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            "The apple is red. 
Red like the blood that splatters on the pavement. 
Red like the gore that stains the deceased. 
Like the teeth of a freshly starved carnivore. 
Like the wounds sliced deep into their victim's heart. 
Like the stained ash that falls upon the remnants of a war. 
I slice my teeth into the skin of the red. 
The blood staining my lips and tongue, 
The juice slipping from the corners of my mouth, 
Sliding down my chin and dropping onto my shoe. 
But I still keep eating what my teeth had broken. 
The red tears apart like a tattered painting. 
I smile as the blood taints my breath. 
Nothing had ever tasted so sweet."
- Aspen Wolff
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IMPORTANT NOTE!
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I care a lot about everyone’s safety and mental health, and this book is considered a “dark romance” due to dark themes.

So here are some trigger warnings that need to be said:

TRIGGER WARNINGS ARE BUT NOT LIMITED TO:

Praise kink, forced orgasm, kidnapping, drugging (sedatives), satanism, graphic murder, graphic violence (not abuse), stalking, fraternity cult, alcohol use, child abuse mentioned, serial killings, sacrifice
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Prologue
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The FireNight

*****
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Evelyn

I cried out, breaking through the window of this old, abandoned house.

The shards sliced into my skin, making me wince but I couldn’t care less.

I need to escape.

Gasping, I rushed forward, making my way to the balcony and peering under it.

Searching the ground, I found a wad of grass on the ground under me.

It’s about nine feet.

But the glass behind me shattered more, and I flipped around.

The men in the leather coats slipped through the holes in my escape route, the cult-like hoods covering their heads from the sweatshirts underneath.

I didn’t waste a second.

I swung over the balcony.

My heart hammered against my chest as I free fell, my stomach swimming into my head.

My legs hit the ground, shooting fire through my muscles, and I whimpered as the pain drowned out... and the adrenaline came in.

I rushed forward, heading straight into the forest of trees beyond their front yard.

From behind me, I heard the doors crash and footsteps rushing after me.

I kept panting, trying my hardest to breathe but it felt almost impossible.

Distantly, the pain burrowed inside me; my side screaming, my legs burning... drowned out by the buzz in my veins pressing for my escape.

Those men... the cult members of the FireNight Fraternity at Johnson Miller University. 

I was given a chance to sign a contract with them. That I would obey their orders—but only their leader’s wishes, Max.

Max Artimis.

In return... the fraternity would protect me from my arranged marriage.

But I didn’t really understand why they chose to help me instead of the other girls... no. I didn’t.

So I never signed the contract.

And it was a mistake.

I learned what they were really plotting... the contract was a chance to get me to come willingly. Their leader, Max, wanted me for some odd reason... and I still didn’t know why.

So when I didn’t sign...

They took me against my will.

Continuing forward, I made it to the wall separating their yard and the street.

Latching onto the wall, I hoisted myself up, pressing my foot onto the top and swinging myself over.

I free fell again before I landed on another patch of grass.

I broke off into another sprint, hearing the men swing themselves over the wall and come after me.

Tears slipped down my cheeks as I rushed back to campus... but it was so far away. Would I have been able to outrun them?

I was desperate for an escape... those men were crazy.

What had I gotten myself into? I was such an idiot!

But as I ran forward, a hand latched onto my arm.

I screamed, swinging around to punch them.

The cult leader caught my other arm, holding me still as I attempted to fight him.

He just smiled, darkness clouding his expression. “Where are you running off to, Sweetheart?”
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Months Earlier
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Where the darkness began.
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Mad Man

*****
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Evelyn

“Are you serious right now?” Rose said, resting her arm on the table as I typed casually on my computer. “Seriously! Join the creative writing club!”

“Why?” I countered, continuing to type my story. “It’s an inconvenience to me.”

She just scoffed. “You sit around and write stories all day. Normal people play video games, or go out to the club, or the mall!”

Rose was my best friend. She and I met in my sophomore year in high school and became so close we were like sisters. Shortly after our junior year ended, she and I decided to apply to the same college and got in.

But that was two years ago.

“I ain’t normal, friend,” was my response. “And shouldn’t you be studying?”

“Come on,” she whined. “Can’t you at least come to the frat party with me?”

I gave her a look. “Isn’t your boyfriend part of the frat? Why don’t you just ask Mal?”

She sighed through her nose and shook her head. “Because I need a girlfriend to go with me! That why I’m not drowned in guys!”

I smiled at my computer. “You’d hate that.”

“Shut up,” she snapped. “Just... come with me...?” She blinked her lashes playfully. “Pretty please?”

“Isn’t it in like... two days?” I asked.

“Yup,” was her response.

“Then let me think about it,” I continued typing on my computer frantically. “I am not into these... parties. Let alone the things that happen in them.”

She just sighed. “Everyone knows to not take drinks from a random guy. They also know not to let your drink out of sight. It could be spoofed.”

“I was more talking about frat cult shit, but sure, whatever.”

She gave me a look. “Come on. That’s fantasy.”

I finished the last sentence. “You’d be surprised.”

Rose just leaned over me. “What are you writing, anyway?”

“It’s a romance,” I responded, “I’m currently writing the climax of it. The main character and the love interest get into a fight, and then the bad guy kidnaps her. At the end, there’s a whole lesson learned kind of thing.”

She nodded slowly before laughing softly. “You should publish these works, girl. Your writing looks so... professional.”

“Nah,” I responded. “I just do it for fun. I don’t want haters ruining my enjoyment.”

“Then just don’t look at the reviews,” she responded.

“Curiosity killed the cat,” I reminded her, “but that doesn’t mean it’s easy to resist.”

“Ah, yes... makes sense.” She smiled down at me. “Anyways... are you almost done? Mal’s picking us up and taking us to the dorms!” 

She squealed in excitement.

I smiled and saved my work, shutting off the PC. “Just drop me off at the dorms. You and he can spend some quality time together.”

She gave me a bored look. “You’re such a romantic... and yet you’ve never had a real boyfriend.”

“I’m scared of commitment,” was my defense. “And... also, I like living in fantasies. It’s better for me.”

“Yeah, keep thinking that.” She rolled her eyes. “Totally healthy.”

I shot her a glare, but she just smiled and laced her fingers through mine.

“Speaking of which,” she smirked, pulling me forward.

I only had enough time to snatch my backpack before being dragged out the door.

Almost seconds later, we were standing on the archway outside the campus library, and she let go of my hand.

I just tucked some hair away from my face, looking out in the distance tiredly. “It’s a nice day. I can walk to the dorms. Need vitamin D anyway.”

She just rushed forward, leaving me behind.

I just rolled my eyes.

Wow, okay. So quick to ditch me. I see how it is.

But a car rolled around to the archway, parking on the side.

I blinked, looking over.

It was a black sedan with what looked like tinted windows... but—despite the recent snowstorm—the outside was sparkly clean and coated in wax.

Rich, much...?

But Rose just giggled and stopped by the car as the window rolled down, sinking down so her face was hovering over the man in the passenger seat.

“Hey!” I heard her say. “It’s nice to see you, Mal.”

“Nice to see you, too,” Mal responded, smirking at her. “Can’t last a day without you, I swear.”

She smiled giddily, and I just quietly tucked my coat further into my bookbag.

“Oh, by the way,” Mal said, shifting in the front seat to gesture to the driver, “this is my friend, Max. He insisted to come.”

I glanced up, finding a man sitting there looking no more than twenty-four. He had bright, golden hair that wasn’t even remotely browned at the roots, his clothes were black and tight on his muscular arms... and a set of sunglasses concealed his eyes. And his features were so quiet, but yet I could see the faintest smile on his lips.

“Hey!” Rose said, smiling and waving kindly.

“Yo,” he responded, clearly chewing some gum.

I blinked and looked away, glancing around for a less snowy direction home.

“Alright,” Mal said, patting the back door, “ready to go home?”

“Hold on,” Max said then, making Rose’s lips part, but I was still searching the area.

From the corner of my eye, I saw him take off the sunglasses and smile. “Who’s the girl?”

I immediately looked over, eyes widening.

“Oh,” Rose said, sending me a dubious smirk, “that’s my friend, Evelyn.”

“Evelyn,” Max said then, letting the name roll off his tongue. “I know her. She’s in my Organisms to Ecosystems Course.”

Mal just gazed over at Max before looking back at me. “You live in the same dorm, yes? Why don’t we take both of you back?”

Rose immediately looked at me and gestured to their direction, mouthing, Come here.

I just shook my head.

She just shoved her hands to her direction again, her silent words more pronounced:

COME HERE.

I just sighed and stepped forward, walking to the car as silently as I could.

While doing so, Max and Mal both exited the car, leaning on the side of it.

It was now that I could see the dark, ominous tattoos spiraling up Max’s arms, and vanishing into his T-shirt.

When I stood next to Rose, she wrapped an arm around me, making me wince.

Max just leaned over me casually, his smile all fox. “Hey, Sweetheart. What’s your name?”

I just pulled out of Rose’s embrace. “So not interested.”

Max laughed softly, standing straighter. “Oh, she likes playing hard to get. Nice to know.”

I shot him a glare.

“This is my friend, Eve,” Rose said, hugging me tighter. “She’s a writer.”

I shot her a look for just randomly announcing my passion, and she sent me a dubious smile.

“A writer, eh?” Max said, scanning me thoughtfully. “What do you write?”

I remained silent.

“Dark romance,” Rose stated then, making my bones simmer. “Like the erotic stuff.”

I kicked her in the shin, and she winced. 

“Hey!” she responded. “What was that for?”

I just rolled my eyes and stared off into the distance, avoiding eye contact.

I noticed Max smirking from the corner of my eye.

“Is she published?” Mal asked then.

“No,” Rose responded, glancing over at me, “refuses to be, too. She’s afraid of haters.”

“I feel that,” Mal laughed softly. “I don’t know one person who isn’t.”

Max was still looking at me, but I couldn’t care less what his expression was.

“You need a ride?” Mal said.

“Oh!” Rose let go of me, smiling. “Yes! And... maybe some coffee on the way?”

Mal smirked. “Sure!”

I quietly stepped backward, deciding my direction to go home.

But Max’s voice stopped me. “Where’re you going, Eve?”

I looked back, face carefully expressionless. “I’m going to walk,” I stated then, “need some sun. Gotta keep those bones healthy.”

Max just opened the backseat. “Nonsense. It’s cold out here. Better to drive.”

I just glared. “Says the man in the short sleeves.”

He just continued smirking.

Rose gazed over at me. “You really are afraid of men, aren’t you?”

I glared at her angrily. “Shut up.”

She arched a brow. “Someone has trust issues.”

I shot her a look that said, No, I don’t! I’m just NOT getting in a strange man’s car! Especially with TINTED WINDOWS.

She sent me a half smile.

“Your hair...” Max said then, trailing off as he narrowed his eyes.

I glanced over at him. “Is red? I have no soul? Yes, I’ve heard it before.”

“No,” he just looked at me, “I was going to say... that it reminded me of fire. With the sun glistening on it. It’s beautiful.”

I stared at him, but suddenly I felt heat swim to my cheeks.

I looked away then, avoiding eye contact.

“Oh, my god...” Rose whispered to me, “are you blushing?”

“No,” I shot her a look, getting defensive, “I just... I’m not feeling great. That’s all.”

She arched a brow.

I just rolled my eyes, starting off.

“Eve,” Max said then, making me pause, “are you seriously walking home?”

“As I said,” I glared at him angrily, “the sun’s great for my bones.” I paused before saying, “And if you really want a girl you don’t know in your car... try without the tinted windows, yeah?”

And I walked off, pulling the strap of my bookbag more over my shoulder.

“Ah, so you just leave your friend out to die?” Rose called.

I just gritted my teeth, continuing my pace.

“She’s doesn’t mean what she says,” Max stated then, the smile in his tone. “She’s just playing hard to get. It’s written all over her face.”

At his words, I felt my cheeks burn brighter.

“Yup,” Rose responded instantly, “definitely.”
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The Ritual
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Maddox

Today was the day.

I smiled as pain burrowed inside me, covering my senses as the familiar warmth of blood slipped down my back.

The men all held the hilt and sliced the tip of a blade along my back, making me squeeze my eyes shut tightly as my skin flared and burned.

But it was over before I knew it.

They curled the wound into a hook and stood, bowing before me and stepping back.

Jake, my main underling handed one of the members the sword and came over to me.

Kneeling by my side, he draped a blanket over my shoulders.

I stood, holding the blanket over me as I stared down at the pentagram I sat on.

But I glanced over at Jake, eyes dark.

All the members of my group bowed before me and pressed their hands together, raising it to their foreheads.

I just raised a fist. “May the FireNight stand tall and true!”

They all echoed my words loudly, “May the FireNight stand tall and true!”

I just smirked. “Now, let’s drink.”

They all screamed and hooted, rushing out the room and up the stairs.

I watched after them, lost in thought.

“Sir...” Jake gazed up from beside me, “you look dazed. Did you need something?”

I tipped my head to the side. “I protect them from their fate, they remain loyal to me. It’s odd how that works, don’t you think?”

Jake remained silent, but I just
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