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    For all those girlies begging to be broken into a good little submissive,
This is for you.
 
Also Mango says hi.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Are you going to possess me?"
"No," he mused, "there's other ways I can get into your body."
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IMPORTANT NOTE
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Firstly, this book is in the “FireNight Fraternity” realm, but all FireNight books can be read as standalones.

This book contains character relations alongside other FireNight novels such as Our Little Mouse, Stalking Emily, Ours to Destroy, and Little Lamb.

Despite character relations, this can be read before or after any of those novels.

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

TRIGGER WARNINGS ARE BUT NOT LIMITED TO: 

SMUT (18+):

Praise kink, wax play, food play, hot sauce kink (practiced carefully), spiked beverages (consensual), reverse harem, daddy kink, bdsm (bondage, dominant, submissive, sadism, masochism), Sadomasochism, sexual punishments, sadism, anal kink, pain kink, fear kink, clit torment kink, knife kink, breath play.

VIOLENCE:

Mention of suicide, graphic violence (not abuse), graphic murder, graphic gore, child abuse (in past scenes), revenge on child abuse, graphic torture, abuse (not between MCs), abuse (remembered), sexism (not between MC's), mild animal abuse (hurting his paw) which leads to murder of the abuser, mention of animal abuse (NOT GRAPHIC).

EMOTIONAL THRILLER:

Toxic relationship, obsessive male characters, kidnapping, hostage, stalking, breaking and entering, drugging.

––––––––
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If any of those triggers offend you, do NOT read this book.
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Prologue
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The Phantom

*****
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I stood up, grunting as I pulled the knife out of a dead body.

Blood splattered on my face.

Fallon had been leaning against the wall, watching me. “Damn... new shirt, too.”

“It’s black,” I said breathlessly, wiping my face with my sleeve. “It’ll come off.”

“You know... you could’ve asked for help.”

“Why would I?” I smirked at him. “You love to watch, don’t you?”

He pursed his lips before smirking. “Any other plans for today?”

I raked my hair back. “Other than getting rid of this dead body? Not necessarily.”

“Mmm...” Fallon said, “why don’t we leave the dead-body raking to the cleanup crew and have some fun?”

I arched a brow. “And what kind of fun does that entail?”

He popped his lips. “Maybe the bookstore....”

“You want to stalk book girlies again?” I reckoned.

“They’re so cute when they’re flustered.”

“You have problems.”

“Says the man who just murdered the post boy.”

I stepped away from the body and wiped the blood off my knife on my black shirt. “You don’t purposely hit a dog with your truck and then drive off. Men like him don’t deserve to be in our world.”

“Mmm...” Fallon mused. “Didn’t know you were an environmentalist.”

“Do you even know what that word means?” I demanded.

“Nope.”

I just took out my phone and clicked a number. “Hey. Yeah... can you send the cleanup crew to the alley between Jason’s and Marcus’ Pizza? Downtown near the fancy hotel. Thanks.”

I hung up the phone, exhaling a sigh. “Alright, let’s get to a gas station so I can wash up, and then we’ll go.”

He grinned. “Yes!”

It wasn’t long before we entered the bookstore, me now wearing a fresh black shirt Fallon bought me.

Although... the line was out the door. How odd... was there an event going on?

Fallon stood on his tiptoes before looking back at me. “Looks like there’s a table everyone’s interested in.”

“Is it the dark romance section?”

“No.”

“Good, now let’s go inside.”

We inched past the crowd, crawling into the store before making it in. Fallon and I just walked over to the dark romance section and found a couple girls sitting around here, reading the most popular books right now.

Fallon leaned against a bookshelf, and I did the same.

But we were both watching the girls here.

They were too deep in their books to notice, anyway.

Fallon exhaled a defeated sigh.

“What?” I glanced at him.

“Every time... not of them do it for me,” he said, troubled. “I love how cute and worked up they get, but still... it doesn’t click for me.”

We were talking so low, none of them could hear us over the rumbling crowd.

“I’m not a hundred percent sure you can fall in love with someone when all you do is look at them.”

“But there’s always that click... usually when you think the girl’s cute.”

“You don’t think any of them are cute?”

“No, they are... it’s just... not right for me. They look too prettied up... I’m attracted a girl who loves dark romance, has a spicy attitude, and also is timid in some cases, but has gorgeous hair and a perfectly imperfect face.”

“Oh, neat... that doesn’t exist.”

He grumbled.

“Guess you’re stuck with me,” I said, brows bouncing.

“Don’t you ever though... want a second?”

“A second?”

“Yeah,” he responded softly, “like... us two, and a girl we share. You know?”

“Do you seriously think that you can fall in love with a girl... the same girl I’d fall in love with, and then we both share her?”

“It’s happened with your parents,” he stated. “And there were four men, mind you.”

“Yes,” I said slowly, “but I have very specific tastes. Tastes that you probably don’t share.”

He hummed in agreement, but then glanced out to the crowd. “I’m kinda curious as to what the commotion’s about.”

“Same,” I said.

We walked over to the crowded line, finding it piled with people.

“Hey,” Fallon said to one of the girls, “hey... what’s happening?”

“A book signing!” she squealed, shaking her hands. “It’s the hottest dark romance book of the year!”

She turned back forward and kept squealing.

“Hmm...” Fallon said. “So I guess it was a dark romance section, just a temporary one.”

“I wonder who the author is,” I said then, lips pursed. “You think she’s in her forties?”

Fallon laughed softly. “Or thirties, probably.”

We just rounded the line and went ahead, going along it before we reached the table.

I gazed around at the crowd and continued walking, and then I slammed into Fallon.

“Ow!” I said. “Why’d you stop?!”

He just stared forward, his eyes lost and shaded with darkness.

I poked his shoulder. “Fallon.”

He continued staring ahead, his face paled in shock.

I gazed up to what he was looking at.

And then my hand dropped.

It was the author.

She was young... looking in her twenties. Her hair a beautiful black, streaming down her back in waves... seeming ever so soft it’d feel like silk when you ran your fingers through it.

Her eyes an ocean blue... such an unnatural color, it looked almost fake, but I could tell it was real. Her skin was slightly pale... but her face... scattered with freckles and small little scars... a small touch of acne that somehow just added to her perfection.

She was... beautiful.

“Is that...?” Fallon said.

“Yes,” I replied, staring at her, “that’s Lillian Spade.”

Kaden Spade’s little sister. The very man who was famous in this area, famous for murdering his parents.

But I recognized that face. I’d seen it on the news or in newspapers... but that was years ago.

Now she was older, taller, fuller.

“I’ve never seen her in person before,” Fallon breathed.

“Neither have I,” I replied.

“She’s so beautiful...” Fallon said. “But not just that... there’s... something about her.”

He was right. There was definitely something about her.

She smiled at her fans, signing those books with pure excitement for this event, but I saw deeper.

She tapped her foot rapidly... she was anxious.

That smile she had clearly been burning her cheek muscles because she’d been smiling all night.

For a famous author, she seemed really kind, but something told me she had spice in that tone.

I had only been looking at her for twenty seconds, it felt. I hadn’t even heard her voice, but...

I was fascinated by her.

I wanted to understand her, I wanted to understand what was going through her head, that anxiety—

But no. That wasn’t enough. Not enough.

I saw deeper than that.

In her ocean blue eyes... there was a darkness. A darkness that was hard to spot, but it was something I’d come to know.

She seemed happy go-lucky, she seemed satisfied with her fans.

But it seemed as if... she wanted something more. Something else... something she told herself she couldn’t have.

My eyes then moved down to the book on her table, the one she wrote.

It was titled:

“Submit - A Dark Frat Romance”.

I watched her for a moment before a dark smile spread across my face.

Fallon glanced over at me. “Do you see her?”

“Oh, I do more than just see her, Fallon. I read her.”

“And what did you see?” he asked me.

I glanced over at him, brow arched. “I know you saw it, too. You’re good at reading people. Sometimes better than me.”

He then looked back at her, smiling now. “She’s an author, but she doesn’t deter from the book girlies. I see the same dullness in her eyes other girlies have when they talked to me about the male characters and how they wished for him.”

I looked back at her, smirking.

“She desires being locked in a dark romance,” Fallon said. 

I tipped my head to the side. “Then why don’t we give her one?”
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The Obsession
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Six Months Later

“So, how’s everything going?” I asked my best friend, Luna.

She smiled sweetly, signing to me. “Pretty chill.”

“You’re in therapy now?” I wondered.

She nodded.

“That’s good.”

My bestie, Luna, had an abusive home. She was hit, screamed at, and even almost killed in some cases... similar to how I was.

In her case, however, her trauma response gave her learned mutism. She learned that if she didn’t speak, she wouldn’t get hurt... as much.

But once she got away from those assholes and got herself her own life, a house, a cat, she started getting so much better. So much better.

She was starting to talk... to her cat, but it was something!

Luna giggled and signed to me, “Onyx is getting very touchy lately.”

I sipped my chai. “And to think two months ago, you were calling him a murderer and hiding under your bed.”

She shrugged, smiling still.

Onyx wasn’t the... best person in the world...? But honestly, I didn’t like him at first because I didn’t want him to hurt Luna. She was my bestie, and I adored her, and after all she’d been through... I wanted to keep her safe.

I was protective over her... but she was so distant that I couldn’t fully protect her. So I just tried to keep her company and talk to her and be an ear if she needed it.

But it turned out... Onyx was still sketchy, but he did genuinely take care of her, so I backed off.

“How are your bruises?” I asked.

Her cheeks shaded a light pink, but she signed to me, “They hurt still, but it’s better.”

I smiled gently. “That’s good.”

Poor girl... a few weeks ago, she was attacked. At our school, nonetheless. Luckily, Onyx got there before that ass did any real damage.

“Hello, ladies,” a man said.

I gazed up, blinking.

Luna did do.

He was tall, broad... wore a tight black shirt and jeans, and was wearing an apron of some sort.

He held a pad and pencil.

“Anything I can get for you other than those chais?” he wondered.

I looked over at Luna.

She signed me something.

I gazed back up at him. “She wants a sandwich. The witchy which is what you call it?”

His eyes moved to me, a sly smile spreading across his face before he scratched that down. “Good choice.”

She looked at her phone then.

“What about you, kitten?” he asked me.

“Oh, I’d like the sandy handman,” I said then.

Wait... did he just call me “kitten”?

He hummed in agreement, scratching that down, too. “Excellent choice.”

I shifted in my seat, before looking at him. “Hey... you look familiar. Have I seen you somewhere before?”

I did, I swore... those dark, inky tattoos covering his arms... I’d recognized them before.

His eyes then moved to me, but he smirked. “Probably. We do live in a small town.”

My stomach did a flip, and I wasn’t sure why.

Maybe it was the darkness hidden behind that smile... like a black moon.

“I’ll take your menus,” he said.

Luna gave him hers, and I gave him mine.

He tucked them under his arm. “Your food should be out shortly. If you need anything, feel free to holler at me.”

“Wait,” I said, blinking, “you’re our server. Aren’t you supposed to tell us your name?”

He smiled at me again. “My name’s Roman, kitten.”

Something hollow struck through me, but I wasn’t sure what it was.

Roman... Roman... where had I heard that name before?

He just walked off. “As I said, feel free to holler.”

I stared after him before looking back at Luna.

Her eyes were widened, cheeks puffed.

“What?” I said.

She shuffled, shaking her head.

“No,” I urged, “what?”

She just looked up and signed to me, “That’s Onyx’s brother. I’ve only met him once, but I recognized him when I was told his name.”

“Roman?” I said.

She nodded.

“Why did you look so shocked?” I asked her.

Her phone chimed then.

She looked down at it, but then looked around the restaurant.

Her eyes locked on a table across the ways, and she glared.

I looked over, finding Onyx sitting there, sipping his chai, as well.

He just arched his brows and shook his head slowly at her.

Luna looked back at me, then at him, then at me again.

I stared.

She then quickly signed to me, “Be careful about Roman. He’s weird.”

“Weird?” I said.

“He has a history—” she signed to me.

A man suddenly scooted in the booth with us.

Luna squeaked.

But it was just Onyx.

“Good morning, Winter, how are you this fine day?” He smiled cheekily.

I stared at him. “Fine... why?”

“No reason.”

He looked down at Luna then, his brows arched.

She glared back at him.

He then arched one brow instead.

She shrunk back as if she could read what he was telling her.

Something told me it might’ve been dubious.

“Uhhh...” I said then, making him look at me, “so... your brother works here?”

Onyx nodded slow. “Apparently.”

“The fuck does that mean?”

“It means he works here today. Didn’t work here a couple days ago.”

Uh... did he just get the job or something?

Onyx looked up. “Roman’s a doofus. He’s a wacko. He’s a FireNight leader, so he likes fucking with people. I guess today, he chose you.”

“Why, me?”

“Fuck-if-I-know, he’s fuckin’ Roman. Don’t ask me.”

Luna scoffed, silently grumbling in annoyance.

Onyx lightly elbowed her arm, sending her an amused look.

She glared at him.

He stuck his tongue out at her.

She then grew a smile.

He looked back at me. “Anyways, just ignore him. I’m sure he’ll leave you alone.”

“And how is taking my order fucking with me?”

Onyx popped his lips. “Did he not give you that weird, creepy smile, and then called you ‘kitten’?”

He heard that? So I wasn’t crazy.

“He’s being a dork. Ignore him,” Onyx said smoothly.

“Does he do this with other women, too?” I asked him.

Onyx just looked behind me to the kitchen, then back at me. “Yup.”

*****
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I entered my house later that morning, opening the front door to my apartment and then closing it behind me.

I looked at the entryway then.

My chub-chub kitty sat in the entryway, his tail swishing back and forth as he stared at me.

I kicked off my shoes and looked at him fully.

He held a mango in his mouth proudly, his eyes glittering with excitement.

I leaned down and pet him, and he purred, closing his eyes.

He plopped the mango down at my feet and set his paw on it, his eyes sparkling as he looked up at me.

“Thank you for the present,” I said.

He just picked it up with his mouth again, swishing his tail.

“Where do you keep getting those?” I said then. “I stopped buying mangos years ago.”

He just purr-chirped and pranced off with it in his mouth.

“I better not find it in my bed again!” I called.

He just pattered off upstairs.

I sighed and made my way to the kitchen. “People always ask me... why did you name your cat that? And this is the reason why, this is why his name is Mango. This cat is obsessed with mangos.” I started shuffling through the mail on the counter. “He summons them, I swear.”

We lived in a cold, crisp, and cloudy environment... mango trees couldn’t live outdoors.

Did he fucker just go ten miles to the store every day?

I continued searching through my mail before my fingers brushed on an older file.

My lips thinned.

I picked it up, looking down at it fully.

I got this letter weeks ago. But I wasn’t sure if it was legit.

So I looked it up, and it was. I even called the lawyer, and it was legit.

There was a massive, older house that my parents owned as a vacation home... but shortly after, we stopped using it because it was so gothic and spooky.

But my brother... Kaden... he murdered our parents one night after they almost beat me to death.

That was so many years ago.

I knew for a matter of fact, that my parents made sure that I didn’t inherit anything when they passed. So they gave this house to my aunt... my dad’s younger sister. She was nice to me.

She also died recently... a couple months ago. A disease that’s been riddling her for years.

And... she gave this house to me.

And I was scheduled to move in within a week.

I was anxious... but also—at the same time—excited. It was a large house all to myself... and Mango could find another place to stash his mangos other than my bed.

I set the paper down, my stomach doing that flip again.

What was this feeling? Why did it feel like the clouds in my head were about to break and rain down hail?

I wasn’t sure...

Maybe I was overthinking it.

*****
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“No one else can keep you safe, Lily.”

“But... who will keep me safe from you?”

I was startled away by a yowling Mango, and I shot up from the bed.

He was at my door, scratching the wood impatiently and yowling, needing to be let out to do his business.

He had so much fat that it pressed onto his bladder, I swear.

This cat had zero bladder tolerance.

I then exhaled a sigh and pushed my hair behind my ear, slipping my legs off the bed and opening the door for him.

He pattered off and went to his litterbox in the laundry room.

I just sighed and rubbed my eyes, looking up at the dark apartment before me.

Who will save me from you?

Mmm... maybe I was reading too many dark romances. They were getting in my head, and I was starting to dream about them.

I exhaled a sigh and walked downstairs, clicking on the TV.

The news immediately flashed on.

I then went over to the kitchen to grab a glass of water, and I stepped back over to the couch, settling down.

It was chilly down here with my tank top and shorts, so I wrapped myself in a blanket.

“The number of missing persons has increased ten-fold within the last two weeks,” the reporter said.

I lowered the water to my lap, my lips pursing.

“Yes, Ashley. As many don’t know, women and children have started to go missing in the Fox area. And the police believe a cult is involved. What cult? We don’t know.”

“Yes, Jennah,” Ashley said, “it seems as if the police have found a possible suspect. There is no evidence against him, and no outstanding warrants, but his family is linked to a mafia long forgotten.”

“His name is Caspian Spade,” she said then.

My eyes rounded.

“Caspian Spade,” the reporter mused, “son and stepson of Macrom Spade and Justice Spade. Those of which have been murdered by their biological son, Kaden Spade. Who is still at large.”

My eyes darkened.

“They also have a daughter, Lillian—"

I immediately shut off the TV.

Mango trotted over to me, looking at the TV, then back at me.

I set the remote calmly down and stood, scooping him up. “Let’s go to bed.”

He set his paws on my shoulder, gnawing on my hair.

I left the glass of water on the table and went up the stairs, my eyes dark and hazy.

“When will you assholes get it in your heads,” I said numbly, “Lillian is gone, and she doesn’t want to come back?”

*****
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The Shadow

My lips were parted ever so slightly, my head dropped back on the wall as she lay in front of me, completely sound asleep.

The moonlight beamed through her window, the shadows casting across her face that was hidden slightly in the blankets, and she hugged a teddy bear that she bought herself long ago.

So... fucking beautiful.

Roman stepped in the room then, looking straight at the bed.

“Merraw?” Mango said, pattering over to me.

I just smiled down at him, lifting him in my hands and letting him sit on my arm. “Quiet, little one. Mommy’s sleeping.”

He just purred and rubbed against my cheek, setting his head on my shoulder.

Lily shifted on the bed, whimpering.

Roman then stepped forward, making my eyes flicker over to him.

He knelt down, stroking her cheek gently. “Shhhhhh... it’s okay. Stay asleep, little one. I don’t want to leave yet.”

“Stay asleep, little one,” I agreed quietly.

She just hugged her teddy tightly and fell right back to sleep.

Roman stood and came back over to me, slumping on the wall as he stared at her.

Mango was now kneading my shirt. “Mrrraw.”

“Shhh...” I cooed, scratching his scruff.

I set my head back against the wall, my lashes lowering as I looked straight back at her.

She shifted her position... her face was now slightly covered in the blankets, but her long, black lashes fluttered as she dreamt.

“Fallon,” Roman breathed.

“I’m not done watching her yet,” I said.

“She’s going to wake up soon.”

“I don’t care.”

He just slumped against the wall, looking straight back at her, his eyes darker than night itself as if her every being sucked the life out of him.

“We still have a couple hours,” Roman mused then.

“It’s not enough,” I argued.

He exhaled a chuckle. “Don’t worry. She’ll be ours real soon. Just be patient.”

“It’s been six months. I want her to belong to us.”

“Fallon,” he said then, “she already does.”

He glanced back at her, his eyes focused and cold. “She belonged to us the moment our eyes set on her at that bookstore.”

He was right.

I exhaled a chuckle. “Once I get obsessed... there’s no way you can rid of me, little one.”
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The Obsession
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“This is... homey,” I said, brows raising.

Mango was in my arms, licking his chops and looking up at the building before me.

This house was almost like a mansion. It was large, broad, and old. The walls looked blackened... the area around here almost bare. The closest neighbors were a couple blocks away. It was on top of a hill... near a cemetery, and the windows inside flickered with the chandelier lights.

“Beautiful,” I reckoned. “All that’s missing is a sign that says, ‘definitely not haunted’.”

I set my suitcase down and looked down at Mango. “What do you think? Is this a sign that I should turn and run the other direction?”

He licked his chops. “Mraaaww.”

I nodded slow. “You’re right. You haven’t checked for mango trees in the area yet. You do not have an answer.”

He pawed at my arms, yawning.

I just grabbed my suitcase and exhaled a breath. “Let’s see if it’s even more haunted inside.”

It was.

The floorboards were creaky, the wind brushing against the walls. It was spook as fuck, but... in a way, it wasn’t disgusting. It felt more...

Gothic.

I set my suitcase down, all of my boxes already here set in the living room from the movers, ready to be unpacked.

I looked down at Mango. “You think you’ll like it here?”

I set him down.

He slowly walked forward, looked left, then right, then flopped onto his back, looking up at me.

I giggled. “Is that a yes?”

He rolled around on the carpet.

It also was surprisingly clean for an old house. No dust anywhere, the carpets fresh, the tapestries on the walls spotless... the counters and furniture spotless, as well.

I’d get used to this.

After a bit of unpacking, I found Mango’s litter box, and he pranced after me as I carried it to the laundry room.

I flicked on the light, exposing the brand-new washer and dryer.

Hmm... house old, washer and dryer... really fucking new.

“What do you think?” I said to Mango, setting the litterbox on the floor. “Here?”

He just hopped over to it and into the litter, squatting.

“Okay, bye,” I covered my eyes and walked away, “at least ask for some privacy, geeze.”

“Mrrraw.”

I finished unpacking, and it was at about ten o’clock in the evening. Everything was set in place, and I was so lucky I had the stamina to do it all at once rather than over the course of a couple days.

There were three bedrooms upstairs, and five in the main level, three more downstairs. I took the master bedroom which was upstairs.

I made my bed and put on a nightgown, and then walked downstairs to fetch some water, passing by a mirror on the way.

Something moved in it.

I paused immediately and backed up, looking into the mirror again.

But there was nothing there... just my reflection.

My lips pursed, but I just shook my head, walking back downstairs.

I got my water and went back to my bedroom.

It was hardly eleven in the evening before the front door suddenly opened.

I froze from getting in the sheets.

It closed then, and I heard a bolt locking.

Pure, boiling panic filled me.

I rushed over to my nightstand and picked up my baseball bat, and I inched to the bedroom door.

And then I heard Mango purr-chirp.

I froze.

“Oh, hey there...” a man’s voice said cutely, “you’re so cute! I didn’t know a cat lived here.”

I lowered my weapon. He doesn’t sound dangerous... but why is he in my house?

“How’d you get in here, little man?” he said.

“Mrrraw.”

“You could say that again.”

I pulled on a jacket and immediately held the bat, walking to the staircase and holding it.

“Who are you and what are you doing in my house?” I demanded sternly.

The man looked up.

He looked familiar. He was tall, broad, and had tattoos covering his neck and arms. And he wore all black, his hair also brunette.

He gave me an anxious smile. “Uh... I live here, too?”

“What?” I said, glaring.

“I’m your roommate,” he said then, slowly. “We inherited this house together. Didn’t you read it?”

I held the bat tightly. “That’s not how that works.”

“Well, it is how it works for us. Not everything goes the same, you know.”

“How do I know you’re not lying to me?” I demanded.

He just chuckled. “Did you not see the bedroom on the main level? It’s got all my stuff in it. And all this furniture? It’s mine, too.”

I looked around, but then glared back at him.

“Check the email on your phone,” he said, “should be the same as mine.”

I stared before I opened my phone, and I looked at the contents, scanning it.

My eyes then locked on the bold text at the bottom:

Inherited by two parties.

What?

How did I not see that before?

“You’re the daughter of the Spade’s, right?” he asked me.

I froze then, my teeth clenching. “My name is Winter.”

He blinked and looked up at me. “Oh, so you’re not a Spade? Weird.”

I glared at him still.

“Well, anyway... you’re here for a reason, I guess, but...” he pet Mango some more, “this house was shared by two families. It was originally set to be split into two separate houses, like townhomes, almost, but the families learned to live together in it.”

Was this man bullshitting me? This did not sound real at all.

“That’s why two people inherited it,” he smiled at me, “you, and me.”

I continued staring at him darkly.

“You don’t believe me,” he said in amusement.

“I—as a matter of fact—don’t,” I said then. “That’s not how inheriting works.”

He just chuckled. “For our mafia families, they could do anything they wanted. Whether it was fucking with how inheritance works or not.”

I lowered my baseball bat. “Mafia?”

“Yeah,” he kept petting Mango who was purring, “I’m an Ashworth.”

“An Ashworth?” I said, lowering my weapon fully.

“Mmm—hmm.”

“My family was great friends with the Ashworth mob.”

He looked over at me. “So you are a Spade, then?”

I remained silent, my eyes dark.

“No matter,” he said, sighing, “we both own this house, so... here we are. We both signed the contract. If you didn’t, I’d get the house, if I didn’t, you’d get the house, if neither of us signed it, the house would go on the market.”

“How does...?”

“As I said,” he explained, “our families were criminals, and above the law. They can do whatever the fuck they want.”

“And share a house?”

He chuckled. “This was a vacation home, not their house. They shared this house. Like for example, my family would go for vacation, they’d come here while your family was home. And then vice versa.”

I breathed out a slow sigh. My parents ruined that legacy, though. They tried to rid of the friendship with the Ashworths. I thought they hated us, but I guess not.

“I was just out getting some groceries,” he said then, looking down at Mango. “I didn’t know you had a cat. I love cats.”

Mango licked his chops.

“He’s...” my brows drew together, “oddly comforted by you even though you just met.”

He plopped him down, and Mango rubbed against his feet.

I stared in shock.

Mango never got used to someone as quick as this.

“So... if you’re not a Spade,” he said as if I was lying, “who are you, then?”

“My name’s Winter,” I said.

“Winter...?” he trailed off, prompting a last name.

“Winter Steele.”

“Ah, I see.” He nodded slow, smiling. “You look very much like Lily Spade, though. I must say.”

“Lillian Spade is gone,” I said numbly. “I am Winter Steele now.”

His eyes flickered to mine, and they darkened slightly as if he sensed my pain.

I looked away.

“Your name?” I prompted.

“Oh,” he chuckled, “I’m an Ashworth. But you can just call me Fallon.”

“Fallon,” I said slowly. “I’ve heard that name before.”

He knelt down and kept petting Mango.

“It’s alright,” he looked up at me with a smirk, “the upstairs is your territory. I won’t impede. I live down here, anyway. And the walls are soundproof, so, I won’t bother your sleep even if I’m booming music.”

I watched him still.

Everything he said, though... it was credible. He even had proof. The email did say that two people inherited this house... I was just an idiot and skipped over the details.

“What’s his name?” Fallon said, still petting my chub-chub.

“Mango,” I said.

“Mango?” He chuckled. “So cute. My aunt named her cat Cheesecake. I appreciate food names for cats.”

I smiled slightly. “I named him that because he will go out of his way to steal mangos. He’s obsessed with them.”

“Obsessed,” Fallon stated smoothly, as if tranced by the word.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Mmm... better avoid getting mangos then.”

I giggled.

“Alright, well...” he stood, brushing off his pants, “I’m going to bed. Had too much fun partying on campus and now I’m dead inside after shopping. So night.”

I watched him walk off.

“Let me know if you need anything!” he called. “Feel free to knock!”

And he closed his bedroom door.

I looked down at Mango.

He pranced up the stairs to me.

I picked him up and carried him into my room, immediately shutting the door and locking it.

I wasn’t comfortable knowing a man I never met could legally roam about my house. I wasn’t sleeping with that door unlocked.

I didn’t know him well enough to trust him.

*****
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The Shadow

“Did she believe you?” Roman asked as he leaned against the wall.

“For the most part,” I replied, shuffling around my belongings.

“Do you think she’ll look you up?”

“Oh, yeah, she will,” I said. “But there’s not much on me. You, however, my friend, have a list of offences.”

He chuckled.

“That’s why we chose me,” I stated smoothly. “I love playing the nice guy.”

“You are far from nice, Fallon.”

“She doesn’t know that yet, does she?” I said, closing my closet door with a smile. “She doesn’t have to know yet. Not until it’s time to take her.”

“I love this idea...” Roman said, “moving in with her. Gets us closer.”

“Are you jealous this wasn’t you?” I said, smirking at him.

“Partly... but no. I don’t like hiding my sadistic tendencies unlike you. You have a knack for deceiving people.”

“So you enjoy watching.”

“I love watching. Only until it’s time to play.”

I sighed and sat on my bed.

“She locked her door,” Roman said. 

“I know,” I responded. “I have to get her to trust me first.”

“How hard will that be?”

I plopped on my back. “The girl’s been through rough patches. She’s going to be a tough shell to break.”

“And Kaden?”

“He hasn’t seen her since the night he murdered their parents. The murder she witnessed and then ran away from. She refuses to get near him. She’s too scared.”

“No, I meant... what do you think he’d do if he found out?” Roman chuckled as if the mere thought of it happening amused him.

“Kaden’s playing with Emily right now. His long-lost sister’s not on his mind.”

“You think he’s not a problem?”

“I think we have much time to play. Much time to play, and play, and then break her into a good submissive little girl.”

Roman leaned against the door, peering out as if he could see through it. “It’s quiet.”

“She’s asleep,” I said then, propping myself up against the headboard. “If her bedroom door was open, you’d feel a shift in the air in here. It’d get drafty.”

Roman just walked over and sat next to me.

I just leaned down and set my head on his lap.

He pulled the blankets over me. “Are you excited about her?”

“Very.”

“Once we get inside her head... fucking is going to be a whole new thing.”

“Such a good thing.” I smirked dangerously. “I’m going to fill every part of her... and then force her on her knees while I fuck her mouth.”

Roman played with my hair. “I’m going to do worse.”

“Worse?” I said.

“I have plans, Fallon.”

I grinned. “I’m excited.”

Poor girl’s in for a ride.
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The Shadow

“Did you kill him?” I asked Roman.

He smirked, wiping off his blade. “Of course I did. Am I not one to not finish the job?”

I exhaled a chuckle and leaned back on my hands. “You were gone for an hour.”

“He kidnapped his own daughter and tortured her,” Roman stated boldly.

“Wouldn’t you usually slowly torture them until death?” I wondered.

He chuckled. “Fallon. You tease.”

“It’s our job to rid of those pests,” I told him, eyes dark. “It’s our job to hunt down the pedophiles, rapists, traffickers, and what not. That is our duty as members of the F.A.L.L.E.N. tribe of the FireNight.”

“I know that.”

“You do realize... that if others find out you murder every suspect, they won’t be fond of that?”

The members of the FireNight wouldn’t give two shits; we were all different people from the rest of society. However... kind of like the G.O.D.S. at another university, our fraction of the FireNight was well known to the public.

People who were not FireNight assumed that it was just a rich frat with savior motives. They did not know that we were psychotic, unhinged, and insane.

If our frat members (other than our underling, Isla) found out that we were murdering all the suspects, they’d be against it because it might expose the frat to the public.

But I knew Roman very well. He had good intentions, just not the most sane ways of solving them.

He was psychotic. He had a kill drive. When he heard of a person of interest, he’d hunt them down immediately to get the satisfaction of the kill.

Many of our frat members steered clear of him because his very essence was threatening.

I—however—was intrigued by it.

I offered him this position to stop him from hurting bad men in public. But I grew to like him, and he sort of made me enjoy watching him kill.

It was hot.

“Kidnapping and torturing his daughter, eh?” I said smoothly. “That’s excessive. You usually take your time with those ones.”

“I wanted to get back to my baby,” Roman stated with a smile.

I looked at the bedroom door. “Love, it’s only been an hour. She’s still asleep.”

He sauntered over and sat on the bed. “She sleeps too much.”

“Yeah, she went to bed around eleven,” I said, “and you and I haven’t slept a wink and it’s four in the morning.”

He looked out the door as if he could see through it, his head tipping to the side. “Can you blame me...? I’m just so excited.”

And then I heard a crash outside.

Our heads snapped to the door.

“Fuck—fuck—fuck,” Lily muttered from the stairs. “Fuck.”

I looked at Roman.

He grinned. “Well... your game. She doesn’t know I’m here yet.”

I chuckled and ruffled my hair to make it look like I was sleeping, and I scrubbed my shirt and shorts before opening my door and walking out of my room.

Lily was scrambling up objects from the floor.

“I heard something crash.” I faked a yawn. “Is everything okay?”

She looked up, panicked. “Yeah... I was just getting some water, and then I knocked these beads down.”

I looked down, finding the beads I placed in a jar scattered about the floor.

“Me and my clumsy ass,” she muttered.

I just stepped over to her and knelt down, tipping her chin up.

She looked up at me, those beautiful blue eyes shimmering in the dim moonlight.

So... gorgeous.

She was a goddess.

“Go back to bed,” I said, shoving the tranced tone away, “I’ll clean it up.”

“But... you just woke,” she blinked, “and I did it, so... go back to bed and rise from the Ashes or some shit. Since you’re an Ashworth... whatever.”

I chuckled at her attempt of a joke. “Lily. Go back to bed. I got this, okay?”

She slowly gazed up at me, her eyes hardening. “Winter. It’s Winter.”

I just smiled slightly.

She huffed and stood, brushing off her skirts before walking upstairs.

I stared after her as she closed her bedroom door.

I quickly pulled the beads back into place before setting the jar on the table, and I went back to my room.

Roman was leaning against the doorway, brows arched. “She’s very sensitive about that name, isn’t she?”

“Can you blame her?” I said then. “She was abused, tormented, tortured... and then witnessed a ruthless murder. I would be surprised if she didn’t want to erase her past and start a new life.”

“You think that’s why she changed her name?”

“I know it.”

Roman exhaled a chuckle. “She always loved the name Winter. Always... her book themes are mostly winter, too.”

I looked up after her, hearing the floorboards creak rhythmically, signifying she was pacing in her room.

“Are you going to go calm her down?” Roman prompted.

“No,” I responded.

“I thought you wanted to be nice.”

“Ah, yes, but I’m not really nice. It’s an act,” I responded smoothly. “And I want her to stir in that uneasiness for a little. It’ll keep her on edge.”

Roman exhaled a chuckle. “You sick fuck.”

My phone chimed then, and I looked down at it.

Isla: Hey, there’s another police reporting of a kidnapping.

Isla: All other F.A.L.L.E.N. members are busy at the moment.

I looked at Roman. “You want me to do it this time?”

“Fuck, no. I do the killing, jackass.”

And he walked off.

I smiled after him before gazing up at the ceiling.

“Keep questioning, baby girl,” I said, lashes lowering, “I know you love that sweet fear.”
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The Obsession
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“Bowowowowow,” Mango said. “Rawoowwowowowow.”

I groaned, shifting on my bed.

“Bowowoowowoowoowow,” he said again. “Brooooowwwwwww.”

I looked at him. “What?”

He sat on the side of the bed, holding a mango in his mouth.

I stared. “Where did you get that?”

He plopped it down, looking up at me. “Boooorowoowowowowowow.”

“If you can sneak out of this room to get a mango from... god knows where... you can sneak out to use the bathroom.”

“Bowoowowoowowowowow.”

I looked over at him then.

His eyes sparkled.

I sighed, shifting over on my bed and standing. “Fine.”

He caught onto his mango again and hopped off the bed, trotting over to the door and pawing at it.

I opened it for him.

He pattered off to his litterbox.

“Where does he keep getting those?” I questioned.

But then I checked my watch that I forgot to take off last night. “Seven in the morning.”

I exhaled a sigh. “I’m up now, so what the fuck?”

I walked to the staircase, exhaling a soft sigh.

Something moved on my left.

I paused and looked over.

It was just a mirror.

With a man’s reflection in it.

I screamed and stumbled back, hitting the wall.

I looked around me, but there was no one here.

I looked back at the mirror, eyes rounded in horror.

He was tall, covered in a black hoodie with the hood drawn over his head, his jeans and dress shoes also covered with the same color.

His face was masked in shadows... all I could see was his wicked smile and the slight glow of white in his eyes.

What the fuck...?

His smile sharpened, and he tipped his head to the side, watching me.

I started panting, gasping.

He watched me longer.

But then I heard a voice downstairs. “Lily?” Fallon called. “I heard a scream. Are you alright?”

I kept staring into the mirror.

The man just pressed his finger to his lips, his smile sharper than a razor blade, and he vanished.

I kept myself pressed to the wall, gasping for air.

What was that...? A ghost? I was joking about this place being haunted.

The stairs creaked as Fallon came up them. “Lily?”

He stopped at the head of the stairs and saw me standing there, pressed to a wall.

“Uhhh...” he looked at the mirror, then to me, then to the mirror again, “is there something on your face or something?”

“I saw a man,” I said breathlessly, “in there.”

“In the mirror,” he clarified.

I nodded.

He stepped forward and looked through the glass, scanning it before gazing back at me. “There’s no one there, Lily.”

“He was there!” I said frantically. “Thirty seconds ago!”

Fallon arched a brow. “How is that even possible?”

“I don’t know!” I argued, almost yelling now. “This house has given me bad vibes from the start! I felt something off here... something supernatural almost.”

He raised both of his brows. “Que?”

“I don’t know what it was,” I said then. “I saw him yesterday! The same thing!”

“Lily... I’m pretty sure ghosts don’t exist.”

“I’m not saying they exist or not!” I yelled. “I’m saying I saw a man in there!” I pointed to the mirror.

Fallon kept staring at me.

I looked at him for a moment before my lips sealed.

I sound like a freak right now.

I mean... who would believe something like that?

“You’re right,” I said then, rubbing my eyes to feign exhaustion, “I’m just paranoid. I probably imagined it.”

Fallon blinked. “Maybe you should get some more rest then.”

“No, I’m okay,” I assured.

Then trots came up the stairs.

Fallon and I looked down.

Mango hopped onto the last stair, the mango still in his mouth.

“Uhhh...” Fallon said, “where the fuck did he get that?”

I cracked a smile then. “I never know. He summons them, I swear.”

I knelt down and pet him.

He purred cutely.

“Alright, well...” Fallon scratched his neck, “I have some places to be. So see you around?”

I nodded numbly. “Yeah.”

He then walked down the stairs.

I stood fully and gazed back at the mirror; my eyes darkened.

All I saw was my reflection. The phantom was gone.

I stared for longer before my lips thinned, and I scooped Mango up, carrying him back into my room.
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Hours later, I was in yet-another restaurant, scrolling through my social media casually.

“Ma’am?” a man said, making me look up.

He smiled down at me, his pen poised on his pad of paper. “Anything to drink?”

I stared at him for a long moment, recognizing his black hair, inked arms, and strong figure.

“Hold on... I know you,” I said, narrowing my eyes.

He cocked his head to the side. 

“You’re Roman,” I said then. “Onyx’s brother.”

He cracked a smile. “I am.”

“Weren’t you working at that café a couple blocks away?” I wondered.

He nodded.

“Now you work here?” I said.

“Now I work here,” he agreed.

“Why?” I said then, brows lifting.

“It was boring,” he said.

Really?

That’s all it took for him to quit a job?

Alright.

“I’ll have a cola,” I said then.

He nodded, jotting it down. “And anything else you’d like, Lily?”

“Yeah, I’d like—”

I paused for too long, calculating.

I slowly looked up at him.

He smiled at me, his eyes growing sinister.

“How did you know my name?” I demanded roughly. “Let alone my real name?”

He just tipped his head to the side. “What, ‘Lily’?”

I just scooted back, glaring at him. “Who are you?”

“Roman,” he said smoothly, “Roman Foxe. Son of Samuel Foxe and Madison Rivers.”

“Are you stalking me?” I snapped then.

His lips pursed before he smirked. “That’s quite an accusation.”

“You know my real name.”

“You do realize you can find a picture of you by searching ‘Lillian Spade’ online?”

“That’s called stalking.”

“That’s called being curious and looking someone up.”

I just narrowed my eyes. “What are you up to?”

“Up to?” He now looked surprised.

“Onyx told me you like fucking with people. And you chose me as a candidate.”

He cracked a grin and then started laughing.

My brows creased.

He calmed before looking down at me. “Relax. You just looked familiar, so I looked you up.”

I glared sharply.

“Now,” he said lowly, his eyes sharpening with insanity, the same with his smile, “anything to eat?”

I kept staring at him.

He arched a brow.

“A club...” I said slowly. “With a side of chicken soup.”

He nodded, scratching that down.

“And my name is Winter,” I snapped then. “Don’t call me Lily.”

His eyes flickered up to mine before he smiled. “Winter Steele.”

My eyes rounded.

“It’ll be right out.” And he walked off.

What the fuck?

He knew my real name... but how did he know my current name? Maybe he asked someone?

Or maybe... he’s more dangerous than he looked.
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The Phantom

I walked into Lily’s house, going straight to Fallon’s room to see what he was up to.

He was slouched on his bed, scrolling on his phone.

When he saw me, his eyes flickered up.

He smirked. “Hey, cupcake.”

I smiled over out the door. “She asleep?”

“She fell asleep in the living room,” Fallon said, amused. “You walked right past her.”

I exhaled a chuckle before nodding, and I walked off to the living area.

Sure enough... our baby girl was lying face up on the couch, her head turned to the side.

Her glasses were still on.

The TV played inaudible dialogue, beaming rays of blue on her cheekbones.

My lips pursed, entranced, and I walked over to the couch, peering down at her.

Her lashes fluttered as she dreamt.

I smiled and rounded the sofa, examining her every being.

She remained still, motionless.

I then stepped forward and caught the arms of her glasses, gently pulling them off her face.

She didn’t even stir.

The rings on my fingers gleamed as I knelt down and set her glasses on the side table.

I just rested my chin on the back of the sofa and watched her expression.

So calm... so soothed.

Her lashes still fluttered, her brows relaxed, her lips pursed and breathing slow and easy.

I didn’t touch her, I didn’t disturb her. I just watched.

She looked like a goddess in this lighting... her skin reflecting the light like a mirror. Her face so calm and composed, and her soft lips... I never really understood why women filled their lips. Hers were thinner, and they looked softer this way.

More natural.

She truly was... entrancing.

And what fascinated me most... was the past she was running from. All that trauma, and she wanted to start anew.

But I thought different... I wanted her to accept her trauma, because it made her grow as a person. If she pretended it didn’t exist, she was denying the events that made her who she was today.

I understood that she didn’t want to think of it. I understood that remembering what her parents did hurt more than slicing her skin.

But sometimes... we had to accept the dark parts of our past. Because... once we accept it, we understand the dark thoughts that happen in the present.

The dark things she desires.

I smiled, tucking hair away from her face, and then I gently traced my finger along the freckles dusting her cheeks.

She still didn’t stir.

“Bowowowowow?” Mango said.

I looked over at him.

He sat at the foot of the stairs, his tail swishing.

I smiled and walked over to him, kneeling down and petting him, and he purr-chirped, his eyes closing in delight.

We met Mango about four months ago, when we first broke into Lily’s house.

Mango feared us at first, he hissed and backed off, but Fallon offered a treat, and he then looked confused.

It took a lot of coaxing, and he accepted we weren’t a threat, and he now loved us as a son.

It was good. Because I was his dad. My son better love me.

I finished petting him and stood.

He wobbled over to his mommy and hopped on the couch, curling up at her side.

I smiled slight and went back to Fallon’s room.

He was now playing some game on his phone.

“She still asleep?” he asked.

“Yup.”

He exhaled a chuckle. “I like it when she sleeps. She’s so vulnerable.”

“I think you’d like it better when she runs,” I stated boldly.

He slid me a smile.

I smirked back.

He went back to his game. “You get a thrill out of it, too.”

“Out of what?” My brows arched.

“Scaring her.”

“Oh, fuck yeah.” I laughed. “That’s my entire existence. I love scaring people.”

“You love scaring people,” Fallon stated. “And then you’d kill them after. Her, on the other hand, you have a soft spot.”

I inhaled through my teeth and clicked my tongue. “I’m not going to deny it.”

“That’s your obsessed?”

“Entranced,” I corrected.

He now seemed amused.

“What about you, lover boy?” I mocked. “I looked through the cameras before I got here. You’d been staring at her all night.”

Fallon’s smile never left, but he kept playing his game. “I never said I wasn’t obsessed, too.”

I sat on the bed then. “When will we reveal ourselves?”

“Don’t be impatient, Roman,” Fallon said then. “Play with her first, then the real fun comes.”

“Mmmm...” I mused, “the real fun.”

He finished his game and sighed, setting his phone down. “Do you think one of us should carry her to bed? She’s not waking up. She’s deep in those dreams.”

I peered out the door. “If we do, she will immediately assume it was you. And then she’d throw a hissy-fit.”

Fallon sputtered his lips. “Fine. Let’s at least get her a blanket.”

“Sure,” I said then, “that’s common sense.”

He chuckled and slipped off the bed, and I followed after him as he tugged a quilt out from the cabinet, and he handed it to me.

I then silently stepped over to her, Mango making a purr sound when he saw me.

I just draped the blanket over Lily and tucked it under Mango so he wouldn’t overheat.

“Good night, little one,” I said.

And I stood, going back to Fallon’s room.
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The Obsession

I woke to angry growling, making me shift in the bed.

I quietly sat up, pushing the quilt on me down.

I gazed around, my brows drawn together.

An angry hiss came from upstairs, and then a loud growl before a screaming meow.

I shot up immediately and darted up the stairs, stumbling up them before making it to the hallway.

Mango was being restrained by a man in black gear.

Mango growled and hissed, writhing against his arms.

I glared. “Let him go.”

He just gazed up at me, his eyes cold in cruelty. “You must be Lillian Spade. My master’s been looking for you.”

“Put—him—down,” I growled.

“Or what?” 

I glared sharply. “If you hurt him....”

He smiled, his eyes cruel, and then squeezed Mango’s paw.

I heard a snap.

Mango screamed in pain, writhing in his arms.

I immediately shot at him, slamming my body against his as pain shot through me.

He yelled out, smacking into the wall at the same time I tumbled to the floor.

Mango escaped, limping away.

The man growled. “Bitch!”

He came at me, grabbing me by the hair.

I cried out, but he slammed me against the night table.

My neck slammed against it, and I grunted.

But the man just lifted a syringe.

I saw it immediately and started fighting, screaming.

He held my neck, keeping me to the table as he inserted it into my arm.

I screamed at the bite, but he slowly pressed the contents in.

The moment it touched my muscle, searing pain fired through me.

I screeched in agony, writhing against him.

He grinned. “Don’t fight. Soon it’ll be nighty-night.”

But then I heard tumbling footsteps, and he gazed up in shock.

Pure horror entered his eyes, and he gasped, “Shit.”

A figure just caught him by the shirt and hauled him to the side.

He yelled out, slamming into the wall and tumbling to the floor, leaving a dent.

I gasped for breath, my vision starting to fog as the room swayed.

The man just looked to the staircase. “It’s one of his men. He’s coming after her.”

“Kill him,” Fallon’s familiar voice said. “I got her.”

“Take her to the frat house. They have an antidote.”

“I know.”

And then a male figure came up to me, kneeling down. “Hey, there.”

I slumped against the table, my mind fogging over. “Mango...” I slurred.

“He’s fine,” Fallon promised. “You, on the other hand...” he pulled the syringe out from my arm, but I didn’t feel the pain, “had a neurotoxin inserted into to you. But we’re going to fix that.”

He tossed the syringe aside and scooped me up.

“Fallon,” the man said.

“It’s fine. I got her. Kill him.”

Kill...? Him...?

I was too disoriented to acknowledge what was happening.

Fallon carried my limp body down the stairs, running down them, practically.

“Take her to Isla!” the man yelled.

“I know!”

“Mango...” I slurred.

“Roman will bring him, don’t worry.”

Who’s Roman?

“He... hurt... Mango.”

“We can help Mango, but you’re in a much dire situation right now.”

I tried to keep my eyes open, but my vision fogged over with black.

I couldn’t see anything, until my eyes shut, and I was lost into the void.
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