
✘

_________

____________________

The Stalker: 

A Dark College Romance

[image: Picture]

Aspen Wolff

Published by Bad Wolfe Collections, 2025

____________________

_________

✘



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

    
    

    
      THE STALKER: A DARK COLLEGE ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. July 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Aspen Wolff.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231803309

    

    
    
      Written by Aspen Wolff.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

IMPORTANT NOTE

[image: Picture]

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. 
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Praise kink, smut, bdsm (with aftercare), clit punishment kink, spanking, bondage, forced orgasm, ginger paste kink, menthol cream kink, hot sauce kink, flogging, sexual punishments (consensual). 

EMOTIONAL THRILLER: 
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Hello, princess.
Don't you run now.
You picked up this book. 
Now you're mine.
So spread those legs and turn the page like a good girl.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
 
You're a good listener, baby girl.
I'm proud of you.
 
So, to you, little one, for picking up this book.
 
Now that's my good little girl.


    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PLAYLIST

[image: ]


[image: Picture]

FREAKSHOW by PLVTINUM 

LET THE WORLD BURN by Chris Grey 

PRETTY WHEN U CRY by PLVTINUM 

The Vengeful One by Disturbed 

Bodies by Drowning Pool 

BEG! by Vana 

PLEASE by Omido and Ex Habit 

Dark and Danger by One True God 

Mine by One True God 

KNIVES by Neoni and Savage Ga$p 

SECRETS by Chri$tian Gate$ 

FREAK by Chri$tian Gate$ 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE

[image: ]


Asher
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Three Years Ago

_____

I walked down the stairs to the ritual chamber, my lips thinned as two of my men came with me.

It was a dark night out... the clouds covering the moon and devouring it into bits of black smoke.

A couple minutes ago—while I was doing some paperwork—my friend, Nash Savage, came into my office to inform me that we had a break-in not too long ago.

A woman broke into the basement, claiming to be looking for refuge, but we all found it suspicious due to the area she broke into.

The ritual chamber... where the FireNight frat’s sacrifices took place.

No average person was supposed to enter that chamber, it’s considered top-secret and only elite members of the frat could witness what went on down there.

Usually, when someone unworthy sought fit to witness what rested upon the floors in there, they were immediately discarded and tossed among all the other sacrifices.

And—sadly—this woman just met her fate.

It’s happened before, honestly... a bunch of drunk girls would sneak down here without any of the frat’s permission and just roam about the house. We’d have to kill them after.

Once the ritual chamber had been breached, then the intruders could not get out.

I then got to the last step, slowing my pace until I made it to the doors of the chamber.

Clicking my code into the keypad, I pressed my finger to the scanner and let it do its work.

Once it clicked, the bell rang, and the doors rolled open.

“Where is she?” I demanded.

“She’s on the far wall,” Nash stated.

I thinned my lips and walked in, pulling my gun from my pocket and cocking it.

After glancing up at the window, I just realized that the glass had been shattered from the outside, some bits and pieces chipping off the window and clattering to the floor under it.

I just sighed.

She must’ve gotten in by those windows.

She must have a pretty small frame to fit through those, though.

And I continued forward, glancing around before my eyes settled on the victim I came down here for.

My breaths immediately stopped, and I halted in my tracks.

It wasn’t a woman... no... it was a girl.

She might’ve been an adult, I wasn’t sure. But she was short... maybe five-foot... and was curled up against the wall like a little kitten.

Her dark hair splayed on the ground under her, imitating an ink-like stream of black, and her skin was pale... almost blending in with the cement floors resting under her.

She was sound asleep, her breaths soft and shallow.

But, no... there was something wrong with her.

Her arms were ringed with bruises, looking as if it came from a grip of some sort... maybe an injury—her face, too—and her hands were bloody and torn to shreds... by the looks of it, the broken window wasn’t what did her much damage.

I had to take this in for a moment.

She was hurt by someone.

“What should we do with her?” Nash asked me.

“Where did she come from?” I demanded, glancing over at him.

His lips parted before he looked up. “She broke through that window and came in.”

“You said she was looking for refuge?” I questioned.

“Yes, sir.”

From the person who was hurting her, perhaps.

“Sir...” Nash said gently, “are we going to dispose of her...?”

“No,” I replied, pushing my gun back into my pants.

She intrigues me.

I then stepped over to her, the other men remaining at the door as I stopped at her side and knelt down.

Gently, I pushed some hair behind her ear.

She whimpered, her brows pinching her purple skin together before she opened her eyes.

She then gazed up at me. “Fwiend...?”

I watched her curiously, eyes scanning her form.

She didn’t say anything, just stared at me.

“What’s your name?” I asked her.

She whimpered and struggled to get to a better position, sitting up. “Cameron.”

It’s a pretty name.

“How old are you?” I said then.

She sniffled. “Eighteen.”

She’s young.

“What happened?” I asked her. “Why did you break in?”

She now looked uneasy, glancing behind me to find the other guys waiting by the door.

The moment her sight locked on the gun on my hip, her eyes widened.

She immediately screamed, scrambling back in horror.

“Hey, hey,” I said gently, catching her arms, “it’s alright. We won’t hurt you. Cameron. Cameron.”

She started fighting me, her cries desperate.

I just caught her harder and pulled her forward, and she cried out when I brought her into my lap.

I tried something that I’d never done before, and I closed my arms around her, holding her to me.

She stilled; her breaths heavy when her form froze like concrete.

“It’s alright, Angel,” I breathed, holding her tighter. “Just breathe.”

She kept her concrete-like state, but stayed in my arms, clearly unsure of what to do.

She’s precious... she feels so small in my arms.

I gently let her go, finding her panting softly.

“Did someone hurt you?” I asked her, looking down at her bruises.

Her cheeks shaded over then, and she glanced around nervously.

“Cameron.” My tone was stern.

She looked up at me then. “Yes, I got hurt by someone.”

I suddenly felt angry... angrier than I had ever been, and I wasn’t sure why.

My veins were boiling, my soul crushing, and I gritted my teeth, trying to calm the rage steaming inside me.

She’s too precious to be hurt by someone.

They deserve to die.

“Why did you break in?” I asked her then, keeping my voice calm.

“I was running...” she said quietly, “and... I was trying to hide.”

Yes, and unfortunately, the place you found refuge in was in my house.

What was I going to do now...? It was against the FireNight code to let her loose knowing this chamber existed.

If she knocked on the front door, she would’ve been better off.

But... there was nothing really bad going on in here. There were no illegal activities happening here today that I would’ve been worried of her witnessing.

I could let her go, but...

I smiled then.

But why would I do that?

“Can I go home?” she asked me. “My mommy will be mad.”

I just changed the subject. “Are you hungry? What are your favorite foods, Angel?”

Is she a freshman at the University? Or is she an oncoming freshman?

I want to know more about her.

She’s gorgeous... and I want to know who hurt her.

Her lips pursed curiously, and she just glanced at the guys behind me before looking back at me. “I like... salmon.”

“We have some salmon,” I told her. “Would you like some?”

“Can’t I go home now?”

No. You’re stuck with me now.

At least until I find who hurt you and can determine that you don’t know too much.

She watched me then, her eyes gentle and curious. 

“Come, now,” I said then, helping her up and she whimpered, stumbling. “Let’s get you cleaned up. We should have some extra clothes for you.”

I then guided her out from the room, holding onto both of her hands as I continued out.

I then glanced over at Nash, smirking. “È stata ferita da qualcuno e voglio assicurarmi che sia al sicuro. Inoltre... le voglio bene e non voglio che se ne vada. Non le permetteremo di andarsene finché non saremo sicuri che sia al sicuro. E finché non scoprirò chi diavolo le ha fatto del male.”

(She was hurt by someone, and I want to make sure she’s safe. Plus... I like her and I don't want her to leave. We will not allow her to leave until we know she’s safe. And until we find out who fucking hurt her.)

He nodded at me. “Yes, sir.”

*****
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Asher

Three Years Ago

I gazed down at the small form lying on the bed in front of me, her breaths soft and short as she remained asleep.

I smiled gently, brushing some of her hair away from her face.

She moaned sleepily and turned further into the mattress.

We gave her some anxiety meds not too long ago because I noticed she was shaking, and after her traumatic experience, I wanted to keep possible anxiety attacks at bay. 

She fell asleep shortly after the meds were given and hadn’t woken since (drowsiness was a side effect of it).

She moaned again, shifting into the bed.

“Shhh...” I soothed, “it’s alright. Stay asleep.”

A sudden knock fell upon the bedroom door.

I brushed some more hair behind her ear. “News to report?”

“Yes,” Nash said.

“Speak,” I replied.

“Her name is Cameron Envy,” he said then, flipping through some paperwork, “she’s eighteen and an oncoming freshman at this university. She’s on her summer break between high school and college.”

“Mm—hmm.”

“It looks as if she has no siblings... although she has a mother and father who live a ways away. No abuse mentioned in any of her case files.” He then looked up. “She is betrothed to a FireNight, though.”

I paused my strokes and gazed back at him. “Who?”

He looked down at the paper. “Mason James.”

My teeth gritted, and I just brushed it off, closing my eyes tightly.

“He has... a case file, sir.”

“I know.” My response was short, curt.

I was well aware of what he did to women.

I then looked back down at Cameron then, brushing some more hair away from her face. “It was him who hurt you, wasn’t it?”

She just moaned sleepily and turned further into the mattress.

“It’s alright, baby girl,” I whispered. “I’ll keep you safe from him.”

Nash just remained silent from the doorway.

“Where does she live?” I asked him then, voice dark.

Another rummaging of paper. “It looks as if she just occupied a small estate her grandmother left her in the will.”

“Address?”

“12234 West Nieeve Street,” he answered.

My lips curled into a smirk then, and I just looked down at her. “What unfortunate circumstances.”

For her.

“Sir?”

I just chuckled. “I happen to be the caretaker of that building. It’s very historical.” I then brushed some hair out of her face. “What’s her grandmother’s name?”

I was wondering who took over the home.

“Fabbie Anderson,” he stated.

“Fabbie Anderson...?” I echoed. “I haven’t heard that name in a while. She died recently?”

“Yes. A couple weeks ago.”

She handed the house over to me to take care of before she signed it to someone in the will... I guess she loved her granddaughter very much after giving her such a large part of her money.

Although... looking at her now, I can see why she’s so lovable.

“Does Cameron’s mother have a violence record?”

“No,” he said, “well... it looks like there was a file for verbal abuse, but it was dropped.”

It didn’t mean she didn’t do worse.

Cameron shifted then, moaning in annoyance.

I looked down at her, finding her lashes parting, and she regarded the room lazily.

“Good morning,” I said then, chuckling.

Her eyes locked on me, and her lips pulled back somberly. “Where am I...?”

“You’re in the guest bedroom,” I said then. “You were sleepy, so I carried you up here.”

She just hovered her hand over her face, whimpering. “Where’s my mommy...?”

She sounds so somber.

“She’s alright,” I soothed. “She left you with me because she had to go take care of your house, before you could live in it. She’ll be back soon.”

It was a lie. I was good at lying.

I just needed to give her a reason to trust me rather than my actual intentions of just wanting to keep her for myself.

Her gaze was glassy, uneasy.

I just lightly brushed my fingers along her forehead. “You can go back to sleep.”

“I don’t...” she closed her eyes tightly before opening them, “I don’t like it here.”

My eyes softened. “There’s no need to be afraid. No one’s going to hurt you.”

Small tears slipped down her cheeks, and she just let out a soft sigh, shifting onto her back. “I want to go home....”

Her voice is so tiny.

“Go back to sleep,” I whispered, pulling the covers back over her.

She was clearly still drowsy and rolled back to face me. “I can’t think....”

“Go back to sleep,” I encouraged gently. “Close your eyes.”

She then let her lashes flutter shut, and almost seconds later, her brows relaxed.

Yes, still drowsy.

I just made sure the covers were back over her and brushed her hair out of her face.

“Alright,” I said then, keeping my voice low in hopes to not disturb her, “I heard enough.” I paused for a moment. “We will keep her here, and just inform the mother and the... betrothed... that she’s currently enjoying her summer break peacefully.”

“What if she escapes?” Nash asked me. “What will she do?”

When I basically own her house?

“Why would she escape?” I just chuckled. “She has nowhere to run.”
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Cameron
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Present

______

Oh, god. It’s morning.

Fuck that.

I rolled over onto my bed, my brows creasing in annoyance when I stuffed my face back into my pillow.

My alarm rattled my room obnoxiously, making me resist the urge to cover my ears and scream, but... alas... I knew very well that I wouldn’t have woken if it was quieter.

Classes started today.

Already in my junior year of college, getting my bachelor’s in marketing that I was probably never going to use.

My mother’s words were always the same, “Better to have a any degree than none!”

Especially when it came to marketing, business, or anything medical related, she would force it upon me.

It made me more... appealing.

After lying there and listening to my screaming ringtone, I finally decided to get up and shut it off.

Getting ready was pretty easy... just had to take a quick shower, huddle by the heating vent while drying off, and then get dressed.

I quickly got my hair brushed, put in my contacts, and then added some makeup (just a little eyeliner).

After finishing, I stepped down the halls of this old, quiet house before making it to the kitchen.

A couple years ago... when I was eighteen, my grandmother passed away from a stroke of some sort. Shortly after her funeral, I found in the will that she left her house to me... a house that happened to be right next to my college campus.

My mother wasn’t really happy that she chose to give the house to me rather than her own daughter, but shortly accepted it because she received a butt-load of money.

Over the summer between my senior year of high school and my freshman year of college, I decided to start moving in... and... the weird thing was that things after that got fuzzy.

I was told that one night... I called the police claiming just to be attacked by a man, and then I broke into some cellar of a house before hanging up.

The odd thing was... there wasn’t much to remember.

And by the person it came from... it didn’t sound true, either.

It was all foggy.

I was just gone for two weeks, stuck in that house. Through the thick smoke of memories, I recalled a large frame and menacing features... but nothing more than that.

Maybe a nickname of some sort, I couldn’t remember, but I was told by the police that I stayed with them for a couple months before I somehow escaped.

The odd thing was that... they never came for me since.

My mother couldn’t care less, she was just glad I was back.

My boyfriend, Mason, was his typical cold-self and closed off.

I didn’t mind it... I didn’t consider him a boyfriend, anyway. He really was just going to be an acquaintance of some sort because I was being forced to marry him. 

It’s an odd family ritual thing, I didn’t know.

But—alas—I made it back to this house, and with the helping hands of some miraculous worker that took care of the house, it was finally up and running for me!

Hooray.

Now... three years later and I’m almost done with college. I might’ve gone back with my master’s, but I wasn’t a hundred percent sure if my mom would kill me or not.

Stuck like this for now. I had to marry Mason over the summer, which was... great.

Sarcasm intended.

But—alas—maybe he’d just let me live my own life in the books I read.

I stepped down to the final floors before I opened the mini fridge, pulling out a small sandwich I made for myself and then headed out the door.

I pressed the sandwich into my mouth and locked the front door behind me, gazing up seconds later.

The man attending the lawn just gazed up, smirking and waving at me.

He had a ball cap on of some sort, as well as a gathering of some black T-shirt and jeans. Although he wore some black robber-like mask with safety-goggles on it.

It was to protect from the debris. Although I do admit I’d never really seen his face.

It was... concerning sometimes, but... he never really came in the house.

I just casually waved back at him, narrowing my eyes.

He’s been working on that same bush for like two days.

Well... he did take care of the house.

But I dropped it, stepping forward and making my way to the car.

Almost instantly, my neighbor’s door busted open, and a girl came out, wailing and screaming at me.

“Cameroooooooooon!” Maddie called. “Help! I’m late! Drive me?”

I just sighed, shaking my head in annoyance before unlocking my car. “Go on.”

She immediately scrambled into the passenger seat before I got into the driver’s side, and I started the car.

Maddie was—of course—one of my closest friends. We had been besties since middle school, really. Closer than sisters.

And... she had a thing about being late.

Every day. Constantly.

I took one last glance at the man cleaning the bush before I backed down the driveway and started off to school.

Maddie just quickly shuffled on her seatbelt and got settled. “Has he just been cleaning that same bush for like two days now?”

“Yes,” I replied, finding it odd, too.

She noticed, as well?

“Who is he, anyway?” she asked me.

“He’s my house’s caretaker,” I replied smoothly. “I guess my grandmother handed him the deed before sending it to me.”

“What’s a caretaker?” she wondered then.

“I have no idea.”

“Maybe you should look it up,” she replied as I made it to a stoplight. “What’s his name again?”

“I... don’t know,” I responded.

I wasn’t sure if I even asked him.

“Okay,” she said carefully, “and uh... does he have access to your house?”

“Yes,” I replied instantly, “he’s the... caretaker.”

“So he has keys.”

“Basically.”

“Why are you allowing some stranger to have keys to your house?” she questioned as if I was stupid.

“It’s not my decision, it’s mom’s,” I replied then.

She sighed in annoyance, slouching back in her seat. “Ah, yes... the glorious mother mayhem. How is the bitch doing today?”

“Don’t know, don’t care.”

Okay, so I might’ve talked shit about her a lot. But what teenager didn’t?

She then sighed, gazing out the front window. “You should totally look up what a caretaker is. And if they exist.”

“You think mom would allow some random guy in my house?” I questioned then. “Why?”

“I don’t know. Your mom’s a mystery.”

I shrugged it off then, continuing to drive.

“And, uh... does he always wear that mask?” she asked me then.

“Yes, to protect from debris on his cleaning.”

She nodded slowly. “You should definitely check that out.”

“You think he’s some serial killer?” I joked flatly.

She just looked over at me. “No, I just think... you should be careful.”

“Well, my mom trusts him.”

“And we all know just how trustworthy your mom can be.”

I looked forward. “Fair point.”

He had been the caretaker of that house for the last couple years, though. Ever since my grandmother passed.

But still...

I’ve never seen his face.

*****
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Cameron

Three Years Ago

I can’t stop coughing.

I sat in my bedroom, huddled over in a corner and curled up with myself, holding a hand to my chest as large raspy gasps exited my lips.

I wasn’t sure what happened, but when I woke up from sleeping, I suddenly felt all tense and weak and started coughing.

I have mild asthma, but I don’t have my inhaler.

It’s triggered by campfire smoke, and we had a party last night.

I never going to outside parties again.

I coughed again, lurching forward and covering my mouth.

A big man that I didn’t really know... sat beside me. He wasn’t as monstrous and scary as the other man I was with earlier.

The man I was with earlier was big and freaky, but he was nice to me a lot (I decided to call him Cookie because he made the best cookies). 

And—right now—Cookie’s friend sat with me, gently rubbing my back to help me calm down.

It was scary. Asthma attacks always made me feel helpless and shaky, like I couldn’t control my own automatic responses.

It was a curse.

For the fifth time, the man next to me dialed Cookie again.

But this time, Cookie picked up!

“What?” Cookie said on the other line. “This is the fifth fucking time.”

“Something’s wrong,” the man next to me said. “She’s sick.”

“Sick?” Cookie questioned on the other line. “Malato come?”

(Sick how?)

“Non smetterà di tossire. Sta ansimando,” the man beside me replied.

(She won't stop coughing. She's wheezing.)

“Fanculo,” Cookie replied angrily.

(Fuck.)

I just coughed again, covering my mouth as another helpless wheeze squeezed through my lips.

“I’m coming,” Cookie stated then.

The mystery man just set the phone down and continued rubbing my back. “He’ll be here soon, Angel. Just a little longer.”

I tried to reply, but only ended up coughing again, my throat ripping to shreds at the action.

“Do you need a blanket?” he asked me. “Are you breathing?”

But seconds later, Cookie stepped in the room, rushing over to me and kneeling before me.

I coughed again, tipping my head back as allergy tears slipped down my cheeks.

“Here, baby girl,” Cookie whispered. “Give me your hand.”

He lightly caught my wrist and slipped his grip down to my index finger, and then something stiff clamped down onto it.

I whimpered, gazing down nervously.

It was an odd block-thing... but I couldn’t see straight to determine what it was.

Cookie’s eyes were trained on some odd light it was developing, his sight scanning and determined.

Once his brows drew together, I knew something concerned him.

He then gazed over at the mystery man. “Her blood oxygen’s at eighty-nine. She’s not breathing fully.”

I coughed again, whimpering as I tipped my head back.

Cookie then gazed down at me, his eyes glowing in concern. “Angel. Speak to me. Do you know what’s happening? Are you sick? Allergic to something?”

I just let my chest rise and fall slowly before I wiped tears away. “Asthma.”

His eyes immediately flickered something dark in them, and he shot his gaze over to the mystery man. “Sam has an inhaler. Go.”

The mystery man just got up and shot out of the room.

Cookie lifted me in his arms and pulled me into his lap, gently rubbing my arm up and down to soothe me.

I coughed again, a wheeze slipping past my lips.

“Shhh...” he soothed, rubbing my arm still, “just a little longer, Angel.”

I curled up in his grip, trying so hard to breathe but it was like there was a clamp in my chest.

He cradled me against him, guiding my head to his shoulder as he wrapped his blazer around me.

He was so big... his jacket dwarfed me.

“Shhhh, good girl,” he breathed, brushing his hand along my arm to soothe me. “Deep breaths. Nice and slow.”

I just closed my eyes and let myself rest in his grip, and he ran his hand over my head, trying to get me to remain calm.

I sniffled, snuggling closer.

And then the mystery man came back into the room, dropping on his knees beside us and handing Cookie another block.

Cookie guided me up a little, my head on his shoulder, and he continued cradling me as he pressed the inhaler to my lips.

“Open,” he said gently.

I parted my mouth, letting him slip the mouth-piece in.

“Let out a breath,” he said, clearly knowing I was too disoriented to do it myself, “and then when I count to three, inhale sharply.”

I huffed out a breath, the sound so weak and frilly.

“One,” he said, “two, three.”

I inhaled as sharply as I could, and he pressed down onto the button, the medicine shooting into my lungs.

I nearly lurched forward, but he just pressed his lips to my forehead. “Hold your breath.”

I listened, my brows creasing as I tried my best to keep the medicine in my lungs.

“Release,” he said gently.

I let out a breath, coughing immediately as the medicine filled me to my core.

The buzz went through my veins, feeling like unnerving tingles and uneasiness.

I was dizzy... really dizzy.

“One more time,” Cookie said then, pressing it to my lips. “Let out a breath.”

I huffed out a breath, my brows creasing.

“One, two, three.”

I inhaled sharply, and he shot another dose of meds into my lungs.

I held my breath this time, puffing my cheeks to keep it in better.

“Good girl,” he praised. “Hold it a little longer, okay?”

Another couple seconds passed before he spoke again:

“Release.”

I let out a harsh cough then, the sound of the wheeze now ceasing.

I caught my breath then, gasping desperately for air.

My body rattled now, the medicine making me feel like I just drank a shot of adrenaline.

Cookie just gazed up at his friend. “Farmaci per l'ansia.”

(Anxiety meds.)

He handed Cookie a small bottle, and Cookie then looked down at me.

His smile was gentle, but I was too overwhelmed with the fact that I could breathe to be concerned right now.

“Here’s your pill,” he whispered gently. “Take it for me, okay?”

I set my head against his chest, opening my mouth.

He saved me... that’s what friends did. Cookie was my friend.

He then slipped a small pill onto my tongue, and I whimpered at the gross taste.

“Swallow,” he told me.

I did, and the pill was small enough for me to swallow without water.

Cookie sat with me in his lap, gently massaging my shoulder. “Wait for a couple minutes, alright? You should feel better.”

He gave me the meds whenever my body trembled (when I was scared, too)... and it always made me feel better.

It took five minutes, but I then felt drowsy again, my world fading in and out endlessly and covering me in a daze.

My head dropped back, and Cookie just let me rest it on his shoulder before scooping me up.

“I’ll take her to my office,” he said to the mystery man. “And I’ll keep an eye on her.”

“Yes, sir.”

And we walked out from the room.

My head fell off his shoulder, my lashes fluttering as the fluttery feeling swarmed my head. “I—can’t—t—thi—think.”

“It’s alright, Angel,” he promised gently. “I’ll take care of you.”

*****
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Asher

Three Years Ago

Cameron had fallen asleep almost instantly after I carried her.

I made it to my office shortly after she fell asleep, and I set her down onto the couch in the middle of the room.

She groaned softly, shifting.

I just smiled and pulled the blazer back over her, tucking it under her legs so she was more comfortable.

She was so short... it was adorable. The blazer dwarfed her.

After a moment, I knelt beside the couch and ran my thumb along her forehead, drying some tears that somehow slipped up there.

She was sound asleep now, and I made sure to listen closely to her breathing to decipher if she was alright now.

She sounded fine... and if not fine, definitely better.

But I still pulled out the small oxygen monitor I had stored in my pocket (it was from our frat’s first aid kit), and I slipped it over her index finger that gently popped out from the blazer.

She moaned sleepily, shifting.

“Shhh...” I cooed, setting my hand on her head to calm her. “You’re alright.”

I then gazed down at the monitor, reading it carefully.

It kept reading for a moment too long before it flashed “97%”.

“Good,” I whispered, relief washing through me as I pulled it back.

I then set the oxygen monitor side and then looked down at her, deciding now to admire her.

Her lashes gently brushed her cheeks as she slept... the colors so black like spider legs, but with a delicacy to them.

They cast soft shadows down her cheeks, her pale skin... and left her lips looking almost baby pink... such a contrast.

Her previous black dress covered her down to her mid-thigh, the clothing scattered with grey butterflies. But now her form was draped over with my black blazer, shielding her entire body from me and making her look even smaller than she was.

Everything about her, black and white... all apart from her soft pink lips.

I just ran my fingers along her forehead again, watching her shift.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said gently, smile forming.

She moaned sleepily again, her fingers twitching.

I just slipped my hand into hers, my eyes softening.

Even her hands... all calloused and bruised, they were so soft in my grip. Like the fur on a teddy bear. 

I had to thread my fingers through hers, admiring how delicate her bones were... how gentle her skin was. And then I found myself growing enraged at the fact that someone would try to damage it.

The bruises were fading to a gentle black, blending with her pale skin, but... it still hurt me to look at them.

I just gently slipped her hand into mine, a different position, and set my thumb along the tops of her fingers. 

“It’s alright,” I whispered gently, running my fingers along hers to soothe her. “He can’t hurt you anymore...

“You’re mine now.”
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“Hey,” I said casually, stepping over to Mason as he talked with his friends.

He glanced down at me briefly, his eyes dark. “Yo.”

I smiled sweetly. “So... uh... how’s everything going?”

“Fine.” His tone was short, curt.

I felt my lips thin, and I just looked over at his friends who were all just conversing with each other.

“A... Mace,” I said then, “do you mind if I talk to you for a moment?”

He blinked before nodding. “Kay, sure.”

We separated from his group, and stopped at a corner that I shrunk myself in.

“So... uh...” I hesitated, “did you have any thoughts about the wedding or anything?”

He shrugged. “What about it?”

I puffed my cheek in annoyance. “Well... we’re getting married this summer, so I was just wondering if you wanted to add anything.”

He shook his head slowly. “No. I’m good.”

I just nodded slowly. “Uhm... alright.”

We were silent for a moment, and I swallowed something hard. 

“Is something wrong?” I asked him.

He gazed down at me, brows arched. “Huh?”

“Well, it’s just... you’ve been acting kind of cold and distant lately,” I said then, voice soft. “I’m getting concerned.”

I did want things to work out between us, honestly. We were being forced to marry each other, but he’s the one that brought up the “boyfriend” idea thing, so... I was really hoping this would be one of those situations where “arranged marriage was perfect for me” kind of thing.

But his closed-off sentences were making me weary about the fact.

“Everything’s fine,” he replied then, patting my head. “No need to worry. Just have classes to get to that I don’t want.”

“Right...” I said quietly, not believing him.

“See ya,” he said then, stepping backward.

I gripped the strap of my backpack tighter, my jaw locking.
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Present

Today was going to be exhausting.

I walked into my physics class; lips pursed as I took in the hundred-seated lecture hall.

I’d honestly prefer a more... hands on experience for science rather than sitting and listening to lectures.

Biology was pretty fun last semester. I got to cut open pigs and look at internal organs.

My lips curled at the memory.

I stood at the front desk, scanning the crowd that just started flooding the room.

Should I have gone toward the back or sit more toward the front? Both had their perks and kinks.

But—as my eyes scanned the sea of students—my sight landed on a particularly short girl.

I narrowed my eyes.

She looked about five-foot, her hair black and slipping over her shoulder as she unpacked her bag.

I wasn’t completely sure who it was... until my gaze settled on her familiar ocean-blue eyes.

I felt my breath catch.

Oh, wait... was that...?

I just stared at her for a moment, and it didn’t seem like she noticed me completely because she was too busy finding a pencil.

Her hair was longer... thinner, but her skin was still pale as ever. She looked so innocent and beautiful compared to the others in the room... the soft eyeliner curling off at the corner of her eye.

I’d seen her around. Constantly.

Ever since she escaped I didn’t touch her, but I was always around... keeping an eye on her.

Always.

Little did I know that I’d end up having a class with my little baby girl. I hadn’t spoken to her in ages.

I smiled and stepped over to the table, my veins heating with excitement as I settled in the seat next to hers.

She immediately paused and gazed over at me, her brows drawing together.

I watched her expression with ease, looking down at her lips and their familiar pink softness.

I wanted to touch them.

But I just locked eyes with hers. “Hello, there.”

She looked oddly uncomfortable, as if she didn’t know what to do or how to react.

She then gazed down at her notebook. “Hi.”

I tipped my head to the side. Does my baby girl not remember me?

“What’s your name?” I said casually.

She just pulled some hair away from her face. “Cameron.”

It is. It is my baby girl.

“Cameron...” I whispered, letting the name slip off my tongue.

I’ve waited ages to talk to you, and I always watch you, but... I can never speak to you.

But you wouldn’t like knowing that.

A small smile peeked through my lips, and I had to resist the urge to tuck a strand of hair away from her face.

I want you again. I want you with me again.

It will happen, Angel.

Don’t you worry.
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Present

_____

The world sucks today apparently.

My first class was canceled, so I got up early for nothing, and then this one was still up and running.

It was odd because classes on the first day don’t usually cancel, but... whatever.

This class was some boring shit about physics... I just wasn’t a physics chick.

I just glanced briefly down at my phone before a new student settled beside me.

I blinked, glancing over hazily to see who it was.

Nobody sits beside me. I’m like a wall of lonely darkness.

It was a guy. He was tall, broad, muscular. Very brunet. His eyes reminded me of freshly cut tree-sap, soft like honey.

He glanced over at me briefly, smiling a little. “Hello.”

I looked back forward. “Hi.”

Care to sit somewhere else... in this hundred-seated lecture hall?

His form did seem familiar, though. It was odd... he reminded me of someone, but I couldn’t quite place it.

Just the feeling was giving me goosebumps, trailing up my skin like a thousand pricks.

The professor came in shortly after, setting her computer on the lecture desk and sighing.

“So,” the guy next to me said, “what’s your name?”

I just shuffled in my seat uncomfortably.

Even his voice is familiar.

“Cameron,” I said.

“Cameron,” he repeated, his voice echoing my name smoothly. “Thought so.”

I glanced over. “Huh?”

“Nothing,” he smiled sweetly, “you just... look like a Cameron.”

“Look like a Cameron?” I echoed. “The fuck is that supposed to mean?”

“There’s no need to get defensive,” he chuckled, “I was just complimenting you.”

I grumbled under my breath and stared back forward, the lecture about to start.

He set his hands on the desk, leaning on them casually.

I glanced briefly down at his hand, my lips pursing when I found a tattoo on his right wrist: a spark of fire engulfed in a rattle-snake’s tail.

I then looked up at him. “You’re a FireNight.”

He glanced down, smirking. “Very observant.”

“I tend to be,” I said proudly before looking back forward.

I didn’t know much about the FireNight. Just that they were some frat in our university that wasn’t to be trifled with. No one asked questions about them, and it was better to keep it that way.

I was ninety percent sure that Mason was a part of them or acquainted with them.

Still, though... I felt like I knew this guy from somewhere.

Was he one of Mason’s friends?

Silence fell among us for a moment before I turned to him. “Do I know you?”

Why was I asking him these questions...? I had a really bad feeling that I wasn’t supposed to be talking to him.

Something about him was... off.

He just locked gazes with me. “Do I look familiar somehow?”

I wasn’t sure. I couldn’t place it.

“What’s your name?” I wondered then.

He closed his eyes sweetly. “That’s classified.”

I glared then. “You can’t tell me your name?”

“Well, I can. I just don’t want to.”

I groaned and stared back forward, the lecture now starting.

The entire class, his eyes were focused ahead, his breaths even, his stance calm. He looked oddly composed for the vibe he was giving off.

There was darkness swarming around him, something toxic and dangerous.

It gave me goosebumps.

But who was he...? I couldn’t place it. It was so nerve-racking, and I couldn’t wrap my head around it.

By the time class ended, I had stood and started gathering my things. For some odd reason, every ounce of my being was screaming for me to leave this classroom. Right now.

But as I gathered my stuff, I finally stood.

“Oh, Miss Envy,” the professor said. “Please, stay for a moment.”

I paused, my breaths heaving when I gazed up.

Her smile was slight.

Stay...? Why?

I swallowed something hard, the unnerving feeling only swarming inside me and getting worse. “A... alright. Is there something you needed?”

“I just wanted to talk to you,” the man behind me said.

I froze, glancing back to find him still sitting in the seat beside me.

But now that all the students were gone, his kind expression vanished to a darker one... one that was... not normal.

There was a subtle darkness to it, and it made me wonder what he was thinking about.

I just pursed my lips and kept my stance, trying to remain strong. “What is it?”

“Your name,” he said then, smirking. “What is it?”

“Cameron,” I replied.

“Cameron what?”

I glanced back at the professor to find her packing her things.

Is she really going to leave me alone in here?

With him?

I then looked back at him. “Cameron Envy.”

“And how old are you?”

His questions were all too familiar. I had a vague feeling he was trying to push something out of me.

I glared. “Why do you need to know this?”

He just chuckled. “I was just curious. No need to get defensive.”

I then caught my backpack. “I should be going, whatever your name is.”

“Are you alright?” he asked me then, making me pause.

I just looked back at him nervously as the professor started leaving the classroom. “Yes.”

“You look unsettled,” he told me then, tipping his head to the side.

Yes, well... you do have that effect.

I just turned. “I really should get going. I have class next.”

“I can walk you,” he suggested.

“I have a boyfriend,” I said immediately, thinking that would deter him.

The smirk never left his face. “So?”

“So I shouldn’t really be conversing with other men,” I stated then.

“You’re an adult. You can do what you want.”

“Maybe you have those circumstances, but I don’t.” I sighed.

My mother made sure to have complete power over me until Mason did.

He remained silent, watching me.

“Asher,” he said then, making me blink.

I gazed up then, my brows drawing together. “Huh?”

“My name,” he stated, smirking slightly. “It’s Asher.”
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“My name,” I stated then, amusement crawling through me. “It’s Asher.”

Cameron paused for a moment, but then went back to her belongings and swung her pack over her shoulder. “Alright.”

She clearly recognized the name but couldn’t place it.

Does my baby girl really not remember me?

As she checked her surroundings to make sure she wasn’t missing anything, I quickly gazed down at my phone to text Nash:

Hey. I need you to look up something.

The house. Does Cameron still own it?

Let me check.

“Why don’t you sit down?” I suggested, gesturing to the seat next to me. “Just for a couple minutes, is all. You won’t be late to your next class, promise.”

She now looked uneasy, as if she wasn’t sure if I was going to jump out and stab her or not.

But she settled down in the seat, clearly making her decision.

I had to resist smiling.

“Do you live in the dorms?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I live in a house.”

I know.

I love seeing you walk outside to admire the sun.

Nash suddenly replied:

No, sir.

Her mother changed the deed to her name.

But Cameron still lives there.

I felt a smile creep up on my face.

Are her parents in town?

No, sir.

My teeth showed through my grin.

Oh. Good.

“Good news?” she joked.

I glanced over at her, my smile slight. “The best.”

“So... you’re part of the FireNight?” she asked me curiously.

Oh? She was trying to make conversation. Maybe she wasn’t as scared as she looked.

I just chuckled. “Angel, I’m the lead of the FireNight.”

She stared for a moment, and I could almost hear her heart throbbing hard against her chest.

Something else popped in that head. She recognized something else or was trying to determine if I was a threat.

“Do you know my boyfriend?” she asked me then. “Mason?”

Fuckwad? Of course.

I wanted to slaughter him. He took something that belonged to me. Judging by her uneasy and stressed demeanor, I suspected he still wasn’t the nicest boy on Santa’s list.

“I do,” I replied smoothly.

“Is he a part of your frat?” she asked curiously.

She’s still full of questions. At least that hadn’t changed.

I just chuckled, shaking my head. “The number one rule of a fight club is to not talk about a fight club.”

I want to leave you questioning.

“Oh, alright.” She was silent for a moment, her hands in her lap.

“So, what are your hobbies?” I asked her. “Why’d you choose physics?”

Tell me everything about you.

“I don’t have many hobbies,” she said gently. “Drawing, I guess.”

“You like art?” I wondered.

She did love drawing when she was stuck with me.

She nodded briefly. “Yes.”

My lips curled into another smirk.

She’s shy. My baby girl looks so shy.

She just swallowed something hard before standing. “I should really get going. It was nice to meet you, uh... Asher.”

She caught her pack and swung it over her shoulder, starting out from the room.

My eyes followed her before I smirked. 

“Call me Cookie, little one.”

She immediately froze, calculating.

I watched her with a dark smile, waiting for her reaction.

Remember me, now?

Her chest heaved up and down slowly, and she just swallowed something hard.

But she then looked back at me, her brows drawing together. “Uh... okay. See ya.”

And she left the room.

She recognizes it, but she can’t place it.

I just set my cheek in my hand. “Found you.”

I take care of your house. In a way... you always belonged to me.

You live under my roof, Angel. You’ve always been mine.

Always.

I’ll make you remember that.
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Three Years Ago

I wasn’t a hundred percent sure, but I could’ve sworn I saw someone go down here.

My lips pursed as I stared down the basement door, my eyes following the soft bits of light that vanished into darkness.

It was so spooky.

I clutched onto the brownie that Cookie made me and watched the ground below so carefully.

Taking a bite of the brownie, I just walked into the staircase, my eyes flowing around the room curiously as I chewed the goodies.

It was so dark and grainy... the walls... reminding me of black smoke or the shadows of broken glass.

After making my way to the basement, I finally made it to the last step, and I walked into the area.

My lips pursed.

It was a big room filled with other rooms... it was so weird. There were no large metal bars and cell beds like in kingdom times. 

These were almost future-time cells! With the glass windows covering an empty room... a toilet in the middle.

Oh... this was the place where Cookie did all his experiments. For one of his classes! The people here volunteered to be here, that’s what he told me.

I stepped casually forward, looking around curiously before I found a cell with a person in it.

I gasped excitedly and ran over, setting my hands on the glass.

I could witness one of his experiments!

There was a girl in here... she looked no older than me. Her eyes were glassy as she stared off into the distance, and she just sat on the bed, her arms settled on her knees.

I smiled sweetly, knocking on the glass.

Her eyes immediately snapped to mine, and the glisten in her eyes returned, as if seeing me brought her to life again.

Was I really such a ball of sunshine?

“Hey,” she said, rushing over to me and kneeling by the glass, “did you come to get me out?”

My brows drew together. “Get you out? I don’t understand.”

I thought she wanted to be in here. Like all of Cookie’s experiments.

Why did she look so scared? I was nice, wasn’t I?

“How did you get in here?” she asked me then, her voice quiet.

“Oh, they found me and took me in. They’ve been taking care of me. I also know Cookie’s codes.” I giggled evilly.

She just straightened her face and gazed down at me. “Look... these guys are not good. They’re holding you captive.”

No. Cookie said that he’s taking care of me until my house is ready.

“Cookie wouldn’t do that,” I said sweetly.

“Okay, just...” she breathed shakily before looking up at the stairs, “I need you to get me out of here.”

My brows drew together. “Out? But why?”

“I want to go home,” she said to me, her voice desperate.

“Oh...” I said then, smiling, “okay.”

I wanted to go home, too.

Maybe she was tired of the experiment. It would make sense. Experimenting could be exhausting.

I just gazed up and stood on my tiptoes, pressing my hands to the glass. “How do I get you out, friend?”

“There’s a key,” she said to me, gesturing to the right where a small hook on the wall rested. “Go grab it.”

I blinked and gazed over, sinking down onto my feet before padding over to the hook.

Standing on my tiptoes again, I captured the keychain, smiling as I padded back over to her cage.

Very carefully, I inserted the key into the hole and twisted it.

The lock disengaged, and the door came swinging open.

I giggled sweetly and sank back down onto my feet, gazing up at her. “You’re free now.”

She just smiled, about to walk off but then paused.

She glanced back at me. “You should come with.”

I shook my head. “No. Cookie is supposed to take care of me until my house is ready.”

“He’s not a good person,” she told me desperately. “You need to come with. Please, come with me.”

Slam!

I just glanced up at the staircase, finding the door swinging open and crashing against the wall.

I then looked back to the woman, finding her immediately gone and running the direction of the exit.

Oh... I guess she didn’t really want me to come with.

Almost seconds later, footsteps stormed down the steps until three male figures came into the area.

Cookie immediately saw me, his sight moving to the open cage.

His eyes immediately hardened. “What did you just do?”

I looked up at him, my breaths stilling at his angry expression.

Oh... he’s mad?

But I... I didn’t mean to...

He just looked over to his friends. “Find her! She couldn’t have gone far!”

They all nodded and ran off, leaving me in the room alone with him.

I stared up at him helplessly as he watched me, his eyes darker than night itself as he stopped, his face looming down at me.

By his hardened expression, I knew he was really mad.

“I told you,” he growled, “no basement! That bitch hit her daughter! She’s here—in a cage—for a reason!”

I just felt tears warm my eyes, and I breathed shakily as they rolled down my cheeks. “I’m sorry! I didn’t know she was supposed to stay! I thought she was a friend!”

His anger immediately faltered, and he just closed his eyes tightly, sighing. 

I just sniffled, my eyes watering.

“Come here.” He knelt to my level, opening his arms.

I sniffed before listening, stepping over to him and walking into his grip.

Cookie wrapped his arms around me and gently rubbed my back, and I sniffled, burying my face in his shoulder.

“It’s alright...” he calmed his voice now, making more tears roll down my cheeks. “You didn’t know.”

I just caught onto his shirt tightly. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t cry,” he said, running his hand down my head. “Be a good girl and stop crying, okay?”

I nodded, struggling to wipe my tears away.

He just pulled away slightly, running his thumbs under my eyes. “How’s your head? Your bruises look better.”

“It hurts less now,” I said quietly.

He nodded, brushing some hair away from my eyes. “You know I’ll always protect you, right?”

“Yes.” I sniffled, wiping my eyes.

“Good,” he replied. “Come here.”

I walked into his arms again, and he held onto me, burying his face in my neck.

“You need your meds again. You’re shaking.” He just pulled a bottle out from his pocket, uncapping it before slipping out a tablet. “Take it, okay?”

I nodded, opening my mouth.

He placed it on my tongue, and I swallowed it again, wincing as it went down my throat.

And then instantly, I felt loopy again... but it came slow.

How did it work so fast...?

At first, I thought I was seeing clear, but then the lights warped, and the walls shifted, starting to swirl around my sight.

And then seconds later, I fell down, but Cookie caught me.

My head tipped back when I stared lazily off into the distance, watching my world twist and turn as the fuzziness spread through my entire head.

The meds always made me feel weird, but after it wore off, I didn’t feel so scared anymore.

Cookie scooped me up, holding onto me tightly as he carried me back upstairs.

I felt my mouth drop open, my eyes rolling as I attempted to capture the light, but it was moving too fast.

“Sir, we found her,” a voice echoed through the fuzziness, making my head spin.

“Good,” Cookie replied, his tone muffled. “We’re going to have to keep Cameron close by, and change the codes and locks. That was too close of a call.”
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I couldn’t believe that she’d do that.

Honestly... I had no fucking idea she’d try to release a prisoner. That was beyond my expectations.

I had to be careful with this one.

Cameron’s head dangled off my arm as I carried her to her room, her eyes open and searching the walls mindlessly.

I sighed, making my way into the guest bedroom, where she usually slept.

Cameron’s breath came out in whimpers as I lowered her back onto the bed.

“I know,” I whispered. “Go to sleep. Don’t fight it.”

She just sank into the mattress, her lashes fluttering shut the moment her back met the bed.

I pulled the covers over her, tucking them in at her arms to make sure she was comfortable.

But her words echoed through my thoughts:

I’m sorry!

I thought she was friend!

My eyes darkened as I watched her.

God... after just had been running from whoever hurt her, her trauma was so severe and tragic her mind was left open... fresh and waiting to be molded like clay.

I could’ve shaped her into what I wanted her to be; if I wanted her to cook me anything I wanted, I could make her become that. If I wanted her to learn how to sing—to express her anger by breaking glasses—if I wanted her to be afraid, I could mold her into that.

But I didn’t want any of that. I wanted her to be her, and I wanted the satisfaction knowing that I owned that. That I claimed that, that “he” never owned her.

He didn’t deserve her.

I wanted her to become her own person, but also know for a fact that she belonged to me.

She did ever since the night she stepped foot in my house.

As I watched her drift off into her dreams, I couldn’t help but smile, backing off to the door before leaving the room.

I need a drink.

After the day I had, I was desperate to feel the spice of whiskey.

I finally made it to my drinking room (it was more of a lounge space, but I drank in here a lot), and I kindly stepped over to the cart that held my most expensive liquors.

I picked up a thirty-year-old whiskey and popped it open, pouring some into a glass until it was filled halfway with butterscotch-colored liquid.

I settled onto a couch then, sighing as I kicked up my legs.

And I tipped my head back, slipping some liquor into my lips and letting it burn my tongue.

After swallowing, I looked back out into the distance, deciding to enjoy the rest of my night.

I had sat there for an hour... maybe two, and it was peacefully quiet in here—just the sound of the crackling fireplace, baking this room into a soft gold.

And then—very slightly—I heard soft footsteps padding onto the tile just outside the doors of the room.

I glanced over curiously, smirking.

Cameron stood there, her eyes droopy and tired as she rubbed them, and her hair was surprisingly tame despite her previous sleep.

She wore the same sweatshirt and shorts that I gave her earlier, as well as the fuzzy socks that covered her to her ankles.

I sat up. “Hey, baby. What’s up?”

She just stepped into the room, still looking very tired, and walked over to me. “I can’t sleep.”

You did for a while there. The anxiety meds must be wearing off.

I watched with ease as she crawled onto the couch beside me and sat down.

I immediately knew what she wanted, so I shifted to the side, setting my drink down on the table beside me.

“Rest your head on my thigh,” I said gently.

She listened, clearly too tired to argue, and shuffled down, snuggling her cheek into my pantleg. “Promise to stay,” she whispered.

She was so adorable. I had to resist smirking.

“I’ll stay,” I said to her.

She then closed her eyes, getting comfy.

I just pulled a blanket over her, tucking it around her as she let out a soft sigh. 

“Are you still mad at me...?” she said quietly.

I just ran my fingers through her hair. “No.”

I can’t ever stay mad at you. It’s like getting angry at a table after stubbing your toe, it’s pointless. Plus, you fascinate me too much. 

“But you have to promise not to do something like that again, understand?” I questioned her.

She nodded into my pantleg. “Yes.”

“Good.” I softened my voice because she was clearly too comfortable.

I just brushed some of her hair away from her face. “You must be tired still from the medicine, huh?”

She nodded lazily.

“Go back to sleep,” I instructed her.

She sniffed and snuggled closer into my jeans, her stance relaxing.

I couldn’t help but smile, my eyes glowing in amusement.

After picking up my drink, I just kept one hand on her head, mindlessly stroking her hair.

She’s mine. And she knows it.
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She’ll be home any minute now.

I slipped my mask over my face, hiding the bottom half of it as I pressed the protective glasses just over my eyes.

Knowing not to make Cameron suspicious (by looking busy), I revved my chainsaw and let it rumble, starting to work on the bush that I’d been taming for the last couple days.

I was Cameron’s caretaker for her house. I took care of everything... but that’s not why I came here every day.

I came here for her.

To see her. To be with her. To watch her.

I was truly captivated by her.

And—as I kept sawing the bush—almost minutes later her car bumped up onto the driveway.

I turned off the chainsaw, gazing up immediately.

Her friend wasn’t with her this time... she was completely alone.

But her small form slipped out from the driver’s side, circling around to the backseat to capture her backpack.

My eyes followed her when she closed the car door and glanced over at me.

I just waved at her casually.

She stared for a moment before her eyes moved to the bush, and her brows drew together.

She then gazed back up at me and slowly waved back, turning to go back up her porch steps seconds later.

I watched her with ease.

When her small figure vanished into the house, I immediately dropped the chainsaw and stood fully.

It was almost nine... she had always been in bed by nine-thirty.

I just silently pulled out my white mask from my pocket, sliding it over my face.

And then quietly, I walked over to her front door.

She goes inside, gets dressed for bed, and then reads on the couch.

I memorized her daily schedule after all these years.

I also knew very well not to show her my face... because it would be better if she didn’t know Asher Wolfe was her house’s caretaker.

A small smile spilt my lips as I came through her front door (she left it unlocked until she went to bed), and I just went into her house.

The halls were dark like usual, letting me know immediately that she was reading right now.













































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





