Lately, I wonder if you came into her life right when she needed you the most. Be her champion, Father Levi, but don’t cut her wings. It’s a fine balance.”

      Who is this woman?!

      Mother Superior smiles gently at Chastity before walking away, and I wonder if I just hallucinated the entire thing.

      Walking back to my wife, I say, “I think it’s time that we get on the road, before a new thing happens that needs my attention.”

      Sister Mary smiles, bemused. “You’re an important man, but I’m glad you’re taking the time to be with your wife. Treat each other well,” she says.

      Saying our goodbyes and thanking her, I practically sprint out the doors with Chastity. Giggling, she tries to keep up with me.

      “We have plenty of time, Levi,” she tells me.

      “Ugh, Little Sinner, I can never have enough time with you. Let’s get the hell out of here,” I growl, opening the door for her.
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        * * *

      

      It doesn’t take us long to get onto the road. Chastity plays with the radio and I groan as rock music starts to play. But as I listen to the words while my wife sings them, they actually make my heart race.

      “Who is this?” I ask, and she turns to me with a smile.

      “I wasn’t allowed TV while I was pregnant with Angel, but my… Maxen let me have a radio. This band is called The Darkest Nights, and I don’t know all that their lead singer has been through, but the emotion in her words just made me feel like I wasn’t all alone, even though I was.”

      I hum, making a mental note to see about getting her tickets to one of their shows. I reach over and take her hand with mine, as I continue to drive with the other.

      “I’m sorry you had to go through that, but just know that you will never be alone again. Till death do us part,” I tease and she gives me a huge grin.

      “I really like the sound of that,” she whispers, and I lift her hand so I can give her knuckles a quick kiss.

      Twenty minutes later, she’s resting her head on my shoulder and napping. I try not to move, so she can get a well-deserved rest. Because the moment we arrive at the cabin and I shut the door, she’s not going to be sleeping for hours, if I have any say in it.

      Before she passed out, I opened my music app and downloaded all The Darkest Nights songs. I think they have a new fan. I’m humming to one called Together We Roar when we arrive at our exit.

      The sun has set and I have to turn on my high beams, so I can maneuver through these backwoods roads. I have always loved it out here. My family has owned this cabin for many years, and yes, there are some secrets buried out in the woods behind the house, but I don’t need to worry my Little Sinner about that.

      I told her and the guys that I rented this place, because I don’t need anyone knowing that it’s actually one of our safe houses. They will learn the truth once they are members. I turn down the long gravel driveway and reach the gate.

      I dig in the cupholder for the opener. Chastity starts to stir and I give her a kiss on her forehead. She sighs, then sits up and grimaces, wiping her mouth. “Sorry, I didn't mean to drool all over you,” she mumbles, then rubs her eyes. “Are we here?” She gasps as the house comes into view.

      All the lights are on, and I’ll have to thank my dad. He mentioned during our call that he would swing by and stock the fridge for us. He seems to think we won’t be leaving at all. Which he might be right about.

      “Levi… This is…” Chas sniffles and I hit the breaks.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask, then start checking her for injuries. “Did sleeping like that hurt you?” I know she’s still not completely healed, and I may have been a little aggressive last night. Fuck, I really am a dick.

      “No… This is just… God, I’m a mess. Thank you, Levi. This is amazing,” she says, getting choked up about the cabin. I sigh with relief and nod.

      “No 'thank you' needed, Baby Girl. You deserve this and so much more. I love you, Chastity Madden,” I say, leaning over and kissing her. She whimpers and tries to deepen it by grabbing the back of my neck and holding me. I laugh and pull away.

      “Little Sinner, let's get out of the driveway,” I growl and she bites her bottom lip. Her cheeks are flushed and her hazel eyes glassy. I turn my eyes back to the windshield and take a few deep breaths.

      Taking my foot off the brake, I continue and park right in front of the cabin. If I don’t get my bride in that house and get my cock inside her, I may start raging. It’s been over eight hours since I’ve felt her cum dripping down my balls.

      I shut the engine off and unbuckle. She goes to open the door, but I’m not waiting. “Get on my lap, Little Sinner,” I grunt and her nostrils flare. “Now,” I order.

      She quickly slips her leggings off, then climbs over the center console to sit on my lap.

      “Unbuckle my pants,” I growl and her hands are shaky as she struggles. “Hey, easy,” I coo, placing my hand on her cheek, worried that I’ve triggered her in some way, but when she leans down and pulls my bottom lip between her teeth, I growl.

      “Careful, Little Sinner. I may not be able to smack that ass now, but I’m keeping score.” I lift my ass the best I can and pull my pants down. My hard cock springs free, and she gasps.

      “God, you’re so big.” She whimpers as I run my fingers along her soaked pussy. I could make a joke right now, but that can wait. All I want to do is stuff my wife’s pussy full of cock and cum.

      “You’re always so ready for me, Baby Girl.” I groan as I drag my dick through her juices. She moans, and I smirk.

      “Always,” she says. I grip her ass so I can lift her, and slide deep inside where it feels like home.

      

  




CHASTITY

      Sex with Levi is always amazing, but doing it inside his car is mindblowing. With our bodies pressed so tightly together, it may be my favorite. The way I can grind against him rubs me perfectly.

      “God,” I moan. Levi laughs and I clench around him at the grumble he gives off. I don’t know what it is about this man, but he just turns me on. I know I shouldn’t, but I wonder what the other guys will be like.

      “What are you thinking about?” he groans as I soak him. I don’t want to make him upset, though I don’t think he would be, but just in case, I lean down and press my lips to his, kissing him hard.

      I really love kissing him.

      He starts to thrust faster, and soon I’m on the edge. “Please,” I whimper and he grunts, gripping my butt hard and spreading my cheeks. The windows are all fogged up and my body is becoming slick with sweat.

      His finger drags up the crack of my ass and I tense. He’s not going to... “Oh, my God,” I scream as my orgasm hits me so hard. It doesn’t take long for him to follow me, and I whimper as he fills me with his cum.

      “One day I am going to get you pregnant, Little Sinner. I am going to plug you so you can’t lose a drop of my cum.” My eyes widen at the thought of that, but I find that I don’t hate it. This time would be different, and yeah, I’m still young, but I want a family. I want to rescue Angel and give her a ton of siblings, and love.

      “Okay,” I whisper, and Levi freezes. I bury my face into his neck and try to catch my breath. His hands rub up and down my back.

      “We will have an amazing life, Chastity. I swear it.”
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        * * *

      

      When we finally leave the car, the sun has completely set and I am starving. Those burgers and milkshakes were delicious, but that was hours ago. Levi takes my hand and leads me up the steps to the large cabin.

      “This place is incredible,” I gush, glancing around at the wrap around porch, and rose petals leading to the front door. He really went all out for us, and for once, I feel like a princess.

      Dropping our bags onto the Adirondack style chairs, he bends down and swoops me into his arms in a bridal carry.

      I laugh as he unlocks the door and carries me over the threshold. “Wow,” I gasp. The inside is amazing. All wooden walls and furniture, with a large, comfortable-looking leather sectional and a cobblestone fireplace. There are dead animals mounted on the walls, but I don’t mind.

      It’s rustic, but it also feels comfortable, safe. Levi gives me a quick kiss, then sets me down so I can explore. “So, what does my wife want to eat?” he asks while walking into the open-plan kitchen.

      “Honestly, anything. I could eat a horse,” I mumble, shuffling over to the fireplace. There are no photos on the mantle, but it looks like someone just removed them due to the dust spots.

      “We have sandwich stuff, or I can make us something with chicken?” he asks, and I shrug.

      “A sandwich is fine. It’s late anyways,” I say as I walk over to him. He opens his arms and I go willingly, sighing. He makes me feel safe. “It’s so quiet here,” I murmur and he laughs.

      “I wanted you all to myself. Go sit on the couch and I’ll make us some dinner.” I do as he says, and I notice there is a package and a gift basket on the coffee table.

      “Hey, someone left us something,” I shout and he nods.

      “My dad stopped by before us to make sure everything was ready. I knew we wouldn’t arrive ‘til late when you mentioned wanting to spend time with Tempest,” he replies. I watch him as he makes us food.

      “That was nice of him.” I bend and pick up the basket. It has tons of fruit and a cheese display. There are also sweets and my stomach grumbles. I haven’t baked in almost three days, and I’m getting twitchy. Maybe tomorrow I can teach Levi to make my favorite treat.

      “What’s in the box?” Levi asks as he places a plate in front of me. I reach for my sub and take a large bite, groaning. He grabs the package and places it on the couch between us.

      “I have no clue. Why don’t you open it?” I say, then start in on my chips. Everything is so fresh, even the bread tastes homemade. If Levi isn’t careful, I might go after his meal too.

      I've never felt so hungry before. It must be all the amazing sex. “This is delicious, thank you,” I mumble, and he shakes his head with a laugh.

      “So what did you want to do on our honeymoon?” he asks, and I have to think about it for a minute.

      We are really close to my hometown and that makes me nervous. What if Maxen or Isabella come for me…? Or him? My chest starts to ache and tears fill my eyes.

      “Hey, are you okay, Little Sinner?” I take a few deep breaths and nod.

      “Yeah, I just started to think about my hometown. I think maybe I would like to go there. It haunts my nightmares, so seeing it in the daylight, on my own terms, might be good for my healing. Plus, I know you will protect me,” I say with a shaky smile and he takes our plates, placing them on the coffee table.

      “I will do whatever you want. But right now, what I want to do is get my wife naked and eat her for dessert.” I bite my lip and giggle.

      “I think that could be arranged, but first, can we open our present?” Now that my panic is subsiding, I really want to know what is in that box. It has fancy black paper and a gold ribbon. Levi chuckles and hands it to me.

      I never did have many presents to open as a child. Isabella would donate anything Jacob and I got to less-fortunate children. I never complained because that is what I was used to, but it doesn’t mean I never wondered.

      Levi pulls out his phone and takes photos of me as I shred the paper and throw it. I know I probably look deranged, but I’m excited. The box has a magnetic lid, and when I lift it, I burst out laughing.

      Levi peeks into the package, then throws his head back and laughs with me. “Oh, my God. I can’t believe she did this,” I gasp, fighting to catch my breath. I don’t even have to look at who this is from. It’s typical Tempest.

      Sitting there on black satin has to be the largest vibrator I have ever seen. Not to mention the edible panties and flavored lube. I know my cheeks are blood-red as Levi starts removing the items and making comments.

      “Fuck, your best friend is kinky,” Levi says with a snort, holding up the strap-on. I know my eyes are huge. “You will not be using this on me… but I think one of the others might let you take their ass,” he comments, like this is completely normal.

      Tossing the stuff back inside, he closes the lid then attacks me. Not in a dangerous way, but before I know it, I’m naked on the leather couch and he has his head buried between my thighs, groaning.

      I’m still wet from our session in the car, and the fact that he’s eating his cum from me feels so dirty, but has me dripping even more. “Oh, yes, mmm,” I moan, as I reach down to grip his hair with my fingers.

      He doesn’t like that and pulls away from me with a frown. “Did I say you could touch me, Little Sinner?” he growls, and I shake my head. “On your hands and knees, Baby Girl.”

      I whimper but turn around. The slap of his hand on my butt makes me cry out. When he does it three more times in quick smacks, then shoves his fingers inside of me, I explode.

      The sound of his clothes being removed is barely heard over my panting breaths. “This pussy is mine. So tight, so wet, so perfect,” he grunts as I feel the thick head of his dick slide through my slit.

      “Please,” I moan as he continues to tease me. I’m so sensitive, but craving more. I don’t think I will ever get enough of him. “Please, Father, fuck me.”

      “That shouldn’t be so hot,” he groans, slowly filling me with his cock. “But coming out of your dirty mouth, it undoes me, Little Sinner.”

      “Ahh, please. Please, Father. Harder,” I whimper as he continues to thrust inside of me with slow thrusts. He’s teasing me, punishing me, and I just need him to dominate me.

      “Such a good girl for me,” he coos before finally slamming home. Reaching around, he grabs my breasts and pinches one of my nipples. My core tightens and he laughs.

      “Just wait until the boys get their Eve. We will fill all of your holes until you are begging us to stop. To end your pleasure.”

      I groan and he slides his hand down from my chest to my stomach. It’s a soft caress and it’s making me feel funny. I know he mentioned getting me pregnant, but I hope he doesn’t think it’s going to be now.

      I want my daughter back, plus we’re already going to have a newborn around. If Tempest thinks she’s going to do this alone, she has another thing coming.

      “So perfect. So mine.” Levi continues to praise me. His hand touches my clit and I explode again. “Yes, Baby Girl,” he grunts as he fills me again with his cum. Pressing his sweaty head onto my back, I sigh.

      “I love you,” I whisper, then close my eyes. The heat from the fire keeps me warm with my husband covering me. He rearranges us until I am on my side with him spooning me, and as I drift off, all I can think about is the mess we’re making, and that I’ll need to clean the couch.

      

      He's here. I can feel his breath on the back of my neck. “I've missed you, Hummingbird,” he whispers, and I fight to move. My legs and arms are restrained to the desk in my father's office.

      How did I get here? Where is Levi?

      “Someone help,” I cry out, but all that does is make him laugh.

      “No one is going to ever take you from me, Hummingbird. You're mine,” he growls, gripping my hair and pulling it so tight my scalp burns.

      Tears blur my eyes as I fight and thrash to be free.

      He won't ever own me. I will destroy him. I will get my baby back.

      

      “Baby. Wake up,” Levi shouts as he shakes me harshly. “Breathe, Baby Girl. Just breathe,” he coos, and then wraps me tightly into his arms as I break down.

      “He had me. He's never going to let me go. He has her,” I cry. My heart is still racing and I know I'm in the midst of a panic attack.

      Levi scoops me up into his arms, our naked skin pressed tightly together, soothing me as he walks away from the living room and up the stairs to our bedroom.

      Tucking me into the bed, he holds me and softly rocks us, as he hums one of the songs we listened to on the drive.

      Taking in some deep breaths, my eyes start to feel heavy again.

      “He will never have you again, Little Sinner. You are mine, and I am a far worse monster than he could ever aspire to be.”

      You would think him speaking like that would terrify me, but it doesn't. It calms me knowing that at least this monster I have control of.

    

  







            Chapter 18
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      Tonight is the night that our second trial happens, and I’m filled with nervous energy. It’s been two days since Levi and Chastity went on their honeymoon, and I kind of miss them.

      The Dragon and the Eagle are driving us to the building where the underground fights will be, as both of them have their own mysterious interests to pursue outside of being our keepers tonight. Chewing on my lip, I listen as the Eagle turns to look at us while the Dragon drives.

      “This is a dangerous trial, and a lot can happen very quickly. The Elders wish we didn’t have to put you through this, but—”

      “It’s for Chastity,” the Dragon growls. “There's still a danger to my sisters, and I need to make sure it’s neutralized. Kara lives under Isabella and Maxen’s roof, and I hate not knowing what kind of shady shit is going on. The Locked Souls Society despises sex trafficking, and it’s occurring right under our noses. I take issue with this.”

      The Eagle nods, agreeing. “We often have spies everywhere, watching for us. Sometimes they’re Society members, other times it’s people who are best suited to infiltrate for our needs,” he explains. “It is, however, rare for us to use untested Adams. While this is your second trial, it is also very important to The Society that this goes off without a hitch. You have the blueprints for all of the back entrances memorized?”

      “Yes, Sir,” Ash says, looking stern and intense as he pays attention. It’s rare that he is this focused on something without complaint. “I don’t foresee any issues. For our exit point, are we making our own way home?”

      The Dragon winces as his eyes flick back to us. “It is our intention to drive you back. However, in the case that something happens and we are unable to—”

      “Here is two-hundred dollars for a ride-share, or to get lost in the city, or grab something to eat,” the Eagle says with a shrug. “Sometimes disappearing by hiding in plain sight is the best choice.”

      I take the money with a nod.

      “Jonas, your opponent tonight is Javier Castro. He is the one to watch at the moment at the underground fights,” the Dragon explains. There’s disdain in his voice, and I wonder why.

      “Javier is a showboat,” Jonas mutters disgustedly. “He has awful form, but he also cheats. I’ll keep an eye out for his tricks. I’ve seen him fight before, and while his style is distasteful, he keeps the crowd betting for him. The bookies have to be happy.”

      “I dislike the gambling that takes place, but The Society runs a lucrative business through it,” the Eagle explains. “Soon you’ll learn all of the ins and outs of The Society, and know how far our shadow casts.”

      “Until then, keep your eye on the prize.” The Dragon sighs. “Get in and out, and don’t get caught.”

      Pulling into the parking lot, the Dragon and Eagle get out of the car without speaking to us again. We were told to wait ten minutes before heading in, so we aren’t fazed by this.

      Ash watches his phone until he mutters, “Time. Jonas, grab your bag and go meet your trainer.”

      When Levi isn’t able to come to the fights, he has Pieter stand in. He also trains us when we need more specialized instruction.

      Jonas grabs his bag and gets out first, murmuring, “Be safe, and don’t get caught, assholes.”

      Ash snorts, because as sweet as Jonas is, his need to beat the shit out of someone is riding him hard. The three of us all have our own form of darkness.

      Stepping out of the car with Ash, we walk up to the entrance together. We give the bruiser at the door the passcode, muttering, “A dove has lost its wings,” under our breaths.

      He barely bats an eye as he nods, letting us past. The passcode sickens me now that I know this place is used to make deals in the skin trade. Those poor men and women that these people prey on. It makes me even more determined to find the information we need, if it means helping to shut this bullshit down.

      Following the long tunnel inside, I take a deep breath as it leads underground. Thank goodness I’ve never been claustrophobic, because the idea of so much soil above us would trigger anyone else.

      The sound of roars and screams make my heart begin to pound with excitement. I love these fights, beating the shit out of another man for my pound of flesh, and so I’m slightly jealous of Jonas.

      Eyes scanning the huge space, I grab Ash’s arm when I happen to see Isabella. She apparently enjoys sitting on the right lower quadrant of the stands, so she can move about freely. We move toward her area, being sure to keep our distance.

      We only need to be able to see when she makes her move for her meeting. A large man comes to sit with her a half hour later, and it takes me a moment to recognize Maxen Andrews.

      “Shit,” I groan, causing Ash’s eyes to move over to them. He’s been scanning the room for any other danger, while I’ve been monitoring Isabella.

      “It looks like they were right,” Ash grunts, not bothering to say who. I already know he means Levi and the Eagle. “So much for him being a man of faith.”

      “Now, we wait,” I tell him.

      We sit through three fights before Isabella checks her watch and stands. Maxen follows, ever the doting husband, offering his arm. She giggles as if she were younger than she is, taking it. Honestly, they’ve been pawing at each other the entire time, pretending no one notices. It’s like watching a bitch in heat, that’s how much Isabella has been rubbing up on her husband.

      Glad to be able to move, we walk slowly as we follow, and Ash yells obscenities at whoever is fighting when they go down.

      “Fuck,” he roars. “I had money on this fight. Get up!”

      Ash doesn’t, but I smirk at his performance. Isabella and Maxen are so tuned out to the noise, they don’t notice him. Soon they turn into a side tunnel, and we watch as they continue down into the shadows. Following, we keep our footsteps silent as we leave behind the cacophony of the fights.

      As Isabella reaches a door, I grab Ash, quietly opening a sliding panel that’ll allow us to get into the walls of the room so no one will know where we are.

      We are undetected as I close the panel behind us. Moving quickly, I walk until I hear Isabella’s fake, cultured voice on the other side of the wall. There’s a small gap where I can watch what’s happening.

      “Gentleman, always a pleasure. I appreciate you all coming, despite the cloak and dagger routine. We can’t ever be too careful,” she croons.

      Ash pretends to puke, and I smirk. This woman is a real piece of work, and I can’t wait to nail her for her crimes.

      

  




ASH

      If I were a betting man, I would put money on Maxen being involved in his wife’s business. They’re very close, from what I saw in the stands. I’m pretty sure Isabella jerked her husband off and gave zero shits about it. Gross.

      Maxen now stands quietly next to his wife, as Isabella preens in front of obviously dangerous men.

      “We are making good progress on providing inventory for the auctions, but I would like to increase our supply by twenty percent, if possible,” she says.

      Realizing she’s talking about people, I raise my hand to my mouth.

      “There are a lot of runaways on the streets. How can we capitalize on this, so that we can bring in more men and women?” one of the men offers.

      Bast swallows hard as he listens and looks slightly green. It makes me want to kill everyone in that room for the disgusting things we’re hearing.

      “What about finding a girl who can befriend them?” Maxen asks with a smirk. “She’ll work for us, and either be compensated for it, or owe us for the pleasure of saving her life.”

      My eyes widen and I have to bite my tongue from raging. It’s one thing to condone what his wife is doing—we could push it off as him being pussy-whipped—this is something else. Now I know the cold, hard truth. This man is no preacher; he is pure evil.

      A large man sits forward in his chair, with dark curls and cold green eyes. “I have a few girls that I’ve broken in my dungeon. I was going to kill them, but maybe we can use them?”

      Another man shakes his head. “No, if they’re too broken, they won’t be able to interact with these runaways. People who live on the streets are already skittish. It’s why it is sometimes harder to pick them up. The second they feel something is off, they’re gone,” he grumbles.

      I can’t believe this is what I’m listening to. It’s obvious Maxen is involved in his wife’s dealings, as he scratches his chin in thought. Actually taking the time to come up with a solution.

      I feel sick. He needs to be destroyed. Not only for what he did to Chastity, but because he has everyone fooled.

      “Does anyone have a daughter who is pretty and unassuming that we can rope into this?” Maxen jokes.

      My heart drops at the thought of Chastity being forced to do this. I’ve never been happier that she’s on her honeymoon with Levi than at this moment, because it means she’s safe from these sick and depraved people.

      “Don’t you have one?” the man with the cold eyes snorts.

      Shrugging, Maxen attempts to look cool. It fails though, because he has sweat popping up on his forehead.

      “I do, but she recently got married. It would be difficult to convince her to help,” he says instead.

      “Why are girls so hard?” Isabella chuckles. “Do we have any other options since Chastity is on her honeymoon?”

      No one knows outside of our tight circle where she is, but my hand fists as I wonder if there’s someone feeding information to Isabella. Making a note to ask Jacob what he’s told her, I continue to listen.

      “I have a cousin who is eager to join the family business,” murmurs a man who has been quiet up to now. “She is pretty, strikes up conversation easily, and will be able to build trust. Carmella would be able to promise a safe place to them, but instead bring them to us.”

      Isabella thinks before nodding. “This would only work for those new to living on the streets,” she cautions. I frown, wondering why she knows so much about this. “The more seasoned runaways will be harder to bring in.”

      “I say, go for the easy pickings first, no? Carmella can learn her craft, and then cast a wider net. What age are we looking for?”

      “Ages twelve through seventeen,” Isabella says immediately.

      My eyes widen and Bast mouths, 'What the fuck?'

      This is so damn bad.

      “Let’s implement this as soon as possible, and I’ll be by the skin farms to see how everything is going,” Isabella warns. “Maxen will come with me this time, so if you have any young girls who need to be educated, pull a few for him. He enjoys it when they scream.”

      I want to burn this entire operation down. I don’t know how, but I commit to memory what everyone looks like so I can report back. I’m getting a small view of what it must have been like for Chastity to live with Maxen and Isabella, and I hate all of it. I feel as if I owe her an apology, though I’m such an asshole, I doubt it’ll happen. I’m so glad The Society isn’t involved in this. I wouldn’t be able to stomach it.

      I notice as well that no names are used in this room.

      “We won’t meet again until I come to survey the farms. Be sure the girls are ready. The auctions are in two weeks, and there are very powerful men who will be attending,” Isabella growls.

      “Chill, Boss Lady. We are going to ensure we are all very rich,” one of the men chuckles, standing.

      Bast grabs my shirt, pulling me toward the exit quietly. We’re too late to escape, and have to wait until everyone is gone.

      “You’re so gorgeous when you’re planning and destroying lives,” Maxen growls, and Bast makes a disgusted face at the panel.

      We can’t see anything, but it’s thin enough that we can hear everything.

      “Mmmm, does it make you hot when I tell big, bad, dangerous men what to do?” Isabella croons. I can hear clothing ruffling, and then Maxen groans in pleasure.

      Burying my face into Bast’s shoulder, I struggle to ignore the sounds of deepthroating happening on the other side of the wall.

      “That’s it, Little Slut. Swallow like the whore you were when I found you,” he says.

      My eyes narrow as I listen. I wonder how much Jacob knows about her past.

      “I found you when you were broke, scared, and desperate. You show me every day how grateful you are that I'm your husband, don’t you? Yes, show me how wet that pussy is for me,” Maxen insists.

      “Holy fuck,” Bast mumbles. “Chastity is lucky to be as normal as she is right now. I just want to hug her and then kill them.”

      We’re in agreement with one of those things. I don’t think Chastity would agree to a hug from me right now though. It was awkward enough when she left with Levi.

      Maxen and Isabella start fucking vigorously, and I swear he’s lucky to still have a dick with how fast he pulled her mouth off it.

      Sliding down the wall, Bast and I wait for them to finish as we sit on the floor. Usually the sound of porn turns me on, but my dick couldn’t be limper. Pulling out my phone, I see a check-in text from the Dragon.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I’m stuck in a passageway listening to Maxen and Isabella fuck. As soon as Bast and I can get out of here, we will.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Dragon: That was more than I needed to know about your sexual proclivities.

      

      

      

      

      

      Letting my head fall back, I roll my eyes and hand the phone to Bast. His shoulders shake as he laughs, making sure he stays quiet.

      Finally, I hear Isabella come loudly, followed by her dear husband.

      “We should return to our seats,” she says, out of breath.

      I only know they’ve left because of the click of her heels and their fading voices.

      “Can we leave now?” Bast sighs.

      Standing, I slowly open the panel, finding the coast is clear. “Let’s get the hell out of here,” I hiss as Bast scrambles up, pushing his glasses up his nose. “Jonas may be done fighting by now.”

      Emerging from the wall, I close it behind Bast, walking quickly back to the underground stadium. Jonas is emerging from the changing rooms as we walk past, jerking his chin at me.

      “We ready to bounce?” he asks, falling into an easy stride with us.

      “Yep,” I say, eyes looking around for our handlers. Dragon and Eagle are chatting with important looking people, so I pass them for the exit.

      “Anyone else want burgers and milkshakes?” I ask, walking up the long hallway that will take us above ground.

      “Fuck, yeah,” Jonas says. He’s freshly showered and looks delicious with his wet hair.

      “Let’s get a ride share and get the fuck out of here. I would say we passed our trial with flying colors, but it just got more complicated,” I tell him. “The diner I’m thinking about will be busy, but we can grab a corner booth so I can tell you all about it.”

      Jonas nods and we escape the underground for fresh air and food. Tonight revealed a lot, while leaving a shitload more questions.
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      “I want to show you something,” Levi says the next morning. I’m sitting out on the porch with a cookie and hot apple cider.

      “Is this like a surprise?” I ask lazily with a smile. I feel so relaxed, despite the nightmare that I had last night. Levi took such good care of me, so I don’t have the hangover I usually feel after one.

      “Yes, exactly like that. Get your cute butt up and go get dressed.” He grins. “Wear something comfortable, and it’s going to be cool until the afternoon, so grab a sweater.”

      Nodding, I drink the last of my cider and stand. Heading inside to the bedroom, I dress in leggings, a tank top, and a long-sleeved shirt. Pulling on boots in case we’re hiking, I snag a sweater too, just in case.

      I can always take layers off this way.

      Levi grins at me as I walk out of the room, and I can’t help myself. I want to touch him all of the time. Reaching out my hand, I brush his hair off his forehead. His blue eyes heat and he ducks his head down to mine.

      “How does it feel to be able to touch me whenever you want, Little Sinner?” he asks, brushing his lips against mine.

      Feeling brave, I tell him the truth. “It makes me feel special because you’re mine. I love that you want to possess me and…”

      “Fill you and plug you with my cum?” Levi smirks. “You’re such a naughty girl.”

      “Naughty, amazing, or you want to take me over your knee, Father?” I sass.

      Snorting, Levi picks me up and throws me over his shoulder. “If we continue this conversation, I will be chaining you to my bed and fucking you until you pass out, Little Temptress,” he says.

      I want to tell him 'yes, please', but my stomach lets out a growl that makes him slap my ass. His hand is huge, so I still gasp because it stings. Locking up our cabin, he stomps to the car before putting me down.

      “In you go, Beautiful,” he says, letting me into the car. I quickly put my seatbelt on because I tend to forget. Unable to stop myself from smiling, I beam at Levi as he walks around to his seat.

      “You really can be such a good girl for me, Little Sinner,” he murmurs as he starts the car. Music starts to play, and I hum along to it. As song after song plays, I realize they’re all my favorites.

      Levi Madden really is a romantic. I’m so lucky I get to see this side of him.

      Taking us to a drive-thru, he picks up donuts and coffee. Sipping on my drink, I close my eyes as the caffeine works its way through my system. Levi kept me up late, and then I didn’t sleep the best last night, so the coffee is much needed.

      Getting lost in the gorgeous greenery, I lose track of time as Levi parks. There’s no one else around, and there’s this small ramp that takes us right through a grove of trees. Glancing at him curiously, I follow him through the trees. He has the donuts, and a blanket over his arm.

      The tree tops overlap, and I look up at the sky, which is partially hidden by them. Sighing happily, I smile at the beauty surrounding me.

      When we exit the trees, there is a wide plain filled with lavender flowers. Breathing deeply, I twirl as I giggle. The mountains provide a gorgeous backdrop behind the landscape.

      “Wow,” I gasp, stopping my spinning to stare. “How did you find this place? How did you know this was here?!”

      Levi smooths out the blanket, sitting down and opening his arms to me. Walking over, I drop down next to him, gasping as he hauls me into his lap.

      “I do a lot of work for The Society that no one knows about,” he murmurs, smoothing back my hair. Pulling out a donut, he hands it to me, causing me to smile gently at him. “I help relocate people who are fleeing from difficult situations at home or domestic issues. I also pull out our people who are whistleblowers, when it’s no longer safe for them to be there. We have safe houses all over the world, and our reach is long.”

      Leaning into him, I take a small bite of my bear claw. “I didn’t know that was part of your job,” I tell him. I really don’t know much about The Society at all.

      “We dabble in illegal activities, like underground fighting and gambling, but there are things we draw the line at. I’m not really a priest.” He chuckles and I smirk. Deep down, I knew this. He is not really priest material.

      “You pull it off well, though I feel like eating your student out over your desk doesn’t count as proper hours,” I tease him. Levi stares at me for a beat, as if I took him by surprise.

      “Tempest is a very good influence on you,” he snickers. “I love watching you bloom now that you’re out from under your family. They had too much control over you, constantly threatening you. I may have a medical proxy over you, but I swear never to use it. I would dissolve it immediately if you wanted—”

      Shrugging, I find it doesn’t bother me. “I know you’d never use it against me, Levi. If something happened and I needed someone to speak for me, I’d rather it be you,” I tell him honestly.

      Nodding, he kisses my forehead. “What else does The Society do?” I ask.

      “My father wants to talk to you about that when we get back. But I run the safe houses, the Adam initiates, and infiltrate where I’m needed. I’m a chameleon in many ways, and am able to slip into whatever role I’m needed to. The only reason the priest role is so ill-fitting recently is because you walked into my life like temptation incarnate.”

      Chuckling, I finish my donut. “You do a lot for The Society,” I observe. “Do you play such a large role with the Adam initiates because of Jonas, Ash, and Bast?”

      “In large part, yes. I became their mentor early on, and then they ended up at the Academy because of Ash’s rash decisions. The judge placed them all at Holy Cross, but they all would have ended up there one way or another. The Society planned it that way. There are only a few ways people end up at Holy Cross: they’re sentenced there so they don’t end up in jail, or their family pulls strings for them to attend,” he reveals.

      This all makes perfect sense to me because my grandmother pushed for my attendance.

      “Since we’re revealing secrets,” he chuckles ruefully. “What’s one thing you’d tell me?”

      Chewing my lip, I think about it. He knows so much about me already…

      “My Angel’s father is an awful man,” I murmur. “Draven started coming to the house when I was fifteen, though he didn’t push for anything sexual until a little later. I have a feeling he likes girls who have difficulty saying no because it’s been driven into their minds to please others. I was in a really bad place when I was sixteen, and I would escape to a park after school.”

      “That son of a bitch,” Levi growls and I shrug.

      “I’m not telling you this so you’ll get upset,” I tell him sadly. “There was a boy in my town named Kingston, and I swear he saved my life that year. I was in a dark, dark place filled with pain and self-loathing, Levi. I couldn’t get the abuse to stop, as it got worse and worse, and I wanted to disappear. I had nothing to live for, not until I found out I was pregnant. King didn’t want anything from me. I was a ghost when he met me. I cringed when people touched me, and he helped me laugh again.”

      “Why are you telling me, Chastity?” he asks softly, playing with the end of my hair as my head lays on his shoulder.

      “Because… Isabella and Maxen managed to poison that too.” I sigh. “King was dating his stepsister, who is Tempest. When she found out I was her roommate at Holy Cross, she was livid. She thought I had told everyone Angel was King’s and that he had hurt me, but it was all a lie. King was my best friend, and I was happy he was with someone who made him happy. I just wanted some of the kindness he seemed to spread so easily. Isabella saw us in the square one day eating ice cream, after finding the pregnancy test, and decided he was the perfect fall man.”

      “Oh, shit,” Levi says softly and I nod.

      “Isabella told everyone King was a pervert. A mechanic who was too old for me, who pulled me astray from the Christian values they strictly enforced. None of that was true, of course, because Isabella and Maxen practically gave me to Draven. He’s a cold, cruel man, and every moment in his presence is a living nightmare,” I recall.

      Pieces of what happened in the Adoption Agency are coming back, and I can’t believe I managed to live through it. “King was chased out of town back then, my baby was torn from my body when I delivered her, and four days later I was heavily medicated and shipped off to Hidden Hills. King's life was destroyed, all because he tried to be nice to the sad, broken girl.”

      “You’re not so sad anymore,” Levi says, kissing my neck. “And you’re certainly not broken anymore, Little Sinner. You’re mine, and I’m going to help you be the strongest you can be. Fucking sass me, defy me, I’ll always be here for you.”

      Smiling sadly, I look up at him from my position. “I know you will, and I love that I’m learning to be myself around you.”

      His fingers play with the thin line of skin that’s on display for him above the band of my bottoms. Levi has been slowly pulling my shirts up, as if needing the contact. “I was wrong to follow your grandmother’s dictates so easily,” he confesses. “The Society and my cover were the most important things to me at the beginning of the Academy’s school year, and I wanted to stay on her good side. I didn’t realize how fucked up her zeal for your so-called salvation went. I was wrong, and I want to apologize to you.”

      Knowing that he doesn’t do this easily, I stay silent for a beat. “We did a lot of things backwards this year,” I finally say. “But you didn’t know my history, or what my trauma would trigger. I lay all of that firmly at my grandmother’s feet, because I kept telling anyone who would listen, up until I was institutionalized. After that, I stopped talking.”

      “Will you tell me about what happened while you were there one day?” Levi asks and I nod.

      “I don’t remember a lot, but things are coming back to me,” I tell him. “I’ll tell you what I recall another day. I want to have a good day today.”

      “You know what I’m craving?” Levi asks, kissing up my neck. Whimpering, I shake my head.

      “What?” I breathe.

      “Ice cream,” he growls. “Specifically from your hometown. Want to give me a tour of your favorite places and have lunch there?”

      I know he’s trying to change how I feel about that place and I nod. Why not? It certainly can’t hurt anything.

      Standing, we clean up our trash, and I stare at the slice of heaven that he brought me to. Setting up his phone on the ground, he pulls me to him.

      “I want more photos with my wife, so I can show our future children. Smile for the camera, Little Temptress,” Levi says with a sexy smile. He set up the phone on a timer, and we grin for the camera. Walking over to the phone to check it, he nods smugly. “Just as I thought… my wife is absolutely gorgeous.”

      Giggling, I pick up the blanket, shaking my head. “Such a smooth talker,” I tease.

      Shrugging, he smirks. “I cannot tell a lie…”
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        * * *

      

      We have fun driving to my hometown, and I learn what a beautiful voice my husband has. We listen to music and sing the entire way, and I get to see how carefree Levi can be. The Society’s needs usually weigh heavily on his mind, but for our honeymoon, he lets it go. I know that the guys are having their next trial, but Levi assured me that they are covered. David and Jacob are making sure they stay safe.

      Taking off my long-sleeved shirt, because it is getting hot, I leave on my pretty fuschia tank top. I rarely wear such bright colors, but we’re on a break from our normal life. It’s so nice to just be, without having to worry about the expectation of others.

      As we stroll through Sharon, I point things out to Levi. The library, my favorite coffee shop that’s still here, etc. Levi takes me to lunch first, insisting that ice cream will wait.

      “You’re existing on sugar, and if I don’t get some real food into you, you’ll crash and get grumpy on me,” he says with a chuckle.

      “God, you’re right. I do need real food,” I groan.

      Lunch is delicious. We go to a little bistro that didn’t exist when I lived here before. No one recognizes me, so I can relax and enjoy myself. The steak salad is amazing, and I moan happily around my fork.

      “Temptress and her food moans,” Levi grumbles, adjusting his pants.

      Rolling my eyes, I enjoy my lunch. “I love food; baking and cooking, but rarely get to do them. I would love to make you dinner tonight, it’ll be fun for me,” I gush.

      Levi agrees, and I swear right now I could ask him to stand on his head and he’d make it happen.

      After lunch, we take a walk around town. While walking toward the square, the unthinkable happens.

      A man with broad shoulders smiles down at a pretty red-head. I stiffen, wondering if I’ll see familiar whiskey colored eyes. Levi frowns, looking down at me. We’re walking very close to them, and I feel as if we’re on a collision course.

      “Chastity? Are you okay?” Levi asks.

      Wincing, I know my name isn’t a popular one. Sure enough, whiskey colored eyes snap up to meet mine.

      “What the hell are you doing back here, Chastity?” Kingston Harlison growls.

      “Watch your tone while you’re speaking to my damned wife,” Levi snaps, refusing to take any shit from him, even if he doesn’t know who he is.

      “Hi, King.” I sigh. “I’m on my honeymoon, and Levi wanted to see where I grew up. I didn’t expect to run into anyone I knew.”

      Grunting, King’s eyes travel over me. It doesn’t seem sexual, but I do stand taller, and when his eyes meet mine, he seems surprised to find that I refuse to cower. King has never scared me. The chaos I caused is what made me ashamed.

      “Who is this?” the girl with him whines, and King winces in pain.

      I don’t know why he’s with this life-sized Barbie doll, if he doesn’t even like her.

      “This is a girl I used to know a long time ago,” he says dismissively, and I sigh. It’s clear he doesn’t want to speak to me.

      “We should go,” I murmur, looking up at Levi.

      There’s a fire burning behind his eyes, and I realize he’s angry at King’s dismissive tone.

      Bending down, he kisses me hard, his tongue swiping along mine as he possesses me. Little does he know, I’ve been his since before I even walked down that aisle.

      “Now we can go. I do believe I have ice cream to feed you,” he says softly.

      Grinning up at him, I start to walk away, completely wrapped up in this man.

      “Wait, Chas,” King barks, and I flinch as the past crashes over me again.

      “What do you want, King?” I groan, annoyed. “I was surprised when I saw you. I never would have tainted your perfect world if I had thought it through.”

      Glancing over my shoulder, I realize he’s surprised by me. I’m not a sad, broken girl anymore. There’s a lot about me that he just doesn’t know.

      “Holly,” he murmurs, staring down at the red-head next to him. “Can you grab us the movie tickets so we’re not late, please? I just need to do one thing beforehand, Baby.”

      Holly huffs but nods, taking the money he offers her before she flounces off.

      Walking closer, he follows Holly’s disappearance with his eyes. “Sorry, you took me completely by surprise. The last I heard, you were at Holy Cross and were sleeping with my ex-girlfriend.”

      Frowning, I decide not to speak about Tempest outside of this one thing. “You do not get to say her name to me,” I tell him, stepping forward to poke him in his stupidly solid chest. All I get for my efforts is a sore finger, and I continue to scowl. “Tempest is my best friend, and it is no one’s business what we do or don’t do. She didn’t cheat on you, and we didn’t hurt anyone with our actions.”

      Blowing out a breath, he glances over at my husband. “And you’re okay with your wife fucking everyone?” he asks.

      Levi crowds my back, looking at King disdainfully.

      “You must be Kingston,” he says. “I expected a man who carried himself with more integrity than this. My Chastity told me that you were her best goddamn friend during one of the lowest points of her life. I was going to tell you how much I appreciated your existence in her life, and now all I want to do is punch you in the face.”

      King bristles before deflating. “You’re amazing, Chastity, and always have been. I can see why you and Tempest would become friends. My assumptions and remarks were stupid. I’m sorry. I keep thinking about how I wish I could have helped you more, but I was a stupid kid…”

      “I’m not upset about that,” I confess. “I’m so sorry that I ruined your life…” My eyes burn, and I blink furiously. “What they did to you was so horrifically wrong, and then they put me in a mental institution to silence me. I couldn’t tell anyone anything at that point.”

      “They what?!” King breathes. “I always wondered what happened. No one would say shit, but everyone kept saying I overstepped our friendship. That I corrupted and raped Chastity Cross. I wished you would clear the air, but now I realize you honestly couldn’t have. I’m so damned sorry for all of the time I’ve spent hating you. I’m an idiot.”

      “You didn’t know,” I whisper, my tears spilling over.

      “Fuck,” King groans. “Your husband is going to beat me for making you cry, and I honestly may let him. I still hate seeing you cry.”

      “It feels like a knife is buried in my chest when Chas cries,” Levi confesses, grinding his teeth.

      “Can I hug you?” King asks hesitantly, looking over at Levi.

      “That’s Chastity’s decision,” Levi says, throwing up his hands. “She’s in charge of her body, and who can touch her.”

      “Damn… you really won Mister Perfect over here, Chastity,” King grumbles and I chuckle.

      “He is pretty wonderful,” I agree. Calling him perfect is just grounds for his head growing. “Yes, you can hug me, to answer your question.”

      “Thank God.” King sighs, engulfing me in his arms. “Tell me one thing… Are you happy?”

      “I’m a work in progress,” I answer honestly. “I have a lot more happier moments, but I won’t be able to accept being happy until I have my baby back in my arms.”

      King’s arms tighten around me for a moment before stepping back. “If I can do anything, you let me know. I don’t know how I could help, but I have to offer.”

      “Thank you,” I whisper, swallowing over the lump in my throat. “Are you happy?” I ask back. I promised myself I wouldn’t talk about Temp, but I still want to know.

      Looking over his shoulder to where the girl is standing in front of the movie theater, he grimaces. “I’m doing my penance for some really bad decisions,” he says. “I hope to be happy one day, and I’m really glad you’re closer than I am. Take care of yourself and your husband. Love is fleeting. I’ve learned you have to hold on to it tightly.”

      Whirling away, he walks to Holly with a carefully constructed smile on his face. I don’t know why he thinks he needs to serve penance, but that girl looks like a lot of work. I can hear her complain about him touching me from here, and don’t miss the pinch she gives him.

      “God, she seems awful,” Levi mutters.

      “She really does, and not at all like the kind of girl he usually likes,” I tell him.

      “Let me guess: he likes them wild, with blonde hair, and sexually fluid.” Levi smirks.

      He’s describing Tempest and I snort. “Yes, he does. It’s just so odd. It’s not my business, so if that’s what he likes, then I’m happy for him. I didn’t expect to run into him. He hasn’t lived here in years… Except, his mother still lives here, so I wonder if he’s here to see her. Maybe he’s introducing his girlfriend. Either way, not my business.”

      “Are you glad you ran into him, and will you tell Temp?” Levi asks.

      King glances over at us one last time before going into the theater and I shake my head. “I am glad I got some closure, but I won’t tell Tempest. She’s healing from a broken heart, and until there’s a reason to tell her, I’ll stay silent.”

      Levi takes my hand, leading me to the ice cream parlor.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the day and night is amazing, and I quickly forget about seeing King. Today is our last day here, and Levi makes sure to stop three times on the way back to the Academy, to get lost in the woods and to give me orgasms.

      As the gates to Holy Cross finally appear after our many detours, my heart is happy and settled. Our honeymoon was just what I needed, but surprisingly, I'm glad to be back here. I’ve missed my guys and my best friend.

    

  







            Chapter 20
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      I stare at the pile of paperwork on my desk and sigh. I used to work exciting jobs for The Society, infiltrating businesses and organizations that needed to be dismantled or for information. Now… I’m a glorified babysitter.

      One day, I’ll work side by side with my father in the inner workings of The Society, but until then, this is my lot in life. But damn, do I hate the girls who flirt with me all day, especially now.

      Today I walked into class to find that my students had a lot of questions for me about how I can be a priest and get married. I’m not a priest, though I play this role so well, there are times that I need to remind myself of that.

      “What do we call you?” Milo huffed, clearly annoyed that I'm breaking his brain. Internally I chuckled, though my lips never so much as twitched.

      “Though my marital status shouldn’t be an issue, I understand why you would wonder this. Though, being that I am a Catholic priest teaching at Holy Cross,” I explain, “Mother Cross spoke to the Pope and had a special dispensation created so that I could marry.”

      Their eyes widen, and inside I’m laughing my ass off. “I’m really not supposed to tell you this, so be sure that my trust is well-served,” I intone and they all nod wildly. Mother Superior has this Academy locked down tightly, so there’s no one here who will say anything.

      At the end of the day, I am doing nothing wrong, except maybe lying about being a priest. I’ll seek confession after my undercover role here is over.

      Shortly after this, Bridget pinched my ass as I was walking back to the head of the class, and I almost backhanded her. Instead, she’s cleaning the lavatories with a toothbrush. I swear, that girl needs to get a clue. Not only will I never be interested in her, I’m also a married man.

      Smirking, I sit in my chair to grade papers and reply to my emails while I wait to see if anyone will show up to office hours since I’ve been gone.

      The next few hours pass by incredibly slowly, with only a few people coming in, other than Ash to ask me to have dinner with them. Chastity has a busy day as well, so I agree, knowing she won’t be available to eat. She hasn’t been in classes today, because her grandmother allowed her one extra day off.

      My phone rings and I glance down. I'm prepared to send it to voicemail, then I can finish responding to emails so they aren’t waiting for me tomorrow. Seeing it’s my father, I push away from my desk, picking it up.

      “Hey, Dad. Is everything okay?” I ask, standing to close my office door. It’s sometimes hard riding the line between Son and Society member, because I’m never sure which one I’ll be. Either way, it’s better to close the door so our conversation won’t be overhead. I even lock it after, making sure to turn the sign that says I’ll be back soon. With the next trial coming up, there’s a high likelihood that this will be about that.

      “Good, Son. Are you somewhere you can talk?” my father asks.

      Sitting back at my desk, I say, “Yes, I just locked up my office, since I’m doing office hours while I finish some work.”

      My father chuckles, and I know he can hear the distaste in my voice.

      “You’re doing a great job, Levi. I know you’d rather be on a more exciting field project, but this is the best place for you right now. Though… that Bridget girl’s parents may be calling the Academy to complain that she’s cleaning the bathrooms with a toothbrush,” he chuckles.

      I swear, the most random things travel to his ears, while he’s clueless on others. “She pinched my ass,” I mutter as my father howls with laughter. “Dad! It’s really not funny.”

      “She’s a hormone-ridden, nineteen-year-old girl looking for a husband,” he snickers. “Though she’s barking up the wrong tree now that you’re married. I wonder if she got the memo.”

      “I’m sure they did. It’s all that people are talking about today,” I sigh. “Other than calling me to make fun of me, was there something else you wanted?”

      I’m trying to get him to change the subject and he knows it. Still chuckling, he says, “Of course there is. This was just an added bonus. The last trial will be next week, and the guys did very well in their second trial. We learned a lot about Isabella and Maxen’s involvement in the sex trafficking world, and I honestly believe they’re going to become an issue. I’ll have them tell you about it.”

      Smiling widely, I’m incredibly proud of the guys. “I’m having dinner with them later, so I’ll be sure to have them fill me in,” I tell him.

      “We met them at the diner they went to after and debriefed them, but please make sure Ash and Bast tell you about how they got stuck in the wall.” Dad chuckles.

      Confused, I frown. “Did the panel get stuck or something? Those passages are well-maintained, aren’t they?”

      “Yes, they are. They got stuck because Maxen decided to fuck his wife in the tunnel, blocking their way out,” my father says, roaring with laughter.

      Snorting, I shake my head. “Oh my God, that’s awful. Yeah, I need that full story. So tell me about the final trial. The third one is meant to lock their souls to The Society. It's usually illegal, and a test of their loyalty. So who are they killing, Dad?”

      I’m not mincing words, but I doubt it’ll be easy. Almost every time, the initiates are tasked with killing someone whose death the Society will benefit from. Sometimes it’s judges, other times it's someone who has gotten on the wrong side of The Society. Either way, I need to know how I’ll be allowed to prepare them.

      “Jonas will be tasked with killing his father,” Dad intones, and I nod because I figured he would be, since his father has been bringing the wrong attention to The Society with his debts and who he’s gotten into bed with. “Bastian will be killing someone from his past who hurt him.”

      I know who he’s talking about and chew on my lip. There’s not a secret these guys have that I don’t know about. I don’t think Ash and Jonas even know, and I would never betray Bast’s confidence. I found him crying in a corner of the Chapel, rocking, and discovered why it’s such a trigger for him. The priest who hurt him needs to die, and I’m glad that Bastian will be able to take back some of his life this way.

      “And Ash?” I ask, slightly worried about who they’ll pick. I’m at a loss for who they would choose for him.

      “There’s an elusive mark that’s been making things difficult for us, so Ash will be disposing of him,” my father says cryptically.

      “You’re really not going to tell me?” I groan.

      “I can’t. My hands are tied,” Dad sighs. “Their trial will be happening next week, so you can tell them that. You can also tell them that blood will be shed, but that’s all. It’s always been hinted that the last trial will bind their souls to us forever, without telling the Adams. They’ll receive a photo and where they need to go the day of the trial, and they will be given six hours to complete their task. At the end of that time, they’ll need to check in with the code word they’re given with their burner phones.”

      It’s all very cloak and dagger, but what else would you expect from a secret Society?

      “After they complete their trial, they’ll have their initiation the following night, Levi,” he cautions.

      “Why the accelerated schedule?” I ask.

      Usually, after their trial, their induction is at the end of the week. It’s only a few days, but I still notice the difference.

      “We have rescheduled their first trial so many times, the Elders want to reward the Adams for their commitment and patience,” Dad says. There’s an odd tone in his voice, and I can tell he’s keeping something from me.

      Dad wouldn’t be doing this if it wasn’t necessary, and he was told not to tell me.

      Pursing my lips, I decide to not make a big deal of it. Checking the clock, it’s time for dinner and for me to end this call.

      “Yes, Sir,” I murmur instead of arguing, and my father blows out a breath.

      A few years ago, I was sent on constant missions for the Society, to straighten myself out, and we were less close during that time. Now, however, he knows me almost as well as I do.

      “I know this isn’t what you want to hear, but trust that there are reasons for it. I’ll speak to you later. Oh, and Levi?"

      “Yes, Dad?” I sigh, knowing I shouldn’t be as annoyed as I am with him right now.

      “I need to talk to Chastity soon… If we could make it happen before the trial, that would be best,” he tells me.

      “Yeah, Dad. I will check her schedule with her tomorrow. Since I disappeared with her for a few days, she’s been playing catch up,” I explain.

      “I get it, but time is running out, and I don’t want to blindside the poor girl,” Dad grumbles.

      “You’re right, we’ll try for tomorrow, okay?”

      “Yep, tell the guys I said hello,” he says before hanging up.

      Turning off my computer, I mutter to myself as I grab my bag and keys. Shooting off a text, I ask the guys what they want to eat in our group chat. I’m starving, but I don’t really want to make anything.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ash: Can we get tacos? Personally, I could go for pizza too, but Jonas says his stomach will only accept tacos for dinner.

      

      

      

      

      

      Snorting, I send off my agreement.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Meet me at the car. I’m going to need tequila for this meal.

      

      

      

      

      

      Ash doesn’t respond outside of a thumbs up emoji and I roll my eyes. He’s so prolific.

      Trudging out of the school, I hike to the teacher parking lot. Seeing the guys, I unlock the car, and they pile in. Getting in myself, I toss my shoulder bag in the back seat, narrowly missing Bast’s feet.

      “Ugh, I swear that thing is a weapon with how much you carry in it,” he complains.

      Shrugging, I turn on the car. “I’m headed to that hole in the wall we like because I have some news. They’ll ignore us, for the most part, and they have great food,” I explain.

      Thankfully, it’s also close because while Jonas isn’t complaining, his stomach is.

      “Did you eat anything?” I ask as I pull into the restaurant a few minutes later.

      “I forgot,” Jonas sighs. “I found out my sister is having issues with one of the guys in her classes, and I’ve been on edge all day.”

      “Let’s load up on food, and then spar. I’m feeling unsettled as well, so I’ll join you,” I explain. “Some big shit is going to start happening, and we need to be ready for anything. I’m adding weapons training to tonight’s instruction as well.”

      The guys all know how to shoot firearms, but I want them to be extra prepared, since their last trial is coming up soon.

      Going inside, the hostess smiles and tells us to sit wherever. This restaurant is small, and since it’s a Wednesday night, it's not busy.

      After ordering and ensuring no one will come over, since we have our drinks, I dive in.

      “I spoke to my dad tonight, but before I get into that, he said I should ask about your trial. You all told me that there weren’t any hiccups,” I tell them, frowning as I take a sip of my drink.

      “There weren’t.” Ash sighs. “Your father thought it was hysterical that we didn’t bail fast enough, and got stuck in the wall while Maxen and Isabella went at it like little porn bunnies.”

      Snorting at the imagery, I shake my head. “I could have lived forever without hearing that. I’ll believe you when you say it was fine.” I chuckle.

      Jonas smirks as he eats chips and salsa happily. He must have really been upset to have skipped a meal.

      “I had nothing to do with what happened in the tunnels,” he smirks. “I did wonder why I beat them outside when I left the locker room after showering. I waited a good ten to fifteen minutes for them to show up. I went back inside and everything to see if they went back to find me.”

      “I didn’t know that,” Bast sighs.

      “You took forever,” Jonas complains. “I didn’t know which tunnel you went down, and a lot of the time the signal was shit.”

      Ash shrugs. “We didn’t mean to worry you. Though the intel was beneficial. The meeting showed us that Isabella and Maxen are disgusting humans that deserve to be put down.”

      The way he says that makes me wonder if it’s possible that they’re his marks for the trial, but my father would have told me.

      “Speaking of which,” I insert, before they begin to bicker. “The timing of your third trial has been decided.”

      The waitress brings us our food, and I wait until she leaves as I smile and incline my head in thanks.

      “Seriously? When did you find out?” Ash asks.

      “A few minutes before I met you in the parking lot,” I answer. “Dad called me to tell me during my office hours. You all know that the last trial binds you to The Locked Souls Society, and it’s often in blood. We call it being locked in.”

      Bast nods, swallowing a bite of his food. “Yes, it’s to show our loyalty and commitment to The Society,” he murmurs. “The first trial tests our mental strength; the second, our intelligence; and the third, our ability to follow orders, no matter what we’re told.”

      “That’s exactly right. The trial isn’t an easy one, and may cause you to question the morality of the mission, but it must be completed so that you can proceed to your initiation,” I tell them.

      Ash hums in agreement, thinking. “When is that, anyway?”

      I can’t tell them exactly when the third trial is because I don’t know the exact day, so I’ll explain what I do know. “The third trial is happening within the next week, and then your initiation will be the night after.”

      “That’s really soon,” Ash mutters.

      “Have you decided if you’re going to be Chastity’s for a night or forever?” I ask. “She believes this initiation is more than just a one night stand, so if you’re going to choose something different, let her know. I will not have her blindsided.”

      “Yeah,” Ash says, rubbing his hands on his thighs with nerves. “I’ll know by the time of the ritual, and I’ll be sure to tell her.”

      “I can’t tell you who your marks are for your trial, but you’ll receive a folder containing all of the information you’ll need. Do you have any questions?” I ask.

      “Only about a million,” Bast mutters. “But something tells me that you won’t be able to say shit.”

      “You’ve always had good instincts,” I praise mildly, taking a bite of my taco.

      Rolling his eyes, he smirks. “So, what can you tell us? If not about the trial and initiation, how was your honeymoon with our girl?”

      “Chastity is amazing.” I grin. “We spent a lot of time naked.”

      The guys groan, and I chuckle, raising my hands.

      “Alright, alright. I took her on a picnic, did some sightseeing, and I loved seeing the world from her point of view. There’s so much she hasn’t experienced because she was locked away. I want to burn that Institution to the ground, so she’ll never be scared of returning because it won’t exist,” I growl. “Her memories are returning, and her nightmares are intense. Her screams scared the shit out of me.” Leaning forward, the guys look concerned. “She was trapped in her own memories, and couldn’t even see me when she had her nightmare. I’m hoping she can tell me more about the hospital, so we can obliterate it.”

      “More secrets,” huffs Ash, and surprisingly, Bast cuffs him over the head.

      “It’s not a secret if she doesn’t remember,” he growls. “You don’t know everything about everyone. There are things you don’t know about me, and you’ve always been okay with that. Why can’t you extend the same courtesy to Chas?”

      I’m strangely proud of Bast as he glares at Ash. I’ll never encourage dissent within them, it’s not conducive to their work within The Society. I want them to be a unified force, but calling each other out on their shit is necessary.

      “Because I don’t fucking trust her,” Ash grumbles as he glares back. “What do we really know about her anyway? This is all happening so fast.”

      Jonas shrugs. “I pretty much fell for her the night she made me lemon squares, and she didn’t look at me with pity when I mentioned that I couldn't sleep,” he says softly.

      His mom’s death hit him hard, and his anxiety has led to insomnia. It’s been a little better I think since his sister became a student at the Academy though.

      “I fell for her as soon as I saw her in the tunnels, being a timid rebel,” Bast snorts.

      “I don’t believe in love at first sight,” Ash scoffs and I shrug.

      “I’m an asshole, no one can deny it,” I tell them and they chuckle. “Chastity Cross crashed into my classroom, a mess of chestnut hair and chaos, and the first thing I wanted to do was bury my cock inside of her.”

      Bast’s face grimaces. “Very romantic, man. That should have gone in your vows.”

      Smirking, I roll my eyes at him. “I was mesmerized with her, and then got really pissed when I found out she was my student. Chastity got under my skin like no other woman. She’s it for me, forever. Ash… sometimes you just know. We’ve all got our shit, our baggage, but I am working on it for her,” I explain.

      I didn’t plan for this to become a heart-to-heart, but he needs to hear it.

      Blowing out a breath, he pushes away his plate of half-eaten food. “I never thought I’d see the day where you’d fall head over heels for a—”

      “Finish that sentence the wrong way, and I will punch you,” Jonas says softly.

      “Let’s take the rest of this to go and hit up the gym.” I sigh. The last thing I need is for them to beat each other up in this restaurant. Their tacos are too good to get banned.

      “I wasn’t going to be rude or anything,” Ash grumbles. “She’s a girl, who is younger than you are. I don’t know how you have anything in common.”

      “Oh,” I scoff. “That’s easy. I spent our entire honeymoon between her legs or speaking to her. Chastity is smart and I could talk to her forever. If you spend any time with her, you’d see that.”

      Paying the bill, I flag down the waitress for some boxes. I think I’ll definitely join them in the gym, even though I’m tired. The thought that Ash could think of Chastity as just some pussy bothers me. There’s no one in the world like her. She’s my angel.

      

  




CHASTITY

      Levi had already left before I woke up this morning. I didn't sleep well. My nightmares are getting worse, and I think I might need to find someone to talk to. Tempest has a lot going on and she doesn’t need my trauma.

      I know she would move Heaven and Earth to help me, but I think I need someone professional, in a safe environment.

      I grab my phone off the nightside table and check my messages. Bast sent me a cute meme, and Levi asked me to meet him in his office before class.

      Kicking the blankets off, I climb off the bed and stretch. My muscles ache, but in a very satisfying way. My husband is insatiable, and I kinda love it.

      I walk over to the closet and pull out my uniform. I haven't worn one of these in a while, and honestly, I didn't miss it.

      Moving over to the bathroom, I quickly shower and dry off. I wonder what Levi needs to talk to me about. He got in late last night after sparring with the guys.

      I was exhausted, and after a quick shower, he climbed into bed, snuggled me, and we went to sleep.

      Plugging my straightener in, I take time on my hair and makeup. Nothing extreme, but I don't want people to notice the bags under my eyes or the dark circles.

      Bridget and Monique will find any flaw to expose and tease me about. I just want to have an easy first day back. It's bad enough people will hound me about why and how Father Levi became my husband.

      I wish Tempest was still able to take lessons, not that she was ever in my classes, but we could still see each other in the halls.

      Gym class is going to be the absolute worst. I'm not ashamed of my scars. It was a moment of weakness, but it also was my wake up call, and now things are better.

      I have men who love me, and we're working on a plan to get my baby back. I don't want to say things are perfect because it's far from… but for now, things are good.

      I'm still just waiting for the other shoe to drop.

      When I'm ready to leave, I find a banana and a protein shake ready and waiting for me on the counter. I smile and peel my banana.

      He's too sweet, and I'm so thankful he came into my life when he did. I know our relationship isn't conventional, but that's okay. I love him, and he will do anything and everything to keep me safe.

      Leaving the apartment, I'm surprised to find Jonas there waiting for me.

      “Good morning, Beautiful,” he says, before giving my cheek a quick kiss. I know I'm blushing when he pulls back and takes my hand, lightly touching the ring him and the other guys gave to me.

      “Hi,” I say softly, then clear my throat. “Why didn't you knock?” I can't help but ask. I mean, how long has he been waiting for me out here?

      “I just arrived. I was going to when I heard footsteps behind the door,” he explains and I nod.

      “Oh, well next time, I think you could just come in. Didn't Levi give you a key? I know he mentioned making some extras for us all,” I mumble and he shakes his head.

      “I don't have one yet. Maybe he's waiting until after our final trial.”

      “Hmm, I don't think that matters to him. I know it doesn't to me. You guys are my family. Even if, for some reason, you don't become members,” I whisper, glancing around.

      The halls are empty, but the stone walls tend to echo. One of the disadvantages to living in an old monastery.

      Jonas stops walking and moves in front of me. He's smiling, and when he reaches out to touch my cheek, I close my eyes and melt into his palm.

      “You are a blessing, Chastity. A true gift from God. I'm so honored that you want me to be in your family, and I can't wait until I can show you just how much you mean to me.”

      I sigh and nod. I know what he's trying to say. I find it odd that they all have to stay pure, but I respect their wishes and beliefs. I would never pressure them. I open my eyes.

      “I’ve missed you, Jonas. Thank you for coming to walk with me.”

      He laughs and lets my cheek go.

      “We better get you to Father Levi's office before he comes looking.”

      I take his hand once more and let him lead me. When he knocks on the office door, I'm surprised to see this isn't some excuse for sexy time before class. Levi's father, David, is sitting there with two cups of coffee.

      “There's my new daughter,” he greets me, standing up and walking over to me. “You're glowing. Marriage suits you, Chastity,” he says, and I give him a big smile.

      Men usually make me nervous, but there is just something about David that puts me at ease.

      “Good morning, Baby,” Levi says next, taking me away from his dad to give me a quick kiss.

      “Morning,” I mumble, then take the coffee David holds out for me.

      “Thank you. So what's going on? Don't we have class in twenty minutes?” I'm confused as to why David is here.

      “Right down to business. I like her, Son,” David says with a smile before taking his seat once more.

      “Dad is here to talk to you about The Society. I mentioned to you before that he wanted to have a meeting with you.”

      Levi leads me over to his seat behind the desk, gives me one more quick kiss, then leaves.

      “Wait, he's not staying?” I ask and David laughs, throwing his head back.

      “No, he has to go torment poor souls and mold their minds. It's just you and me, sweetheart,” he says and I smile, shaking my head.

      “That was almost a perfect description of my husband,” I reply with a small giggle. David looks around the office, then focuses back on me.

      “So, we have a lot to discuss. But first, how about you ask me what you want to know?”

      My eyes widen, because I didn’t expect him to ask me that.

      “No one’s asked me before,” I murmur. “Why now?”

      David looks apologetic as he says, “I wanted to have this conversation with you, so I asked my son to wait to talk to you. Levi’s been wanting to do this, but there are things not even he knows.”

      Nodding as I sip my coffee, I think. “What exactly does an Eve do? It almost seems like she’s a sex doll for the Adams,” I tell him, blushing as I realize what I said.

      Snorting, he shrugs. “Seriously, whatever comes to mind, say it. I’m enjoying it. You always think too hard before you say something. The traditional answer to your question is yes. The Adams have one, intensely hedonistic night to welcome them into The Society and manhood. It’s enjoyable for everyone,” he explains. I bite my lip, wondering what it would be like to be with all the guys like that. “However, it’s a little different for you, because of your position.”

      “What do you mean? Because I’m married to your son?” I ask, confused.

      “No, because this is your legacy. Your real father is an Elder, and I can’t tell you who he is because he asked to come to you when he’s ready. But… because you’re a legacy, your position means you’re more than a sex doll, as you said. The Eves go on their way, after signing an NDA, and never speak about what happened that night. It’s a system that’s worked forever, until now. It’s been decided to retire the position of Eve, after you fulfill your role.”

      “Really? But… why? What makes me so special, other than who I’m related to?” I scoff.

      “You’re special because you’re you,” David chuckles. “You have seen the worst that humanity has to offer and survived, and we need someone to assist us. There are a lot of traumatized people who come through looking for help, or that we find in our outreach programs. Levi is more than a fake priest here. He runs all of the safe houses on the East Coast. Levi is also capable of infiltrating different organizations by pretending to be someone he’s not.”

      “Like… a priest,” I whisper. “So he was planted here so that he could help Jonas, Ash, and Bast finish their trials and become initiated? But he hasn’t always been their mentor, has he?”

      “No,” David says. “He worked with them, but he didn’t officially become their mentor until they were placed here. Instead, he was infiltrating organizations that don’t align with our beliefs. Sex traffickers, people who sell guns to gangs for their wars, cults, etc. The safe houses are how we’re able to hide people while we provide them with a new life. Do you know about the underground fights?”

      I nod. “The guys are trained by Levi to fight there,” I confirm. “Those are illegal, so you’re not totally on the right side of the law, correct?”

      “We pretty much do what we want,” he shrugs. “The fights do, however, give us the flexibility to bring in all kinds of criminals that we can network with, find out what they’re doing, etc. It’s the perfect way to decide what we need to give our attention to.”

      “Okay, so how can I help?” I ask. “I’m not smart enough or trained to help with something like this.”

      David’s face clouds over and I cringe. I’m not sure what I said to make him unhappy. “I hate that your family has made you feel so small,” he mutters, blowing out a breath. “You’re passing all of your classes with flying colors. You see how things connect before others do, and you have a good intuition. The things you’ve been through have put you in a unique position to help others. Your health, Chastity, is important, and I would ask that you see one of our therapists before doing anything, so that you’re not triggered in the field.”

      I nod, even as a ripple of fear crawls up my spine.

      “Chastity,” David says softly, reaching out to carefully touch my hand. My eyes have dropped down to the carpet, and I slowly return them to meet his gray ones. “Our therapists are good people, and if you’re not happy with one of them at any time, you can fire her or him until you find one that fits.”

      A small smile tugs at my lips as I think about that. “I can actually choose?” I ask.

      “Yep. It is Levi’s and my intention that you have as many choices as possible, and facing some of the awful things you’ve had happen in your past is one of those steps, okay? The Society sometimes has to dictate things, but you’re different. You will be able to choose where you’ll be most needed.”

      Wow, I didn’t expect this. “I think I’m having some information overload,” I mutter, reeling from everything he’s told me. “Good overload, but I have a feeling that there’s a lot more I need to learn. Can we talk again after I’ve processed?”

      “Yes, of course. There’s just one more thing. The Adams’ initiation will be happening in less than a week. Are you going to be comfortable with that? I could ask Levi to give you something that will lower your inhibitions, if you’re worried…?”

      Biting my lip, I realize he means drugging me. I need to think about that. The last thing I want is to be triggered by their initiation. “Can I think about it and book a therapy appointment before the initiation happens?”

      “Yes, I have a list. Would you prefer me to text it to you, or send it to Levi for you?”

      Taking a deep breath, I decide I want to handle it. It may sound silly, but other people have controlled my actions for a long time.

      “I can do it,” I tell him with a grateful smile as I stand. “Thank you. This was all really helpful. I learned a lot.”

      David stands, opening his arms for a hug. I would never usually be able to hug an older man, due to my memories, but I put down my coffee cup on the desk and step into his waiting arms.

      “We’re going to need to talk a few more times. Should we set up a standing coffee morning date?” he teases me.

      Giggling, I nod. I kind of like the idea of starting my day with my father-in-law. “I would like that,” I tell him, stepping away.

      “Have a great day, Chastity. Know that you have more power than you think, and your grandmother doesn’t have the power she used to have. It’s vile that she held your freedom over your head, and I have half a mind to have her removed from her position,” David complains.

      “Then who would run this place?” I ask with a shrug, as I wave goodbye to him. Some things are a needed evil, and my grandmother as headmistress is one of them.
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        * * *

      

      I entered Levi's classroom over forty minutes late. A few of my peers make comments about me having special treatment, and I fight not to roll my eyes.

      I take my seat and ignore Bridget gossiping behind me. Levi stops his lesson and hands me a notebook with some handwritten notes.

      I smile and roll my eyes. He laughs then moves back to torment the class.

      “It's not fair,” Teri whines. “How did she land the hottest, most unattainable man here?” she continues, and Miles tells her to shut up. Bastian leans over and whispers into my ear.

      “Because she’s the sweetest and most beautiful woman here in the Academy.” I grin from ear to ear and Levi shoots me a wink. I know he couldn’t hear what Bast said, but I think he can guess.

      I reach over and hold Bast’s hand, hiding it under my desk, on my lap. I don’t need the masses talking. Levi continues on teaching, and I try to pay attention, but the laser beams in the back of my head make it difficult to focus.

      “Okay, we will pick up on this during the next class. You’re all dismissed. Chastity, please stay behind for a moment,” Levi announces and I take an annoyed breath as Miles makes a comment about him wanting to punish me for being late.

      Bast waits with me and Levi groans. “I seriously hate teaching. They’re adults that act like children, I swear. How was your chat with my dad, Little Sinner?” he asks.

      “It was really good.” I grin, glancing over my shoulder to make sure the door to his classroom is closed. Bast takes the hint and checks the door, making sure to lock it. “I learned more about The Society, my role in it, and what my future could look like. David says he’d like me to work with some of the people you help save on, I guess, your missions…”

      Levi’s eyes widen. “Help, how? It’s just… sometimes they get a little dicey, and I wouldn’t want you to get hurt, Baby Girl.”

      Shaking my head, I say, “Helping to talk to them after trauma, is what he means. If what I’ve gone through can help people, then I want to.”

      “Hmmm. Have you thought about higher education, Chas? Maybe counseling or trauma therapy?” Bast asks, chewing on his lip as he thinks.

      Reaching out to rescue his lip gently away from his teeth, I shrug. “I honestly haven’t thought past turning twenty this year. My life has been weird, and there’s been no real stability. I feel like I’ve been treading water. I wouldn’t be against that plan, Bast, but I want to start taking care of myself before I can possibly help others. Your dad sent me the names of some therapists I can interview, to see who's a good fit,” I explain.

      “That’s amazing.” Levi grins. “I’m proud of you. Your memories are getting louder and—”

      “The nightmares are getting worse.” I sigh, finishing his sentence. “We also talked about being an Eve, and the possibility that the position will be retired after I complete the ritual. I don’t know what the Adams will need to do after this group, but I’m sure they’ll figure it out. Your dad also wants to have morning coffee with me each day, to slowly teach me more about my role, so I won’t get overwhelmed.”

      I’m bouncing on my toes by the time I finish and Levi chuckles, grabbing me and pulling me to him. “Are you enjoying your new cloak and dagger life?” he teases me, kissing me hard.

      “I don’t see any daggers—” I begin to say, but he grinds his cock into my stomach. Giggling, I shake my head. “Bast, save me from my husband, or he may bend me over his desk, and I’m pretty sure he has another class soon.”

      Groaning, he lets me go. “Take her to lunch, Bast. Make sure she’s a good girl and eats.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Grinning, I escape, enjoying lunch. I even manage to ignore Bridget and Teri as they talk about how magical my vagina must be for Bast, Ash, and Jonas to be eating with me.

      “Can I walk you to your next class?” Ash asks me after lunch. It’s nice being able to eat with everyone now, though I could live without all the staring.

      “I’d like that. Thanks,” I say, and he takes my bag. I can’t keep from watching this stranger next to me.

      “What?” he grunts, and I smile at his pissy attitude.

      I’m not used to how nice he’s being, but I decide to enjoy it. “Nothing, tell me something good?” I ask with a secret smile.

      “Hmm,” he murmurs, grabbing my arm to gently move me out of the way from a football player going too fast to dodge. “Pay attention, woman, or you’ll end up flattened like a pancake. We have a busy week ahead of us, and I honestly enjoy it, you know? I know what every moment will be like. We have football practices the next few days, a game Friday night, and then our trial soon after.”

      Ash’s voice is hushed, but I can hear him fine as we walk.

      “It sounds like you enjoy being busy then,” I tell him as we step out of the main doors toward the gym. “I like being kept occupied, because it means everything else stays quiet. I can’t think, I just have to do.”

      I don’t think I say anything life-altering, but I’m surprised as Ash slows to a stop. Turning, my brow rises. “I’m sorry, did I scare you?” I sass.

      Smiling slowly, his amber-colored eyes—that hold secrets only he knows—darken. “No, Little Liar, you didn’t. I just didn’t think you’d be so honest today. It threw me for a loop.”

      “I don’t believe I’ve lied to you at all. I haven’t told you things because they’re none of your business, and you enjoy blackmailing me,” I throw back at him.

      There’s no one around, so the outside gardens are oddly quiet. “We need an Eve, and as much as I’d like to think I’d be fine just sticking my dick into anyone, I’m definitely not,” he snipes, his hand wrapping around my neck. “For some reason, your face, your shapely calves, and your ass, are what I think about when I imagine that night. So yes, I stacked the deck so that you’d be our Eve. Little did I know, you were always meant for us.” Ash drags his nose up my neck, inhaling deeply. “Why do you smell like blackberries?” He sighs.

      “I… don’t know? I haven’t done any baking recently,” I reply softly.

      “You confuse me so much, and when I don’t understand something, I lash out. Chastity, you could just breathe next to me, and I would wonder what you’re thinking, if you’re hungry, or how I can make you smile.”

      Eyes widened, my lips form an ‘O’.

      “You’re under Bast and Jonas’ skin, and have been for a long time. But what I’ve never told them,” he confesses, as his hand tightens around my throat, “is that you’ve been under my skin since I first saw you. I don’t know what it is about you, but I want to find out,” he mutters.

      Kissing me hard, I’m lightheaded from my emotions and lack of air. Dropping my bag at my feet, he releases me.

      “It looks like this is where we part ways, Little Liar,” he says, walking away.

      Picking up my bag, I want to yell at him because I’m confused by his stupid lips, his sweetness, and his infuriating smirk. Stomping my foot, I yell, “Ahhh! I need chocolate, right freaking now.”

      Knowing that won’t happen, I trudge to the gym. Later, I’ll be able to see what Tempest thinks about all this, when we have our girls night at her apartment. Running late, I change into my gym clothes, prepared for class to suck.

      There are whispers as I walk out onto the track. I despise running, because I can never find the right bras for my body. This sports bra isn’t terrible, but my boobs will still bounce.

      “You’re going to knock someone out with those,” Lisa chuckles. This girl has an unhealthy fascination with my breasts, I swear.

      Shifting away from her, I look for the gym teacher. Ugh, why is she late today?

      “Is that how you get these guys?” Bridget asks. She reaches out and manages to grab and twist my nipple. Crying out in pain, it only makes her giggle in a deranged way. “Do you let them fuck your tits?”

      “It doesn’t count as sex if there’s no vaginal penetration,” Lisa says sagely. God, who taught them sexual education?

      “Get off me!” I scream, pushing them away. Unfortunately, Bridget manages to twist harder as she’s pushed away, and I gasp in pain.

      “That’s enough! What’s going on here?” Coach barks as she stalks onto the track finally.

      Tears coursing down my face from humiliation and pain, I chalk this up to something else I will need to talk to my new therapist about. I am calling the first one on the list on my way to see Tempest.

      “I can’t run today,” I tell her, cradling my chest.

      “Why? What’s wrong with you?” she barks.

      Lying, because the truth sounds bizarre, I tell her, “I’m having chest pains, and think I need to go home early today. My husband will want to closely monitor me.”

      She doesn’t need to know I’m skipping to go see Tempest, and I doubt Levi will care if I use him as an excuse. I don’t plan to use him often like this, but I can’t deal with these girls today. Next, they may try to trample me while we're running.

      Frowning, the teacher nods. “Get some rest,” she says, blowing the whistle loud enough to make us all cringe. “The rest of you, get moving!”

      Moving quickly, I escape back to the locker room to grab my stuff and run. I seriously hate gym class.
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      “This is so weird. You being a nun and living over here,” I say as Tempest hands me the bowl of popcorn. We’re snuggled up on her bed watching Gilmore Girls. I’ve missed this. Sighing, she pauses the episode and turns to face me.

      “I don’t like this either, but for now, it’s what’s happening. I know once I start to show, I’m going to be kicked out and I'll have to find somewhere to go… But in the meantime, I am going to take advantage of the fact that I have food in my belly, a roof over my head, and bestie snuggles anytime I want.”

      “I’ve been thinking about that,” I say. “What if you went to live with Jacob and Otto?” She starts to laugh, and shakes her head. I grab her hand. “No, seriously. Just think about it. They have plenty of room, and Otto would spoil your baby. You wouldn’t have to be alone, and even more… you would be safe, Tempest.”

      Her eyes fill with tears and she starts to blink a lot. "I could never ask your brother to do something like that."

      "Just leave that to me."

      I pull my phone out and text Jacob.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Theoretically, if Tempest was pregnant and needed a place to stay, since she can’t be a nun, could she stay with you and Otto?

      

      

      

      

      

      There’s silence for a few moments before a photo of Otto pops up with him screaming.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jacob: Yes. Apparently, Otto has baby fever. So your theoretical answer is ‘yes’. Damn, sounds like it’s going to be loud for a while here.

      

      

      

      

      

      Grinning, I look over at Tempest.

      “He and Otto would love to have you and your baby stay with them,” I tell her, showing her the photo of Otto squealing.

      Snickering, Tempest is tickled by him. “Alright, you must have superhuman sister powers or something. I thought for sure he would be grumpy about this,” she says.

      Shrugging, I tell her, “Just be aware that they fuck like bunnies, and you will probably have to bleach your eyes at some point.”

      Howling, she shakes her head. “He’s not my brother!”

      “Eeeeww! Please don’t hook up with my brother.” I laugh, knowing she wouldn’t. Hell, she could and I don’t think I would really care.

      Tempest almost falls over from laughing so hard, rubbing her stomach as she rights herself.

      “I swear I have started to feel the baby moving. That’s crazy, though, right?” she asks.

      Thinking back to my pregnancy, I shake my head. “Not necessarily, I think each person is different. We need to schedule you a doctor’s appointment. It’s time. I… ran into someone while I was with Levi,” I tell her, picking at a loose string on my skirt.

      “Yeah… that was smooth, Chas. Spill,” Temp says, rolling her blue eyes.

      Snorting, I bite my lip as I think. “So Levi and I were driving around, and I decided to take him home to Sharon. I didn’t think I’d run into anyone I knew, and I was feeling a little nostalgic,” I explain.

      Tempest starts to look a little pale and I squeeze her hand. “How did he look?” she asks, and I immediately know who she’s talking about.

      “King looks good, but unhappy.” I sigh. “He was with this harpy of a girl, and she kept pinching and hurting him. Why does he allow that?”

      Blowing out a breath, Temp shrugs. “I don’t know if it’s the same girl, but he was dating a girl named Holly, and she was mean to him. King bent over backwards to keep her happy, but Holly was very religious, so she was never happy with his efforts. I remember that they argued a lot. He was always angry when I lived with him.”

      “Did she have auburn-colored hair?” I ask.

      Tempest nods and I grimace. “I can’t remember if he said her name or not now, because I was so surprised to see him, but it could have been her. We didn’t talk about you, but it was nice to see him. I’m not pushing, and I wouldn’t be surprised if you never want to tell him, but will you ever?”

      Tempest stares down at the blanket on her legs and thinks. “I really think King and his dad are better off without me. My emotions are messy. I’m loud, inappropriate, and just figuring out what I want in my life. I’m hiding out as a fake nun, for God’s sake,” she yells, her eyes flying to mine.

      “Temp,” I say hesitantly. “You have to realize that it’s okay to regroup. Finding out you’re pregnant is a huge thing, and you weren’t ready to face them. Do you want them to be fathers to this baby?”

      “I don’t know. We weren’t in a relationship. They don’t owe me or this baby anything. King always wants to do the right thing, and I don’t want to be one more thing for him,” Tempest says, a tear finally sliding down her face.

      She’s been so strong, she deserves to break here and there.

      “You’re doing the right thing for you then,” I tell her. “He could have asked about you, and if he had, we’d be having a different conversation. For now, you have time to figure things out, okay?”

      “Will you go to my doctor’s appointment with me? I don’t want to go alone,” she says quietly and I nod.

      “Of course. Just tell me the time and place… and I think it’s time I told Levi about the baby.”

      Sighing, she nods, and gives me one more hug before I leave and head back to the apartment. I’m struggling to keep my eyes open. I hope tonight I can get some good sleep, and the nightmares will stay away.
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        * * *

      

      When I get home, Levi is asleep and cuddling my pillow tightly to his chest. I can’t help but take a quick picture. The flash wakes him and he gives me a sleepy smile. “Hi,” he grumbles, and I move closer to the bed.

      Kicking my shoes off, I slip off my leggings and tank top, leaving me in my underwear.

      “That’s not fair,” he groans and I smile. Flipping the blanket up, he puts my pillow back so I can lay down. Curling up with him, he whispers, “Much better. I missed you today. I don’t sleep as well without you.”

      Smiling, I snuggle into him. Levi’s breathing evens out quickly, but my mind won’t quieten. I wonder what Tempest’s baby will look like. Will the baby have blonde hair and big blue eyes like her, or all broody, dark features like King and his dad?

      This situation is so complicated, and while I do think she should talk to them eventually, there’s no hurry. Things ended so abruptly for them, before they even really started. They weren’t committed, and if she wants to raise her baby alone, she should be able to.

      Though… this baby will be absolutely spoiled by my brother and I. Otto sounds like someone who will also adore this little one.

      Thoughts of a pretty baby that will be here in a few months, makes me think of my own daughter, and her lavender baby scent. I miss her more than I need air, and it kills me that I’m not with her. Jacob told me that she appears to be safe, and he has placed a plant in Draven’s house.

      Now that I know how easy it is for The Society to infiltrate places, I know I can believe him. If she’s safe and happy, then there’s a chance I’ll be able to reunite with her. It doesn’t feel right to be happy without her.

      My eyes grow heavy, closing as I yawn one last time.

      

      It’s dark and I’m not sure why. Blinking to see if that’ll help, I go to raise my arms, only to find that I can’t. Clearing my throat, I wince at the sting. Why does it hurt so much?

      “Chastity, are you ready for your treatment?” a voice says, my head whipping around to find the speaker.

      The room is drenched in deep shadows, and my eyes try to acclimate to the darkness. There’s a large man standing nearer than I thought he was, and I flinch.

      “What do you want?” I whisper.

      There’s so much I don’t remember from my time in the shadows, but I feel as if my mind is tired of hiding it from me.

      Yanking back my head as he pulls my hair, the orderly gets in my face. I can smell his sour breath and my eyes water.

      “The director told me your father is coming to visit, so you’re way too lucid. Can’t have you telling our secrets, can we?” He pulls me by my hair, and my body slides across the tiles.

      We’re getting closer to the door, and something tells me that this is bad.

      “Please, I won’t tell anyone. I don’t like not being able to remember!” I scream.

      My memories are the only thing I have left. Hidden Hills is a prison of sorts, and I have nothing here. My baby has been taken from me, my best friend is gone, and everything is so cold…

      The door is thrown open, and I whimper at the glare of white light in the hallway.

      “Is Miss Andrews ready for her treatment?” the nurse asks as she walks next to him.

      I may as well not exist, as I cry out at the pain. I want to tell them that my name isn’t Miss Andrews, it’s Chastity Cross. I’m nothing like my father.

      “Yes. Her father is coming tomorrow, and the last thing we need is for her to tell him about how we killed Miss Evers. It’s not my fault Petra was scrolling through social media and forgot to pull her head out of the water. Now we all have to suffer with this damn signal ban around the building that the Director put in place. No calls, texts, or anything else can be placed,” the orderly complains.

      The nurse sighs heavily. “I like to watch my soap operas on my breaks, and I can’t do that anymore. Let’s play with the little Andrews girl before we give her shock therapy. She’s not a virgin anymore, and no one will know,” she cajoles.

      “No! No, please!” I beg. I hate when they touch me. I always feel slimy and dirty. They never let me wash afterwards, and then I end up on an antibiotic because of it.

      The nurse kicks me, making me grunt in pain. I should know better by now to keep my mouth shut. But they killed Katie with their negligence, and I fear I will be next.

      Electroshock therapy is tricky, and it would take only one oversight to make me lose a memory I cherish.

      What if I lost Angel forever, even in my mind?

      “I didn’t realize it was that time,” another nurse says mildly as I’m dragged down the hallway.

      Visitors have to put their intention to visit in writing and in advance, so they aren’t privy to the horrors that occur here. Hidden Hills Institute is the perfect place to hide a family member that doesn’t quite fit the mold, but no one talks about what happens here.

      I can’t say anything because I’ll end up drooling all over myself after my therapy and the medication. Honestly, that’s how the staff prefer it.

      The nurse walking next to me shrugs. “Her father put in a request to see her. He said something about how her grandmother was complaining that she’s already been here almost a year without any real change. I don’t think anyone told her that no one really gets better here.”

      They laugh like it’s the funniest thing in the world, while tears run down my face. Maybe my grandmother will be the reason I finally get out of here. I’ll do anything to prove I can be a good girl.

      A door to my left opens, and the orderly says, “Miss Andrews has been a pain in the ass recently, so I want her to feel the results of her actions every time she sits for a bit. Even while she’s drooling on herself.”

      The orderly stands me up, shoving me into the room I find myself in at least once a month. Others have it worse than I do… but my screams and theirs still find a way to haunt me…

      

      Gasping, I open my eyes and scream when I see a worried face above me.

      “Please, please, not again. I’ll be good, don’t hurt me,” I cry, pushing him away from me and scrambling to my feet.

      “Chastity!” Levi roars. “What is with these nightmares?”

      Shaking my head, my trembling fingers rise to my lips. Bile begins to climb as memory after memory about how I was violated over the year I was at Hidden Hills crashes over me.

      Whirling around, I race for the bathroom. My knees hit the tile hard as I puke into the toilet.

      I deeply regret every bite of my food with Tempest now. Ugh, so gross.

      Tears race down my face, and I’m sobbing as I throw up. Wiping my hand over my nose, I cry harder because I’m a gross mess.

      “Chas, Baby…” Levi whispers.

      Looking over my shoulder, I see Levi leaning against the wall, watching me warily. He wants to come over to hug me, but isn’t sure where my mind is at.

      “It’s an awful thing when your mind fails you,” I rasp, my throat feeling raw from puking and crying. It’s a feeling all too familiar from my time in Hidden Hills, and I shudder.

      Flushing the toilet, I grab toilet paper to blow my nose and stand. Walking to the sink, I rinse my mouth out twice before using mouthwash.

      Meeting Levi’s eyes in the mirror, I rasp, “You should ask for an annulment, you know.”

      Levi’s face goes from worried to angry and stormy in a moment. “Why is that, Chastity?” he asks.

      “Because your wife is tainted goods. I really am no better than a blow-up sex doll… The things that happened at Hidden Hills would make you sick…” I whisper, looking down at the counter, my eyes catching on a pair of shiny, silver scissors.

      Levi turns me around, pushing my chin up to meet his eyes.

      “Trust me when I tell you that nothing that happened in that place is your fault. You feel unclean? Purge that shit. Tell me everything, so I can hunt down every last one of the fuckers who hurt you and make them beg for death before I end them. You are perfect in every way, and so damn strong. Your nightmares… Fuck, Baby, you were screaming and I couldn’t make it stop,” he says, his voice filled with pain. “How can I protect you from something I can’t see?”

      Blinking rapidly, I want to apologize for waking him up, but I won’t. I know he worries about me, and only wants to slay my multiple enemies. Sometimes that’s just not possible.

      “Did you know that electroshock therapy can make you forget things?” I ask softly. “Between that and certain psychotropic drugs, of course.”

      “Go on,” Levi murmurs, figuring out quickly that I need to tell him this.

      “Visitors had to announce in advance that they were going to be coming by. This way, there weren’t any accidents or surprises. No therapy was planned for that day, and everyone’s medication was upped so that we couldn’t do more than drool. But most importantly, we couldn’t spill any of the hospital’s secrets,” I explain, taking a quick breath to continue.

      “People died all the time at the hospital, and their loved ones were told that they tried to escape, or that there was an accident. I don’t know what kind of accident they’d say, because I wasn’t part of the administrative aspect, obviously. But it was always a lie. They’d drown patients while waterboarding them due to negligence, or others died from infection from their injuries. I almost died when I went into shock after being raped multiple times,” I tell him in a dead voice.

      It almost feels as if it happened to someone else, as the horror of the memories start to fade, but there’s something bothering me.

      “Electroshock therapy can remove some of your memories, and I always lived in fear that I would forget my Angel. Since she’s still not with me, what if I forget what she smells like? She’s growing up without me. I’m missing all of her firsts,” I whisper.

      I’ve disassociated from my emotions so quickly, I’m surprised my face is wet with tears.

      “I’ve lost her forever,” I tell him, my heart starting to pound. “What if I never see her again? The adoption papers are gone. He doesn’t even have to stay in the state.”

      My voice is getting louder, and it’s as if this allows Levi’s restraint to snap. Hugging me to him, he buries his face in my hair.

      “We’ll get her back, I swear. And respectfully, you can take your offer for annulment and fuck right off with it, Little Sinner. I am the luckiest man in the world to have you as my wife,” he murmurs into my hair. “I love the bones of you. You’re going to get through this, and I’ll be there every step of the way.”

      Sniffling, I nod. “I’m such a mess,” I cry, my hands tightening into the skin of Levi’s back.

      “Maybe, but you’re my goddamned mess, and don’t you forget it. Your mind is starting to remember things it has locked away. I wouldn’t be surprised if the shock therapy made this happen as well. Fuck, I almost want to tell you not to participate in this initiation, Baby.” Levi sighs.

      “Why?” I ask, pulling back in surprise.

      “I’m worried you’ll get triggered somehow, if you’ve had more sexual trauma you haven’t dealt with. Even if you saw a therapist every day up to the initiation, it doesn’t magically go away,” he says.

      Biting my lip, I decide to bring up what his father suggested. “Your dad said I may be able to take something that will make me be more… uninhibited. Do you think I should?”

      Levi’s face blanks mysteriously for a moment before showing his shock. “I’m going to get you a glass of water, and call my father to find out what he meant by that. Then we can discuss your options, okay? I don’t want to tell you what to do, but this worries me. Will you be okay for a second?”

      I nod, even though I’m not really sure how I feel. Levi strides away, looking like my gorgeous knight in his boxers. Turning back to the mirror, I pick at the strands of my long hair, grimacing. I hate how pretty it is, and how it’s been used as a weapon against me.

      It’s easy to grab and pull me around. I don’t know what brings me to decide that this is the best course of action, but I’m blaming all of the big emotions that I’m having trouble processing.

      I reach for the scissors, and it’s as if someone else is doing it. Lifting a chunk of hair in my fist, I pull it away from me and cut. And… I keep cutting until Levi grabs my hands, throwing the scissors away from me. He drops the glass in his haste, and it shatters on the floor around me.

      To Levi’s credit, he doesn’t flinch, holding me tightly with his eyes wide. His chest is heaving, and I meet his stare almost calmly.

      “Do you feel better?” Levi asks, and it’s such a strange question that I laugh.

      “I actually do, yes.” I giggle.

      “Thank fuck, because I don’t think I could handle your tears if you were upset that you cut your hair. Maybe we could have bought you a wig or something,” he huffs, but there’s a small smile tugging at his lips. “Whatever you need to do to get through this, do it, as long as it doesn’t take you away from me. Is that understood?”

      “Yes, Sir,” I whisper, completely in awe of him. I expected him to be upset, confused, or something other than acceptance.

      Picking me up, he pushes me toward the shower.

      “You have hair all over you. Please shower so I can take care of this glass. Your hair cutting frenzy, I’m sorry to say, is a little choppy, so I may need to book you a hair appointment,” he chuckles.

      Slipping my fingers through my hair, I realize he’s right. “I can see what you mean,” I smirk, turning on the shower.

      “I love you, Little Sinner. I’m willing to share, but I’ve already licked you, so you’re mine,” he says, his voice going warm and soft. I shiver at what it does to me, wondering if this means there’s something wrong with me.

      “Indeed you have, Father Levi.” I grin, getting into the shower quickly when he growls.

      Honestly, there’s no one else I would rather be married to after a nightmare and breakdown that awful. I can only hope things get better, and I really will get my baby back.

    

  







            Chapter 22
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      Levi is gone tonight, and we convinced Chastity to come to the football game. The guys and I have been practicing hard in between all the hospital visits and Society things. Ash is finally off the bench too, and I’m excited he’s getting to play tonight.

      Without the sparring, he’s starting to get antsy, and I can only make him sin so much. I know he’s starting to reconsider all that we’ve ever known, and I need to change his mind. I can’t lose him. He’s my family.

      “What time did she say she would come?” Bast asks me, keeping watch for Chas and Tempest. Before Levi left, he made sure that we would keep an eye on Chastity. Her memories are returning, and the trauma is much worse than we could have fathomed.

      During one of her panic attacks, she chopped off her hair. Levi tried to make her an appointment to get it fixed the next day, but they couldn’t fit her in until this afternoon. Tempest fixed it up the best she could, but I know Chastity will be happy to have it taken care of.

      Levi left his car and keys with Tempest. I guess she has a doctor’s appointment today too, so they just went together. I check my phone, but the last message I sent hasn’t been read yet.

      “She said she would be here, Bast," I reassure him for the tenth time. He's on edge because his dad texted him this morning. I guess he's coming tonight.

      He's trying to make a good appearance for The Society. To act like an upstanding member of society, when we all know the truth.

      It amazes me how men of faith can have so many skeletons in their closets. First, Chastity’s fake father, and now Bast’s. I wish we could eradicate all the false Gods.

      I shake my head of my murderous thoughts and sigh when my phone buzzes with a text from Chas.

      “They are parking now, then heading to the bleachers,” I say, and Ash snorts. He's been keeping his mouth shut, for the most part, but I know he's just biding his time. For what, I don't know yet, but I will figure it out.

      “Come on. We have a game to dominate,” I yell with a whoop, and Bast gives me a huge smile. He's got his contacts in and he's blinking a lot.

      I laugh and give his shoulder a shove. It's hard to believe in a few days we will be completing our final trial. Soon, our Eve will be in our arms. I can't wait.

      “We're going to murder Stone Holy Academy,” Ash growls, then stomps off to the locker room. Coach was getting pissed with all of Bast's pacing, so he told us to go out into the hall.

      “Let's do this, Brother,” I say to Bast, and he gives me a fist bump.
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        * * *

      

      Sweat drips into my eyes, and my chest is gasping for breath. I don't know what is up these dickhole’s asses, but they seem to have an agenda tonight: to take me out.

      “Are you good?” Coach asks, and I nod as I limp over to the huddle.

      “These jerks need to have their asses handed to them,” Bast growls, and we all grunt in response.

      “Cover Jonas and get the ball to the endzone,” Ash barks and we all clap, then get into position.

      The ball is snapped and the play has started. Before I can even look for an opening, I'm on my back again, this time with number seventeen on top of me and his knees in my sides.

      I taste blood and groan. Ash checks on me, then storms off after the linebacker that keeps gunning for me. Throwing his helmet to the ground, he charges him and brings him down to the turf.

      “Shit,” I groan as Bast chases after Ash to pull him off. We don't need any penalties. Even though I have spent most of this game on my back, we're still in the lead.

      “Miller, bench, now!” Coach roars and I sigh. Bast grabs Ash and pulls him to the sidelines. Miles is swapped in and I clench my teeth. I know he's on our team, and fighting for a place in The Society too, but he's a total prick.

      I do not like him. Even before he broke Ash’s wrist, he was always a jerk. Thinking he walks on water because his family is rich.

      Treating Ash and me like we are scum. I hope he doesn't become a member.

      Glancing up into the stands, I can see Tempest and Chastity cheering us on. Her hair is framed around her face, and the smile she's wearing makes her look gorgeous.

      I take in a deep breath and try to get my head back in the game.

      Bast comes over to me and pats me on the back. I nod up to the stands and he smiles. "Let's win this for our girl, then get some food. I'm starving," he says and I nod.

      Let's do this!

      

  




BASTIAN

      “Great game,” Chastity cheers, and then jumps into my arms to give me a huge hug. I grunt at the sudden movement. My ribs are killing me after that last brutal play, but I wouldn't change a thing.

      “Thanks, Beautiful,” I whisper just for her, and she melts into my arms.

      “Okay, enough of that. You're hogging him.” Tempest pretends to whine, and I put Chastity’s feet back onto the ground before I give Temp a quick squeeze.

      “Thanks,” I quietly say and she nods.

      Sometimes it's hard to remember that Chas isn't mine yet, and she's married to Levi.

      I don't need people starting rumors about her. I know her mental health is at risk right now.

      A shadow hovers above me and I try not to audibly groan. I was hoping my father would just watch the game then leave. I should have known better.

      “Bastian, a word,” the man who raised me snaps in a cruel tone.

      “Why don't you all go on ahead? I'll meet you in the courtyard,” I say, and though Chastity gives me a concerned look, Jonas takes her hand and leads her away.

      He knows how my father can be, and I really don't want Chas seeing me cower to him.

      I know she would never judge me, but still…

      “Hello, Sir,” I say politely, turning to give him my full attention. He has a scowl on his face, and he's wearing his signature suit.

      “That game was pitiful,” he responds, and I drop my eyes to the ground. I know I am always telling Chas not to submit, but with my father, it's the only way to get through the conversation. “You’re better than this, yet you and your team played like shit. One of them spent more time on his back than running the ball!”

      Wincing, I want to change the subject back to me, because I don’t like when he belittles my friends. “We did the best we could. We still won.”

      He once was a good man. I looked up to him—wanted to be just like him. But after I was ruined, in his eyes, I became a disgrace.

      He now sees me as impure, as if it was my fault. Scowling, my father growls. “You bloody well know your best isn’t good enough, you dirty little shit. You are only my son by blood, which means you have to work three times as hard as everyone else. If you are going to continue to play like shit, then you won’t play at all, Bastian.”

      "Thank you for coming, Sir," I say, because I know if I don't acknowledge that he showed up, he will make me listen to his preaching all night.

      I just want to get this over and done with, then spend some time with my girl, and maybe get her to bake me some cookies.

      “I didn't come here to watch some non-important football game and you know it. So let's cut the nonsense and get down to business. Your final trial is coming up. You better be ready and make me proud, Son. If you embarrass this family…” He doesn't finish, and I know that it's because people are around.

      He needs to keep up his image of a loving, doting father.

      “Understood, Sir. I won't let you down,” I mumble and he grunts. Looking back up at him, I can see something has caught his attention behind me.

      I don't even need to turn around. Whenever Chastity is near, my body can feel her.

      “Are you ready?” she asks quietly, and I look at my father.

      “We have plans to get some food,” I murmur, and I watch as his mask slips back into place.

      “Of course. Go, Son, have a wonderful time. We will talk later,” he says with a big smile, and I try not to visibly shudder.

      I nod, then back away slowly. Chas stands there, holding out her hand for me. I give her a shaky smile and take it.

      “You didn't have to wait for me,” I grumble and she shrugs.

      “Are you okay? That seemed kinda intense.”

      Sighing, I run my free hand through my damp hair. After the game, I quickly showered and changed. “My dad isn't who he seems. He likes to pretend a lot. It took me until something traumatic happened to see his real colors, but I don't want to go down that rabbit hole.”

      I give her hand a squeeze and start walking over to where the guys and Tempest are waiting. I know Chastity has questions, and I will tell her one day, but not tonight.

      Seeing my father made me feel raw inside, and I just want to get some food and spend time with my girl and my family.

      “Finally, ugh. I am starving,” Tempest whines and Ash laughs.

      “How? I saw you snacking during the game,” he grumbles, and Tempest looks at Chas. They seem to have some unspoken conversation before Tempest shrugs.

      “How about we sneak over to the coffee shop? I don't have a curfew anymore, but you guys do,” she says and I groan.

      “Actually, could we sneak into the kitchens and bake some cookies?” I ask and Chas gives me a huge smile.

      “That sounds perfect. Temp, I'll make you a sandwich,” she says before turning and heading back to the Academy.

      Jonas comes up next to me and pats my shoulder. He's wincing and walking with a small limp. I could murder that linebacker for what he did. At least Ash got a few good hits in.

      Tempest and Chastity chat and giggle as we move closer to the kitchens. We are not being quiet, but I don't think they care.

      The lights are off and the counters are spotless when we enter. The lingering smell of lemons from the mop cleaner hits my nose and I sigh. My stomach grumbles at the reminder of her lemon cookies.

      “Okay, how about we whip up some treats, then go back to the apartment? I was hoping one or all of you might stay with me, since Levi is still out? I don't want to be alone,” Chastity says, getting quieter, more unsure as she speaks.

      I open my mouth to reply, but Ash beats me to it. “Yeah, sounds good, Princess,” he says, and I know I'm not the only one who is surprised.

      “Great, thanks,” she sighs with a smile.

      I walk over to the sink and wash my hands, then over to the pantry and grab things as she calls them out to me. Jonas is making Tempest a sandwich, and Ash is preheating the ovens.

      “Do we really need three baking trays?” I ask and she nods.

      “Chocolate chip cookies for Jonas, lemon white chocolate for you, and double chocolate peanut butter for Ash. I’d make brownies, but that would take longer.”

      My eyes widen. “You're planning to make us all our favorites? I would be fine eating just one of those recipes,” I murmur and she rolls her eyes.

      “Baking is my love language, Bast. Just let it happen, okay?” I nod and watch as she puts us all to work.

      Tempest leaves after she eats, claiming a migraine. She seemed a little tired and sad. I hope she's okay. We may not have been close before, but she is Chastity’s best friend, and will always be a part of this hodgepodge family we are making.

      We laugh and chat, and when Mother Superior storms in looking pissed off in a robe, we all laugh. She looks over to her granddaughter and the smile on her face.

      “I do not condone this, but I am glad to see you smiling, Child. Now hurry up and finish, and make sure this place is spotless before you leave. I would also like a small plate of lemon cookies,” she says with a tiny grin.

      I don't think I have even seen Mother Superior smile before, and I'm a little freaked out.

      “Of course, Grandmother,” Chas says quickly, then places a couple of treats on a plate and hands it to her.

      “Now, I am going to turn my back on this deliberate disregard for the rules, just this once. And only because Father Levi informed me he would be away this evening. But do not test my patience, children,” she says before stomping off.

      We wait until we can no longer hear her footsteps before bursting into laughter.

      This evening started off badly, but just spending time with our girl made it all better.

      

  




CHASTITY

      We scrub the kitchen until it's spotless, then grab some snacks and the cookies I baked before swinging by the guys' dorm so they can grab some stuff.

      Levi is off handling some Society business that I didn't feel like I needed to know about. He tells me what he can and I respect that.

      Once I take my own role, there may be times I can't share things with him as well. I hope he gives me the same courtesy.

      I understand this is his job and he won't always be able to be with me, but the way my past is returning in flashbacks, resulting in panic attacks, means I don't want to be alone. Plus, after seeing how abusive and degrading Bast's father was, I wanted to cheer him up.

      I don't know many things, but I can bake, and I know they all love my homemade treats.

      I'm glad they are willing to stay with me tonight. I know things have been strained since my accident and marriage.

      I don't want things to change between us all though. I still want to talk, hang out, and watch movies together. Experience new things together.

      I am their Eve, but even if I wasn't, I have a feeling Bast, Jonas, and even Ash, would have found a way to be in my life.

      I love these guys, but I really need Ash to get over his animosity with me.

      I thought at the hospital we had a moment. That he was going to stop his insane theories that I was out to get them.

      I may have been locked up in an Institution, but I am not crazy. And I am certainly not malicious.

      I would never try to destroy someone's family. I know what it's like to lose the people who mean the world to you.

      Jonas runs inside and Ash follows. “Don't you want to get a change of clothes, or your toothbrush?” I ask Bast and he shakes his head.

      He's still upset from earlier and I can't blame him. His dad is an evil man, and if I could, I would have given him a piece of my mind, but thinking about Tempest stopped me.

      Going to her baby appointment really put some things into perspective, and I was happy that I didn't have a panic attack. I was worried that seeing her baby on that little screen would have set me off, but it didn't.

      I love Tempest. We may have had a relationship in the past, but now it's turned into a platonic soulmate situation. I will do anything to protect her. Just as I know she would for me.

      That's why I stood there in the shadows and listened to Bastian's father treat him like scum, clenching my fists, but biting my tongue.

      We don't need any unnecessary drama right now. I know Tempest’s trying really hard to stay under the radar until she moves in with Jacob and Otto.

      They are ridiculously cute, and so happy to have her move in. Otto went to a baby store and bought way too many things, after we found out she's having a baby boy today. He's so excited to become an honorary God-Uncle. That's what he wants to be called—just like a fairy godmother, he said.

      He's been sending us messages all day, and Amazon links of things to add to the baby shower wish list.

      I know Temp is struggling to let them spoil her, but this is more for them than just her. I know Jacob hates that he has to hide his relationship with Otto.

      Which means marriage and a family probably won't be happening for a long time. So for now, Tempest and the baby can brighten Otto's world.

      Tempest doesn't know how lucky she is, and I know I shouldn't envy her, but I do. Jacob didn't even come to visit me when I was pregnant with Angel. The only time I saw him was while he held me down so Isabella could deliver my baby.

      I know he was misinformed and misled. I wish things were different, but what's done is done, and I can't keep harping on about the past.

      Jacob is making things up to me now, and I'm happy he's willing to give Tempest shelter.

      Bast clears his throat, pulling me back to the moment. I don't know how long we've stood here, lost in our separate thoughts.

      “Levi has spares in the bathroom, and I showered after the game, so these clothes are still clean. I can rewear them tomorrow.”

      He looks unsure, so I reach out for his hand.

      He takes mine and sighs. “I wish you didn't have to see my father like that.” I immediately shake my head and move closer to him.

      “Bastian, look at me,” I order, as he's been staring at the ground. He slowly lifts his head and I reach out to touch his face.

      “Don't you ever apologize for the man who has belittled and abused you. I won't hear it, okay?” He groans and leans into my palm, nodding.

      Ash and Jonas return, and I laugh at all the pillows.

      “You do know that Levi has an odd obsession with pillows, right? We have enough to house ten people,” I say with a giggle, and Ash chucks a few back inside before locking their door.

      We take a secret tunnel because I do not need my grandmother catching wind about my impromptu slumber party while my husband is away. She was surprisingly lenient tonight, and I don't want to test her. It's bad enough she's been bugging me about returning to my punishments, but that's not going to happen.

      I worked for my redemption, and it didn't do shit. Now it's time for me to live my life. Plus, if I wanted to be punished, Levi would gladly do it in the bedroom.

      My mind starts to wander to naughty moments and my panties dampen. I shake my head and clear my throat before the guys notice I'm acting strange. “I think I want to join the choir,” I say as Ash leads us through a few passageways. It amazes me how many hidden halls this place has, and that the guys know them by heart.

      I still don't understand how they are always lit by candles.

      Does someone relight them every day? At first, I thought they were fake flames and electric, but I was wrong, and I have a tiny scar to prove it.

      “You should do that, Chas. You have an amazing voice, and I know Sister Mary has been hoping you would,” Jonas says and I smile.

      “You should join with me. You're incredible yourself. We could do it together,” I suggest and he shakes his head. His cheeks darken and I sigh.

      “I haven't performed in a long time. I wish I could, Chastity. But singing was something special I shared with my mom. After she passed, well…”

      I reach for his hand and give him a quick squeeze.

      “It's okay, honey. I would never want to intrude on your memories,” I mumble and he stops walking, spins in front of me and kisses my lips.

      I'm frozen in shock, and before I can deepen it, he pulls away. “And that, Chastity Cross, is one of the reasons I'm in love with you,” he says and I blink, waiting for my brain to catch up.

      “Madden,” I gasp and he scrunches his nose. I shake my head, clearing my throat.

      “I'm Chastity Madden now.”

      Rolling his eyes, he laughs. “I tell the girl of my dreams that I love her and she corrects her name.”

      My eyes widen and I start to panic. “No. No, it's not like that at all. You just surprised me. I love you too, Jonas,” I whisper, then give him a quick kiss.

      Ash groans and starts to mumble under his breath, but I don't know what he's saying. Bast moves closer to me and grabs my waist, pulling me into a tight hug. Jonas grumbles, but lets it happen.

      “Let's get to your apartment so we can have some privacy. For all we know, these tunnels are monitored,” he mumbles against my neck and I nod.

      Quickly moving along the passageways, we’re soon right by the steps leading to mine and Levi's apartment.

      It doesn't take long for us to get inside, and Bast to have my back pressed against the now closed door.

      I whimper as he kisses me hard. I know we should stop. They haven't completed the final trial, but the way my blood is heated and my core dripping, I don't want to.

      Thank God for Ash.

      “Enough. I did not agree to stay over tonight to have one big, sinful orgy,” he barks, grabbing the back of Bast's neck and pulling him away from me.

      I know I must make a sight. I'm breathing heavily and my skin is flushed.

      That boy sure knows how to kiss.
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        * * *

      

      After I change into some pajamas and we all cool down, we make a giant pillow fort on the kingsize bed.

      Jonas makes some popcorn while Ash and Bast fight over which movie to watch. It's all so incredibly normal, and I can't keep the smile off my face.

      “For the last time, we are not watching the new Avatar. We have seen it four times since it was released,” Ash growls, and Bastian rolls his eyes.

      “Yes, but Chas hasn't seen it yet, and I know she will love it,” Bast grumbles and I giggle.

      “I am fine to watch anything,” I say as Jonas hands me the giant bowl of salty, buttered goodness, before grabbing the remote and joining me on the bed.

      “Here, you pick something,” he says, handing me the remote. I shake my head.

      “Are you sure? That is one dangerous move, giving a woman rights to the remote. I could make you watch The Notebook, or something equally as sappy,” I say with a wink, and Jonas' mouth drops open.

      “I think that's a risk I'm willing to take, Beautiful,” he says before leaning over and kissing me.

      He groans when our tongues tangle together, and I'm still so turned on from Bast, I know that tonight things are going to get naughty. Levi has awakened something in me.

      Pulling away, I look into his eyes. “If you don't stop…” I start, but he cuts me off with another kiss. Someone takes the popcorn from me and kisses the side of my neck.

      I reach out and grip their hair, sighing when I figure out it's Ash.

      The way he reacted to me and Bastian kissing made me nervous. Plus, he wasn't here the last time I fooled around with Jonas and Bast.

      Moaning into Jonas’ mouth, I pull away and turn my head toward Ash. I wait to see what he will do.

      “I'm going to hell,” he mutters before dominating my lips and soaking my panties. Jonas shuffles down my body and lifts up my T-shirt a little exposing my stomach.

      Pressing a kiss above my belly button, he groans.

      “God, I need to taste you again. Feel you squirt all over me. May I?” Jonas asks as Bast moves onto the bed next to me and kisses down my neck.

      I nod. “Yes, please,” I whimper, then moan as Ash pinches my nipple. I pull away from Ash’s mouth and bite my lip.

      “Is this okay?” I ask him, gently running my hand down his chest. He's still clothed, but his nostrils flare and his body trembles.

      “Yeah,” he grunts as I reach the waistband to his shorts.

      “Tell me to stop,” I whisper as he moves back to kiss me. Jonas grips my shorts and panties and pulls them off.

      “So beautiful, Songbird,” Jonas mutters and I gasp. He hasn't called me that in a while, and I always loved that nickname.

      Bast places his hand on my cheek and turns my mouth to kiss his.

      I get lost in the tangle of our tongues until I feel Jonas’ mouth touch my inner thigh.

      “Oh,” I moan as he traces his finger down my slit and presses gently inside of me.

      “So wet for us. You're dripping. I have to taste.” He groans before licking me.

      My back arches off the bed and Ash grabs my shirt, tugging it up until my naked breasts come into view.

      Bast and Jonas have seen me like this once before, but Ash hasn't. I wait nervously for him to make some asshole comment, but he just bites his lips and leans down, pressing a kiss onto my naked breast.

      “Gorgeous,” he mumbles, and I whimper as Jonas begins to tease me.

      “I want to touch you,” I moan, and Bast quickly climbs off the bed and strips before laying back down next to me. His cock is hard and I lick my lips.

      “I… I've never.” He blushes and I smile.

      “Tell me to stop, okay?” I say before reaching out and gripping him tight. His cock is leaking pre-cum and I want to taste him, but I won't unless he wants me too.

      Ash releases my nipple from his mouth and starts to kiss down my stomach until his tongue is almost touching Jonas' on my clit.

      It doesn't seem to stop him from tasting me himself, and I'm so close. My hips jerk and I must have squeezed Bast a little too tight because he jolts.

      “That feels incredible. I want more,” he groans, looking into my eyes. I nod because I want that too. Jonas stops licking me and I notice he stares at Ash with lust.

      “Stop, I have an idea,” I say, then wiggle out from under Ash. “Tell me right now if you want to stop, because I respect you all.”

      Jonas laughs and I raise my brows at him. “Baby Girl, just because we’re virgins and have to stay that way until the ceremony, doesn’t mean we don’t want you, or think about you in the shower, or late at night in bed, or when Ash and I decide to sin. So, trust me… I want you to sit on my face, while you lick that mess you’re making, and Ash takes care of me in any way he wants.” He points to Bast’s cock and it is, in fact, leaking all over him.

      I glance back at Ash and his cheeks are beet red, but he’s not denying anything. Not that I would ever judge. I mean, look at me and Tempest. Love whoever you want.

      “Umm, that sounds really hot to me, and it could be fun…” I wait for them to make a move. When Jonas starts to strip and lays down on the bed, I know things are about to get wild. “No judgment, Ash. Whatever happens here is between us and God.”

      He groans, then runs his fingers through his hair. His cock is rock hard, and fighting to get through the dark gray shorts he’s wearing. He nods and I climb up, straddling Jonas’ chest. I’ve only done this once with Levi.

      Bast wiggles in front of me and I lick him softly. Jonas grabs my butt and pulls me closer to his mouth. He moans when he tastes me again and I sigh. Leaning forward, I gently suck Bast’s tip, and his hands immediately go to the back of my head as he groans, loudly.

      “Oh wow, God, that…” He can’t seem to get out a solid sentence, and I hum as I suck him a little deeper. Jonas sucks my clit hard and I whimper. His fingers start to join the party and I'm close. Bast is mumbling and praying to God, or he’s saying I’m a God, I’m not sure. I love that I’ve made him incoherent. It makes me feel powerful, even as I know I’ll be falling apart for the man underneath me soon.

      Jonas stops and sucks in a breath, then lets out the hottest groan I have ever heard. I pull Bast’s cock from my mouth and glance over my shoulder. Ash is sucking Jonas.

      “That’s… Wow,” I whimper as Jonas starts fucking me hard with his fingers, and sucks my clit once more. My toes curl and I’m about to explode. Bast grabs my cheek gently, and turns me back to his dick. I smile and open my mouth for him.

      “Use me,” I say, and his nostrils flare. He shakes his head, and I grip him tighter, pulling him into mouth. I close my lips and wait for him to take control. I am about to come, but I need to taste him before I do.

      “Please,” I mumble with my mouth full, and he looks up at the ceiling before grabbing the back of my head and starting to thrust.

      Jonas starts to eat me like I’m going to run away from him, and I can’t hold back any longer. Bast shoves his cock into my throat and whimpers as he fills my mouth with his salty release.

      I quickly swallow then pull away and grab Jonas' hair, grinding his face into me harder. “Oh yes, yes,” I shout as I come hard on his tongue. He keeps fucking me harder with his fingers and sucking my clit until I shatter, spraying him just like he wanted.

      Choking sounds behind me, and I whimper thinking about Ash swallowing down Jonas’ cum. Rolling off of him, I lay on the bed, spread eagle and try to catch my breath.

      I don’t know what just went down, but it was incredible.
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        * * *

      

      “Well, isn’t this a pretty sight, Little Sinner?” Levi whispers into my ear, pulling me from a nice dream. I smile and open my eyes. Bast is wrapped around my back like a koala, and I have Ash’s face buried in my naked chest.

      “Hi,” I whisper and he laughs. I wiggle and Levi helps me get out of the puppy pile. “We need to do that every night,” I mumble quietly. “I slept so good.” I moan and stretch as he puts my feet on the floor.

      “I missed you, Baby Girl,” he says, then gives me a deep kiss, making my toes curl. He hums against my lips, and I moan. His erection rubs against my stomach, and I press as hard against him as I can.

      Glancing at the bed, I laugh. Ash has now moved and his face is curled up into Bast’s neck. I wish I could take a picture. Levi takes my hand and leads me over to the bathroom. Closing the door, he turns the shower on and then starts to strip. I drop to my knees and look up at him, waiting.

      “What am I going to do to you, Little Sinner? Should I take this mouth, or maybe your dripping pussy?” he mumbles and I squirm. Foreplay with the guys was everything, but I missed my husband and his cock.

      “Please, Father. Please, fuck me,” I moan and his nostrils flare. He steps into the water and I follow him on my knees. Bending down, he picks me up and I wrap my legs around his waist and grind against his dick.

      “You want me, Little Sinner? You want my hard cock inside you?” he growls and I moan, nodding. I really, really do. He shifts until I can feel his tip sliding inside. I groan and he takes my lips to quieten me.

      He doesn’t go easy on me. Thrusting hard and fast until I’m a panting, dripping mess. God, I missed him. We haven’t done this in a few days, and when you get used to sex every day, you become a little needy.

      With a flick of my clit, I explode all over his cock, and he groans as he empties inside of me. “I love you, Little Sinner,” he whispers and I tremble.

      “I love you too, Levi Madden.”

    

  







            Chapter 23
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      Staring at the file in front of me, I glance at Bast and Jonas. The three of us were home when there was a knock on the door. When I opened it, there were three heavy leather portfolio folders waiting on the ground.

      “Should we open them together?” I ask softly. This is going to change our entire lives, and start the beginning of a new chapter. It should be given the respect it deserves.

      Bast and Jonas look a little pale but nod. In unison, we open the folders. Woah. My mark is one of the scumbags that Bastian and I saw behind the wall at the underground fight. He’s the one with dark curls and cold green eyes who enjoys breaking girls in his dungeon. I’m unsure why I’m being asked to kill this man, but I know the world won’t miss him.

      “I’m good,” I announce, looking at the two very quiet men next to me. Jonas is breathing heavily, while Bast seems lost in thought. “Wait… who did you guys get?”

      “My dad,” Jonas whispers, showing me the photo. Quickly, I memorize the details of where he’s going to be today, realizing that Jonas' and my mark will be happening at completely different times and locations.

      Jonas’ father will be at a warehouse tonight. I plan to ask him if he needs help, because he’s freaking out. “I always planned to kill him, because that is what The Society is asking for in exchange for keeping my sister safe. I just didn’t think about how it would make me feel, even though he’s always been a shitty parent.”

      “It’s because he’s your dad,” Bast says, blowing out a breath. “I have a shitty father too, but I think it would be difficult for me to pull the trigger. Did they tell you how they want you to kill him? Mine has a murder weapon.”

      Bast holds up a wire and I gape. He’s a strong guy, so he’ll be able to keep it pulled tightly to kill him, but I’m surprised they have specified a murder weapon.

      “Mine doesn’t say, outside of suggesting a knife to the gut and throat,” I murmur, showing them the photo of the man I’m going to kill tonight.

      “Is that… He was talking to Isabella during their meeting, right?” Bast asks, wide eyed. “He’s a fucking criminal, Ash.”

      Shrugging, I smirk. “Yes, and he’ll be a dead criminal tonight. Are you sharing, or holding your own counsel, Bast?”

      I know he has his reasons for not telling us things, and I’m really trying not to be an asshole about it. Bast blows out a breath, picking up the photo in his file.

      “This is Father Monroe. He enjoys taking advantage of his altar boys,” he explains, and my throat closes up. I know Bast was an altar boy… fuck. “He has done this shit to a lot of kids over the years, but that ends tonight.”

      I nod tightly, and Jonas swallows hard. “I’m glad he won’t be able to hurt anyone else,” Jonas says softly.

      “Let’s find out everything we can about where we’re going for our trials, so we can get it done and come home knowing we’re going to be Locked Soul Society members,” I command, intent to break up the somber mood.

      Staying in the main living room, we pull out our laptops and make notes on the best routes to take, etc. Levi is letting me take his car, because mine's the farthest location away, while Jonas and Bast are going to walk together into the next town over. Their instructions are clear on how they are to return home, and I’m not allowed to help them with a ride.

      But… as I think more and more about it, I want to spare Jonas the trauma of killing his father. What does it matter if he’s dead anyway?

      Frowning, I’m the first to stand up at five o’clock to catch Arthur Wolfe after his meeting with some associates. The weapon of choice is a knife to the gut and across the throat. The Society wants to make it look as if a deal went bad, and that’s why he was killed.

      Packing my bag with two changes of clothing, before I can change my mind, along with gloves, weapon, etc, I walk to Levi’s car in the teacher parking lot.

      “Young man,” Sister Mary Anne calls out and I wince. I’m wearing a dark hoodie and jeans, and look as if I could be going anywhere. “Do you have Father Levi’s permission to take his car and leave campus?”

      While I’m an adult at nineteen-years-old, the guys and I were sentenced by the courts to attend this school after a party at the church went a bit wild. It was either this or prison, and I was happy just to be allowed to stay with Jonas and Bast. Thankfully, I have a reason to be out here.

      “Good afternoon, Sister,” I murmur, turning. “How are you today?”

      I can be polite when I want or need something. I’m just usually an asshole who doesn’t really care.

      “I… I’m well, thank you. Your reason for being in the teacher parking lot is?” she asks.

      Man, she’s like a dog with a damn bone. Still smiling, I pull out a note and hand it to her.

      “In the event I was asked, I’m getting supplies for Father Levi and his new bride,” I report.

      Opening the note, she skims it with a nod. “But there’s one thing I don’t understand. Why isn’t Father Levi going grocery shopping instead? Last time I saw him, he was a hale, virile, young man,” the nun complains.

      Struggling not to burst out laughing, I swallow hard. Virile? Are you shitting me?

      “Yes, Sister. It is because he is a virile man, with a new wife, that I’m going shopping for him,” I explain, heavily accentuating the innuendo.

      Sister Mary Anne stares at me before she turns scarlet. “Young man,” she gasps.

      “I’m simply doing my mentor and professor a favor, which you are keeping me from, Sister. Now, if that’s all, goodbye,” I tell her, quickly getting into the car and driving off before she can say anything else.

      Making sure to do the speed limit, I leave the gates of the Academy behind. The GPS takes me forty minutes away to a warehouse district. It’s depressing and run down, to be honest. Careful to look at where I’m parking, I pocket the knife and leave behind the bag.

      Keeping to the growing shadows, as winter’s shorter days are working in my favor, I walk quickly to the doors of the warehouse. Choosing a different entrance than where Arthur and his cronies are meeting, I ease my way in.

      Voices further in are what I carefully follow, my eyes bouncing around for anyone that I missed.

      “The drop is in two days,” Arthur mutters. “Miss Isa is going to be very angry if you don’t have the inventory you promised her.”

      Great, he’s a glorified thug for Isabella, and a shit person who enjoys hurting women. The auction that’s supposed to be happening turns my stomach, and I wish I could save those girls. Unfortunately, there’s only so much that I’m able to do.

      “No, no. Tell Miss Isa that everything will be fine, and we will do our part,” the man in front of him says, holding his hands up to placate.

      Arthur huffs but nods, shooing them away. “Go then, do not let the boss lady down,” he growls.

      The men leave, and Arthur turns away from me, lighting up a cigarette. I’ve always been quiet and able to move in spaces where I’m not meant to be. It’s how I get through the tunnels.

      Pulling out the knife, I stay in the shadows, making sure that my own shadow doesn’t give me away. I force myself to move carefully, as I see Arthur pull out his phone. If he needs to check in with someone, it’s better for him to do so before I kill him.

      “Hello?” Arthur says, his voice gruff. “Hello, Miss Isa. Yes, the men say that everything is ready, and they swear you’ll have your inventory. Mmhmm, yes. Understood.”

      He’s answering questions in rapid fire, as Isabella barks them out, I guess. I attack as he hangs up the phone, beginning to put it away.

      Running and jumping on his back, my momentum pushes him down and I stab him quickly and quietly in the neck. As he gurgles, I pin him down to stab him twice in the side.

      Standing quickly, I’m happy that I’m not wearing much blood. Cleaning off my knife on the back of his shirt, I step back. The blood is quickly leaving his body though, and I make sure I’m still alone in the warehouse. The last thing I need is to get caught.

      My trial completed, I watch as he twitches.

      He doesn’t last long, and as soon as he takes his last breath, I’m back out into the night. Hiding in the shadows once more, I walk quickly to the car, keeping my knife hidden.

      Now, to beat Jonas to his mark, because there’s no way in hell I’m letting him do this. The darkness already lays on my soul, he doesn’t need to muddy his. I’ll deal with the fall out later.

      

  




BASTIAN

      Standing outside of St. Peter’s Catholic Church, I chew on my lip as I stare at it. This is where Father Monroe was transferred to last year, after a little boy spoke out about what happened to him. My abuser has been within a fifteen minute walk while I’ve been at Holy Cross.

      Every time I come into town with Jonas and Ash, I have carefully avoided this church like my life depended on it. I’m too old for his tastes now, but I’ve had problems with certain men in authority touching me ever since.

      Quietly entering the church, I walk through the back halls to his office. My folder stated that he was working here right now, and I hope he doesn’t have anyone with him. Taking a deep breath, I knock on the door.

      “Who is it?” Father Monroe asks, and I close my eyes against the memories.

      “I’m here to ask for counsel,” I tell him. “I have some important decisions to make, and I wanted to pray on them with you.”

      Father Monroe never paid attention to who was part of his congregation, outside of the smaller male children, which made sense. I wish I hadn’t caught his eye though, because my father never looked at me the same again.

      I’m ruined. Damaged goods, in his eyes, and it was the beginning of my father’s disgust for me.

      “Is there another time you can come by?” he asks, and I can hear a whimper on the other side of the door.

      Fuck.

      Banging again, I can feel the nonexistent weight of the wire hidden on my belt. My heart is racing, and if I can save whoever is on the other side of the door from the trauma I went through, I will.

      “I’m sorry, Father. There’s no other time I’m able to come. Is there someone else in there with you?” I ask.

      Heavy crying comes from the person Father Monroe has on the other side of the door, and I blink rapidly. The years of guilt, shame, and pain are something I know well.

      “Shhh, my son. You’ll get used to it,” he whispers and I shudder. “I’m finishing up a lesson here, can you not give me a moment?”

      There’s a heavy lust in the priest’s voice, I’m realizing, and I think I’m too late to save this boy from anything. He’ll have to live with the same grief I do, for the loss of innocence and trust.

      “I’m so sorry, Father, it can’t. I’m leaving town tonight,” I lie. “I need to make some very big decisions.”

      There’s movement in the office before he opens the door, appearing to be alone. There’s no sign of the boy I heard, and I need to be sure he left by the back entrance to his office. The last thing I need is to add to his trauma.

      “I’m sorry, I thought I heard someone else in the room with you. I really must insist on complete privacy for this meeting,” I tell him.

      Father Monroe’s eyes widen and I fight off a smirk. He was never very good at hiding his proclivities from those willing to see them.

      “There’s no one here,” he sputters, stepping back so I can see. The back door is slightly ajar and I can hear feet running away from us. It’s very faint, but I’ve always had excellent hearing.

      Pushing my glasses up my nose, I shrug. “I must be hearing things again,” I murmur, stepping inside.

      Father Monroe closes the door behind him, and I can see the slight panic in his eyes as he sees the back door that’s been left slightly ajar. Instead of drawing attention to it, he leaves it open as he goes to the chair.

      Sitting gingerly on the chair across from him, I decide to ask him a question that will send him into research mode. I need him to give me his back or to allow me to walk behind him.

      Deciding to go with the second option, because it’s faster, I start with my made up problem.

      “My parents want me to go to college, but I want to join the priesthood,” I lie. “I know the Bible says that I should follow their wishes, but I feel as if I'm being called to be ordained. What should I do, Father?”

      Father Monroe launches into my options, quoting what the Bible says, and that a call to God trumps whatever my parents want for me.

      “Thank you so much, Father. Do you feel that draft? That can’t be good for your advanced age, Sir. May I close the door behind you?” I ask, already standing.

      “Er, thank you. That’s so kind of you. I have no idea how it opened. These older churches are filled with secrets,” he sighs, not bothering to turn as I walk past him.

      My hand pulls the wire from my belt, and I pretend to push the door closed. I plan to exit using that door. Father Monroe continues to talk as I move behind him, and I spread the wire from its coil. Not allowing him to take a breath as he babbles, I reach over his head, drawing the wire tightly around his neck.

      Fighting me, he’s able to stand, which gives me more leverage to pull tighter. I’m heavier and taller than him, and his fingers try to pull at my hands as he struggles. Dispassionately, I watch as he gurgles and becomes weaker and weaker.

      “This is for every little boy you’ve ever hurt,” I grunt. Father Monroe’s eyes widen further, which I can see in the reflection of the mirror I’m facing. “I can finally eradicate the disease.”

      His knees weaken, and I drop behind him, enjoying as the last of his life force leaves his body. Releasing him, I sigh as I stand, walking over to the little sink he has in his office to wash. I see he continued this tradition from the last church he was a part of.

      There were times Father Monroe would force me to wash his body, and then he would wash mine. Nothing about what happened afterwards was clean, godly, or right.

      Shuddering from the memories, I use the sink now to wash my hands and the wire free of blood. Whistling to myself, I dry my hands with the cute little towel that has a cross with Father Monroe’s name monogrammed on it.

      “Cute,” I mutter, dropping it back next to the sink. Checking that the priest is dead, I crouch next to him, pulling out my gloves from my back pocket.

      I probably should have put them on before, but it would have made him nervous. Checking his pulse, I grin when I find none.

      “May you rot in hell, Father. Who knows, maybe I’ll see you there,” I tell him before slipping out the back door, making sure that I’m gone before they find him. Everyone has left, for the most part, so I doubt that they’ll find him until tomorrow.

      This all works for me, because it means I’ll have completed my last trial without a hitch. Walking home, I feel lighter with each step, instead of guilt. This man hurt so many kids, and now we’re all finally free.

      

  




JONAS

      Bastian left earlier, insistent that he needed to take the walk alone. I stayed in our rooms, staring at the photo of my father.

      He was a better person when my mom was alive. She was so full of life, always singing or baking. Mom was big into church functions, helped with charities, and was fun to be around. She literally lit up a room.

      It kills me that all of my memories are destroyed because Dad’s debt collectors shot up my home. Everything was ruined, not even a single photo remains.

      Blowing out a breath, I stand, pulling on leather gloves. I plan to beat my father to death, and release all of the rage that sits in my heart. Every time I go into the ring, I think of his guilt-ridden eyes whenever he looks at photos of my mother, or someone who mentioned her.

      I always wondered if he had something to do with her murder. It would explain why he started drinking more, and couldn’t stand to be around us. We look so much like her, after all.

      It’s getting cooler, and I throw on a black hoodie over my T-shirt. He is supposed to be home right now, so it’s time to get moving. God only knows what kind of trouble he might get into once he really gets into his drinks, and I don’t need someone else killing him because he picked a fight.

      This is my kill.

      Leaving the room, I sneak off Holy Cross Academy property, going over the bridge into town in record time. Slowing my walk, I hum to myself, reminding myself that I am doing this for my sister and me. The Society will protect us, I’ll become a member, and no one will be able to touch us.

      All I’ve ever wanted is to be safe and belong.

      My father’s car is the only one parked at the Michaelson residence, not that it has been a family home for a while. My sister spent more time with her friends than at home over the last school year, because she didn’t feel comfortable.

      Walking up the drive, I circle around the house to my old room. There’s a screen that has never fit correctly, and I’m counting on my father to have never fixed it. He was much too busy drinking and getting involved in unsavory activities to worry about the house.

      Pushing up the window, I wince at the slight creak as it goes up. I never bothered locking this window, and just as I thought, my father never checked.

      Hoisting myself into the room, I listen for movement. Continuing through the house, I stop as I see a streak of blood. What…

      Did he cut himself?

      Looking around, I walk into the living room and see Ash waiting for me with his arms braced over his knees. Raising his head, I see relief and remorse in the same glance.

      Forcing myself to look down, there lies the bloodied body of my father. Ash looks miraculously free of blood, but there’s a bag at his feet.

      “There’s already blood on my soul, Jonas. I didn’t see any reason for you to have any on yours,” Ash says gently.

      He’s worried I’ll be mad, but I’m not. I’m… relieved. I didn’t want to do this, but it’s what I was supposed to do.

      “Ash, what about The Society? They wanted me to do this… they’ll know, Ash. They always know everything,” I rasp, worried.

      “Look, I’m sorry. You’re just such a gentle soul, even when you go feral in the ring. I didn’t think you should have to hear what your father said when I came for him, either.” Ash sighs. “You’d have lost control the way I did.”

      Sitting on the couch across from him, I frown.

      “What did he say?” I whisper.

      I’ve had my worries about the kind of man my father had become, which is why I was glad my sister stayed with friends.

      “When he saw me come in, he was drinking,” Ash says, gesturing toward the fallen bottle. Now that he mentions it, I can smell the rum as it soaks into the carpet, along with the blood.

      Swallowing hard, I nod, ignoring everything else. I need to know.

      “What else?” I ask.

      “I pulled out the knife, and he asked if I was here for you. He said he was ready to see Jasmine, so he could beg her for forgiveness,” Ash murmurs, playing with the handle of the knife. “Your dad told me he was offered a new job a year before your mother died, and the money was really good. He didn’t tell The Society, because his new employers wanted him to use their contacts with their shipping companies. The job was helping them move the bodies of kids and women.”

      Blinking hard, I shake my head. “Dad was helping those monsters sell women and children?!” I roar. I remember the men my father is indebted to, and the things they told my sister. They wanted to hurt her, too. “Holy shit. How did that involve my mother?”

      “Your mom was the most beautiful and amazing woman I’ve ever met,” Ash says with a sad smile. “She took me in like I was her own. God… she didn’t deserve this.”

      Tears run down his face, and as I stand before him, I realize what he's about to say will be bad. Walking around the body, I sit next to him. “Ash, you can tell me. I have to know,” I whisper.

      Ash never cries, so I know this is going to be horrible.

      “Your dad was asked to go out with the trucks, and something went wrong. They had less people than expected. He explained the situation to his employers, and they said he would be fined. The assholes never explained the fine would be brutally raping, torturing, and killing his wife,” Ash says.

      My world turns upside down, and I vaguely realize I’m screaming. “This was mine!”

      Kicking the body of the man responsible for getting my mother killed, I rage, wishing I could kill him again.

      “Jonas!” Ash yells, pulling me away from the body and pinning me under him. If I wanted to, I could buck him off me, but I would never hurt him. “Baby, I’m sorry, it’s done. Your hands are clean. I’ll throw myself at the mercy of The Society, and they will show leniency because of what I found out. The Society’s resources have been used for selling skin.”

      “They still are,” I realize, tears stinging my eyes.

      Holding onto him, I purge myself of the pain, wishing I could apologize to him for yelling at him. The devil is dead, and my mother’s true, inadvertent killer is gone.
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      I have a meeting with the Elders, and I’m nervous. The guys fucked up. Everything was set to go off without a hitch, and Ash killed someone he wasn’t supposed to. Granted, if it were me, I would have done the same thing, consequences be damned.

      But I’m a member of The Society, and I can occasionally break the rules. Ash has been caught messing up too many times.

      Goddamn it!

      Swallowing hard, I move through the tunnels, emerging in the Dragon’s work quarters. There are times he needs to be closer than an hour away for Society stuff, so he has a secret office here at the Academy.

      Walking into the room from behind the bookcase that hides the tunnels, I nod to the masked and hooded Elders.

      “Good evening, Elders,” I murmur.

      “Good evening, Levi. You know why we’re here, so let’s move through things, because we have a lot of planning still to do,” the Eagle says.

      Nodding, I know he’s right. There’s so much shit still to do, even after figuring out who passed their trial and who didn’t.

      “You’re right, Sirs. So… how did we do with this year’s Adams?” I ask.

      The Eagle—my dad—huffs. “We did well, but Miles failed. He puked, got DNA all over the crime scene after botching his kill, and he had to call his handler for help. Basically, we had to send in a clean up crew, who ended up killing his mark and then torching the place.”

      My lips twitch as I try to contain the bubble of laughter that wants to be released. “That’s terrible,” I manage to say instead.

      “Miles is a legacy, but was never truly meant to be a Society member.” My father sighs. “The weak are always meant to be weeded out by these trials.”

      The Elders spend the next twenty minutes going over every Adam, except for mine, and I struggle to keep my composure. The only one I’m worried about is Ash, and by extension Jonas, because he didn’t complete his trial.

      Fuck, fuckity, fuck! I swear, these men go on and on to torture me.

      “Finally, we have the last of the Adams,” intones the Dragon.

      Ugh, finally. Thank God.

      “How did they do?” I ask, almost in a bored tone, and Jacob’s lips twitch. They are definitely enjoying messing with me.

      “Bastian did very well. There was no DNA left behind, and no one saw him leave. Father Monroe was found by a Sister the following morning, who called the police. I think he also found some closure after his trial, because he looks lighter as well,” the Dragon says.

      I agree with that, because he’s been smiling easier, even though his father is a prick. It wasn’t Bastian’s fault he was continually molested by a priest, who was an authority figure in his life. But when Bast finally had the courage to tell his father, he beat him horribly. Bast sported a broken arm the following summer, stating he had a football accident.

      “And then there’s Ash,” sighs the Panther. I wince inwardly, refusing to show how worried I am about him. “He took his mark down very easily, and showed absolutely no remorse. It’s impressive how well he can compartmentalize when he needs to. We had cameras in the warehouse to watch him in action, and he was impressive.”

      My father nods. “Ash completed his trial well, and then decided to complete Jonas’ as well,” my father says, disappointment clear in his voice.

      “In his defense, the videos were wired for sound in Jonas’ house,” the Dragon reveals. “Ash came in, and Josiah asked him if he was coming to kill him for his part in his wife’s death. I was floored. We never found out who killed her, and we did look, because he was a Society member, and she was beloved by The Society.”

      “Ash and Jonas told me about how their trials went, and Ash said he couldn’t allow Jonas to kill his own father. I understand it was wrong, but I don’t believe it should keep them from becoming Locked Souls Society members—” I begin to argue.

      The Elders chuckle, and I look around the room in confusion.

      “We aren’t going to let this keep them from their initiation, Levi,” my father murmurs, his lips twitching in amusement. “Plus, we found out we have a traitor in our midst. We do not condone the skin trade, as you know, and I’m angry that our resources have been used in this way.”

      “Agreed,” I sigh, rubbing the back of my neck. “So, what is going to happen to Ash and Jonas?”

      “They both owe us a boon. They will have to perform a job for us at some point in the future, without question,” Dragon intones.

      Fuck. It could literally be anything, and Jonas already owes The Society because of his sister.

      “I understand,” I murmur. “Am I allowed to tell them what a boon to the Society means?”

      “No,” the Panther barks. “They will soon find out what it means when you do not do what is expected of you. Now it is time to prepare them for their induction. There are people complaining that your Adams will have a private initiation…”

      My eyes fly to the Eagle and the Dragon. We’ve never had an Eve before that’s related to two Elders: one by marriage, and the other by blood. Neither will want to see Chastity have sex for the first time with Jonas, Ash, and Bastian.

      I also, as her husband, am uncomfortable with anyone outside of the guys seeing her in such an uninhibited state. Chas and the guys have been moving forward in their relationship, and she’s more confident that she will be able to complete the induction ceremony without taking any drugs.

      “We have never had an Eve that’s related to Elders,” Dragon growls. “I do not want to see my sister in that position ever. They can watch the three Eves that we have for the other Adams who have completed their trails. Chastity will not be one of them.”

      The Panther nods quickly, stepping away. Gross fucking priest, wanting to get his rocks off watching my wife. Not in this life, or any other, will I ever allow my Little Sinner to be unprotected.

      The meeting ends soon after, and I leave to find Chastity. I need to go over everything that will be happening in the ceremony. There are things I haven’t done with her that may happen with the three of them being involved, and I want to be sure she doesn’t have any hard limits.

      She should be home in our apartment, so that’s where I go first, using the tunnels because I don’t want to run into anyone tonight.

      Stepping out of the hidden garden door, I continue on to my apartment.

      “Chastity!” I call out as I enter our home.

      “I’m in the kitchen,” she says, and I sigh happily.

      While I can cook, Chastity is so much better at it than I am. It’s a treat I’ll never get used to. Stalking the amazing smells coming from the kitchen, I sigh happily as I see her close the oven door.

      “Dinner is almost ready.” She grins, turning and rushing into my waiting arms.

      “Did you miss me, Baby Girl?” I chuckle, kissing her hard, because I know I did.

      “Mmm, you always smell so good,” Chas says dreamily. “I did miss you. Dinner is happening soon, if you want to change?”

      I’ve noticed that she studiously will not ask me how a meeting went, if she knows I was with the Elders or doing something for The Society. While I appreciate it, I’m not in the business of keeping secrets from my wife, if I don’t need to.

      “Give me a couple of minutes to change, and then I have some things to chat with you about,” I tell her with a smile.

      “Dinner still has some time before it’s ready,” Chastity says. “I have some homemade garlic bread, if you’re hungry though.”

      My stomach growls and I chuckle. “It appears I am starving. I’ll be back in a second.”

      Walking quickly, I strip as soon as I get to our bedroom. My clothes go into the laundry basket to be washed, and I throw on a pair of basketball shorts, forgoing a shirt. I don’t really mind if my wife drools over me.

      At the last second, I bite my lip, grabbing a lubricant packet and shoving it into my pocket. This may be useful for what I need to talk to Chastity about.

      Returning to the kitchen, I find her cutting up fresh garlic bread.

      “You look good enough to eat,” I growl, picking her up to sit her on the counter before taking a bite of the bread she holds to my lips.

      Moaning, I chew, practically having a religious experience. “I’m so happy I married you,” I groan.

      She chuckles, pulling me closer to her. She’s in a skirt with a long-sleeved shirt and knee high socks. Chastity looks like my version of a wet dream.

      “Tell me what you wanted to talk about,” she reminds me with a small smile.

      “The guys passed their trials,” I tell her, and her grin widens. I need to tell the guys before I tell her anymore, and I kiss up her neck. “The initiation will also be a private affair for you and your Adams, because I’m a possessive ass, and I don’t want anyone else to look at you when you come.”

      Chastity giggles, her legs pulling me closer. “I feel as if this is a good thing. Continue.”

      “You have three Adams, and three holes, Little Sinner,” I tell her, pushing up her skirt. I want to know what she’s uncomfortable with, so I can tell the guys. Kissing up her neck, I enjoy her sighs as I rip her panties off her. Chastity gasps and I grin. I’ll always be a caveman for her.

      “I’m aware, Father. Is this an anatomy class? I didn’t know you taught that…” she sasses me.

      Grinning, I pull her off the counter, turn her around, and push Chastity so her ass is bared to me. Swatting it, I grin as she gasps.

      “Such a pretty brat with a soon to be red ass for the initiation,” I chuckle.

      “You’re such a tease,” Chastity says, wiggling her ass at me. Ripping her skirt off of her, I decide I need her right now.

      Next, the rest of her clothes are gone, and I have a very naked wife to feast my eyes on.

      Holding her wrists in one hand, I kick her legs open. “Is that pretty pussy wet and waiting for me, Little Sinner?” I grin. Unable to wait another second, I bend down to lick at her core.

      “Father Levi,” she moans breathily, pushing her hips up as I eat her out.

      Pulling out the lube, I rip it open with my teeth, liberally coating my fingers and her pretty, tight hole. Throwing it onto the counter, I murmur, “I’m going to pop that cherry tonight, Little Sinner. I’m going to stretch you really good, so you’re ready for one of your Adams to fuck it.”

      Chastity moans as I attack her pussy with my mouth, pushing my thumb into her ass slowly. I have large hands, and even my thumb steals her breath.

      “Oh… it feels so odd,” she mumbles, her back arching.

      “It may burn a little, but, Baby, once we train you for it, you’ll beg for your ass to be filled,” I promise.

      My other hand holds her lips open for me, so I can pay special attention to her clit. Pushing my fingers in next, I fuck her ass and hole together. She’s dripping with arousal, and it doesn’t take long before her legs are shaking. Wailing as she comes, I pull my hand away from her tight channel, sucking her juices from my fingers.

      Dropping my shorts, I glide my cock through her folds. Smacking her ass, I ask, “Do you want your husband to fuck you as my fingers fuck your virgin hole, Little Sinner?”

      “Oh… yes. Please, Sir. Fuck and abuse me, however you want me,” Chastity begs.

      Spanking her again for her language, I thrust my hips, entering her. Fucking her hard, I pull out my thumb, only to insert two other fingers into her ass.

      Whimpering at the unfamiliar stretch, I pull her now shorter hair so that she bows prettily. “I am your God, you come only for me right now,” I insist.

      I know I’m being heretical, but this girl does things to me that no other woman has ever done before.

      “Is that understood, Baby Girl?” I ask, loving how her breasts bounce as I fuck her.

      “Yes, Sir. Only you. Oh, God!” Chastity wails, her orgasm taking her by surprise as her walls clamp down on me.

      “You feel so perfect to me,” I groan. “You’re going to be the most perfect Eve to your Adams. You’re going to be their whore to control, while you give all of yourself to them. Aren’t you, my perfect Little Sinner?”

      Chastity is incoherent as she promises to do anything and everything. Just as the timer begins to scream that our food is ready, I drop the hand tangled in her hair as I continue to fuck both her holes, and press firmly on her clit.

      “Yes! Oh my… Levi!” Chastity gives the most perfect moan as she comes on my cock again.

      “Good girl. Coming all over my cock. You’re so fucking mine,” I groan, painting the walls of her pussy with my cum.

      Chastity collapses on the counter and I chuckle, pulling out of her. Washing my hands quickly, I hum to myself as she tries to control her breathing. Taking the food out of the oven, after turning it off, I plate the food before putting it on a tray. Pulling my exhausted wife into my arms, I throw her over my shoulder, taking our food with us to bed.

      She’s earned my feeding her every morsel, and then we’ll both shower after, where I’ll worship her body some more, before she has to meet the guys for their initiation.

      

  




JONAS

      Tonight is our night with Chastity, and I’m a little nervous. I know that we’ve messed around a bit, but this is a big deal. We’ve all built up losing our virginity to our Eve, that even Bast is fiddling with his glasses.

      “Guys,” Ash says, snapping to get our attention. I’m honestly surprised he’s the one who’s about to give us a pep talk. “It’s Chastity we’re talking about. I know we’ve had our issues, but she’s perfect for us. Our initiation is going to go well, and we’ll give her so many orgasms, we may have to fuck her awake again.”

      Bast barks out a laugh. “Really, Ash? That’s what you’re leading with?”

      My lips twitch, even as my cock admits that it's interested. Levi told us that our initiation will not be observed at all. We will be in a locked, unmonitored room, and given the green light to fuck like bunnies.

      This also means that if Ash and I kiss, or even do more, no one will be around to pass judgment.

      “I really do love when she gives me her special pussy showers,” I confess.

      “Lets all take actual showers,” Ash says, eyes twinkling with a mirth I don’t often find in them. “And then we can come see what we’re expected to wear to this thing.”

      There’s still mystery to this, because that’s what The Society enjoys. It wouldn’t be another Locked Souls Society event without a little cloak and dagger.

      Heading to the bathrooms, we shower quickly, and I even tug my cock slowly. Eyes rolling, I take an unsteady breath.

      “Very soon,” I mutter. My control is unraveling after so many months of waiting, and I want to make sure none of us hurt our Eve. She’s the most perfect girl for us; beautifully broken, but finding her strength every day.

      Drying off, I think about the therapy appointments she told me that she’s been attending. She said that she found someone who is sympathetic, and doesn’t make her feel dumb, or as if she needs to be pulled out of a cult.

      I guess her life with her supposed father was a lot like a strict, Christian cult-like upbringing. Maxen was harsh with her, but it was because he wanted to be able to get her to do his bidding. Even keep quiet about multiple rapes.

      Yes, we need to be careful tonight. Remind her she’s safe, loved, and ours.

      Wrapping the towel around my hips, I step out of the bathroom to find Ash holding our white cloaks for initiation. It’s game time. Time for all of our dreams to come true.
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        * * *

      

      There are twelve Adams in the chamber, with four rooms surrounding it. This is the ceremonial hall where The Locked Souls Society celebrates the hard work each Adam has put forth.

      There are four Eves standing to the side in a row, but they won’t be here long before retiring to their chambers to wait for us. There’s a group of men in white around me, and six Elders in black who are masked. Surrounding us is a ring of men that are faceless in robes. Society members who are here to observe our graduation ceremony into the Locked Souls Society.

      I’m wondering what words of wisdom they’ll have to impart before we each collect our reward. Our Eve.

      “Adams, before you is the bounty of your sacrifice. You have worked hard with your peers, and here are your Eves, to usher you into manhood. Soon you’ll be able to taste the sweet flesh of womanhood, and they are here to take good care of you,” the Dragon says.

      The Eves are wearing white sparkly masks on their faces for purity, a white crop top that bares their stomachs, and the thin material leaves little to the imagination. They're also wearing flimsy skirts with multiple layers, which hints to the fact that none of them are wearing underwear.

      The white humor isn’t lost to me, because none of our Eves are virgins. They’re all much more experienced, which is why they’ve been chosen.

      Their outfits invite strained pants, and as my eyes fall on the short, light brown hair that I know belongs to Chastity, my mouth waters. I can’t wait to pull her top down and suck on her nipples, which are hard and pushing against the material.

      It’s cold down here, but I don’t feel it due to my excitement. We’re deep underneath the Academy, and the knowledge that we’re about to be a part of something special is heady.

      Ash discreetly squeezes my fingers, and I struggle to keep my smile hidden.

      “Eves, please head to your appointed room, and your Adams will follow soon. Some of you have been chosen to be observed by leadership, which is a huge honor,” the Panther intones.

      I know they’re spinning this because of who Chastity is. Levi made sure to pull us aside while we were in our rooms to give us the rundown of what to expect, before he walked us down here. I also know Ash and I are in deep shit, so I’m just grateful to even be here.

      The Eves leave the center chamber, though I do meet Chas’ hazel eyes before she disappears.

      “Grati frates et initiati!” the Dragon roars, and my eyes snap to the front of the room to pay attention.

      Together, we recite our creed back to him.

      
        
        “We bide by law and sacrifice.

        The flesh between a woman’s legs is our price.

        To honor thy society, the truth we must seek and always our secrets we must keep.

        Lies and sins we will abolish, for the cause of the brotherhood is our promise.”

      

      

      “If you look around, you’ll see that not every Adam completed their tasks,” the Dragon states.

      Even though Ash, Bastian, and I know who didn’t make it, we look around the room. I’m glad that Miles didn’t make the cut. I’ve always disliked him, but when he messed up Ash’s wrist, I wanted to beat the shit out of him.

      Any initiates who don’t survive the trials are forced to also leave the school in disgrace. Mother Superior is told to flunk them, and she does so without asking any questions. She doesn’t know what goes on in The Locked Souls Society, but there are things that go above even her head.

      She doesn’t want any part of it.

      “From now on, if you see a disgraced initiate, they do not exist. They will never get a job opportunity from us, you will not speak to them, and you’ll just walk past them. They all knew the cost of failing their tasks, and their ban will last the rest of their lives. Their families will also feel the pain of siring a disgraced Adam,” the Eagle says.

      This was my worst nightmare about joining The Society: that one of us wouldn’t make it. We would lose our brothers and Levi. He’d no longer be able to speak to us or mentor us, and we’d essentially be dead to him.

      Thank God we all passed. Even though I know I didn’t complete my last trial, the Elders are offering lenience.

      “Go to the room where you’ll find your Eve, and enjoy your night. This only happens once in your lifetime, and we have ensured your first time will be amazing. The Madden Adams, please step forward,” the Dragon barks, talking about us.

      To be able to identify each pod of Adams, we take on the last name of our mentor for gatherings such as these. Otherwise, it can get very confusing.

      We do as asked, and his dragon mask looks scary as hell. What do you say to the brother of the woman you love in this situation?

      The Madden Adams know more about The Society, the identities of the Elders, and the inner workings than anyone else. I can’t help but feel that this is also why we have been given so many passes. It would be a shame to excommunicate us.

      “These young men will have a sealed room for their time with their Eve. No one will be allowed to go in while they are there. Their Eve is special, and no one will see her in such a vulnerable way,” he says, laying down the law.

      There are grumbles from The Society members behind us, and I stiffen. I wouldn’t care if Levi joined us at some point tonight, and I know there’s a secret way into the room that he knows about. I just don’t want anyone else to see Chastity in the throes of pleasure. Her noises and the way her sweet pussy squirts for me, is all ours.

      “That’s enough!” Dragon roars, causing me to flinch. “There are three other rooms for you to observe. Leave the room with the dragon alone, or suffer the consequences of banishment for yourself. I am short on patience tonight.”

      Jacob looks over the room, looking every bit the leader of our secret society. He was born to lead.

      “Follow your mentor to your room, and enjoy your time with your Eve,” the Dragon says, and I would swear he winks at us.

      Fuck, her brother both scares and confuses me.

    

  







            Chapter 25
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      After I leave the main chamber, I walk into a room that is filled with candles in wall sconces, a giant bed with red satin sheets, and the softest rugs under my feet. I was in that icy cold chamber with bare feet, and I was so close to my teeth beginning to chatter.

      Thankfully, this room is comfortably warmer than the one I just left.

      The door closes behind me, and I jump, squeaking.

      “Get a grip, Chastity,” I mutter. I’m more excited than nervous, and am really proud of the guys.

      It took a lot of sacrifice for them to be able to get here. Time drones on, but it could be five minutes or two hours. I don’t have a watch to be able to tell, and the anticipation is building.

      Sitting on the bed, prepared to just go crazy as I wait, the door opens. My Adams walk in wearing white robes, their hoods drawn over their heads, leaving their faces in heavy shadows.

      Standing, I bite my lip as I have eyes only for them.

      “Little Sinner,” hisses a voice, and I look over at the door where Levi stands.

      Taking a step forward, I enjoy how his eyes heat for me. “Come give your husband a kiss before I leave you to your pleasure, Baby Girl,” he growls.

      Knowing I’m not doing anything wrong, I still feel a shiver of thrill run up my spine. His fingers run through my now short curls, pulling my head back as he kisses me.

      “Are you going to be a good girl and squirt for these boys?” he asks, and I rub my thighs together.

      “Yes, Father,” I whimper, and one of the guys behind me grunts in desire.

      “Don’t restrain her unless she begs for it,” Levi murmurs, always taking care of me. “Even then, make sure she doesn’t change her mind in the middle of it—”

      “We’ll be fine,” I giggle, which turns into a gasp as Levi kisses me down my neck.

      “I want to rip this outfit off you, but I can’t,” he groans. Turning me, he pushes me into Jonas’ waiting arms. He’s already pushed off his hood, watching me as if he wants to eat me whole.

      Yes, please.

      “I may not be able to restrain myself, so enjoy her while you can, boys.” Levi chuckles. “If one of you doesn’t take her sweet ass, I will be.”

      Levi shuts the door as he leaves, and I’m blushing hard.

      “Has he not taken your ass yet?” Jonas asks, pinching and massaging one of my nipples, as if he can’t wait another minute.

      My nipples have been harder than diamonds thinking about what’s going to happen in this room, and my breath comes quicker as I enjoy the sensations of Jonas’ touching.

      “No… he hasn’t. I’m untouched there, except for, um…” I can’t think while Jonas teases me.

      “Cat got your tongue, Princess?” Ash growls, grabbing the top of my shirt and ripping it down the front. Levi did give them the idea.

      I can feel my arousal painting my thighs, since I’m not wearing any panties. Ash pushes my breasts up to Jonas, as if presenting a present, and he leans down to suck on them.

      “Fucking delicious,” Jonas moans, pulling my nipple harder with his teeth.

      “You were saying something,” Ash reminds me.

      “You two are so mean.” Bast chuckles.

      “Levi fucked my ass with his fingers while he had sex with me,” I rush out, squirming against Ash’s hard body as he pinches and massages my breasts.

      “Naughty girls with naughty language get their mouths stuffed with cock, is how I think it goes.” Ash grins, biting and sucking up my neck. I’m going to wear their marks on my body proudly.

      “I don’t think that’s how it goes,” I tell them, happy to be a brat.

      Ash moves his hand faster than I can track, smacking my ass. I swear he’s a freer person today, a happier one. I have to say, I really am enjoying it.

      “Lose the rest of your shirt and crawl onto the bed for us,” Jonas commands, moving away from me.

      Moving to follow their instructions, I climb onto the bed, smirking to myself as I feel a breeze under my skirt. My pussy is on full display to them.

      “Pull your skirt up all the way and present that beautiful, wet pussy for us,” Ash murmurs. “I can’t wait to be inside you, but I think you need to come a few times for us first.”

      Pulling my skirt up, I lean over so that my ass is high in the air. The sound of clothes being dropped onto the floor fills the air, and my thighs search for stimulation.

      Large hands pull my thighs farther apart. “No, no. You’re not allowed to do that. You don’t get to come until we say,” Bast says gently. He’s always been the careful one with me.

      I whine, and Bast drags his fingers through my core. “I know, Baby. I’m going to make you feel better. Be good and scream when you come for me. I want people to hear how fast we can learn,” he murmurs.

      His lips close on my clit and I moan, my hands sinking into his hair to pull him closer. Ash climbs onto the bed, stroking his cock as he kneels in front of me.

      “I promised to fill your naughty mouth, Princess. Open up wide so you don’t make me a liar. God hates a liar,” he says teasingly.

      Letting go of Bast’s hair, I whimper as I feel his hands spread me wide so he can continue to lap at my cream.

      Opening my mouth wide as I push myself up from my laying position, I hiss as Ash wraps his hand in my hair. “I love this length,” he coos, feeding me the head of his cock.

      Hollowing my mouth, I suck on it, loving every grunt and curse Ash makes.

      “I feel left out, Baby Girl.” Jonas laughs, moving to kneel next to Ash.

      Together they use my mouth, taking turns having me suck on them as Bast makes me moan with his tender ministrations. Two thick fingers push into my tight channel, fucking me, as Bast uses his thumb to play with my clit.

      “Is Bast making that sweet pussy feel good?” Jonas asks, pulling my mouth off him. A thread of saliva follows, and he smiles knowingly.

      “Yes, but I’m so close,” I gasp, my tits bouncing from the force of Bast’s fingers. My eyes roll as he twists his digits. “Yes! Oh, my God…”

      “Good, you won’t be using your words for a while, Princess.” Ash chuckles, tapping my lips with his dick.

      My toes begin to curl as the pressure increases when Bast hits my G-spot.

      “Mmmm, you’re going to look so pretty when you squirt for him,” Jonas comments, pushing my head down further onto Ash, so my eyes water.

      As if he just needed to say it, I shudder as I cream all over Bast’s face. “Fuck, I will never get used to that,” he says.

      Ash shudders, pulling me up. Worried I clamped too hard around him, I ask, “Did I hurt you?”

      Moving me to lay down between them, he shakes his head. “No, I plan on coming inside of you or not at all, and I was getting too close. Your mouth is a damn dream.” Ash smirks.

      “Oh…” I whisper, blushing.

      “I have no problems coming in your mouth first, unlike him,” Jonas says. “You’re wearing this damn skirt, and that just won’t do.”

      Ash and Jonas grab the bottom of the fabric, ripping it apart with their bare hands. I’m a puddle of desire, because they’re insanely sexy when they use their muscles.

      Caging me underneath him, Ash holds my stare. “I know we’ve had our problems, but I trust you. I realize I can’t fault you for having secrets you don’t even know, because they’re locked up tightly in that sexy brain of yours. Thank you for being our princess, and not letting me fuck it all up,” he says softly.

      “You’re a part of me,” I tell him with a small smile. “Part of us. And I love you.”

      Ash looks at me intently, an odd look crossing over his face before he says, “I love you, Princess.”

      Pushing my leg up, he leans onto his knees to stare as he pushes his cock inside of me. “Damn, your pussy looks even better filled with my cock, Beautiful.” Ash grins.

      “Romantic as always,” Jonas snorts. My back bows as I get used to Ash’s size. Average is the last thing anyone could say about him. “Move her so her head is off the bed then she can swallow my cock. I’ll never get tired of her mouth.”

      Ash and Jonas manhandle me in the best of ways so that my head hangs over the bed, allowing me to be filled by both of them. I grab handfuls of Jonas’ ass, pulling him further down my throat.

      “Fuck!” Jonas roars. “I’m trying not to hurt you, but… Goddamn it, Chastity.”

      Pushing him back, I moan as Bast sucks and plays with my breasts while Ash thrusts inside of me.

      “Use me,” I beg him. “Oh… Oh, my God, Ash. Yes, just like that.”

      Growing more confident, he pulls a drawer that’s built into the headboard, and my jaw drops.

      “Levi may have made sure you had toys stocked in here.” Ash smirks. “Although, I wouldn’t have wanted to have that conversation with any of the fussy Elders. Either way, Levi was very adamant that you’d have so many orgasms, you’d be begging us to stop.”

      “Why would I ask you to stop?!” I ask incredulously. The guys share a smirk.

      “Yeah, you’re our perfect Eve,” Bast murmurs as Ash turns the clit toy on.

      “Lay back. I want to feel how tight your throat gets when you come,” Jonas urges.

      Doing as he says, I open my mouth, and his hips thrust forward with no hesitation. I love how my eyes water, and I have to struggle to breathe. I’m safe with these three men, and I lift my hips, urging Ash to fuck me deeper.

      “Fuck, Chastity,” Ash says, rutting into me. He does this twist with his hips that leaves me seeing stars, as I scream my release around Jonas’ cock.

      

  




JONAS

      There’s nothing sweeter than this woman enjoying what we’re doing to her. Bast strokes himself, grunting as he watches the pretty pussy shower Chastity treats Ash to.

      “Fuck, I’m close,” I mutter, grunting when Chastity’s fingers dig into my ass as she shudders. Her tits bounce in perfect motion as Ash fucks her too.

      “Me too. Dammit, I’m not wearing a condom,” Ash says, closing his eyes as he tries to think.

      Levi told me not to worry about protection, and to be sure we pump Chastity full of cum. I think he may be planning to get her pregnant, but I don’t want to tell Ash that.

      “Come inside of her,” Bast grunts, squeezing the red, angry tip of his cock, staving off his release.

      I’ve realized that I can masturbate, and as soon as I think of Chastity, I’m hard again. Therefore, I wasn’t particularly worried about coming down her throat first. I’m trying to control the beast that wants to pin her down and fuck her, which is different from how I treat her outside of the bedroom. Fortunately, Chas doesn’t want to be treated with kid gloves, based on how she gags around me.

      “Fuck, Chastity, Baby, come one more time,” Ash groans, tossing the toy and pinching her clit. Her body lifts off the bed, practically convulsing as she comes for him.

      Ash kisses the inside of her knee as his eyes roll, pumping her full of cum. Watching Ash and Chastity is the final straw, and I follow, thrusting hard.

      “Swallow it all for me, Baby Girl. I’ll just feed you whatever you don’t,” I growl. Ash huffs a laugh as he watches me.

      “Damn, why is that so hot?” he says, pulling out of Chastity.

      Bast leans over with a grin. “That pretty pussy is a mess, and I love it.”

      “I want to eat it out of her before you fuck her,” I confess, stepping back to let our girl breathe.

      Chastity’s chest heaves, and there’s a trail of cum that she couldn’t quite swallow. Chasing it with my finger, I push it through her lips, grunting as she sucks on my finger. “Such a good girl.”

      “Mmm, that was amazing.” She grins, beginning to look a little cum drunk.

      “I’m going to clean you up a little, but you have to promise not to touch Bast. Can you do that?” I ask her with a smile. Poor guy is going to explode if she touches him.

      Pouting, she nods. Bast snorts, pulling her up to a kneeling position. As he kisses her, Chastity holds her arms folded behind her in a position of submission. She looks incredible with her knees open wide, with hers and Ash’s cum making her pussy extra glossy.

      “Levi has magical powers,” Ash mutters, watching her. “She sure as shit doesn’t usually submit to anyone else. This must be all his doing.”

      “Levi has major Daddy vibes.” Chastity grins as she comes up for air.

      She’s definitely loopy, and it’s amazing. Laying on the bed, I grab her by the waist, picking her up to sit her on my face.

      “I can move myself,” she sasses, her submission long forgotten. I guess I really do love this part of her though. “Cavemen, I… Jonas!”

      Her squeal is everything as I slam her on my tongue. I lap at the juiciness of her coupling with Ash, moaning at how amazing they taste together.

      “I’m going to drown you,” Chas huffs, holding onto the headboard as her hips start to rock.

      “Eh, if he dies, he dies, Princess,” Ash says. I can imagine his satisfied grin. Of course he’s happy, he lost his virginity to our girl first.

      I’m going to be honest and admit that I’m an ass man. I love Chas’ butt as it sways when she walks. I love it even more when she’s spanked. Finding out her ass is virgin territory makes me want to claim that first.

      I really am a caveman, she’s not wrong about that. Her thighs clamp down around my head, and I grunt, my hands holding her ass even more securely, inviting her to grind on my face.

      “Jonas,” Chas gasps. “God… yes… oh!”

      “Give it to him,” Ash growls. I feel a wet trickle on my chest, and wonder what the hell is going on. Ash’s fingers rub along her tight asshole, and I realize how well he knows me. On the same page, I take my thumbs and open her wide to him. “Such a pretty sight. Take my fingers, Beautiful. Let’s get you ready to take Jonas’ cock.”

      Chastity moans as they enter her, the movement making her fuck my face. Soon, she’s taking three fingers like a pro. “I feel so full,” she gasps, her thighs starting to shake as she gets closer to her orgasm.

      “I know, Baby. Jonas isn’t small. Between Bast and him, you’ll be perfectly stuffed. Are you ready to be their perfect little fuck toy?” Ash asks.

      Bast makes a small noise, as if he’s not sure Ash should call her that, but it’s cut off by the sounds of Chastity coming with a strangled sound. Personally, I don’t see anything disrespectful in calling her that in the bedroom, because she knows how much we respect her.

      I also have no doubts that if we fucked up, Levi would beat the shit out of us. No way in hell do I want her to suffer from even a stubbed toe, much less a broken heart.

      Leaning back, I take a deep breath, grinning up at Chastity as Ash pulls away from her. “Holy crap,” she gasps.

      “It’s only the beginning, Beautiful. Go snuggle with Bast. If he doesn’t get to be inside you soon, he’s going to disgrace himself,” I tease her.

      “Fuck off,” Bast grumbles. “I will not.”

      Chastity crawls off me to Bast, sitting in his lap with her legs wrapped around his waist. “Nice and slow,” she murmurs, lining herself up with him.

      “Yes, Baby Girl,” he whispers, entranced by her eyes. “I hope you know how much I adore you.”

      The man is completely gone for her. Only a blind man wouldn’t know it. The truth is, I think we all are. Even Ash, who’s watching her as if she hung the damn moon.

      “Hey, you good?” I murmur, coming closer as Bast groans when Chas sinks down on him.

      “Yeah,” Ash says, grabbing the back of my head to kiss me. “I can’t wait for you to experience how incredible she is. I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather be with.”

      Smiling at him, I move to join Bast and Chastity, because I feel the same way.

      

  




BAST

      Chastity is so incredibly soft. Even if I hadn’t killed my abuser, I would be okay with her touching me whenever she wants. My hand squeezes her hip, while the other plays with her hair. I war with being sweet, and watching her tits bounce in my face.

      “Bast, you’re not going to break her,” Jonas teases me, crawling over to us. This bed is huge, adding to this intensely hedonistic experience. Anything could happen in here, and as long as Chas is enjoying it, then it would be okay.

      “But… it’s wrong to have these thoughts, isn’t it?”

      Chastity shifts so her knees are on either side of me. “I like sex soft and hard, and I even like being dominated at the right times,” she says softly. “Nothing we do together is wrong, if we’re both enjoying it. It’s okay to just be. I… kind of want to do something, but we can wait until we’re more comfortable with each other for that.”

      Smirking, Ash lifts her chin, having come closer as well. “You just gave us this big speech, Princess. What do you want?”

      “I want us all to be together. I want to ride Bast while Jonas fucks my ass. And… I want to suck you off, while you come all over Jonas and I.” Chastity bites her lip, and I can see why Levi calls her his Little Sinner.

      “Don’t get any on me and I’m game.” I grin, thrusting my hips harder. Chastity squeals as she feels me even deeper inside of her, eyes rolling.

      “Seriously?” Ash smirks, already hard again. I’m pretty sure we’ll be fucking her until she passes out on us.

      “Yep. Jonas, if you don’t get inside of her soon—”

      “Fuck! Fuck, okay. I can’t rush perfection,” he grumbles. “Lean forward. We’ll take this easy.”

      “Please. I just want you inside of me already,” Chas begs.

      Sitting up, I capture her lips, pulling her down on top of me. Running my hands down her body, I get my hand between us, rubbing her little bundle of nerves. Chas whines, and I shush her. “Focus on me, Baby Girl. Jonas doesn’t want to hurt you.”

      He cages us both with his arms, arching his brow to make sure I’m alright with him being this close. I’ve never really been bothered by him and Ash being together. It’s always been us against the world.

      “I’m good,” I murmur, my hand tangling in Chas’ hair to kiss her.

      Feeling lube trickle between us, I hiss at how cold it is as it hits my balls. He’s been liberal with it, which is good, but damn. Jonas strokes his cock, slowly pushing into her tight ass. Ash gave her a little foreplay there earlier, and she’s really worked up.

      Chastity moans into my mouth, and I gasp as I feel him against the small barrier between us. “I can feel him rubbing against me,” I chuckle, refusing to be weird about this.

      “I’m almost a little jealous.” Ash grins as Jonas slides in all the way.

      “I’ll fuck your tight ass anytime you want, Ash,” Jonas says. “But goddamn, our girl is amazing.”

      “I feel so full,” she cries, her walls already starting to flutter around us. Fuck.

      Sitting up with her, I groan at the different sensation as she stretches around me.

      “Oh, wow,” she says, her breath hitching.

      Taking control, Ash asks, “What do you need, Princess?”

      “Please, move, guys. It’s so much pressure. I feel so much. It’s amazing, but I need more,” she says.

      “We’re keeping you forever,” I mumble against her lips.

      She smiles dopily at me, sighing as Jonas rocks his hips, causing Chas to do the same. Soon, the sounds of moans and groans fill the room. Ash pulls her head back, and she opens greedily for his cock. Together, we experience absolute bliss.

      “God, you’re literal perfection,” Ash groans, guiding her head.

      Chastity grinds against my pelvic bone, stimulating her clit. My hips thrust and pivot along with her, and her walls clamp down so suddenly when she comes, I roar.

      “Fuck, Chas, goddamn!” I’m coming so hard after holding back, my back spasms, my balls draw up, and I shoot my load into her.

      “I’m coming too,” Jonas confesses. “She’s just so fucking tight. God, yes.”

      Amazingly, I can feel how hot he feels as he comes inside of her as well.

      “Fuck, open wide, because I'm coming too,” Ash whimpers.

      Chastity leans back and I get out of the line of fire, laying back completely as ropes of cum hit Jonas and Chas. Her tits are covered, and they keep their mouths open to catch some. Damn, they look like the perfect porno.

      “Did I miss it all?” Levi chuckles.

      All messy, Chastity smiles sleepily at him. “Hey, Baby. I had fun,” she murmurs.

      “I see you’re still all attached. Did they come inside of you, too? Are you full of cum like a good whore, Little Sinner?”

      Giggling, she shrugs. “I could use your cum inside me too, but I should shower first.”

      “You are,” Levi says, amused. Jonas pulls out of her ass with a hiss, and Chastity rises onto her knees.

      “Clean me up,” she murmurs, holding out her arms to Levi.

      “The shower in the bathroom is huge. Let’s all clean up, guys. Chastity may pass out in… Well, there she goes.” Levi smirks, looking down at his cum-drunk, sleeping wife.

      “She’s amazing,” I say in awe, standing.

      “She is… and she’s ours. We’ll have lots of chances to wake her up tonight. Let’s get to bed. I expect we’re in for a long night with our girl,” Levi says affectionately.

      I hope so, because something tells me I’m completely addicted to her.
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      Last night was incredible. There have been so many misunderstandings. If I wasn’t such a distrusting asshole, this year could have been so much better.

      Chastity smiles sleepily in the bed next to me, and I grin back. We woke her up several times throughout the night, and she didn’t mind a bit.

      “How are you feeling?” I murmur, my hands needing to touch her tousled hair.

      “Good,” she says, letting me slant her face for a kiss.

      “Mmm. Me too. I want some,” Jonas says, making me chuckle against Chas’ lips.

      She grins up at me. “I love that sound,” Chastity says shyly.

      It’s not until Jonas pulls her head back for a kiss that I realize she means my laugh. I wish I could laugh more for her.

      Kissing down her body, I decide an orgasm is just as good. Chastity moans, writhing between us as I suck and grope my way down to her pussy. Levi snores and I smirk. The old man clearly can’t keep up with us.

      Licking up her core, I lift her leg over my shoulder, pushing away the blankets.

      “Mmm, I need you to tell me if you’re sore, Baby Girl, because I can’t think of anything better than fucking you while Ash eats your sweet pussy.” Jonas groans.

      “Yes… I want that so much.” Chastity sighs as I push two fingers inside of her.

      “So damn tight,” I growl, sucking hard on her clit as she bucks her hips.

      “Be a good girl for Ash,” Jonas whispers, attacking her mouth again to keep her quiet. If one of the guys wakes up, they’ll make us get up to do something mundane, like eat breakfast. This is the only meal I need right here.

      Jonas plays with her tits, and I watch them as I torment her from below. As Chas starts to tremble, I push a third finger inside of her, adding a hint of teeth as I suck and tease her.

      Mewling, Jonas swallows her cries as she comes hard for me. Pulling my fingers from her, I pump his cock, enjoying the surprised grunt. Chastity’s acceptance of us is making it a little easier for me to show Jonas outward affection around her. It’s not going to happen overnight though.

      It’s just not fair to make Jonas feel like a dirty secret, so I’m willing to work on it.

      Lining his cock against her entrance, I chuckle darkly as Jonas slams his cock home. Chastity cries out in pain and pleasure, and I soothe her with my tongue.

      Inadvertently, I’m also licking Jonas, and he groans. “Goddamn, that feels so good. Don’t fucking get weird and stop,” he begs.

      Rolling my eyes, I rub Chastity’s clit as I suck at the root of Jonas’ cock. He muffles his noises by burying his face in Chas’ neck, and she gasps at the overstimulation. I know from experience that she has a very sensitive spot on her neck. I discovered it by sucking on it last night.

      “Oh my God, I’m so close,” she mewls, and I hear Bast and Levi beginning to stir.

      Damn, the only reason they lasted so long is because they were exhausted.

      “We’re about to be rudely interrupted, Princess. Come for me, Baby,” I urge, going back to licking her.

      Her breath stutters, and Jonas holds her tightly to him as he fucks her.

      “So that’s what woke me up.” Levi chuckles. “Fucking insatiable creatures.”

      “You get to do this whenever you want,” Jonas groans, though their wedding night wasn’t that long ago, and he’s being dramatic. “Chastity feels so damn good, and drowns my cock so well.”

      “Fuck, and now my dick is hard,” Levi mutters.

      Sticking my finger in my mouth, I get it wet as I help Jonas finish. Pushing it into his ass, I suck on his cock as he fucks Chas. I’m pretty sure, between the two of us, we suck his soul out of his body, as he roars, “Holy fuck, Ash!”

      Chuckling, I lean back, pulling my hand away as Jonas flops onto his back, still connected to our girl. Chest heaving, Chastity has a goofy, satisfied smile on her face.

      “That sounded like one hell of a morning quickie,” Bast snickers, stretching.

      “He… holy… shit, that was amazing,” Jonas gasps, struggling to get his breathing under control.

      Levi chuckles knowingly. “I think we should go to breakfast and spend the day in town. Let’s clean up while Jonas’ soul returns to his body. And maybe… pull your cock out of her too, so I can wash her.”

      Jonas huffs out an exhausted laugh as he pulls out of Chastity, making her whimper at the loss. Levi wastes no time scooping her into his arms, snuggling her on the way to the shower.

      “Come on.” I grin, pulling Jonas up. “I’m fucking starving.”
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        * * *

      

      Breakfast was amazing, and we spent the day walking around the town that’s just over the bridge. It’s an easy walk, my eyes entranced by Chastity in her lavender dress and boots.

      It’s cold today, and she shivers. Pulling off my scarf, I wrap it around her. Chas never remembers to grab one, and I smirk as she burrows into it with a grateful smile.

      “I always forget how cold it is,” she sighs. “I hate wearing too many clothes, but with winter approaching, I’ll have no choice soon.”

      Bast tugs her under his arm naturally, and we pretend to be tourists.

      “I really want hot chocolate,” Chastity murmurs.

      Indulgently, Levi agrees, and we find a cafe to have some warm beverages. Chastity is really observant, and we make up stories about people as they walk past—what they’re wearing, who they’re with, etc. We shouldn’t be having this much fun doing this with our fake priest mentor, but we are.

      “Let’s leave the people of Holy Cross to live their lives and walk to the music store. I want to look at something,” Levi says cagily.

      He’s been doing sweet things for Chastity, like making her playlists of her favorite songs, and I’m pretty sure there’s a new album dropping soon for one of the bands that she likes. I don’t pay attention to social media, but Chastity was talking about it the other day.

      All I know is that the lead singer has purple hair.

      Finishing up, we leave our table at the cafe, walking back into the cold. The guys and I rarely have down time like this between football, training, and Society prep. The tension I so often find between my shoulder blades melts away, and I decide to cling to this memory forever.

      “We need to do this more,” Jonas murmurs, bumping my shoulder as we watch Chastity walk with Levi.

      They’re holding hands, his smile secretive and adoring. He’s definitely hiding a good secret from her, one she’s sure to love.

      “We do,” I answer Jonas, blowing out a breath. “I can’t help feeling that Chastity deserves better sometimes.”

      Jonas makes a strangled sound and I shake my head. I don’t want to give her up for anything.

      “No, I mean, she deserves more dates. Time spent with us as a group or separately. I want her to be able to relax and give us those dopey, silly, cum-drunk smiles as often as possible,” I explain, my voice lowering as we enter a more populated area of town.

      Jonas blows out a breath in relief, and I hate that his mind went there first. There’s so damn much I need to make up for, and I’ll never have enough time.

      Entering the music store, I get a call. My heart drops as I look down and see it’s an unknown number.

      Hoping for nonchalance, I grab Jonas’ sleeve. “I need to take this really fast. I’ll be back, yeah?”

      He nods. “No worries, I’ll keep her occupied,” he says with a smile.

      Jonas and Bast talk to Chastity about her favorite music as I step back outside. Catching the phone on the final ring before it goes to voicemail, I answer.

      “Hello?” I ask, even though it could only be an official call. No one else has my number, outside of the guys and Chastity.

      “Ash, you’ve had your night. It’s time to go,” says a deep voice. I can’t tell who it is, but I know it’s an Elder, and I’m being summoned for my boon to them.

      Watching as the most important people in the world enjoy themselves, oblivious to my heart breaking, I shake my head.

      “Please, just a few more hours. We’ve been having such a good day. I don’t want her to remember me like this,” I beg. They’ll never understand.

      Chastity will never forgive me for this.

      “No,” the voice barks. “It’s not my problem if they understand or not. You wanted to be part of The Society, and we need you to leave now. Your punishment for not completing your trial as asked, is to leave your entire family behind. Move, Ash!”

      Blinking away the stinging in my eyes, I say hoarsely, “Yes, Sir. I’m on the way now.”

      “See that you are,” he barks. “Don’t make me send people for you.”

      The line disconnects, and I lean against the glass, drinking in the last view of my family.

      “I’m sorry,” I whisper. “I have to do this.”

      Turning, I walk faster and faster, and am soon running back to the Academy. Tears escape down my cheeks, my chest heaving with emotion. I refuse to look back, because if I do, I’ll never fulfill my destiny.
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      ONE AND A HALF YEARS LATER
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      “Are you sure about this?” I question for the tenth time. I have been away for so long, I know they won’t just be waiting for me with open arms. They are going to hate me and have a lot of questions.

      Ones that I can’t answer. I may no longer be undercover, but I still need to listen to The Society's rules. It’s my price for saving Jonas’ soul.

      I follow him down the hidden passageways to the courtyard, as he doesn’t bother replying this time. I don’t know why Chastity and the guys are here. They graduated last year, I heard.

      “Keep your mouth shut and remember the rules we abide by, Ash,” he growls and I nod. I know better than to talk back to him. He’s a mean motherfucker at the best of times, but ruthless when pissed off.

      Opening the hidden door that leads to the garden, I follow behind the man I have been shadowing for over a year. He’s tall with dark hair and a beard. Not to mention all the tattoos. I may have succumbed and gotten some ink myself, but I would never go to the extreme like he did.

      Being undercover was fucking hard. I hated it, and the things I had to witness didn't help me sleep at night. I’m happy to be out of that hellhole, but I didn’t plan to return here.

      Laughter greets me as I step out into the sunlight and I pause.

      They can’t see me yet, and for that, I’m thankful. Chastity is standing there in a cute yellow sundress. She’s blatantly pregnant, and has a dark haired little boy on her hip. She’s booping him on the nose as he giggles and I’m frozen.

      Jonas is talking with Bast, and drinking a beer. If I wasn’t lost in my head, I may have found that weird. They are at a religious Academy, out in the open, afterall. But I can’t stop staring at the little boy.

      Doing the math in my head, I think I may vomit. “Are you coming, Spider?” he asks, and I shake my head. I open my mouth a few times and he grunts before leaving me in the bushes, hiding and watching the loves of my life, like some fucking Peeping Tom.

      What the fuck happened while I was gone?

      

  




CHASTITY

      Romeo squishes my cheeks between his hands and my heart just melts. I love this little boy with all my heart, as if he was my own. Speaking of… I search for my husband, but he’s not out here anymore.

      “Where did Levi go?” I ask Jonas, and he throws his head back with a laugh.

      “Elijah decided to give them both a bath with his juice box. After he grumbled, he mentioned going to the old apartment to shower and change. Do we even still have clothes here?” he asks me and I shrug.

      “If we did, they would no longer fit me, but Levi should be okay. If not, I wouldn’t mind seeing him in his robes again,” I say with a smirk, and he leans over to kiss me and rub my stomach.

      Charity starts to kick up a storm in my stomach and I groan. “Can you take him? I need to use the bathroom again,” I say with a laugh as I hold Romeo out to him. Jonas takes him and leads him back to the table where Tempest is chatting with Otto.

      I look around the courtyard that’s filled with all of our family and love. Even my grandmother is here to celebrate Romeo’s first birthday. I close my eyes and sigh when my heart aches for the one man who isn’t here today.

      I don’t know where he is, or what he’s doing, but I hope he knows that I love him, and that he will come home one day. There is someone here waiting to meet him.

      I wave at Bast when he moves to join me, but I’ll be fine. “Love you,” I mouth, and he blows me a kiss. I’m smiling as I head back toward the Academy.
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        * * *

      

      A man I don’t know greets me as I waddle over to the door leading back into the Academy. We had originally planned to have the party in Jacob’s backyard, but due to the weather a few days ago, they have some downed trees and the pool is a mess.

      “You look just like Charity Cross,” he mumbles, his green eyes wide. I laugh and offer him my hand.

      “Well, that’s because she was my mother. I’m Chastity,” I say politely, and he hesitates to shake my hand. Well, okay then. I do a small shuffle from side to side and look at the bathroom door longingly. “If you would just let me pass, I really need to use the restroom.”

      He blinks and nods, moving out of the way for me. I don’t think any more about it as I race to the toilet. “One of these days, baby, you’re going to make a scene.” I sigh as I quickly pee before washing my hands.

      Someone knocks on the door. “Just a minute,” I call out, and groan when they continue. Drying my hands, I walk over and unlock the door. It’s that man and he has a weird look on his face.

      “Ummm, are you okay?” I ask and he shakes his head.

      “No, I need you to come with me. It's not safe here for you,” he mumbles, and my heart starts to race when I see the gun in his hand.

      I place a hand on my baby bump and pray that one of my guys shows up.

      “I… I don't understand. Who are you? Why are you here?” I ask. My hands start to shake and I feel a panic attack coming. “Did… Draven send you?” I gasp, and he gently reaches out to touch my cheek.

      A small whimper escapes my lips, and tears fill my eyes.

      “Please. Please, don't hurt me or my baby,” I cry, and he gives me a smile. Shivers run down my spine at the glimpse of his teeth.

      “I would never hurt you, Chastity. You're mine,” he says, then presses the weapon into my side and leads me into the hidden tunnel, away from my men and my family.

      Please, God, don't let this happen.

      

  




LEVI

      “You are trouble, Little Man. Just like your daddy,” I say to Elijah as he giggles. After quickly bathing the juice off of him, and changing both of our clothes, he decided that it was a good time to have the shits.

      I tried to text one of the guys or my wife to bring us another change of clothes for him, but I left my phone on the table with my jacket. So, for now, Elijah is wearing a light blue onesie, that was once Romeo’s, and I don’t give a shit.

      Walking back to the party, taking the stairs instead of the passageways, I stop and look around. I thought I heard someone whimpering, but no one’s there. Ugh, I need some fucking sleep. Between Chastity and her pregnancy hormones keeping us up all night for sex, and Elijah waking up because he’s teething, I’m exhausted.

      I think Bast and Jonas can be on baby duty tonight, and I’ll take my wife out to the cabin for some alone time. I can tell she's been stressed helping Tempest plan Romeo’s birthday party.

      Elijah’s stomach grumbles and I sigh. “Let’s get you to mommy for a meal, Little Man,” I say, then continue through the empty halls and back out to the courtyard. All of the Academy students are in Mass right now, and I know Mother Cross is going to make us all attend before we leave.

      She’s adamant to save all of our souls. She sees our unorthodox relationship as a sin. Not that we care. I married Chastity, and I support her decision to love whoever she wants.

      “There’s my big guy,” Bast says with a giant smile as he walks over to us. He takes Elijah from my arms, and I search for my Little Sinner. Tempest and Otto are laughing as Romeo smushes cake in Jacob’s face, and my dad is taking photos.

      “Where’s Chas?” I ask Jonas and he looks around too, as if just noticing she’s not here.

      “She had to use the bathroom, but that was a while ago. Maybe she sat down and dozed off somewhere,” he suggests. I roll my eyes. She did that last week while we were grocery shopping. Found a bench and decided to take a nap while nursing Elijah.

      “I’ll go find her,” I mutter, then turn toward the garden. They have some benches under the trees in the shade. As I enter through the small gate, I freeze.

      Chastity isn’t there, but a ghost is. I blink a few times, then rub my eyes. He hasn’t noticed me yet, and is sitting on a bench, with his head in his hands, but I know it’s him.

      “What the fuck are you doing here, Ash?” I growl, surprising him. He looks up at me. His golden eyes are red, and he seems to be upset about something. “You need to leave. You have no idea what you put my family through. Months they looked for you. Not sleeping or eating. Where the fuck were you?”

      “Levi, I…” He seems lost for words, but that’s not going to fly. I laugh and shake my head, then turn and leave him there. “Wait, Levi, I… fuck,” he roars, and I spin back around, moving into his face until we are chest to chest.

      He’s bulked up and has tattoos now, but I’m still taller than him.

      “You don’t understand. I had to go. You know I owed a boon to The Society, and when they say now, they mean it. I can’t talk about it though, you know the fucking rules,” Ash growls.

      Blowing out a breath, I keep walking as he follows. The funny thing is that he’s right. I can’t fault him, because The Locked Souls Society’s rules are law. There’s a whole section of it I don’t even know about. I’ve only heard whispers about it.

      I’m still fucking pissed though. Because if he’s telling the truth, that means that Jacob has been lying to us this whole fucking time.

      “Do you know how many nights I held Chastity as she cried?” I ask him, stalking back to the family he had to leave without a word. “We were ruined for months. The only thing that helped pull her out of it was when she started to feel the baby move.”

      “Baby…” Ash says, as if confused at the thought.

      “Yeah, we all moved on because we had to. Life doesn’t exist in a vacuum, Ash. Hey, did you find her yet?” I ask Jonas as I enter the courtyard.

      “Nope. I’m starting to get worried,” he murmurs before looking behind me and freezing. Shit! I didn’t even think about what seeing Ash again would do to Jonas.

      “Hey,” Ash whispers, and I watch as Jonas’ eyes fill with tears. He’s opening and closing his mouth. I step closer to him and place my hand on his shoulder, bringing him back to the here and now.

      My wife is still missing, and I don’t like that it happened right when Ash reappears.

      “Did you try calling her?” I ask and he nods. I glance up as someone laughs, and I spot the other asshole in this courtyard. I stomp over to Jacob.

      He looks up at me and notices Ash. His smile leaves his face and he stands. “Shit,” he grumbles. “Is it time?” he asks, and my eyebrows raise. I go to ask him what the fuck he’s talking about when Ash steps around me and over to Romeo.

      “Is… is he mine?” he chokes out, his hands shaking, and Tempest’s eyes get huge.

      “Wow, after all this time, you return and can’t even recognize your own son,” Bast says with a scowl as he holds Elijah in his arms, bouncing him. He has a pacifier in his mouth, but he doesn’t seem happy.

      Tempest stands and takes Romeo from Otto, holding her son close. “I’m sure there’s a good reason for why you’re back, but we don’t have time for a reunion. I don’t even know that you deserve it right now. We need to find Chastity,” she says, then starts walking back toward the Academy. Jonas glares at Ash one more time, and he and Bast follow.

      “I am so confused,” Ash mumbles, and I want to punch him in his selfish face. Otto takes mercy on him.

      “Romeo is Tempest’s son. Elijah, the baby in Bastian’s arms, is your son. Chastity found out she was pregnant a few weeks after you disappeared,” Otto says, then crosses his arms and glares at his husband, as if he has something to do with this.

      Jacob clears his throat and glances around with a sigh. “Let’s not do this here,” he says, walking over to the hidden door in the wall that will lead us to his office. I follow him, as does Ash.

      We don’t talk, and the sound of our footsteps smacking on the cobblestone ground is the only noise. It’s eerie. When we reach the door to his office, he walks inside and leans against his desk, holding his hands up to pacify me.

      I am visibly shaking, and I don’t care that he’s the leader of The Locked Souls. He’s also my brother-in-law, and he’s been blatantly lying to me and his sister for over a year.

      He was there as she broke down and had to almost be hospitalized for not eating or sleeping. I turn to face Ash. Chastity was a fucking mess. We all were.

      She loved him, even though he was an asshole. She loved him completely, and his disappearance broke her. Not to mention Jonas. God, he spent months searching for Ash. The pregnancy is what saved them both from going insane.

      When Elijah was born, and looked like a spitting image of Ash, I was worried the hysteria would start all over again, but all Chastity said was that she was glad a piece of him still remained in our little family.

      But now seeing him standing here, knowing that The Society is the reason that my family was ripped apart, I need blood.

      “Start talking, right the fuck now!” I growl, and Jacob groans.

      “Ash owed a boon to The Society. He was chosen to go deep undercover. I don’t know all the details, but the fact that he’s standing here right now is not good, Levi. It means we’re on the brink of war.”

      A phone rings, interrupting Jacob’s poor excuse of an explanation.

      “Yeah,” Ash grunts, answering it, and I watch him as he starts to panic. “No, what the fuck?  You can’t just take her!” he shouts, before turning and running from the room.

      Leaving Jacob and I confused, I decide to deal with him later, and turn back to the Judas staring me in the eyes, begging me to understand.

      “Chastity and I trusted you, and you saw what it did to her. Our lives were blown apart after the initiation. We had a few hours of perfection before it all went to shit,” I roar. “The only thing that saved us were the kids. Heaven help me, maybe it would have been better if he never came back. Ash could have slunk back like the coward he is, and then disappeared again. Where’s my goddamn wife, Jacob?!”

      “You don’t understand. I don’t know where she is. All I know is that Ash was to find out information about the criminal activities happening under The Society’s noses. We had a mole, so he was tasked with finding the bastards. But… he was only supposed to come back if something went wrong,” Jacob whispers, looking pale.

      Gone is the man who commands the most powerful men in the world, and in his place is a broken one. He is facing down bad decisions, and the disappearance of his sister.

      “Where is Chastity?” I growl. “There are few things in my life that matter to me, and she is one of them. I’ll paint the world in blood if I don’t get some goddamn answers.”

      I grab the blade from the corner of Jacob’s desk and hold it against his throat.

      “You betrayed us all. Give me one good reason not to slit your throat from ear to ear,” I growl, and his eyes widen.

      The door slams open and I glance up, making sure to keep pressure on his neck, but not cut him. My dad storms in and his eyes are wild.

      “Levi, what the fuck are you doing?” he roars and I just smile, pressing harder onto Jacob’s neck.

      “He needs to tell me where the fuck my wife is, right now!” I snap, and my dad takes a few hesitant steps toward us.

      “Son, stop,” he shouts in a shaky tone. “Get off him! He’s your brother.”
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      Woah, talk about an ending. Where is Chastity? Is she going to be okay? Who is the man who took her? Will Levi still kill Jacob, even now knowing they are brothers? Will Ash be forgiven?

      So many things still to come in UNLOCKED. The last and final book in The Locked Souls trilogy. One click now!

      Unlocked: Society of The Locked Souls Book Three https://a.co/d/11ElG4j

      

      Want to know where Ash has been all this time? What he’s been doing undercover? You may even see some people you’re familiar with…

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Ash: Society of The Locked Souls Novella https://a.co/d/cEge1iT

      

      Also if you are wanting Tempest’s story Forgive, Me Mother and you didn’t read it in the Sacrilege Antho, I will be releasing her prequel which occurs between Locked Hearts and Locked Promises next month. Keep an eye out!

      Want to know more about the mental institution that Chastity was at? Hidden Hills? Or how about her favorite band The Darkest Nights?

      Check out the first book in the trilogy, The Darkest Chord here: https://geni.us/darkestnights1
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      There are so many people to Thank and usually, we make a page of Acknowledgements, but this time around we’re just going to say:

      

      Thank you to our editor Emma. You are amazing!

      

      Thank you to November Sweets for once again formatting our baby. We’re so blessed to have you in our lives!

      

      And thank you to our amazing alphas, betas, street, and ARC teams! You guys are the real rockstars! We wouldn’t be anywhere without y’all!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            More From Amber Nicole

          

        

      

    

    
      Reverse Harem:

      Alistar Academy Duet:

      The Forest Witch Lies

      https://books2read.com/alistar1

      

      His Little Devil (Book 2) (Coming Soon!)

      

      Forever Changed Duet: Completed!

      

      Forever Changed

      

      https://books2read.com/foreverchanged1

      

      Forever Yours

      https://books2read.com/foreverchanged2

      

      Kelly Cove Secrets: Mermaid Co- Write with Chelsii Klein

      

      The Storm Beneath The Waves

      

      https://bit.ly/StormBeneaththeWaves

      

      Solidarity Academy: Cheerleading Bully Academy RH Co-write with Alisha Williams

      

      Book One: Knock ‘Em Down

      

      https://books2read.com/Solidarityacademy1

      

      Book Two: Take ‘Em Out

      

      https://books2read.com/Solidarityacademy2

      

      Book Three: Raise ‘Em Up

      

      https://books2read.com/SolidarityAcademy3

      

      Forbidden Truths Duet:

      

      Forbidden Lies

      

      https://books2read.com/Forbidden-Truths

      

      Forbidden Secrets:

      

      https://books2read.com/Forbidden-Truths-02

      

      Quiet Confessions Duet:

      

      Quiet Confessions Part One

      

      https://books2read.com/quietconfessions

      

      Quiet Confessions Part Two

      

      https://books2read.com/QuietConfessions2

      

      Locked Hearts, Locked Souls Society Book One (Co-write with Jenn Bullard)

      

      https://books2read.com/Lockedsouls1

      

      Locked Promises, Locked Souls Society Book Two

      

      https://books2read.com/LockedSouls2

      

      FF, Dark, Bully, Stepsister Romance: (Co-write with Jenn Bullard)

      

      The Midnight Confessions, Part One

      

      https://books2read.com/TMC1

      

      The Midnight Confessions, Part Two

      

      https://books2read.com/TMC02

      

      The Midnight Confessions, Part Three

      

      https://books2read.com/TMC03

      

      Shared World:

      

      Karma (Dressed to Kill) Coming Aug 2023

      

      https://books2read.com/DTK-Karma

      

      Link to Facebook group

      If you want to come hang out with me and talk about books, come—join my author’s group!

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/ambernicolereadersgroup/?ref=share

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Author Amber Nicole

          

        

      

    

    
      Before accompanying her military husband across the United States, Amber Nicole was born and raised in upstate NY. An avid reader and baker, she always has something cooking, whether in the kitchen or in her mind. She is well known for her international best selling duet Forever Changed, and she has a wide range of tropes to choose from. Whether it be why choose, MF, MM, FF, paranormal, or contemporary.

      She also has two incredible children who help inspire her every day and a husband that pushes her to follow her dreams. She’s an animal lover and has many of her own.

      Stay tuned for more from this incredible author.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            More From Jenn Bullard

          

        

      

    

    
      The Unwritten Truths Duet:

      

      Living Words

      https://geni.us/unwrittentruths1

      

      Taking Chances

      https://geni.us/unwrittentruths2

      

      The Darkest Nights

      

      The Darkest Chord

      https://geni.us/darkestnights1

      

      The Sweetest Note

      https://geni.us/darkestnightsbook2

      

      The Lost Melody

      https://geni.us/darkestnights3

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Author Jenn Bullard

          

        

      

    

    
      Jenn Bullard is a tiny pixie author that loves to read. She has three daughters and is married to her cinnamon roll. She is a stay at home mom with a healthy appreciation for things that  vibrate. Most of the time, Jenn is ruled by her characters: they drive, she just tells their story. If Jenn could tell her readers anything: it’s to follow your dreams. She wouldn’t be writing if she hadn’t.

      

      Want to continue to be edged by the pixie? Join her Facebook group here:

      

      www.facebook.com/groups/jennbullardsshadowden/

    

  

cover.jpeg








images/00010.jpeg





images/00011.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg






images/00005.jpeg
————

[ LOFFEE]






images/00013.jpeg
¥ SOCIETY OF THE LOCKED, SOULS NOVELLA ,
R ” R





images/00008.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





