	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Kidnapped by the Monster


[image: ]


Ava Mona
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Copyright © 2022 by Ava Mona

[image: ]


All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Editor: BK Edits

Cover: Zumys Designs

CONTENTS

Kidnapped by the Monster

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Epilogue

About the Author

Books By Ava Mona

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


I've often been jealous of my brothers. Me, being the youngest, I've watched my father take Linc hunting before I could join, or been made to sit in my father's lap while my mother taught Olex to swim. So many instances when I was told to wait my turn, and that my time would come. Yes, jealousy is no new emotion to me, but envy; this bone deep envy I feel consuming me at this very moment...this is new.

I don't want to be doing what they're doing right now. I want to take their places instead. I want to be Olex, having claimed my mate a year ago. I want her standing beside me, pregnant with my child, and smiling up at me. I want to be Linc with my cavern prepared, waiting for my mate to be sent down here at midnight. I want it to be me, but instead, I'm left standing in the corner of our cavern full of anger.

As I watch my family congratulate Linc and give him their last encouraging words, I am burning to my core because the human leaders refused to allow me to claim my mate this year. I'm told to wait another three hundred and sixty-five days. Another twelve months. How can they expect me to wait? How can my father expect me to abide by this when he knows what it is like to long for your mate to be by your side? But again, like so many other times, I'm told to wait, to have patience, and that my time too will come...it feels like it never will, though.

My family laughs along with Linc, making a joke about a child giving him advice for persuading Keri to stay with him, but it only makes my shoulders tense more with the knots forming in them.

"At least you're in a position to be getting advice," I say through clenched teeth before I can stop myself.

My father looks my way with sadness in his eyes, and his mouth tightens. "If there was anything more to be done, I would do it, son. You know that."

"I know." I look down and sigh. I do know. It's not his fault. He tried as hard as he could. I look at Linc, hoping he sees the apology in my eyes. "I'm sorry. I don't mean to fu—"

My mother arches an eyebrow and my cheeks rise with a smile I felt like I haven't worn in months. It actually hurts my face a little.

"Mess up your day," I correct myself before making a joke that hurts to even say, "You just make sure Keri stays so I have two sisters to bring Leah home to when it's my turn."

"So much confidence, this one." Olex chuckles. "I'll have you know these Palmer women aren't so easily convinced."

Grace hits his chest. "The nerve. Here I am, fifty months pregnant with your baby and you have the audacity to say that."

"At least, I'll get to be here for my nephew's birth," I murmur. It's the only part that gives me any joy. The only thing that works when I try to think of any positives to waiting for my mate.

"Do not remind me that I have to push an entire baby out," Grace pleads.

"Just think about your sisters getting to meet the baby when they get here," my mother suggests.

Sisters. 

When they get here. 

She meant to reassure Grace, but her words hurt and anger me. It makes my envy come roaring back to life, reminding me that Leah, my mate, will not be down here anytime soon.

Grace breaks away from my parents and Olex wraps an arm around Linc's shoulders. My father keeps giving me worrying looks. He knows me best, so surely, he can tell that I'm ready to crawl out of my skin right now. I want to be with Leah. I want her here with me. I want...her. And each moment I can’t have her is driving me crazy. Today, most of all. I don't want his sympathetic or concerned looks though. Not right now, so I walk towards my brothers instead. 

As I get closer, I hear Olex whispering to Linc, "I'm pretty sure we all know you were behind that little leak to the human's press, but I don't care. I see why you did it. And I think it will make all the difference."

"We all know it was him," I add.

Olex jumps in surprise, growling out, "Why do you always do that?"

I chuckle, but even I hear how empty it sounds. "You make it too easy to sneak up on you. I just want to say my goodbyes before mother and father take over. I know you'll bring her home, Linc. Just don't take as long as Olex did. I have a bet going on it."

Linc laughs. "Such confidence in me."

"You ready son?" my father asks Linc.

Linc nods. "I am."

We all get into a circle, huddling as we exchange goodbyes and I love yous. Linc touches Grace's stomach and whispers goodbye to our nephew. When we break apart, I begin to walk to my bedroom but my father's hushed words to Olex stop me.

"Watch Kayo."

I bite down so hard my molars hurt, but the moment I hear the door close, I turn to face Olex and Grace.

"You do know I heard that, right?" I snap out.

"Is he wrong, Kayo?" Olex questions. "I know that expression I keep seeing on your face, that your mind is thinking, planning, and plotting like you do. Which, right now, can only mean your timeline is not on the terms of waiting a year to claim Leah."

He's not wrong. Our inability to lie doesn't even allow me to tell him he is. Grace walks over to me and places her hand on my shoulder.

"I know you're worried, Kayo. So am I, but if you don't do it right, she won't get drafted, and you may never get to claim her. She will never be allowed to come down here."

"Nothing can keep her from me," I growl at just the thought.

"Do you want to chance that?" she bites back.

I deflate at her words. "No, but sitting here for another year feels impossible. And that's if your leaders even decide to send her down next year. They already had an issue with sending Keri because of how it will look. Do you really think they won't take issue with sending a third sister down next year?"

I wish I didn't notice the worry that enters her eyes. I want her to tell me that I'm wrong, and everything will go as planned, but she doesn’t.

"Exactly," I say. "Something inside of me just...doesn't feel right."

There's a churning in my stomach that hasn’t stopped all day, and a twisting in my chest. Like something is happening above ground that should not be. That Leah needs me; as if she's in pain. I know if I told any of them, then they would tell me it was all in my mind, and that there's no way I can feel her emotions so far below. But I just know. 

Something is wrong.

"She will need you tonight," Grace tells me after a few moments. "Even though she won't know you're there, she'll need you. It helps me to believe that her mate being near will bring her some type of peace. Keri's name will be announced in just an hour, and Leah will be..."

"Alone," I finish for her. "Nothing will keep me from going to her tonight."

She opens her mouth, as if she wants to say more or tell me something, but instead, she smiles before saying, "You are welcome to join us in our cavern for the last meal.”

I shake my head. "No, but thank you. I just want to wait alone until it's night and I can go. Besides, I need to work on the crib for my nephew."

"Any day now." Olex grins.

Grace throws a pointed look at him. "So says the man who just has to hold my hand while I'm in labor."

A few more minutes pass and they leave, and I'm alone again. My parents will be at the market for some time, my mother trading the pillows she makes and my father hearing others issues, so I know I can safely go to my bedroom without hearing about making better use of my time than mourning what will come. I lay on my bed and stare up at the ceiling, but all I see is Leah. Her round eyes, a light brown, bordering on hazel. Long blonde hair that reaches her ass. And what an ass, plump, the perfect size for me to grab and...

I groan, turning to my side and knowing once those thoughts start, they're hard to stop. With it being daytime, I can't even go and watch Leah right now. I can't look at her and let my mind run wild with fantasies. But turning away from focusing on the ceiling does nothing to push away other thoughts of Leah. Now, I'm just picturing her behind my closed eyelids.

The way she smiles when she remembers where she hid the last chocolate bar from herself. The way she wrinkles her nose when she and Keri attempt to cook something and it ends in disaster. How she looks so peaceful in her sleep.

Her scent wraps around me, as if she's in my room. Vanilla, all soft and enticing. It's in everything. The shampoo she uses after coming home from the factory and wants to get the smell of metal out of her hair. The lotion she uses at night for her tired hands. How many times I have wanted to climb through the window I was watching her through and massage her aching hands myself. I hate that she works so hard and wish I could bring her down here where she would never have to go to that damn factory again.

I hear the soft sigh she lets out as she gets comfortable in her bed at night. I can almost pretend she's in the bed beside me, lying next to me in the old T-shirt and tiny shorts she wears to sleep. She doesn’t even know how much she entices me night after night. Or that it only takes one look at her to have me barely holding back from climbing through her window to show her all the filthy things I’ve imagined doing with her, to her.

The images that fill my mind have my hand drifting down to move my loincloth aside. My fingers wrap around my cock as I picture Leah on her knees, looking up at me with those beautiful eyes as she leans forward while parting her full lips. I begin stroking myself, precum dripping out of the tip as I imagine the feel of those lips wrapping around the tip of my cock. A grunt leaves me when my fist tightens, wishing so badly that it was truly her mouth engulfing me instead.

I work my hand up and down my cock, my eyes closed so I can keep the image of Leah right there in the darkness behind my lids. Her cheeks hollowed, peering up at me through her lashes, and her hands coming up to my thighs. A deep, long sigh leaves me while I pretend my fingers are threading through her hair, moving her head back and forth. I thrust into my hand the way I imagine myself thrusting into her mouth, hard and fast, her warmth surrounding me, and her tongue sliding along my length.

I hit the back of her throat, a shudder rushing through me with my mind providing how I think that will feel. But I know whatever I think will not compare to how it feels to truly be in her mouth. My control is slipping though, so as I jerk myself even harder, I yank on her hair, making my cock slip out of her mouth. I grab her hips, bringing her forward until her legs are spreading and she's climbing into my lap. Her breasts in my face, wet pussy rubbing against my cock.

My mind provides what her moan might sound like, how her nails will sting when they dig into my shoulders, and what it'll feel like when she reaches between us and places me to her opening. Then, she's sliding down on me, and I turn my face and bite my pillow to muffle my groan as I come.

My cum spills out over my hand and thighs, warm and smooth. My back arches with the force of it. In my mind, I'm sinking into Leah and her pussy’s wrapping around me rather than my hand pumping me. My cock twitches in my hand, bringing me back to my bedroom. I don't want to come back, hating that my eyes blink open to face the reality that Leah isn't here with me. She's so far away that I can't hear her thoughts or feel what she's going through. I hate it.

My anger returns swiftly as I get up to clean myself. I try to soothe my bitterness by remembering that it'll be night soon, and I can go up and check on Leah. Even if it will only be to watch her cry and mourn what she thinks is the death of another one of her sisters. I despise her leaders for so many things, but right now, most of all, I hate them for the pain their lies will make her feel tonight. And because their bullshit laws forbid me from being able to comfort her.

"Soon, Leah," I murmur to myself, wishing she could hear my words. "You'll be with me soon."

I look towards the crib that I'm still building for the baby in the corner of my room, knowing I could do work on it to pass time, but I just don't have the heart for it right now. Not with all the rage burning in my heart. Anger should not be put into energy to make something for someone I love. I lay back on the bed, facing the wall. I close my eyes, pretending Leah's with me again, but only this time, she’s in my arms, her eyes closed. I join her in her sleep.
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I thought I knew the highest level of heartbreak when my mother died. I was shown just how wrong I could be when I lost Grace last year and my heart didn't just hurt, it felt like it cracked right down the middle. The splinters of it cutting me up inside. I was sure that nothing could possibly hurt more than that, or the all-consuming grief that had held me captive for weeks, and then months, after. I'm being proven wrong yet again right now.

My eyes are on the spot where I last saw Keri stand before she turned the corner and disappeared, continuing her walk towards her death. The tears streak my cheeks, and my body trembles as I stand here, feeling the cry, the sob, building in my throat. But all of those feelings pale in comparison to the one in my chest. The pain there makes me sure that this, this, is the worst heartbreak I can ever feel. My heart has broken, cracked, and even splintered, before, but now I feel it crumble to nothing more than dust inside of me. The dust of what used to be my heart is falling, disappearing into nothing more than a memory of this thing that once beat in the center of my chest. Sorrow, grief, anger, and sadness, they all rush through me, but there's a numbness, too. A dangerous numbness that threatens to overtake every other emotion. Threatens to overtake me.

I promised Keri I would leave, that I would make her accepting her own death in exchange for my life worth it. But now, I'm not so sure how to keep my word.

"It'll be okay," one of the women, who arrived at the balcony with the President, tells me.

I blink, just now remembering how I'm not standing here alone. Slowly, too slowly because my head spins dizzily, I turn to look at her. She stares back with such sympathy. I hate it. I hate the hypocrisy of it when she's a part of what is making me feel this way, of what took my sisters from me in the first place.

I narrow my tear-filled eyes at her before asking, "How can you even say that?"

She glances nervously at the President beside her. He gives me the same tight, fake smile he just gave Keri a few minutes ago. Before he sent her to her death. Anger overcomes everything in me as I stare at him. He reminds me so much of my father right now. Just another man using his control to harm my sisters and I. 

Just. Another. Man.

"I hope we can trust you to have discretion about all of this, Miss Palmer," the President says.

And just like that, my emotions change once again, fear coming to the forefront this time with Keri's warning filling my mind. She told me not to trust any of them, and to run the moment I felt it was safe. She said that the President would, sooner or later, feel the need to ensure my silence about everything that had happened here today, and the man’s measured words just now only confirm it. He's concerned I'll tell someone that instead of putting Keri and I in prison for running to escape the draft, that she was offered a deal instead, and instructed to smile for the cameras to quell the rumors spreading in our quadrant. I sniffle, wiping my tears as I nod at him.

"I won't say anything," I croak, then clear my throat. "I just want the money."

I don't give a shit about the money they're going to give me for losing Keri, but I'm sure if the President feels like I'm getting something I want from him, he's more likely to believe I'll uphold my end of this sick bargain.

"Of course, of course," he quickly assures me. "It will be in your account before you get home. We’ll give you a few moments alone, and then a car is waiting at the back of the center. That way you can avoid the cameras and we can get you home." 

Something twists in my stomach when he says the word home. It makes me instantly ill. It's so strong, I forget about the grief I think will consume me at any moment. It's something in his face, how his eyes are so intensely focused on me as if he's searching for a lie. For any reason to not let me go home. I know manipulative men well enough to know that if he's looking for a lie in me, it's because he's lying about something himself.

"I could just walk home," I offer. "It will give me time to clear my head."

His brows furrow with mock concern. "No, no. It's far too late for a woman to be alone on the streets. Please, I insist you let one of my men see you home. It's the least I can do after all that your sister has done."

Another lie. I hear it. Taste it. Smell it. I need to get out of here. 

But how?

I give him a tight smile that resembles his own. "Thank you. I'll be right down."

"Stacy will show you to a room that you can use for as long as you like."

He nods to the woman who foolishly tried to console me earlier, and she waves her hand for me to begin walking. I don't want to follow her. I don't have any faith that I'll even make it into any room, let alone the car, but I don't have a choice. I match her footsteps as we go down the hallway. We reach a room, and she opens the door for me to go in first. I step in and she closes it behind me as I look at the simple couch, table, and TV mounted on the wall. It's like a sterile waiting room for the ones who've just had their loved one sent to death at the hands of a brutal monster. It makes me wonder just how often the President has made this same deal with other women, and how many others have come to this room to mourn. And better yet...if any of those women have left alive, because as I walk over to the window, I find it’s sealed shut. There’s no way out, even if I could convince myself that the jump from this high up wouldn't kill me. I look around for cameras, and when I find no obvious ones, I assume I have some measure of privacy. So, for a moment, just a moment, I let all of my emotions come forth.

A sob bursts from me as my hands curl around the window ledge, holding it so tightly that my fingers ache. I am alone. Utterly alone. My sisters were all I had. Keri was my entire world after they took Grace from us last year. And now, I have no one. No one in this world that I love, and no one in this world that loves me. I am not ready to face a world without them in it. How am I supposed to go on without them, and without a heart?

My tears fall in earnest now, no shock and disbelief left inside me to hold them back. They fall down my cheeks and onto the backs of my hands as I look out the window at a city that no longer feels like home. Not without my sisters here with me, anyway. Is Keri dead already? Has the monster ripped her apart while I stood here crying? Did she give her life below for me to be here, falling apart?

I shut my eyes tightly at the thought. She can't have died for me to break. I hate that her last hours were spent reassuring me when it should have been the other way around. She needed to make sure I would be okay when I should have been the one to tell her that I would be fine and I would go on. My sisters have protected me all my life, from my father, from bullies at school, and even from the assholes at my job. Always protecting me. Now, I need to protect myself. Now, I need to be strong, even if it's the very last thing I feel right now.

I release the window ledge and curl my hands into fists, asking myself what Grace and Keri would be doing right now in my position. They would pull themselves together, at least wait until they got home to cry and scream out their rage. They would make sure they got themselves out of this processing center, away from the danger of the President and the people in here. I need to be like them right now.

I snap my eyes open, and my chest rises and falls with my deep breaths. I wish it fortified me at all. But still, I stand straighter and swallow as I turn and begin walking across the room. The woman's face greets me as soon as I open the door. Stacy smiles, but then it drops like she remembers how I snapped at her earlier.

"I'm ready," I say.

"If you would just follow me, then."

Her heels click against the tiles as we walk down the hallway. I try not to make it obvious that I'm looking at everything as we go along, scared there will be a man waiting in an open doorway to grab me into the room and never let me go. But we make it to the elevators, and she presses the down button before giving me another smile. All I can think of as I hear the elevator shaft rise is if it was an elevator that lowered my sisters into the ground. Or was it a ladder, a rope? Who the hell knows? All I can be sure of is that they were sent down and they will never come back up. Tears well in my eyes and I dig my nails into my palm to stop them from falling.

"Here we are," Stacy states when the elevator doors open.

I step in first so she won't be behind me. She comes in and presses the button for the lobby. It's a tense, quiet, and long ride down. I grip the banister behind me when we reach the lobby, half expecting a group of men to be waiting there, and the President at the forefront, wearing that creepy smile as he tells me what a fool I've been. But when the door opens, the lobby is empty with only a security guard talking to a receptionist.

"Mr. Carson will take you home," she tells me when we reach the sliding doors, gesturing towards an older man that waits beside the car idling outside.

I search her face for a lie. Her eyes won't meet mine, and she swallows nervously. She's making me even more afraid.

"President Taylor wants you to know the money has been transferred to your account and he hopes we can all forget about this rather unpleasant episode."

Unpleasant...episode. My sister's death, being threatened with prison...all just an unpleasant episode to these fucking people.

But I nod and walk through the doors. Mr. Carson nods hello at me when I reach him, opening the back door of the car. I put my hand to the handle, pretending I slip as I test if the door is able to be opened from the inside.

"Are you okay?" Mr. Carson asks.

"Yes," I answer, releasing the handle, and relieved that at least that it does open. "My sneaker was coming off."

He gives me a small smile. "Well, you go ahead and get in, and we'll get you home."

I get into the car and let him close the door. Stacy still stands at the front doors, watching us, and making me more and more uneasy. The car pulls off and I study the streets closely, making sure he's going the correct way. He's not. At the very first wrong turn, I lean forward in the seat.

"You were supposed to make a left there," I say.

"Was I?" He chuckles, but I can hear the strain in it. "Sorry. I don't live around here."

"What is my address?" I ask.

"I'm sorry?"

"What is the address they took you to drop me off to? I just want to make sure they gave you the correct address?"

"Oh, uh, let me see."

His phone lights up but I can see his face in the rearview mirror. He's panicking and trying to bide time as he searches for something to say. A lie to feed me to assuage my worries. My clearly, very warranted, worries.

"Let’s see. I have, uh...Oh, this damn phone is always messing up. One second."

Time is up. We reach a red light and I pull back the handle. The door doesn't open, but the sound echoes through the car. Swallowing the whimper building in my throat, I slowly turn my head to look at Mr. Carson. His face transforms completely. Smile gone, replaced by a grimace.

"Please." My voice comes out shaky and as terrified as I feel.

"I need you to remain calm, Miss Palmer." The hardness of his tone makes me anything but calm.
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