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"You're mine now, Emma. All mine."

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

IMPORTANT NOTE
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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.

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: 

Praise kink, smut (18+), bondage, codependency, graphic murder, graphic violence (not abuse), murders anyone who hurts her, stalking, gaslighting, manipulation, abusive family members, alcohol use, abuse (familial) mentioned, mild physical abuse (familial) happens, verbal abuse (familial), language.
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Emma
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One Month Ago

______

My eyes darkened as I scanned the page of the newspaper.

“Salvador Cane, also known as ‘The Carnival Killer’, escaped from jail last Tuesday, the same day of his execution.”

My eyes darkened as my lips thinned, and I gripped the paper tightly as I gritted my teeth.

Fuck.

I thought my times with that fuckface had ended.

“During the same timeframe... signs of the most recent serial killer has further advanced. Police have found crime scenes near areas of rich communities with black feathers surrounding the area. It is apparent that ‘The Midnight Murderer’ has risen, once again.”

Yeah. I thought he was done, but I guess he decided to have a cooldown period.

Shit... I needed to watch where I stepped next time I went outside.

The crazies always came to me.

“Police urge citizens to stay inside their houses at night before they determine if a curfew is warranted. And any and all fairs, circuses, or carnivals should go through categories of governmental checks on their staff before opening.”

I set the paper down and sighed, peering over at my nightstand where a letter sat... one that I found only days ago with no return address.

It read:

I can’t wait until our next game is afoot.

I want to play a game. Can you catch me?

See you soon, pretty girl.


-  Yours


And then the one seated next to it, written in messier, angrier handwriting:

You were supposed to be MINE, Emma. MY game.

And now that copycat FUCKFACE is on the headlines? And YOU’RE the one catching him?!

Be careful, Emma... or I might do something drastic.

I will kill every single person who cares about you.

You’re mine and mine alone.

I better not see anymore headlines with yours and his name.


-  TCK


I breathed shakily and sighed, knowing not to let them to get into my head, so I fished the letters under my mattress where my mother couldn’t find them.

And—mercilessly—my mother knocked on the door.

I slumped in my bed, pretending to be asleep.

“Emma,” my mom said, opening the door to my bedroom.

I shifted in my bed, coughing and rolling over. “Yeah?”

“I’d like to introduce you to someone,” she said, smiling softly. “Are you well enough?”

I sat up from my bed, groaning softly as I leaned against the frame. “Yeah.”

She opened the door fully and glanced out, and a tall man with dark black hair, stormy grey eyes, and strong features came in.

I stared for a long moment.

He wore a large, leather coat and a pair of grey jeans... his shirt blacker than nighttime.

What was he doing here?

I blinked before coughing.

“This is Jett,” mom said then, making me look back over numbly. “We know you’ve been having issues with your asthma... and with the bullying among your family and the people around you. So we hired him to be your caretaker and bodyguard.”

He stepped over to the bed, bowing slightly. “Hello, Miss Cassidy. My name is Jett Grey.” He stood fully, his eyes scanning me. “You look pale and flushed. Perhaps I can fetch you some food?”

I stared for a moment before I nodded. “Yeah.”

Why is he acting so professional...? Maybe it was because my mom was here.

He smiled kindly then. “Is there something you prefer to eat over others?”

“Uhm...” I thought this over for a moment, realizing that I currently had a sore throat. “Yeah... chicken noodle soup sounds nice.”

He stood up straight, his smile sly. “I shall go prepare it for you right away.”

And he walked out from the room, making his way downstairs.

“That was weird...” I whispered.

“He’s a good boy, huh?” mom said, smiling.

I just blinked and continued staring after him. “You don’t recognize him?”

Mom glanced at me. “Hmm?”

“Nothing,” I replied, shaking my head.

He did look familiar... and the reason why? He was my best friend in high school... I wasn’t sure if I’d consider us close but he continuously contacted me through text and social media.

I grew sick after a while and couldn’t see him as much anymore... and he couldn’t come here every time because my mom would’ve found him eventually.

She was weird about boys as friends.

But what the hell was he doing here...?

“Did you ask him to be my bodyguard or something?” I wondered.

My mom just looked over at me. “Huh? Oh, no. I sent an ad out there and he was the first to pick it up. He was very persistent... and he has a good history. Various sports, means he’s strong, he’s had multiple successful jobs... his bosses consider him loyal and kind. So I thought he was perfect for you.”

Fascinating.

Something told me he was scheming again... he wasn’t the most... greatest of people. Loyal? Yes. But was he entirely a good boy? Hell, no. He had a track record hidden from the police.

Mom would’ve immediately seen that once that jacket fell from his arms, and his dozens of tattoos showed themselves.

I wondered what he was planning.

What was he really doing here...?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

[image: ]


Emma
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Present

_____

The letters by The Midnight Murderer stopped the moment Jett entered my vicinity, but The Carnival Killer had continued to contact me.

I’d gotten dozens of letters from him.

Got a new bodyguard, hmm?

No one can step between you and I.

Don’t forget that.


-  TCK


And the next:

What’s his name? Oh... it doesn’t matter.

He can’t really keep you safe, can he?

No one can.


-  TCK

The final one:


You should start replying to me. I’m getting impatient.

And you won’t like it when I get impatient.


-  TCK


Luckily, my mom and Jett never really looked through my mail, so they weren’t one to know.

I woke up to a gentle touch on my face, making me wince and part my lashes.

Jett hovered over me, smiling. “Good morning, Sweetheart. It’s nine o’clock. Your wakeup time.”

I coughed a little, squeezing my eyes shut. “Go away.”

Jett just caught a tissue and dabbed my mouth dry, setting it aside seconds later. 

He acted as if he didn’t hear me.

“You must be hungry. Can you try sitting up for me?”

I listened, struggling.

He caught the small of my back and helped me up, and I rested my back against the headboard.

He gently sat on the side of my bed and pressed his hand to my forehead.

“You’re a touch warm,” he said then. “How are you feeling after the treatment yesterday?”

“Better
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