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

Not really that important, but this book is Halloween themed and has carnivals, haunted houses, house of mirrors, and many more kinky contraptions to be chased in ;)

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, smut, bdsm (with aftercare) (BDSM means Bondage, Dominant, Submissive, Sadism, Masochism), the use of the word “daddy”, knife play, bondage, forced orgasm, S and M (sadomasochism), sexual punishments, aphrodisiac-laced foods.

EMOTIONAL THRILLER: 

Gaslighting, masked men, toxic relationship, kidnapping, stalking, breaking and entering, alcohol use, “games (sexual and thriller)”.

VIOLENCE: 

Sadistic male character, graphic murder, graphic torture, graphic violence (not abuse), graphic violence against female character (not VIA love interest), language.
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    Tell me, little one.
Do you like me better in the shadows?
Or do you like me better between your thighs?
⁃ Your book boyfriend.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
 
 
 
"Do I scare you, Emily?"
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The Stalker
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Present

_____

She looks so beautiful when she sleeps.

I gazed down at my baby girl, standing in the shadows of her bedroom as she slept peacefully under her quilt.

Her breaths were so soft, gentle... and soothing, completely contrasting the kind of person she was inside.

But my baby girl always slept peacefully... she had nightmares occasionally, but she calmed quick.

She was always like that.

But not for long...

Because very soon... her nightmares are going to be all about me.
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The Angel

Present

I yawned as I stepped down the staircase to the kitchen in my parents’ house, finding my dad at the kitchen table, looking through the newspaper and sipping his coffee.

“Hey, dad,” I said, smiling.

He gazed up. “Good morning, Sweets. How’d you sleep last night?”

“Like shit.” I laughed softly.

I constantly feel odd when I dream... like someone’s always watching me.

He chuckled and sat up straighter. “You excited for today?”

I nodded quick. “Yeah!”

Today was a big-ass day for me. I just transferred colleges and was going to live on the on-campus apartments of my new university.

I was a sophomore, but it was still a new college and a new experience.

Today was move-in day! (Classes didn’t start until next week)

My mom came out from the bathroom, gazing up with a soft smile before kissing my forehead. “Good morning, Angel.”

“Morning, mom!”

She sat down on the table beside dad. “Is the car ready?”

“Ready as it’ll ever be.” Dad sent her a dubious look.

She just stared him in the eyes, mouthing something to him.

I could make out “alone” and “fuck” and “me”.

His eyes then held warning. “Don’t tempt me, Cameron.”

She giggled.

I had to resist hurling and turned toward the kitchen, gathering my breakfast and catching cereal as well as milk.

My dad and mom were notorious FireNight alumni. Their story almost went down in history books.

My mom apparently was betrothed to some asshat who cheated on her... he hurt her before that, but she didn’t talk about it much. Dad was mainly the one who shared these things with me.

Anyways, my dad explained that he loved my mom long before she even knew him, and he said that he followed her around like a puppy dog (stalked), and occasionally took her places (unwillingly) until she finally confessed her love for him.

My dad also was a leader of one of the most notorious fraternities (more like cult) called the FireNight. Spooky stuff... they were like satanists or something.

But a couple years after he and my mom got married, they got pregnant with me, and my dad handed off the frat to his four underlings until their wife got pregnant (yes, “their”, it was a fivesome), and now it was handed down to someone new and young.

But that was like... nineteen years ago.

Dad had me go to a different college with yet another FireNight frat (they’re fucking everywhere), but unlike what they’re supposed to do, mom and dad fought tooth and nail for me to not be betrothed.

Mom was betrothed to that asshat before dad stepped in and offered more money to her parents... (they were horrible people).

Mom’s parents died; I think. I worry sometimes my dad had something to do with it.

Dad always said to me “You’re worth more than money. And you will come to know that. If a man wants you, he must want you for everything you are. Not just your money or your body or your status. When you find a man, find the right one. We will not force it upon you.”

But that didn’t mean my dad was overprotective, because I’ve had a select “boyfriends” go missing and come back traumatized when I was in high school.

They couldn’t even look at me after the fact.

My dad’s scary. Don’t fuck with him.

Oh, yeah. My dad was a big FireNight leader guy. He actually ruled the Kay University FireNight frat for almost ten years. But that college was now five hours away from where we currently lived.

My dad was biiiiiig stuff... many people cowered at his name, his name was Asher.

Asher Wolfe.

And my mom was Cameron.

Cameron Envy.

When I was born, I took my father’s last name, so my name is,

Emily Wolfe.

I sighed, finishing gathering my cereal.

The real reason why I’m transferring is confidential. My parents have no idea, but I just need to know.

Something happened to my aunt while she was in this area, and I was bound to find out what.

I hope the FireNight frat at my college isn’t nearly as horrific as dad’s was. But... then again...

FireNight boys are always psychopaths.
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The Angel

Present

Moving in had never taken so much energy.

I panted, setting my hands on my knees as my dad set the last and final box in my bedroom.

I stood up straighter, smiling up at him as he ruffled my hair.

“Dinner tomorrow night,” he poked my nose, “promise?”

“Promise,” I nodded quick.

He smiled and pulled me into a tight hug, and I squeezed him back in response, burying my face in his neck.

“No stalking me this time,” I said to him. “I’m an adult. I can take care of myself.”

He pulled away then and smiled down at me. “Just need to keep our baby safe, Sweetheart.”

“I’m sure I’ll be fine.” I smiled up at him in response. “If you’re ever worried, know I’ll call you immediately if something bad happened, okay?”

He blew out a sigh and glanced at the door before looking back at me. “Ugh... fine.”

I smiled in response.

He poked my nose again. “If you think that anyone is following you. Even if it’s skeptical, promise to call me?”

I touched his nose in response. “Promise.”

He pulled me into another tight hug and squeezed before letting go.

“Love you,” I said as he left through the front door.

“Love you two, Cakes.” He smiled at me. “Dinner tomorrow. Don’t forget.”

“You’re over-protective, I know.”

He stuck his tongue out at me, and I did the same.

He just chuckled and left, closing the door behind him.

I sighed then and gazed into my studio apartment. “Now to get decorating.”

Decorating took about three hours, with dinner in-between.

It was already late that evening, and I found myself stepping out from the shower with a towel wrapped around my torso and my hair.

I stared in the bathroom mirror as I dried off my body, pulled on a nightgown, and lastly brushed my hair.

I pushed out a sigh before I stepped into my bedroom.

After catching my sleeping meds, I opened the bottle and poured the specific dose into my palm, downing it with some water seconds later.

I had trouble sleeping... insomnia, specifically. I wasn’t sure if it was genetic, but my dad was an insomniac, as well, so maybe I got it from him.

The reason why I refused to get roommates was because these meds made me act like I was a six-year-old (I get high). My dad said to me that I kept screaming about broccoli monsters before falling asleep.

I didn’t want random people to witness that.

I then made it over to my bed, about to crawl in the sheets.

But I immediately stopped.

The air in the room thickened, chills crawling under my skin, forcing pricks of goosebumps to form on my arms.

Someone’s watching me. I can feel it.

The hairs on the back of my neck rose, and I started shaking.

I spun around to face the kitchen, but there was no one there.

I took a couple steps back before panting, and I just crawled into bed, snuggling with the pillow.
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The Stalker

Present

Baby girl. Couldn’t run far. In fact... she only moved fifteen minutes away from her parents... and now she was all alone.

Just the way I want her.

Asher Wolfe was one of those fathers who you shouldn’t alert of your presence. If he knew that I visited my baby every night, he’d try to kill me.

Try. But not succeed.

My girl, on the other hand, had no idea I existed... because those medications forced her to forget her nights with me.

And that’s how I wanted it.

I was problematic. I wanted to interact, connect, and snuggle with her... but I also wanted to play with her. 

And how could I play with her when she knows I exist right at the beginning?

Those meds solve the problems for me. I didn’t prescribe them, but it worked out in the end.

I sat on the bed as she stared lifelessly at the ceiling, her eyes glistening.

“Tired yet, Angel?” I said.

She looked over at me. “Do you think if I shook a cow violently, he’d make cheese if you milked it?”

I chuckled in amusement.

“Oh, my god... that’s so hilarious. The broccoli monsters covered in cheese! That’s priceless!”

I watched her with a smile.

“The broccoli monsters are scary, you know... they murder Santa’s fifteen children.”

I sat on the bed, laughing softly. “What is with you and broccoli monsters?”

“They’re evil!” she kicked out her legs. “Like you!”

“Like me?” I echoed with a smile.

“Yes! You rule them!” She mimicked a tiger growl. “I am big man. I kill children!”

“I don’t kill children, Sweetheart.”

“You kill their taste buds!” she yelled dramatically as if she was in a play. “Kids need sweets and candy! The broccoli forever taints them. The greeeeen. The greeeeeeeeeeeeeeen.”

I just pulled the covers over her and tucked it under her arms. “Are you scared of green beans, too?”

“No,” she made a pfft sound, “don’t be silly.”

“But they’re green,” I argued.

“No! They’re orange!”

I gave her an amused look.

She busted out laughing, kicking out her legs in response. “I’m so funny.”

“Yes, you are.” I pulled the covers back over her. “Now go to sleep. It’s time to let ourselves dream.”

She glanced over at me then, curious. Her eyes looked glazed and dazed.

I just watched her, brushing her hair away from her face.

She just turned her cheek into my hand and closed her eyes, and my own softened as she slowly fell asleep.

I watched her softly for a moment or two, but then a large smile spread across my face.

When the time comes, baby... you won’t need those sleeping pills...

You will be dead from how hard I’ll make you cum.

I will fuck you until your sight goes black.
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The Angel

*****
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Present

_____

I woke up the next morning, feeling oddly groggy, and I let out a soft yawn before gazing around the bedroom.

After finding everything the same, I sat up on the bed, only to gaze back down.

I sniffed a little, my brows drawing together.

I then rested down and took the covers in my hand, inhaling them.

A soft cinnamon smell emanated from the blankets, making me feel so warm and cozy inside.

It almost smells like... cologne or perfume.

What kind of detergent did my dad use? It smelled amazing... it kept me asleep all night.

I sighed as I sat up, and I pulled up my phone and gazed down to it.

Of course, the first notification this morning was a text from my dad.

I clicked on it.

Just checking in.

How’d you sleep?

I typed back instantly:

Good.

Just admiring the new experience.

How’s mom?

He typed back instantly.

She’s mad at me.

For what?

Because we left before she could give you a hug.

But she won’t be mad for long.

Don’t you worry.

Dad. Please. Gross.

Sorry.

Anyways, meet anyone new?

Dad, I just got here.

Right, right.

How’s everything else?

Need groceries? Pads? Anything?

I want to see you again.

I’m lonely.

Your mother has a temper today... it’s not the same without you.

Dad, what did I say about stalking me?

Is it a crime to want to keep your daughter safe?

I’m fine. I promise.

Alright. If you say so.

But remember your promise.

If you need anything.

Text me.

Alright, dad.

Love you.

Love you, Sugar.

Bye, bye.

I set my phone aside, and I let out a soft yawn before going to take my trash out.

I walked down the halls, making it to my desired location before dumping the trash in the bin.

I just swallowed and walked back to my apartment.

But I paused.

It’s happening again.

The air thickened, growing distant and cold... the end of the hallway grew by a mile, and the lights faded as my sight framed with black.

The hairs on the back of my neck rose, and I swallowed before flipping around.

And there was no one there.

I took a couple steps back before running straight into my room and shutting the door behind me.

I took a couple soft breaths before locking my apartment door and going into the room where my bed was.

Breathe, Emily. Breathe.

I sat on my bed and curled into myself, struggling to keep myself sane while I rummaged through my messages.

I was about to click on my dad’s contact but paused.

It’s anxiety. No one’s watching you. Just breathe.

I then set my phone aside and stared at the wall for a moment.

I’ve had this feeling for years before I go to bed, but... it’s worsening now that I’m on my own.

I’m scared... and I’m not used to being scared.

Something’s wrong here.
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The Angel

Present

Dad waved over the waiter while I quietly ate my meal, gazing up curiously to find him whispering something in her ear.

She stood and smiled, nodding, and then walked off.

Mom and I exchanged looks.

Dad then glanced over at me, a smug smile on his lips.

“What did you say to her?” I demanded.

“He wants to marry her,” mom said then, straight faced. “He doesn’t love me anymore. She’s more beautiful than his old-ass wife.”

Dad sent her a warning look. “Keep saying things like that and your ass will be raw tonight.”

I cringed. Gross.

But I learned from age twelve that dad and mom would talk like this my whole life. And—surprisingly—that gut punch gross feeling goes away after a while, and also, I secretly hope that his threats were empty.

But judging by mom’s red cheeks, they’re probably not.

The waitress came back over, bowing forward with a hand behind her back and setting a plate of key lime pie in front of me.

My eyes rounded.

“Congratulations on getting into your new apartment,” she kindly said, smiling as she stood up straighter. “Your father tells me he’s proud.”

I looked over at dad.

He bounced his brows.

I sighed and hid a smile, gazing up at her. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“No need to thank me,” she replied gently, “your family will always be our top customers.” She bowed before dad then. “Thank you for donating for our causes.”

I didn’t understand why he even donated to them. This restaurant was for the rich, filthy rich, their menu items were like seventy per person. Last thing they needed was more money.

But dad was known to bargain. He wanted something, he would demand it, if they said no, he’d wave money in their face, if they still said no, he would threaten to kill them... you know... because that’s my dad.

But even though he was dangerous in that sense, he was deeply caring on the inside.

My whole life, he’d always been there. From my first steps to graduating high school, and it warmed me a bit.

My dad’s parents passed when he was around my age. Before my age, actually. Mom’s parents despised her and abused her... but mom and dad never laid a single hand on me even when I was being a brat.

My dad was a little over-protective, but it wasn’t ill-manored. He genuinely cared about me, his only daughter, and wanted to protect me my whole life.

I grew very attached to my parents, and they did to me, mom would always make me breakfast in the morning, and dad would always make dinner. They made complete sure that I ate and didn’t throw my food away when I was younger. I assumed mom had an eating issue, and dad was trying to make sure I didn’t get it, as well. 

I learned to live on my own at my old college because of the dorms, but it was hard... separating from them.

And now with this dark feeling consuming me... the feeling of being watched.

I felt like something bad was going to happen.

“Emily,” dad said.

I gazed up. “Yeah?”

He looked slightly concerned. “You haven’t touched your pie.”

I blinked and gazed down, staring down at it before looking around, finding the waitress gone.

I then gazed back up at him. “Sorry, got lost in thought for a moment.”

Mom and dad exchanged looks before gazing down at me.

“Baby,” mom said gently, “are you okay?”

I gazed up and nodded, chewing the sweetness of the pie. “Yeah. Just been on edge lately.”

Dad looked suspicious. “Why?”

“I don’t know,” I swallowed, gazing up. “I have this odd feeling that I’m being watched, but when I look around, no one is watching me. So I think I’m not sleeping enough.”

Dad blinked hazily before gazing around the room, his eyes skating along each individual before focusing on me.

“Emily,” mom said then.

I looked up, curious.

“Remember,” she said gently, “to always follow your gut, okay?”

Dad looked down at her suspiciously. “What?”

My brows drew together. “Mom... I said it was just sleep-deprived stuff. I tend to get more anxious and paranoid when I don’t sleep.”

Mom just sat up straighter, nodding. “Only if you’re sure.”

“If someone is following you,” dad said, eyes dark, “tell me immediately.”

“Dad...” I sighed, “I know how to fight. I’ve taken those martial arts classes because FireNight people—as you said—are always dangerous.”

“Tell us immediately,” mom repeated with urgency.

I gazed over at her then. “Didn’t dad stalk you before you got married?”

She glanced at dad before looking back at me. “That doesn’t mean that some stalkers don’t have ill-intent. Or want to hurt you. Remember that.”

“I actually cared about your mother from the get-go,” dad explained to me, making me glance over to find his eyes dark. “Yes, I did some bad things, but none were intended to hurt her.”

“College men you should be wary,” mom explained to me, making me look at her. “Especially when they’re FireNight.”

“They’re privileged,” dad explained. “Some are rapists, some are violent. Some are murderers.”

My lips pursed. “Is that what happened to Aunt Kate?”

Dad just glanced at mom sadly.

Mom looked down at me. “No, baby. Something else happened to Kate.”

In all seriousness... I was investigating something heinous.

Many, many years ago... my father’s sister went missing, and there was a whole search party out for her for almost ten years, but she was murdered. They found her body in a field, decomposed... under a house along with other children.

And she was only eleven when she was kidnapped.

My dad was in his thirties when they found it, and mom told me he hadn’t spoken for about a month after the fact, but she managed to get him to cave to her while I was only twelve.

Ever since that finding... I’ve had this suffering urge to figure out who killed her... and if it was a cult or something.

Because when we were cleaning out the basement, I found her journal. She wrote in it every night during her kidnapping, and it was found buried alongside the bodies, worn and torn, but the words were still legible.

It had been in my hands since, and the whole reason I went to this college was because she mentioned it in her notebook.

But she was taken so long ago... her kidnappers were surely deceased. I knew they were. So I was safe... hopefully. I was safe to investigate.

I just had to figure out why the hell I had this feeling of being watched, it was unsettling.

And despite what I told my parents, I wasn’t a hundred percent sure if it was paranoia... or real.

“Emily,” mom said, making me glance over at her. “You good?”

“Yeah.” I nodded. “Sorry, just been on edge and I’m tired which is not a good mix.”

Dad’s eyes scanned me, searching for something until he didn’t find it, and he eased back in his chair, looking around the restaurant casually.

What’s he doing?

His eyes scanned the crowd before they settled on some guy hiding his face in a newspaper.

Dad immediately stood, making my eyes round.

He casually weaved around the tables before using his fork to push down the newspaper.

The older guy gazed up, his brow arched in suspicion.

Dad smiled and stood. “My apologies. Just making sure you’re not stalking my daughter.”

Dad!

He blinked as if he couldn’t hear Asher, and that’s when I noticed the hearing aids in his ear. “Huh?”

Dad just waved off his question before looking around the restaurant, when he found nothing of the sort, he walked back over to us and sat down.

“If he’s here, I don’t see him.” Dad shrugged.

Mom smiled softly. “It’s alright, baby. Maybe it’s just paranoia.”

I shrugged. “That’s what I think at least. I mean... why would a guy stalk me? It’s not even that common.”

Mom just leaned forward, making me blink.

She pushed my glasses higher on my nose, smiling as she poked one of my gathering of freckles. “You have your father’s eyes.”

“And your mother’s hair... and her face,” dad said, amused.

Mom sat back before slumping her shoulders and gazing around before looking back at me. “I trust your opinion, Emily. If you think you’re in danger, call us immediately.”

I nodded. “I will.”

She just looked up at dad and smiled at him.

He leaned in for a kiss, and they did a gentle one before pulling back.

Mom bit her lip, starting to giggle.

“What?” dad said.

“You have uhm...” she pointed to her cheek, “chocolate.”

He gave her an amused look. “Wanna lick it off? Is that what you’re saying?”

“Nope!” I yelled too loudly, covering my eyes. “Nope. Please evade form the discomfort of your daughter. Please evade.”

They both chuckled, and I snuck a gaze up to dad pushing some of his cake over to mom.

“Finish it,” he nodded to it, “you’re too skinny.”

My eyes softened, and I looked over at mom.

She was a complicated one... in more of a sad way. She had an eating disorder of sorts, called Anorexia. It was developed by her bitch parents. The sadness of the disorder was... that it never really went away. Meaning you could fix your eating habits, but those thoughts in the back of your mind always prickled at you, telling you that you’re fat.

Dad broke that shell, and he had this automatic sense of when she was hungry and struggling to eat, so he’d just feed her. He knew whenever he did that, she caved.

Mom stared at the cake numbly, fisting her shirt above her stomach.

Dad tipped her chin up, and she gazed over.

He scooped up some cake and raised it to her lips. “Say, ahhhhh....”

Mom opened her mouth, and let him slip the food in.

Her face lit a little when she tasted it, and he dropped her chin when she swallowed.

“More?” dad said, pushing to cake over to her. “Eat it all, okay?”

She picked up the spoon then and started digging into the cake, her face brighter now and less pale.

I smiled a little. Works every time.

Dad glanced over at me then, suspicious. “You haven’t touched your food.”

I gazed down at my pie and smiled sheepishly. “I’m not hungry. I’ll save it for later.”

His eyes darkened then, and his gazed moved down to my arm.

I hid it under the table.

He looked back over at me, his eyes dark. “You need to eat more, Emily.”

I blinked hazily before nodding slightly.

He’s implying that I have the same disorder, but I don’t. I just don’t eat too often because I don’t have time. And then when I do eat, I’m nauseas from not eating.

Mom chewed up half the slice of cake before gazing up.

She saw dad staring at me intently before she set her fork down and looked back to dad.

He immediately flickered his gaze back down to her. “Eat the whole thing, baby.”

She looked down at my plate before looking back at me. “Emily.”

I sighed, complying.

She’s not going to eat until I do. Typical.

I just picked up a piece of pie and pushed it into my mouth, and I chewed before swallowing.

She watched me as I ate the whole thing.

I wasn’t nauseous right now. I just didn’t feel like eating. Wasn’t sure why. Probably the nerves.

Dad’s eyes flickered to hers then. “Cameron. Eat.”

She sighed and pushed her fork into the cake. “Asher, it’s a lot of sugar—”

“I don’t care. You don’t eat enough in a day for it to matter, so eat.”

She complied then, diving back into her cake.

One thing I learned... don’t argue with dad. Especially when it comes to your health or wellness. He would remain a rock-hard wall about it until you complied. And if you didn’t comply, he would force you.

It was odd... he was like a superhuman. He knew what mom thought all the time. It’s her body language. He’s known her longer than I... so... it’s understandable that he reads her so well.

I gazed up when mom finished her meal and she pushed it out of the way, standing up.

Dad caught her arm.

She gazed down at him.

He gave her a warning look. “Going to the bathroom?”

She nodded once.

“Why?”

“Wash... hands?”

He shook his head. “Sit.” He nodded to the chair.

She now looked irritated. “Asher, I don’t have bulimia. I’m not going to throw up.”

“Sit.” He nodded to the chair again.

She sighed and listened, settling in the chair.

He just hugged her, making her cheeks redden. “I love you too much. Stay here until you digest enough, please.”

She nodded softly.

He kissed her neck and pulled back, brushing hair away from her face.

I watched with a smile. Normally... a child would cringe at mom and dad’s... ahem... closeness. But... in circumstances like this, I found it cute how much he loved her. How much he cared.

This type of love was rare... and everyone with mom’s stress and kindness deserved it.

Dad just kissed her neck again before pulling her into a deep hug.

She buried her face into his neck, hugging him back.

I smiled, averting my gaze to my phone.

But I froze in place.

Chills sliced through my skin, the sounds of the world drowning out, and my senses kicked in, forcing my skin to prickle.

I felt my pupils shrink, and I panted softly.

And I shot up, looking at the wall on my right.

But—of course—there was nothing there.

All the sounds came back in an instant, and I just pressed my hand to my head, rubbing it numbly.

Dad looked at me. “Emily?”

I stared off into space, scanning the room for suspicious figures.

“Emily.”

I looked down at him, erasing the fear on my face. “Yeah?”

His eyes were dark. “You okay?”

I nodded, realizing I was standing and everyone was staring at me, so I quietly sat down. “Yeah. Fine.”

Mom now looked nervous at my current shift in mood. “What happened?”

“I dunno...” I said then, brows drawing together. “A panic attack?”

“A panic attack?” dad echoed.

I nodded. “Not sure why.”

He and mom exchanged looks before gazing back at me, and I just numbly kicked out my legs, keeping my eyes on the wall where I could’ve sworn I saw something.

Dad looked with me before glancing at mom and shaking his head.

She mouthed something to him.

He just gave her a dark look.

Both of their eyes flickered to me.

Dad said, “Emily.” 

I looked over. “Yeah?”

“Do you need any of your psych meds like... your anxiety meds?”

I shook my head. “Honestly? No. I think my panic attacks are happening because of the move, and I’m stressed. They should calm down.”

Dad nodded slowly before looking around the room. “We’re going to take you back to your apartment, okay? And if you need anything, call me, I’ll be awake.”

I chuckled. “I know.”

Insomniac.
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I was peacefully asleep one night, almost snoring because of how deep those meds took effect on me.

But—as I slept—I felt a soft brush on my wrists, and I drifted into the real world, my eyes glassy.

I gazed up, finding big man standing there, watching me.

I reached out to him. “Fwiend! I missed you.”

He smiled and sat on the side of the bed. “Come to daddy, pumpkin.”

I struggled to sit up and crawled over to him, climbing into his lap and snuggling close.

He set his lips on my head and rubbed my back up and down slowly, making me sleepy again.

“Where’d fwiend go?” I whispered tiredly. “Fwiend been gone all night!”

He chuckled. “I had to take care of some business.”

“Fwiend spent hours taking a poop?” I said.

He laughed softly. “No, baby. Not that kind of business.”

I just gazed up at him, smiling giddily.

He smiled back and brushed my hair back.

“How does fwiend wash hair?” I said, touching his black locks.

He looked more amused than anything. “With shampoo and conditioner... how else?”

“Does fwiend leave it in his hair for hours? Or does fwiend immediately wash?”

He chuckled. “Immediately wash, baby.”

“Ooooh,” I giggled.

“Mmm...” he murmured then, gently touching my face as I blinked, “those drugs you take to sleep make you so cute.”

“Oh!” I said, making his eyes flickered to mine. “I almost forgot to ask! Did you bring the salt?”

His brow arched.

“Broccoli monsters are very allergic to salt!” I nearly yelled. “Tell me you brought it or else we’ll be broccoli dinner!”

He just smirked. “Baby... how are they allergic to salt? Everyone puts salt on broccoli to flavor it.”

I shook my head quickly. “Yes! Because it kiiiiiiiiills the monster in them! That way they don’t try to eat out of your stomach when you swallow them.” I stuck my tongue out.

He just chuckled and pushed himself onto the bed, settling against the headboard as he held me in his lap.

I stared up at him cutely as he drew the covers over me and tucked me in.

“Go to sleep,” he said then, smiling in amusement. “I’ll protect you from the broccoli monsters, don’t you worry.”

I giggled and settled against his chest. “I wuv you fwiend.” I then gazed up. “When will normal Emily get to meet you? She don’t know you exist! Only I do! The broccoli monster Emily! Aren’t I amazing?”

He ran his fingers through my hair. “All of you is amazing, pumpkin.” He set his forehead on mine. “And give it time. When she comes to know me... her life will completely change.”

I blinked cutely.

He just touched my nose. “Now go to sleep.”

I nodded quick in determination, and settled against him, snuggling my face into his neck as he wrapped his arms around me.

“Good night, pumpkin.”

“Night, fwiend!”

*****
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Morning was arriving, and my baby girl was going to wake within four to five hours, so it was time for me to take my leave.

As I quietly pulled on my jacket, I suddenly heard padding footsteps, coming quickly over to me.

And then I was tackled.

I yelped, stumbling.

But I gazed down, finding Emily there, hugging me from behind.

She gazed up, her eyes big and teary. “Fwiend no leave! Fwiend stay!”

I just sighed and turned, kneeling down to her level.

Her meds are still in effect.

“Baby girl, why are you awake?” I said. “Aren’t you tired?”

“Fwiend stay!” she cried, tears rolling down her cheeks. “Pwease? Fwiend stay wif me!”

I gently pet her head. “Baby, if you keep fighting to stay awake with those meds, you’re going to pass out.”

“Fwiend no leave!” She shook her head quickly, grabbing onto my arm.

“I have stuff to do, baby.”

“Stay!” she begged, tugging at my arm.

I just watched her as she tried to pull me back to her room, but wasn’t strong enough.

But she just stumbled, whimpering.

But her eyes rounded, and she suddenly caught her head as she bent forward. “Owie! Owie!”

I stood and stepped forward. “I keep telling you not to fight the meds, baby. If you just go to sleep, your head won’t hurt.”

She stumbled again before she clutched her head tighter. “I don feel good.”

I watched as she swayed until her knees buckled.

I caught her by her armpits, sighing as I lifted her.

I held my arm under her bottom as I carried her back to her bedroom.

“I don’t feel good...” she whimpered.

“Close your eyes and go to sleep,” I whispered. “And remember... that I will always be watching you. You don’t have to worry, okay?”

“Normal Emily is going to be mad about that,” she said.

I chuckled. “Normal Emily doesn’t know I exist. But she will soon.”

I lowered her into her bed, and she sniffed, rubbing her teary eyes. “Why can’t fwiend stay?”

“Because I have a job, baby,” I whispered. “And you’ll freak out if I show myself too soon.”

She’d probably freak out regardless, though. That wasn’t my concern... my concern was more so that Emily didn’t know she was being stalked, and that I wanted to keep it that way... and mess with her a little before she figured it out.

She was already noticing it, though. Such a smart girl.

“So then how will fwiend stay wif me if he doing wowrk?” she murmured, still rubbing her eyes.

I smiled and drew the covers over her, and she sniffed. “Because I have cameras all over your apartment, baby. I watch them twenty-four-seven.”

“Fwiend watches me?” she said then, yawning. “But fwiend can just stay and cuddle!”

I leaned down and gently kissed her forehead. “Please, be a good girl and sleep, okay? I know tomorrow’s an off day for you and most of your classes are online, but you need to sleep, baby.”

She sniffed. “Kay.”

“Good night,” I kissed her head one more time, “sleep, baby.”

She closed her eyes and buried her face into the pillow. “Fwiend come back, right?”

“Always,” I whispered.

She smiled then, a soft one, and drifted off to sleep.

I stared at her for a moment before I grinned slightly, and I stood, exiting the room and going to get my jacket back on.

“Oh, pumpkin... what fun awaits you.”
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“Today, I had some fun around school!

It was nice, honestly. We had some fun events, and we seriously needed to do these more often.

Mommy and daddy took me home after the Halloween party, and it was fun!

I think this is my last year of trick or treating, though... I’m getting too old.

I start middle school next year... and it’s making me nervous.

Will I lose all my friends?

October 31st”

I stared solemnly down at the first page in my aunt’s notebook, sighing heavily as I closed my eyes tightly.

This journal entry is a year before she was kidnapped.

I’ve been studying them all to try to figure out who the hell took her... but I don’t see any patterns yet.

The journal she wrote in was in poor condition... it was found at the scene where her body was... the killer left it there.

It was taken to the police for evidence, but the case went cold and was dropped. Afterward, they handed the journal back to my dad, and it sat in our attic for decades.

The case went cold... but I am determined to find out who killed her. I just... need to know. It’s like a primal instinct.

I needed to breathe, though... just breathe.

I had been going through evidence after evidence of the murders... the police handed me some reports and didn’t give a shit for some reason.

Probably because they knew my dad, and they wanted to help before getting slaughtered... or whatever ax my dad held over their heads.

So I just decided to focus more on my aunt’s journal, trying hard to recover the pages that were warped or ink-stained, and my bestie, Emma, was helping me with that. She was very smart when it came to things like this.

It took time to make the pages intelligible again, so I had to go with one entry at a time.

But I just slouched back onto the couch, the first entry that was recovered not helping me solve this any sooner.

I pulled out my phone and scrolled through my notifications, swiping through them and finding nothing of importance, so I just opened up my social media app and clicked on my favorite video-maker.

I was a little weird... I liked reading and writing dark romances, and it was something that make me gloat in a way.

Online... with the profile yourstalker69, he made many videos based off books that dark romance girlies were obsessed with.

Sometimes his videos would be him shirtless, wearing a mask, and blowing smoke into the air... another would be him pretending to hunt down the viewer while the camera man would run from him.

I loved his videos sooooo much.

I slouched in my chair and clicked on one of his recent videos.

He was seated in a desk chair, shirtless, and covered in tattoos... he wore a bright red stitched mask that glowed in the blue lighting.

The subtitles read:

Be a good girl and get over my knee.

I’m going to spank you senseless.

I giggled, typing in a comment:

@emilyrules76 Omg, I might like that.

Swiping to another video, I sat back to watch it.

This one he was following the viewer down the hall, the camera turning to hide in a closet, and he quickly found me.

A new comment:

@emilyrules76 That’s not fair. I was rigged to lose that game.

I giggled and swiped to a new one.

I had been going through his videos for an hour before I decided to put my phone down, only to find notifications pinging.

I gazed down at my phone, finding my social media app sending me new comments.

I smiled and clicked them.

He always responds to comments... specifically mine.

It’s kinda cute.

I clicked onto the first comment I made (Omg, I might like that), and he responded with three black hearts and a smirk face.

I giggled again before clicking the next comment (That’s not fair. I was rigged to lose that game.)

Three black hearts again and a comment, “You’re always rigged to lose, baby girl. Haven’t you learned that by now?”

I just smiled and set my phone down, prancing off to the kitchen and going through my foods before pulling down a snack.

After pouring a bowl of some chips, I walked off to my bedroom to do my online schoolwork.
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I stared forward in the sacrificial chamber... hidden deep in the basement of the FireNight fraternity house of Campbell University.

A small smile spread across my face as one of my men tore a knife into my back, shaping it into the same scar they drew on me once a year.

A pentagram that they carved into my back before every October.

It hurt... at first, but I got used to it.

They had been doing this for years now.

It was a tradition in our FireNight frat... the first leader who made this frat created it; that once a year, a month before Halloween, the main underling would carve this same shape into the frat leader’s back once a year... in the same area, too. So that way... the scar never faded.

It was to make sure that we remained loyal to our cause.

Our sadistic, satanic cause of murdering people that deserve it.

And keeping them here... in the ritual chamber. So that way, when one of the frat members decided to get married, we could host a fucked-up wedding filled with blood and entrails.

We’d blindfold the girl (or guy, depending) first, of course. So they didn’t freak out.

The FireNight fraternity was actually a US-wide thing... there was one at every campus, and we were all rich and powerful men, billionaires (or at least, I was, and I provided for the other men in here).

We were more of a cult, really. Our money gained power over the oligarchy government, so whenever someone got me arrested, all I had to do was wave a check in front of their face and I was home free.

It’s depressing for my little angel, really. She physically could not rid of me.

Although... her father was a concern of mine.

He was the FireNight leader of the Kay University frat decades ago... and all frat leaders know that all of us kill.

A lot.

I sighed when Gabe curved the end of the wound before pulling back.

I sighed and stood, feeling blood drip down my back as he draped a towel over me.

I spared him an amused glance. “Thanks, Gabe. You get gentler every year.”

He bowed before me, making me smirk.

I then looked at the other frat members in here who were holding candles and covered their eyes with a black blindfold.

I just started up the stairs. “Let’s get fucked up.”

Everyone whooped.

Gabe followed after me as the other men came with him. “Sir... are you skipping the frat party again?”

“Yes,” was my reply. “She’s at the bookstore tonight. I love watching her read.”

Gabe nodded then.

When we made it upstairs, I turned toward him and held out a hundred-dollar bill. “Try to make sure they don’t blow the house down, yeah?”

He nodded, taking the money.

I started upstairs to change into a black shirt... because if I wore white, the blood would seep through, and people would think I was shot.

I couldn’t have that, could I?
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I stepped down the rainy streets of oldtown, my eyes glowing as I continued forward to my destination.

Since it was rainy, I changed into a black raincoat and a baseball cap, having the cap cover my eyes in shadows with the hood pulled over it... couldn’t have her recognizing me yet, could I?

But then my eyes locked on the glowing pink neon-sign curled into a semi-cursive word, “Books”, and I smiled, sinking into the shadows of the tree across the street.

My angel sat inside, a pile of books seated beside her as she sipped her pumpkin spice chai she got from the café, and she read deep into her book while the store owner swept up.

The only bookstore that was open past ten pm, and she loved it here. She came here every night to read and write... never missed a day, either.

I watched as she dug deep into the dark romance novel she picked out, her eyes shaking as if she was reading pure spice, and her fingers dug into the cover, knuckles whitening.

I set my head against the tree, enjoying watching her and her passionate hobbies.

And how worked up she got when she read smut. 

It was cute!

I couldn’t help but grin, a low chuckle exhaling through my lips.

You always come here in the darkness, baby girl... is it because it sets the mood? Sitting in the bookstore, enjoying the pure darkness outside as you read the darkness inside.

Oh, what I have in store for you.
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I leaned over my baby girl as she slept peacefully under the covers.

I gently brushed the back of my hand along her cheek, and she whimpered, turning her head away.

I just want to see your eyes. I want you to look at me at least once a day... or else I can’t take hiding in the shadows anymore.

I’ll go insane.

“Hey,” I whispered, brushing my hand along her cheek again, “you wanna look at me, baby?”

She whimpered, turning over in her bed.

“Just a little?” I murmured. “Please?”

She then parted her eyes and gazed over at me, her eyes dark and lost as she stared at me.

“Oh, poor thing,” I whispered then, leaning over her, “those meds really took a toll on you tonight, huh?”

“Fweind...” she murmured, “came.... Fweind came....”

“I told you I would,” was my response. “You wanna get in daddy’s lap again, pumpkin?”

“Yeah.” She struggled to sit up, her shoulders slumped as she crawled over to me.

But her elbows buckled, and she collapsed onto the bed.

I just caught her and shushed her, lifting her up and pulling her into my lap.

But I pressed myself to the headboard and pulled the blankets over us, and she settled against me, starting to fall asleep.

“You’re warm... fwiend,” she said then.

I chuckled. “Yeah?”

“Yeah...” she replied, “I don’t need heated blanket now. I have fwiend!”

“Shhh...” I cooed, “don’t get too excited. Go to sleep.”

“Does fwiend ever wonder what normal Emily is like?” she said, keeping her eyes closed.

“I watch her daily,” I replied, “and you, too... of course, I know.”

“So does... does fwiend like normal Emily or broccoli monster Emily more?” Her eyes were still closed.

I smiled then. “I love them both equally. Normal Emily... might be fun to scare.”

“But fwiend never scare broccoli monster Emily,” she said then. “Why nowt?”

“Because you’re cute and you need to sleep, and I don’t want to ruin that.”

“But fwiend always wakes me up,” she argued.

“True,” I replied gently. “But... I just like it when you look at me every night.”

She giggled and opened her eyes. “Like dis?” She fluttered her lashes.

I chuckled. “Yes, baby.”

She closed her eyes again and snuggled up with me. “Will fwiend be nice with normal Emily like he is wif me?”

“Yes,” I said, “definitely.”

“But you scawre her,” she argued. “You be nice like you are, too?”

“I love holding my Emily,” I replied then. “If she doesn’t want me to hold her, I’ll force her.”

“Why wouldn’t she?” Emily giggled, snuggling closer. “You my teddy. I wuv.”

I held her tighter. “I love you, too.”

She sniffed and gazed up. “Fwiend?”

“Yes?”

“Can you show youself to Emily soon, pwease? I think she’ll wike you.”

“I don’t know...” I remarked, playing with her bangs as she watched me curiously. “She might not like me. I’m scary.”

She giggled. “Normal Emily like being scared!”

“Yeah?” I smiled.

“Yeah!” she nodded, giggling again. “She don’t want to admit it, but she adrenaline junkie.”

I chuckled.

“Show youself!” she begged me. “I think she want to meet you! And maybe she want to cuddle, too! So I get more cuddles, right?”

I laughed softly. “Right.”

“Pease?” She pressed her hands together.

“Soon, baby,” I promised. “Very soon.”

She seemed satisfied with that answer and snuggled with me, making me exhale when I pulled the covers higher over her and tucked her in.

I want to touch her, fuck her... and destroy her.

But I want her to remember.

And when she takes these meds... she’s no longer herself, and she doesn’t remember these nights with me... so all I can do is hold her. And I don’t mind it... I love this almost the same.

I just want to feel her against me... in my arms.

Right now, that’s enough.

But once she’s sober and knows that I exist.

I will destroy her.

“Hold me all night, Fwiend,” she murmured. “Never wvet go.”

“Yes, baby,” I said back. “You can sleep now, okay?”

She turned into me. “I wuv.”

“I love you, too,” I replied gently. “It’s sleepy times now, okay? So no more talking.”

She snuggled close. “Kay.”

I held her tightly, my eyes focusing on her relaxed face as she let out a faint smile.

“Good night, Fwiend.”

“Good night, baby girl.”

And she faded into her dreams, leaving me alone... just holding her silent and warm form.

I watched her with straightened lips for too long.

But a smile cracked across my face.
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It was only an hour of holding Emily before I felt her tossing and turning.

“Wait, no... fwiend,” she whispered, making me gaze down at her.

She sniffed. “I don’t wanna sleep no more. You gonna leave me again.”

My eyes softened. “Baby girl, you need rest. It’s only three in the morning. Close those beautiful eyes.”

“Nu!” she whined, shifting and hugging me. “Fweind stay! Fwiend not allowed to leave!”

I just smiled, holding her and rubbing her back.

I buried my face in her hair as I continued to brush my hand up and down her back, trying to be gentle.

She started weakening into me. “Stoap... you making me... sleepy.”

“Shhhh...” I cooed, setting my lips on her forehead. “Good baby girl... breathe and rest. I’ll hold you all night, promise.”

“But in morning...” she yawned into my shoulder, “you be gone, fwiend.”

“I’m never gone,” I promised. “I’m always with you, I swear it.”

“But... but you lie. You weave in morning.”

“I don’t ever leave you, baby,” I whispered then. “You just can’t see me, that’s all.”

She giggled before yawning. “Fwiend good at hide and seek?”

“Mmm—hmm,” I murmured as she continued weakening. “You could say that.”

She melted slightly as I kept rubbing her back, trying to get her back to sleep.

“Fwiend... you never weave me? Then how do you take a poop?”

I laughed softly. “Okay... I sometimes leave for a couple minutes. That’s all.”

I left her yesterday for about fifteen minutes to do the ritual, and then I was at her side again, watching her.

“Fwiend...” she yawned again, “fwiend always watching over his favorite Emily.” She giggled.

“Yes, baby girl,” I kissed her forehead. “You are my favorite.”

“Favowite?” she echoed. “Favowite person of all timeses?”

“Yes, my favorite girl... my favorite person... my favorite everything.”

She melted further. “I... wike... dat.”

“Yeah?” I whispered.

“You making me sweepy.” She kicked slightly. “Stawp. I wanna talk to fwiend!”

“You need to sleep, pumpkin,” I argued. “It’s three in the morning.”

“But I wanna talk to fwiend! Why you being mean?!” She started sobbing, making my eyes soften.

“Awh, baby.” I lifted her and pulled her closer, pulling the covers over her. “You’re tired, Sweetheart. Please, sleep.”

“No!” she whined. “Why don you wanna talk to me?”

I chuckled and held her tightly to me. “I love talking to you, baby. I’m just putting your health first, okay?”

Some would say that I was being a dick for holding her all night, assuming that her medication would keep her asleep all night and I was ruining her sleep by being here.

I wasn’t.

Because I’ve watched her at night, and despite the meds to help her insomnia, her insomnia always won.

She’d just hobble about her room every three hours and doing random shit while high off her ass with her sleeping meds.

One night, I came into her room... the night she first met me, and she was fascinated immediately—her high-self—and she let me cradle her that night.

She slept like a baby.

I then decided to come in every night while her meds were in effect to hold her, and when she woke up, I’d usher her back to sleep.

She’d fight me a lot, but fell back asleep quicker than when she was alone.

When she was alone, she’d be awake for an hour until collapsing back onto that bed of hers.

I assumed it was a safety thing. She was alert multiple times a night because she was scared of her safety... this started ever since she got into searching for her aunt’s killer.

She was starting to get paranoid.

And I made her feel safe.

So I took advantage of that, and tried to use that aspect of the trust to get her to sleep more... because my baby needed it.

I fell asleep with her, too, at night. I also had trouble sleeping, and ever since she came into my life... I slept peacefully while she was in my arms.

But my brain always woke me up at sunrise—I was wired that way—and I secretly appreciated it because I didn’t want the sober Emily to realize she had an admirer every night.

Then she’d stop the meds, and she wouldn’t sleep.

But~

Once she did know I was here... she wouldn’t need the meds with,

How. Hard. I. Fuck. Her.

But I didn’t fuck her right now... right now it’s just high-off-her-ass Emily and cuddles, and I was fine with that.

I loved holding her... it was almost as sinful and it gave me such joy to look forward to every night.

I was going insane just watching her every night.

I loved this so much, holding her.

I then snapped out of my thoughts, just realizing that I had been spacing out for some time, and I gazed down.

Emily was slumped into my chest, completely unconscious with her mouth hung open as her arms flopped around me.

I nearly snorted before pulling the covers over her, and she remained asleep.

“So cute,” I remarked, brushing her hair down.

I then leaned back and closed my eyes, letting myself get some rest before the sun rose.

I smiled then.

With my baby girl in my arms... I can do anything.

*****
[image: ]

The Angel

Present

“Today sucks.

Mommy stole my cheese stick, and I’m mad at her.

Sometimes, I wonder if she hates me.

That was my cheese stick.

MINE.

Anyways... a really nice guy came up to me at school today, and he gave me his own cheese stick! I love the cheese sticks.

I’m going to sneak out and buy some more tomorrow.

INFINITE CHEESE.

November 16th”

I stared at the most recent recovered note in my aunt’s diary, scrubbing my hair in annoyance as I stared at the paper.

Once again... not helpful.

I couldn’t wait until she got to the fucking point... the pages that I was begging to see.

The pages she wrote while she was taken.

Her kidnappers thought they were smart and tossed water about the evidence, thinking that the ink-stains couldn’t be recovered by all means.

But they didn’t know that people were smarter than they’d assume.

And I would figure out what the fuck happened to her.

She was so young, and she deserved justice.

But my phone pinged, and I snuck a glance down at it.

Of course, it was my dad:

Hey.

How’s everything?

I opened my phone and typed in a text:

I’m good.

How about you?

And mom?

We’re fine.

Just chilling and watching a movie.

She’s pissing right now, and I’m all alone.

Oh, poor you.

So alone all the time.

Poor you.

Shut it.

I giggled.
How’s the apartment?
The microwave explode yet?

No.

Thankfully.

Although, I have heard tales.

That thing is miniscule.

I told you I could’ve gotten you a better apartment.

Even a house!

If you want, of course.

I sighed, shaking my head.

Dad, my contract is in place.

It’s a six-hundred dollar fee to cancel it.

His typing icon came until a new message popped up.

So?

I think you’re forgetting that thine father is a billionaire.

I know we have a middle-class house,

But your mom doesn’t like large houses.

I sighed.

And?

And you like dark romance, right?

Like your mom?

I arched a brow.

Soooooooo... maybe I could find you a nice gothic house?

I stared.

Huh.

C’mon.

You know like that cool haunted theme?

That... gothic style kind of theme?

I sighed.

Dad.

I don’t want to live in a haunted house, thanks.

Fine then.

What about an apartment?

I can afford a better one... or just a house in general.

I thought this over for a moment before glancing down at the journal entry, and then gazed down at my phone.

Isn’t there an abandoned frat house here?

It’s up for lease, I think.

Yeah. There is.

The Oh—Cappa—Cappa frat got disbanded a year ago.

It was in the news.

Low numbers or something.

Their house is big... kinda cool. Lots of room.

Are you saying you want that house, Emily? :)

I giggled.

Mayyyyyybe.

Welp. I can afford it.

I keep wanting to buy your mom things and she tells me nooooo.

So rude.

I smiled, laughing.

Alrighty, then.

It’s settled.

The Oh—Cappa—Cappa house is yours :)

I blinked.

You sure?

You haven’t even applied for the lease yet.

He responded instantly.

Don’t worry. I have my ways.
Trust your daddy.
Oh, okay.

Thanks, dad!

Love you, sugar.

Love you, dad!

I then set my phone down, smiling internally at myself.

A new house... it might take a couple months, but that sounded nice.

I was asking for a lot, but my dad was insistent, and it seemed kinda cool.

I wasn’t sure why I wanted such a big house, though... I felt like I’d need it for something, but I couldn’t quite place it yet.
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