

    
        
          God of Corruption

        

        
        
          The FireNight's Library

        

        
        
          Aspen Wolff

        

        
          Published by Bad Wolfe Collections, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GOD OF CORRUPTION

    

    
      First edition. January 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Aspen Wolff.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233324246

    

    
    
      Written by Aspen Wolff.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

IMPORTANT NOTE

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

Epilogue

Sign up for Aspen Wolff's Mailing List

Further Reading: Our Little Mouse: A Dark College Romance

Also By Aspen Wolff

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For all those girlies wanting to be railed by a psychopath.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Get on your knees and beg like a good girl.
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IMPORTANT NOTE
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First of all, a disclaimer, all “FireNight” and “The FireNight Library” books can be read as a standalone. Reading previous books first are not needed unless you want to.

“The FireNight Library” books are a collection of books, stories, and fairytales mentioned in FireNight novels, they are not a part of the FireNight realm itself.

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

So here are some trigger warnings that need to be taken into consideration:

TRIGGER WARNINGS ARE BUT NOT LIMITED TO:

Praise kink, gaslighting, masked men, smut, bdsm (with aftercare) (bondage, dominant, submissive, sadism, masochism), toxic relationship, bondage, forced orgasm, kidnapping , S and M (Sadomasochism), graphic murder, graphic violence (not abuse), stalking, sexual punishments (consensual), breaking and entering, alcohol use, ddlg, language.
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Clara
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My eyes flickered to the board as my professor started the class, and she wrote down scattered textbook phrases for our subject today:

Sexual stimulation with bdsm and the brain.

It was a psychology course specifically about sex and different kinks and odd personalities related to “different” couples. Meaning couples that were definitely not vanilla.

I wasn’t sure why I chose this class. I had never dated and hadn’t planned to in the near future, but... the subject did very much interest me. For some reason.

“Hello, everyone,” the professor said, smiling. “Welcome to week five!”

There was scattered claps and cheers... because everyone was butt-fuck tired due to this eight in the morning class.

She just smiled and went through her notes. “Alright... well... I guess we should start. Pop quiz question.” She gazed up. “What does bdsm stand for?”

I rolled my eyes. Everyone knows that.

But she gazed up, pointing her finger out. “Damian?”

I gave the guy three seats behind me an annoyed glance.

He smiled and set his raised hand down. “Bdsm. Bondage, dominant, submissive, sadism, masochism.”

“Good!” The professor clapped. “Alright, now we will get on the lecture for the brain when it comes to sexual stimulation!”

I sighed and turned back forward.

God, I hate him.

Damian Blackwood was the world-known narcissist. He was a know-it-all in this class, he constantly exclaimed he had the perfect appearance, and that he knew the woman’s body so well. And how to pleasure it to ecstasy.

And the worst part was... he knew he was self-centered, and he embraced it.

The fucker.

I liked men with confidence, but fictional men. Like in books. Because they were fake and fantastical and fun... real men fucked up every second and only cared about their own dick. And they always went for a blonde chick... not that I was dissing blondes, but why didn’t the hot ones every go for the average ones like me?

Freckles... black hair... wavy... tussled... short... introverted... book lover.

None of the hot ones in high school had a girlfriend like that. It’s like they knew they were hot and they perused the “best of the dish” because they were so fucking ego-centric.

My professor paused her speech before gasping. “Oh, I forgot!” She smiled up. “I know I’m an odd professor for giving you all seating arrangements, it was necessary for the course. But... alas... it is the fifth week, and I think there needs to be a little changing.” She stacked some papers on her desk, the girl next to me typing on her phone while popping her bubble-gum. “Due to the questionnaire you all had relating to your sexual preference... I have decided to pair you with your ideal partner.”

I glanced at the distracted girl next to me. Fine by me.

She was right, though. All of us got a questionnaire that asked for our sexual preference, and we all typed our answers.

“Alright... I hope you all don’t mind me saying this, but due to the class results, forty percent of you are straight, twenty percent are bisexual, twenty percent are homosexual, and twenty percent are pansexual.”

She then pushed her paper under the camera for the projector, and I gazed up, seeing our new seating arrangement.

My eyes fell onto my own name that was at the same desk I was sitting, and I glanced to the person beside me.

My mouth dropped.

Damian Blackwood? No!

FUCK!

I grumbled in annoyance before I crossed my arms over my chest.

Now I’m going to be ignored for the rest of the semester. Why couldn’t she put me with a nice one like Kai or Jacob?

I sighed.

“Wow,” Damian said from next to me, “don’t look so excited there.”

I jumped in my seat, flipping around to find him sitting next to me.

How did he move so fast? And when did the bubblegum girl move?

I swallowed something hard before looking away. “I’m just angry that I got a bad quiz score.”

“Little smart goody-two shoes got a bad quiz score?” he said then, smirking. “You liar.”

I then glanced over at him, my brows drawing together in concern.

Goody-two... how the fuck did he...? Oh... probably because I look like a nerd.

Just turned back forward and stared at the wall, refusing to make conversation.

He leaned forward and set his cheek in his hand, regarding me before staring forward.

We remained silent for too long.

“So,” Damian said then, making me clench my fists, “what made an innocent one like you join such a kinky class?”

I just thinned my lips. “That’s none of your business.”

His eyes moved down to my hands before he smiled. “I can guess.”

“No you can’t.”

“You like dark romance.”

I froze immediately, sliding him a nervous glance.

He smirked. “Was I right?”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “How did you know that?”

He pointed to my wrist, where a small tattoo of a book placed there... one of the most popular dark romances out there.

I just rolled down my sleeve and looked forward again.

“You’re name is Clara, right?”

“Don’t talk to me,” I snapped.

He chuckled. “Bad mood?”

“Yes. Shut it unless you don’t want balls.”

“Oooh.” He laughed softly.

I just wiggled my toes under my boots before staring mindlessly at the board.

“You have a boyfriend?” he wondered then.

“None-ya.”

“I’m just curious.” He laughed softly. “You’re very hostile toward me. We’re supposed to get along. Learn together.”

I tapped my shoe impatiently. “This is not a hook-up class, kay? They don’t just pair partners together and say, ‘now fuck’!”

He chuckled in amusement. “Fair point.”

I just continued staring forward, tapping my shoe impatiently.

“You a fantasy gal?” he said then. “Or are you a contemporary gal?”

“Why do you keep prodding answers from me?” I grumbled. “Aren’t you a know-it-all? Pay attention so you can get attention.”

“Ouch,” he commented.

I scribbled down notes.

“So,” he repeated, me seethe, “fantasy or contemporary?”

“If I answer this one question, will you shut up?”

“Promise.” He winked.

I just sat up straighter. “I read anything, romantasy, contemporary, mafia, college, paranormal. As long as it’s dark, I’ll read it.”

“Dark romance?” he clarified.

“Yes,” I replied.

But I hadn’t read recently... it’s all now masked men on the internet that I like watching. College made me so emotionally exhausted, I didn’t have the will to read anymore.

He silenced then, as he promised, and stared back forward, setting his hand on his cheek dreamily.

I gave him an irritated look before continuing to take notes.
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“Order seventy-one!”

I kindly stepped forward, taking my bag of food off the counter before backing off to grab my drink.

I set my bag aside before pressing my cup to the soda machine, and watching the cola pour deeply into the cup.

I stared at it for a moment, my eyes dark.

“So,” Damian said from next to me, making me jump and spill my soda over, “if I were to paint my nails black or purple... which would suit me?”

I shot him a look, finding him leaning against the wall next to me. “Are you made of smoke or something?! Jesus.”

He just smiled.

I grumbled in annoyance before finishing filling my soda. “Why are you even here? Class is over, leave me alone.”

I walked off then, but he followed me.

“Come on,” he said then, smiling slyly. “Can’t I get to know my lab partner?”

“It’s not a lab,” I replied angrily, “it’s a lecture. And no! You cannot! Leave me alone before I get pissy.”

“Pissy? You?” He chuckled. “Nah.”

I sent him an angry look. “Can I eat in peace?”

“You can,” he replied, smirking, “but will you? No.”

I just snatched my food and walked off, and he chuckled and followed me.

“So,” he said then, “do you have a job?”

“None-ya.”

“What about pets? Cat or dog person?”

“None-ya.”

“What’s your stance on politics?”

“Leave—me—alone.”

He just continued following me. “What’s your favorite book?”

I kept walking.

“Favorite song?” he wondered then. “Movie? TV show?”

“None-ya.”

“Genre? What’s your favorite genre?”

“None-ya.”

“I bet you like vampires.”

“No.” I glared.

“Liar.” He chuckled. “Team Edwardo or Jake?”

I just stopped in my tracks and looked back at him.

He’s just going to continue following me, isn’t he? Fine. I’ll sit my ass down and eat, and ignore the fuck out of him.

I then settled on the empty table in front of me, and he pushed out a chair on the other side and sat on it backward.

“Favorite food?” he wondered then.

“Guess.”

He thought this over for a moment. “Chicken.”

“EEHH!” I growled. “Wrong.”

He cracked a smile. “Was I?”

“Yes.” I looked back down at my food, sticking the burger in my mouth.

He just watched me before he smiled wider. “Fine. You wanna play these games with me? I’ll play.” He leaned forward. “Let’s see how much you ignore me when I drop my façade.”

I just gave him a look before going at my food.

“For starters,” he stated then, setting his cheek in his hand as he regarded me, “you are a fighter, but in reality, you wouldn’t hurt a fly. You love animals, refuse to eat beef, and you love watching veterinary shows.”

I paused then, my burger halfway to my mouth.

“You don’t currently have a job,” he stated then, smirking, “but you’ve been applying to publishing companies while you work on getting your bachelors in English and marketing.”

I lowered my sandwich slowly.

“You have a pet,” he said then, his eyes darkening with his grin, “it’s a cat. Specifically a rag doll. You love cats. You’re a cat person.”

I started breathing shakily, staring at him in horror.

“With politics, you’re in the middle. You don’t like one side or the other. But you... in fact... try to ignore politics because it’s too stressful for you.”

I gripped my burger tightly, starting to shake.

“Your favorite book is the one tattooed on your wrist,” he tipped his head to the side, smirking, “you’ve read it over entirely ten times.”

I swallowed, chills slicing through me.

“Favorite song?” he said then, lashes lowering. “Disturbed. Movie? Dancing with the Devil. TV show? The Big Bang.”

I started panting.

“Genre?” he said then, winking. “Different with each medium. Books? Dark romance. That’s abundantly clear. TV show? You prefer episodic and comedic. Movie? You hate the dramatic ones because you get second-hand embarrassment. You like the dark romance movies, too... especially when they’re based on books.”

“How did you—” I breathed.

“You love vampires,” he said in amusement. “You rewatched Vampire Saga five times within the last six months. Your favorite parts are when they bite the neck. You like it.”

I started scooting out in my chair, trying to back away from him.

“You definitely are team Edwardo.”

What the actual fuck.

“Favorite food?” he said then. “Watermelon. You’d eat an entire one if you were hungry enough.” He smirked wider. “You hate mashed potatoes. Not because of the taste... you love French fries and boiled potato. You just dislike the texture of mashed. You have the same aversion to yogurt, pudding, and applesauce. But with those, you can handle a small amount. Mashed potatoes, though... you can’t stand it.”

I felt my eyes sting with dryness after staring at him for so long.

“So,” he said, his eyes dark with his grin, “was I spot on?”

I slammed out of my chair, backing off.

Yes. Yes he is.

That’s... horrifying.

I don’t even know him. The first time I talked to him was today. How the fuck did he—?

“Just...” I said, “just who are you?”

He tipped his head to the side. “What do you mean by that? Are you asking my name?” He chuckled before he grinned, his eyes glowing sinisterly. “Or are you asking if I’m a psychopath?”

I immediately backed myself to the wall. “This isn’t funny. How did you know all that? Are you stalking me?!”

“Stalking you?” he echoed, smirking. “Define it, Angel.”

“Don’t call me that.”

“It stays, Angel.”

I glared, gritting my teeth. “Who are you?” I then paused before I glared. “My diary. You took it, didn’t you? How did you get it? Did one of the bullies put you put to this?”

He blinked before his smile vanished, and his face grew carefully expressionless. “You’re being bullied?”

“Don’t dodge the question!” I yelled.

He smiled then. “I don’t really wish to answer.”

“You will!” I yelled then. “Or I’ll... or I’ll call the police!”

“You think they’ll believe you?” he said with a dark smile.

I felt my face sweat then. “They will.”

“You have no evidence.”

“But you just gave me evidence!”

“Mmm...” he said, chuckling, “that’s hear-say. Plus...” he gazed up, “you have an aversion to the police. You have a trauma related to them. You despise them. Do you won’t really go to them, would you?”

Cold chills sliced through me, and I tried to control my breathing as sweat stuck to my skin.

I gritted my teeth then. “This isn’t funny. Where’s my diary?”

He smiled and closed his eyes, pushing himself to stand up. “I’m sorry... but I really do have to go. There’s a block party happening, and I just can’t resist a couple margaritas.” He gazed up with a sly smile. “See you on Thursday, Angel.”

I just started to him, raising my hand to slap him across the face.

But he caught my wrist, making me pause.

He just lowered his face to hover over mine, making my breath shake. “Careful,” he said in warning, “I bite.”

But he raised his hand, a small piece of paper slipping out from his fingers.

He just pressed it into my hand (that he was holding the wrist of), and he just winked. “If you have questions... that’s my number.”

And he pulled back, dropping my hand.

He then turned and walked off, down the hall.

I stared after him, my eyes shaking.

But I just quickly grabbed my stuff and shot up. “No, you don’t, you psychop—”

But he was gone.

I scrambled to a stop, staring down at the empty hallway with the single light blinking on the space he was originally.

I started panting before I looked around worriedly.

It’s dealthy silent.

Usually, it sounded like a rec-center in here with all the voices echoing off the walls effortlessly.

It was past eight in the evening. The building was empty of students and faculty by now.

I just pushed my chair in and wrapped my burger back up.

I need to go home and see if my diary is still there. If it’s not... then I know he’s just playing with me.

I heard those frat boys enjoy doing that shit.
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I was right, my diary was missing from my desk.

I had a friend of a friend over recently (she teased me a lot and made fun of me). She must’ve taken it and given it to him so he could fuck with me.

I gritted my teeth before throwing my bag on the floor and collapsing onto my bed.

I’m demanding it from him in the morning.

It’s good now I know that I’m not being stalked. That he’s just like those other bullies. He’s trying to scare me.

But it’s not going to work!

I paused then, gazing up.

But what’s also odd is that... since he did have the diary... that he memorized all of that.

And the way he said it. That sadistic smile, glowing eyes, dangerous look. It was a twisted amusement, but not in the bullying sense... in a seductive sense.

That—itself—made a coldness fill me.

*****
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Damian

I whistled off-key as I stepped over to the bar down the street, continuing forward before making it to the entrance.

But I paused, looking to the rose that I recently clipped in my own hand.

A small smile spread across my lips, and I just gazed up and entered the restaurant.

Chatter filled the room, and then the doors slammed behind me...

And it went deathly silent.

Everyone looked at me, faces etched in horror and fear and started panting as I walked over to the bar.

I let out a whistle, an unsettling song that echoed off the bare walls effortlessly... and my shoes clicked on the wood floors.

Just to scare them a bit, I let my dark shadow etch up on the walls.

They all whimpered, shrinking back.

I made it to the bar and leaned against the counter.

A dark smile crossed my face. “Whiskey. On the rocks.”

He stuttered. “Y—yes! Of course!”

He then ran off to make it for me, I just stood up slightly and adjusted my cufflinks before looking around before smiling. “Go back to talking. Don’t mind me. I’m just here for a good drink. Not here to harm.”

They all stared for a moment before relief clouded their eyes, and they started whispering to each other.

I just stared back forward, leaning against the counter as the bartender came up to me, sliding the drink over.

“Tell me,” I said, making him freeze, “what are you? Vampire? Siren? Shifter?”

“Vampire, sir.”

“Mmm... fascinating.” I sipped my drink casually. “Is this a Vampire bar?”

“No, sir,” he said, trying to stop the shaking in his voice. “Every one of every race comes here, sir.”

“Ah, I see.” I leaned my cheek in my hand. “It’s odd... you don’t see these things very often.” I then glanced at him with a dark grin. “You have any booths open?”

“W—which would you prefer, sir?”

“Anything. I don’t mind.”

He pointed to an empty booth across the room, right beside a window to the street. “Is that one alright with you, sir?”

“Indeed,” I said then, standing and catching my drink, “thanks.”

I then walked over and settled down, scooting further into the booth before relaxing.

I stared at the rose in my hand, spinning it slowly as one of the little thorns pricked into my thumb, causing a small amount of blood to slip down my finger.

It’s odd that this world of magical creatures existed among the humans... and the humans couldn’t even see it if they wanted to. Their minds were warped entirely and damaged by the fact of their own existence. Us, on the other hand, were considered a superior species... but what was odd that the select humans who did see us decided to write stories... fictional apparitions to attest for their imaginations. 

I... was different, though. Dangerous... horrifying. The legends called me a Karotthe. A creature of pure darkness and death. A demon... the only one.

I could kill in a moment... with a flick of my finger and the armies would explode into a blood fountain. If I wanted to.

So—naturally—even the most powerful creatures would cower at the face of death.

Me.

Everyone feared me.

Except her... the innocent sunshine with a bite crisp enough to make me shiver.

“A sacrifice,” I mused to myself, twirling the blood red rose in my hand. “Of the most precious thing this world could have.” I smiled. “And now she’s all mine.”

Almost seconds later, my phone immediately started buzzing, and I gazed down to it in amusement.

An unknown number, but I knew very well who it was.

I picked up the phone, smirking as I pressed it to my ear. “Hello, there, Angel.”

“You son of a bitch!” Clara replied from the other end.

I chuckled. I knew she’d call.

“Where’s my diary?” she snapped then. “Where is it, huh?”

I looked at my fingernails. “I’m afraid I do not know what you’re talking about.”

“My diary!” she growled. “It’s missing! You took it!”

“Mmmm...” I murmured, “I did not, Sweetheart.”

“You fucking liar,” she snapped, “how else would you know all that stuff?!”

A dark smirk crossed my face, my eyes reddening in amusement.

“Who put you up to this?!” she growled. “Huh?! Was it Mia? Was it Jake?!”

“Neither of the sort, I’m afraid,” I replied. “It’s all only been me.”

“Why?!” she snapped. “You find it funny when I’m scared?!”

“Funny?” I echoed. “No. Amusing? Yes.”

“How did you get my diary?! Did someone steal it for you?!”

“I didn’t take your diary, darling.”

She just growled. “Why are you persistent on lying? You scared me already!”

I just twirled the rose in my fingers. “You don’t sound scared, Angel.”

“I’m not!”

I just chuckled, gazing up. “You are one of the odd ones who mask their fear with anger, aren’t you?”

She fell silent for a moment. “Where are you Damian?”

“At a bar... in town. One of the best. They call it Fiddle Sticks. But judging by the murmuring of voices behind you, you must be at home, watching Fifty Shades. One of your favorites.”

She just leveled her tone, calming herself. “Who are you?”

“My name is Damian,” I said, staring down at the rose. “Damian Blackwood.”

“No, who are you?”

“I just said—”

“I don’t want to know you’re name!” she yelled. “I want to know who you are! Where you’re from! How old you are! And why you like fucking with me!”

I don’t like fucking with you. I love scaring you. The look on your face is priceless, darling.

“Hello?” she snapped. “Answer!”

I just pressed the mic to my lips, whispering, “Find out yourself. You’re a smart girl.”

And I hung up the phone, setting it down on the table.

I then gazed down at the rose, an even darker smile crossing my face. “The games are about to start. And you’re rigged to lose.”

*****
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I was casually sipping my drink before the door of the bar opened, and then slammed shut.

Loud, pounding footsteps sounded in the room before she went up to the bartender. “Where the hell is he?”

I glanced over in amusement, finding Clara standing there.

He blinked. “Uhm... who?”

“Damian!” she growled. “Damian Blackwood. Where is he?”

The bartender blinked before hesitantly pointing to me.

I closed my eyes and casually sipped my alcohol.

She then slid in the booth across from me, making me smile and lower my drink. “Good morning.”

“It’s ten in the evening,” she replied angrily.

I just gazed up at her, my eyes glowing in amusement. “I thought you were at home, doing homework.”

She just thinned her lips before looking away. “I was.”

“And now you’re here?” I said then.

“And now I’m here.”

“Why?” I said then.

She slid me a nervous glance. “Because....”

“You wanted to see me?” I smirked.

“No!” she almost yelled, making me chuckle. “Don’t! Don’t put words in my mouth!”

All the other bar people were staring at us in confusion, clearly not used to me being kind to a person who yelled at me.

Usually, I’d kill them instantly. But this one was mine, and I wanted to play with her.

She shuffled uncomfortably in her seat. “I came here wanting my diary back.”

“I told you,” I said then, amused, “I don’t have it. Someone else must’ve taken it.”

She slumped her shoulders then, starting to believe me.

“Fine then,” she grumbled. “I’ll go finish up my homework.”

“No, no,” I said then, smirking, “stay.” I gestured to a waiter. “Have a drink.”

Her cheeks reddened as she came over. “I don’t really think that—”

“Are you of age?” I said then. 

“Well... yes.”

“Are you trying to quit drinking for various reasons?”

“Well, no, but—”

“Do you like alcohol?”

“Some.”

“Then why are you refraining from getting some?” I covered my mouth with my glass. “Are you scared of me?”

She remained silent then, but glared at me.

I arched a brow.

She then thinned her lips. “Good night, psycho.”

A low chuckle escaped my lips, and I watched as she got up and immediately left the restaurant, vanishing into the streets.

My eyes glowed as I watched her form through the window beside me, seeing her pull the hood over her jacket over her head before rushing into the streets.

I smirked and set my drink aside, standing slowly and slapping a small bill on the table.

And I went after her.

Exiting the store, I followed her into the streets, watching in amusement as she rushed further and further, making her way home.

I just casually followed her, absentmindedly spinning the rose in my hand.
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