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  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  Dear reader,


  Thank you for choosing my debut, My Kind of Monster as your next read. I hope you enjoy the ride on this lonely mountain! Happy Reading!

  xx,

  Lilith

    

    CONTENT WARNINGS

    Due to recent publishing guidelines, the list couldn’t be included here, however I would never want to put a reader in an uncomfortable situation. This dark romance is a work of fiction, and it contains violent and sensitive situations which could be triggering for some. Please go to https://lilithromanauthor.com/lilith/books/warnings/ for a full list.



  To the woman currently demolishing the walls built around her sinful soul by a society that deemed her wrong. You were bred from fire… it’s time to let the flames burn.




  Great things are done when men and mountains meet.


  WILLIAM BLAKE




  Chapter 1


  HIM


  There’s solace here amongst the towering pine trees, at the top of the mountain peak that dominates what seems like the entire world. A sea of white surrounds me and other textures are only visible when the sharp wind ruffles the feathers of the pine trees, scattering more snow to the ground.


  In the far distance, the other peaks loom, giants ruling over their lands. As I admire them, savoring the sound of silence, I taste a heaviness infusing the air. The world’s gone silent. As if a predator looms and all creatures hide. A calm before a shattering storm.


  Interesting…


  I breathe in the heavy air and it fuels me, the cold burning my lungs.


  There’s nothing around this time of year. The birds are hidden, the animals are hibernating or sheltered, and the crickets are long gone.


  There is nothing. Nothing but me.


  This mountain is my sanctuary, my escape from this cruel fucking world simmering in its own filth. I bought this entire mountain, this peak, when I fucked off the world and left everything behind.


  And as my old life ended and my new one began, in the calm of the peak, in the middle of this beautiful wild world, I both found and lost myself. It’s a fucking Greek tragedy, a beautiful one, nonetheless.


  It’s still early, but I can see the sun hiding behind the mountains. The winter is harsh, the days are short, and dusk is my favorite thing to enjoy on this mountain. It’s the only time of day I stop everything I’m doing, go out on the first-floor terrace and soak it all in.


  There’s nothing more satisfying than this view of the sun dying every day at dusk.


  And as the heavy air predicted… I hear it.


  My solace is broken by a blood curdling scream deep into the woods. That sound beckons me to follow; the fear in it is like a fucking siren’s song, and the pain vibrating through the soundwaves is even fucking better.


  This here is one of the reasons I had to leave it all behind. Nothing makes me harder than the blood curdling scream of a woman dominated by fear.


  “Jesus Christ…” 


  I wait, my fists tense, fighting the urge to jump the fuck off the terrace, chase that delicious scream through the woods and find the scared woman. It takes everything in me not to succumb to my urges—the darkness embedded so fucking deep inside of me that you can see the demons in my eyes. 


  If you get close enough to look or are unfortunate enough…


  The last strands of the echo her screaming left behind are absorbed by another loud shriek. 


  Pain and terror; I feel them seeping into my bones, wrapping around my fucking soul, a shiver rushing from the bottom of my spine up to the back of my neck. It awakens something in me, memories I couldn’t taste anymore, emotions too far out of my reach.


  The pain-filled scream sounds more defeated this time around—she’s getting tired. I lick my lips and flex every muscle in my body as I try to hold myself back.


  “Fuck!”


  I have two options here… I either chase my cravings through those fucking woods and succumb to the demons lurking inside of me or I push everything back inside and choose to save that pitiful woman from the harsh winter cold and whatever made her scream like that.


  Fuck it! 


  I find myself running through the house, down the stairs and out the front door before my decision made it to my inner monologue. I run towards the scream that’s still echoing through the woods, without knowing what I’ll do when I get there. I dodge through the trees that I know like the back of my damn hand, jump over the dips and mounds and feel my blood getting hotter, my dick getting harder, and a big fucking grin settling on my lips. 


  Fuck, how I love the chase!


  God help this pitiful woman that stumbled onto my mountain. I haven’t had a woman in a while since no one can come here this time of year unless they’re on foot and have provisions for days. No one comes here anyway, unless they want to have their fucking legs broken or I have invited them myself. And I haven’t invited a woman here since the winter started.


  So how did this one end up in this predicament?




  HER


  I am stumbling with every step I take, struggling to run through the thick snow that touches the middle of my naked thighs, and the adrenaline pumping through me is my only layer of protection against the freezing cold. It’s useless, all useless. I cannot see what is under the snow, I cannot see where the next step takes me. I could fall through a hole in the ground, I could step in a bear trap, but it does not matter. 


  Not now. 


  I have to push forward, run for my fucking life, because even if I fall to my death in these woods, it will be a whole lot better than what I am running from.


  I think I have lost him. I hope I have. I run faster than my own legs can hold me, aiming to go down the mountain, but somehow, I still seem to be going up. I can hear him behind me, hear the screeching sound his boots make on the thick snow, but I don’t dare to turn around to check how close he is. I keep running.


  As the woods grow darker with every minute that passes, my nakedness and the high snow are not the only challenges I face anymore. The sun keeps dying down, and I am left with no light source. The moonlight can’t penetrate the snow-covered crowns of the old pine trees.


  When darkness will take over, there will be nothing left. Only me and my worst fucking nightmare.


  Many times lately, I’ve debated how I ended up in this predicament. 


  Was it my fault? 


  Did I do this to myself?


  All the conclusions that one could reach, I have reached as well, but I have not yet settled on one. Depending on what he does to me, my decision changes and I realize all options might be true.


  I was a desperate idiot, and he is a goddamn monster.




  HIM


  I’m deep in the woods now. The darkness has descended, and the world around me is completely quiet, except for her steps digging desperately into the snow.


  If I want the benefit of surprise, I can’t turn on the small flashlight currently sitting in my jeans pocket. I stop, stand near an old thick tree and I listen. I can hear her.


  Light fumbling footsteps coming my way. 


  Ragged breaths as she slows down, losing strength. 


  How she stumbles and falls, more than once, but she picks herself back up and keeps going. Desperation clouds her breaths, but I can’t help but smile at her perseverance.


  Further back, deeper into the forest, I can hear another set of footfalls. Heavy. Strong. Determined. Now the screaming makes sense. He’s coming for her; his steps light but deliberate, making sure that she can’t tell where he is. He’s chasing her calmly, without breaking a fucking sweat, because he knows there’s nowhere for her to run. All he needs to do is follow the trail she’s leaving in the thick snow.


  My blood boils hotter thinking of this asshole being on my fucking mountain.


  I hear her coming closer and closer and without even realizing, she stops by a tree right behind me. My eyes have adjusted to the darkness, and I can almost see her. Not everything, but enough to know her position and when she starts moving again.


  She darts away from the tree with newfound strength, pushing herself harder, but I’m right there. One arm circling her waist, lifting her from the ground, the other straight on her fucking mouth, trapping any sound that threatens to come out.


  “Don’t scream or I swear to the fucking gods, you’ll wish he caught you, not me,” I whisper, my breathing brushing her ear.


  She shakes uncontrollably, she can’t help it; I know she’s both scared to death and freezing fucking cold. And she’s completely naked.


  Why the fuck is she naked?!


  She feels soft against me, her body curvy, her bones covered by a soft layer of flesh, perfect for kneading under my rough hands. I hold her against me until her body calms, until her pulse slows enough for her to process what is happening.


  As I press her harder into me, I feel her muscles relax. Maybe it’s my body heat that’s making her react like this. Maybe it’s the lack of choice. I drop her back on her feet, still holding her against me.


  My arm is around her waist and my palm pressed hard on her side, itching to fucking slide down her soft body, because her flesh feels so goddamn good under my touch. 


  And it does. I can’t help myself. 


  More importantly, I don’t want to.


  This situation right here is my own personal dirty heaven. The chase, the vulnerability, the lack of consent. All screaming at me in songs of filth and desire.


  I slide my hand across to her middle, then down over her belly button, stopping when the tips of my fingers only just touch the curls of her mound. Nothing better than unshaved, natural fucking pussy.


  I groan at the touch, and every single muscle in her body, one by one, tenses against me. There’s a tremor in her flesh as she attempts to pull away from me, but her head falls back—the tiniest, slightest movement that one would have missed. 


  I didn’t.


  She’s a tiny thing, maybe a foot or more shorter than me and as my fingers reach her curls, I lean forward, my warm breath brushing the top of her ear. Suddenly, as my dick twitches against her back, she’s shaking for a whole other reason.


  She ran away from a monster only to fall between the tentacles of a much bigger one.


  Oh, little siren, if only your screams didn’t reach my ears… If only…


  I’m aware that I’m a caveman right now.


  I’m aware that in the real world, away from this mountain, you don’t do things like this.


  I’m aware of what normal human behavior is.


  I’m aware I’m not supposed to get hard when a woman screams in fear or touch her the way I’m touching this one right now.


  I’m perfectly damn fucking aware.


  But we’re not in the real world, not now, not ever again. Here, on this mountain, is my world.


  The thump of heavy footsteps interrupts my train of thought, and I stop before I can reach her core. Pulling the woman up against me, my arm circling her belly once again, I try to assess how far away the bastard is.


  His steps are muffled, but I still think he might be far enough away that he won’t see us in the dark if we start moving now.


  I spot a fallen leafy branch a few feet away and let go of the woman. I drop my hand from her mouth and she stumbles on her trembling legs. It doesn’t take long to see that she’s not going anywhere. She’ll be lucky if she doesn’t lose toes and fingers to frostbite or die of fucking hypothermia soon, if she decides to go on her own.


  “Walk on my path. When I back up, you back up. Don’t stray or he’ll find you,” I whisper in her ear. “Unless you want to run away from me as well. If you do, you better make sure I will never… ever… find you.”


  It makes no fucking difference to me if she does run, because if she does, I will find her. That asshole trailing her doesn’t know the mountain as well as I do, no one does. I can kill him here without any trouble, then claim her as my prize either way. 


  Yet, I like to give my prey a sense of security before I rip it away.


  I’ve never done it without prior agreement though. As much as I’ve wanted to force my dick in unwilling pussy, I’m not that fucking stupid. It was always a game, always one of my own creation—a game to fuel and sate my filthy non-consensual desires. 


  A game that would hold the demons in line and keep the monster hidden.


  But this here, this is not a game. And if I kill that motherfucker, no one will hear his screams… or hers. No one.


  She appears to be smart enough to know that.




  HER


  I stumble, unsteady on my feet. The cold has reached so deep into my bones that my body is failing me. I do not have much fight left in me, and I am holding on to whatever is still there to fuel my next breath.


  Who the hell is he? 


  He’s clearly big, big enough to lift me off the ground like I was nothing. 


  And warm, he is so goddamn warm.


  Fear almost paralyzed me when I felt the air shift behind me. But when he lifted me with one arm and pulled me into his strong body, I damn near screamed with joy. He was so warm, and it took everything in me not to grind against him so I could absorb it all. Everything! 


  At that moment, I couldn’t care less who he was as long as he kept me there, pinned against that warm body that saved mine from freezing. The rough hand covering my mouth smelled intoxicating, of cedarwood and musk, and with his arm circled around my middle, he held me tight. Possessive. Secure.


  Then he realized I am naked. His hand traveled down my belly, touching the wild curls covering my mound, and a mix of fear and disturbing arousal shot through me. My body ached from the tightness of my muscles and my chest hurt from the freezing breath I forcefully caught before my betraying body gave me away.


  Nothing made me feel like a goddamn whore more than that one single moment.


  Nothing.


  After everything I have been through, one would have thought that cock was the furthest damn thing from my mind. I ran from one monster and ended up in the arms of another.


  But that’s the thing when you are like me, when the demons have crawled deep enough into your body and mind that nothing can get them out. You take pleasure from this. 


  Pleasure from the sickest moments.


  Pleasure from the darkest corners of the human mind.


  Pleasure from pain.


  Unfortunately, the captor that I escaped did not give a shit about pleasure, even though he used that premises to lure me in. No matter how depraved I am, no matter how much of a whore I feel like right now, he never gave me this feeling. All I had was pain.


  Searing fucking pain.


  I watch the stranger as he leans over a fallen branch and it clicks. He wants to cover our tracks.


  I am not going to argue with that. No matter where he takes me, there is no way it is worse than the dungeon I ran away from. No damn way.


  I have made my decision. I will comply for now, even if he did just threaten me. Because in a new place, I can start from zero and find ways to escape. In my old one… I’ve exhausted all options. 


  No matter what… This is my only chance.




  Chapter 2


  HIM


  I grab the branch and swoosh it around over the snow, bringing as much down as I can to cover the path I made. It doesn’t matter if it’s not leveled, in this darkness he won’t notice the difference, not with all the dips and mounds of the rough terrain. 


  And snow starts falling again.


  I don’t need to look back to know that she’s right behind me. Taking frail, careful steps, following the path I made in the snow when I came for her.


  She’s not running though. Why isn’t she running? I know I warned her not to, but still. Any woman in her right mind would have the good sense to at least try after what I said to her.


  We walk back, careful not to make too much noise through the woods, but when I fail to hear the footsteps of her chaser, I stop and so does she. We stand still and wait. He probably reached the tree where I found her, realizing there’s no path anymore.


  Suddenly a frail little hand touches mine and startles me. She’s pushing something into my hand, and I realize it’s a rock. I turn and look at her, at her very features for the first time.


  Even in this darkness, I can see a faint spark. There’s something hidden there. Something I can’t quite place. Sorrow? Pain? Unfulfilled desires? Maybe all of them, maybe none. The darkness might be making me see things. 


  Either way, there’s something there and I feel a powerful sense of possessiveness over it.


  Fuck…


  Mentally shaking myself, I grab the rock and throw it in the distance, listening as it hits a tree. The heavy footsteps hurry in that direction and we quietly carry on with our task, covering the path that leads to my house.


  It takes much longer to get back than it took me to get to her, but we have to cover our tracks properly. When the woman loses her footing behind me several times, I realize she’s not going to last much longer. I turn back and haul her over my shoulder with little protest on her part. She feels frozen under my touch as I hold her around her thighs and her frail arms try to grab onto my waist from behind.


  By the time we reach the house, I bring her down into my arms, but she’s completely still. She might be dead for all I know.


  I climb the steps to the porch and hurry inside, straight to the living area. I lay the woman down in front of the lit fireplace, on the thick sheepskin, and from the sofa that sits before it, I grab the fur blanket and cover her with it. 


  But not before I get a good look at her.


  She’s not as frail as I thought, but as frightened and cold as she is, she might as well be.


  Round hips and ass, nice big tits, beautiful legs and soft plump belly, are all wrapped in a deliciously curvy figure. I turn her on her side, facing the fireplace and I grunt when I notice the scars, old and new, some fresh, some soft, some deep, all over her body. It almost feels like sacrilege, marking this beautiful flesh permanently. I don’t linger though, there will be time for that later.


  I notice her feet, fresh blood covering them.


  After I wrap her in the blanket, I bring over a couple of wet cloths and the antiseptic cream from the downstairs bathroom. As I clean her feet, I note the battering they took as she ran through the forest. It will take a little while, but they will heal, the snow offered her some protection from the rough ground.


  Still, why is she fucking naked?


  I plant myself on the sofa, push my boots off and drop my feet on the coffee table, sighing in anticipation to the long fucking night ahead.


  I had other plans for her when I heard the banshee-like screams. When I got a good look at her lush, soft body, my dick got even harder, but then… I had to see her scars. I had to see her fucking battered body and my plans did a 180 on me—my dick will have to wait. 


  At least for tonight. 


  But my ardent desire to rip that motherfucker’s head off with my bare hands is growing. I will find him. And he will fucking pay.


  Yet, I wonder if she realizes that she ran from one monster just to end up in the clutches of a different one. I wonder… 




  HER


  Pain, so much pain… 


  He is right there, at the edge of the dungeon that he calls my room, watching me as I metaphorically lick the wounds that he inflicted on me. And there, in his clutches, I see the branding iron and I’m both afraid and confused.


  He watches me watch him, and even in the darkness, I can see that sleazy smile plastered all over his disgusting face.


  I push myself further back until I hit the wet, cold wall behind me, and I wonder what his plan is. There’s no fire here, if there was, it wouldn’t have been so damn cold and humid all the time.


  The strands of terror sear their way through my body all over again as he stalks toward me, playing with the branding iron, rotating it around in his hand, that stupid grin showing his menacing teeth. 


  “I know what you’re thinking, little bird… but the lack of a fire won’t stop me from using this here.” He gestures to the branding iron. “I will leave my fucking mark on you. I will use it until it’s imprinted on your skin by sheer fucking force, through cuts and bruises.”


  And I believe him, oh fuck, how I believe him…


  “I know that’s what you like, that’s what you crave. I can see it in your eyes, little bird, you crave the pain.” 


  But I don’t. Not like this… not like this…


  The terror grows, the adrenaline spikes, I start shaking uncontrollably at the terrifying prospect of what’s to come and I scream… oh, how I fucking scream.




  HIM


  “Wake up! Wake the fuck up, woman! You’re having a nightmare! It’s okay, you’re safe!” 


  And that there is the first lie I’ll tell this woman. She’s not safe, not by a fucking long-shot. On this mountain, there’s no escape for her. Even if I wanted to give her the chance.


  I shake her awake with more force than is necessary. She’s sweaty from the nightmare she just had, shaking like a fucking leaf in a storm, and every muscle in her body is so tight, I’m surprised her bones aren’t breaking with the sheer force of the tension.


  Her eyes dart open, and for a split second I see the beauty in them before she looks down in fear. 


  Christ, she’s gorgeous!


  She never looks at me long enough, though. It bothers me because there’s something there, something of interest, something that I want, and I need to see what it is.


  I see the fidgeting and I follow her train of thought through all the possibilities she’s thinking of, right up to the point she realizes I am not the same man that she escaped from.


  I can tell she wants to look around, to see where she is, but she doesn’t dare move, not even her eyes.


  Should I throw her a bone? Let her relax before she realizes that meeting me might not necessarily be better than the situation she came from? She might have escaped him, but she’s in the fucking belly of the beast right now. I am the kraken and this little siren landed right between my tentacles.


  “You’re okay.” I finally make my choice and throw her a metaphoric bone. “Stay there in front of the fire, you’re still cold. You need to warm up.” I get up from my knees and head to the kitchen. I press the button on the kettle and get a cup from a top cabinet before I turn around to look at her.


  She’s sitting now, clutching the fur blanket for dear life against her chest, like it’s her fucking soul and she’s holding on to it. She’s watching me, but not directly. Her eyes so wide, so tense and still, like she’s calculating her chances, wondering how bad of a situation she ended up in. Wondering if she should take a shot and dart out the door now or take advantage of the fire and pick the right time later.


  But she still doesn’t move.


  I turn my back to her, grinning like an idiot, just to see what choice she makes. I’m not a fool, I know she heard my threat when I caught her in my arms in the woods, but it doesn’t matter. Her fate is pretty much sealed. There’s no escape, not unless I want to create it.


  As I drop a teabag in the cup, I hear her shifting suddenly, running towards the hallway opposite the fireplace, where the front door is visible from her position. She runs like her fucking life depends on it, even with her battered feet, but it’s futile. Even if she’s stronger and warmer now, it takes me only a few steps to reach her and grab her petite body in my arms as she kicks and screams like a banshee.


  Oh, but how that sound fuels me, how it throws kindling on the fire and the flames burn higher. How I want to pin her against the wall, rip that blanket away from her body, lift her to just the right height and shove my cock inside of her. In one thrust. To the fucking hilt.


  She has no fucking clue what that sound does to me.


  I put one hand on her mouth as I press her curvy, soft body to my own.


  “Maybe I need to remind you that whoever you were running from might still be out there looking for you. I have a feeling he’s not very happy that you escaped, and it will be a looonnng time until he actually gives up. Am I right, little siren?”


  Her kicking turns into shoving, trying to push herself away from my body and her screams have now died down to grunts. It’s not panic anymore, no, this is all her. This is her strength coming back, her survival instincts reminding her of who she used to be.


  No matter. I like her better like this anyway—strong and unyielding. My dick grows even harder when the mindless fear mixes with the primal instinct, because the fight in them is even more appealing.


  I love it when they scream though. I love the fucking sharp melody ripping from their throats. It fuels the fire burning around the demons lurking through my mind. She will scream for me, that delightful siren’s song, soon enough. But for now, I want her to keep her mouth shut until that motherfucker leaves my mountain.


  I need to hear her story, find out who he is… who she is. I’ll get him either way, but what she tells me might make my job easier.


  Before the long winter is finished, before any road access to this mountain is cleared, he’s going to be six feet fucking under.




  HER


  He is holding me in his arms again. One hand on my mouth and the other one pressing me into his body. Fortunately, this time around the blanket is covering my nakedness, but it does not stop me from feeling his hard cock pressed against my ass.


  Why? Why is he hard all the damn time? And why the hell is my body reacting to it?


  I kick and shift and I fight to get out of his arms, but he’s too strong and my wiggling seems to go in his favor since I can feel his cock pulsing against my body.


  That feeling is sending a current through me and I kick harder to get out of his strong grip, fighting with my own filthy mind more than I am fighting him. I’m terrified, because I know for a fact that no good can come from my terrible cravings. My recent captivity proved it.


  He did not save me; I have just been captured all over again.


  “Where are you going to go, little siren?” he whispers, and his warm breath tickles my ear. “All naked and bruised, damaged inside and out. Where are you going to go?”


  Where am I going to go? 


  On this frozen mountain, among the pines, all alone. No one cares, there’s no one out there to look for me, no one missing me. Even if there was, he is right, I am damaged… no one would care either way.


  He drops me to the floor and I go straight down on my knees, scrambling to gather the blanket around my body. I sit there waiting for the punishment that I am sure will come. I expect it now, after so long enduring it, my senses are on high alert.


  But the violence never comes. All I feel are the vibrations of his footsteps on the wooden floor, walking away from me.


  I turn my head and watch him go back to the kitchen.


  He is making tea. What a perfectly mundane task. 


  Perfectly illusory.


  He turns and does not even glance at me as he walks back to the sofa. Like he could not care less that I’m kneeling on the floor, like I am nothing… and I am… I am nothing. Adrien almost branded it on my skin.


  I watch him as he sets the tea on the coffee table, and I can’t help but pause and observe the man that captured me. He is tall, so much taller than I and built like a damn brick shithouse. He has wide shoulders and a wide chest, I can see it even through the thick red checked shirt. The jeans he is wearing are hugging his nice ass and thick thighs, even if they are a loose fit. He looks like a man built by the fucking gods, like he could kill with one hand while drinking his tea with the other. 


  Perfectly illusory.


  I don’t get the chance to check out his features before he sits on the sofa with his back to me. I’m not even sure I want to look, especially not in his eyes.


  There is something about him, something dark that makes me shiver from the inside out. And I fear that if I look in his eyes, I might see it.


  “Come, little siren. The tea is for you.”


  His deep, raspy voice startles me. It vibrates low in his chest with an intensity that makes me wonder what I would feel if he shouted at me. Would I piss myself from fear? Would I run or would I sit here like a good girl? Would I challenge him for more?


  What the fuck is wrong with me?! Have I learned nothing?


  Finally, I get up and slowly walk to him, around the sofa, on the other side of the coffee table. I kneel, still covered in the blanket, in front of the fireplace, facing him. But I don’t dare to look up.


  “Drink.” His tone is deeper now, commanding.


  I’m scared to drink. Too many times before there was something in my drink, something to make me more… compliant.


  “I said, drink!”


  I jump at the commanding tone of his voice. I feel the vibrations go straight to my core and the command makes me scramble to the coffee table in an instant. Grabbing the mug of hot tea, I scurry back in front of the fireplace, before I take my first sip.


  “Good girl.”


  It’s disturbing, but I like the praise. I like how it makes me feel. There was no praise before, nothing at all, no matter how much I tried to comply. All I got in return was pain, so much pain.


  I feel his eyes on me, so intensely watching my every move, and I try to suppress the need to look up, to look at him. I’m too scared, I do not want to know what he looks like. I do not want his features to match his warm, deep voice. I do not want to like it. 


  Most of all, I do not want to look into his eyes. 


  No matter what the tongue speaks, no matter how the body moves, the eyes will always tell the truth. I never fail to see the monster lurking behind them.


  Too bad the last time I saw the monster, it was too late.


  I drink from the mug of tea and it’s surprisingly good. Chamomile sweetened with honey. It’s delicious. I cannot taste anything foreign in it, no hidden substance.


  “Drink, then lay down and go to sleep. It’s still the middle of the night.”


  I look around me, eyes low on the floor. I am still in the living area, where am I supposed to sleep?


  “Here?” I whisper. My voice comes out surprisingly rough, like I have not spoken in weeks.


  “Yes. In front of the fire. You need the warmth.”


  I look behind me at the fireplace and I suppose this would not be the worst thing. My last dungeon felt like a cave, cold and damp stone walls surrounding me. This dungeon is different, warm and cozy. Rather idyllic.


  But it is still a dungeon. I must not forget—it is still a dungeon.




  HIM


  I look at her, really look at her, even though she’s cowering away from me. She hasn’t looked up once, she doesn’t dare to meet my eyes and I can’t help but wonder why. Is it submission? Or is it fear?


  But even if I haven’t seen her eyes yet, I still know that she’s beautiful. Dirty and cold, battered and bruised, but beautiful. She has round, high cheeks, pale skin, beautifully defined lips and dark brown hair, almost black, matted from the cold and snow. She looks… innocent, but her response to my touch in the woods tells me she’s anything but.


  Now, every little sound makes her twitch. The ticking of the wall clock, the wind outside the windows, even if I take a deeper breath. What happened to her? What did that motherfucker do to transform her into this meek little girl? Or has she always been this way? Somehow, I doubt that.


  I find myself angry and I can’t quite understand why. I doubt I’m better than that man, I doubt I’m gentler, but somehow I feel a pull to her that makes me want to avenge her.


  “What happened to you?”


  She twitches yet again.


  I wait, but she says nothing. She looks like she’s pondering the question, but it’s not cryptic, no underlying fucking messages. It’s a simple goddamn question.


  “Little siren, tell me what happened to you.” My tone of voice gets more demanding, but she doesn’t seem to have any intention to open her pretty little mouth.


  Fuck this! 


  I get up and in two long strides I’m right in front of her. She drops the empty mug and scrambles backwards, shifting fast from the sheepskin to the rough wooden floor, all clumsy and scared, until she hits the wall, the blanket now long gone.


  She pulls her knees to her chest, shaking violently, and as I watch her with an annoyance that I can’t suppress, I know one thing for certain—I’m gonna rip that motherfucker’s head off with my bare hands.




  HER


  I hate myself. I hate myself for being this frail, terrified version of the person I used to be.


  I used to feed on this. Feed on the fear that made my blood boil with need and desire, but that monster turned me into this—a shadow of my former self.


  I got used to staying silent, afraid that if I said even a hushed, little word my nightmare would grow bigger, the torture would grow stronger, and I would finally give up. 


  I want to tell him. I do. Every fiber of my being is screaming at me to open my damn mouth and tell him everything.


  But I’m petrified. And he is not my goddamn hero.


  My twisted little mind has rationalized that if I do tell him, one monster will inspire the other with innovative ideas.


  I know that I have not looked in his eyes. Yet somehow, I do not know how exactly, I feel like the man in front of me is a different kind of monster all together.


  He drops to his knees in front of me and there’s nowhere for me to run anymore. I’m cornered, backed up into a wall, and all I can do is shake with fear.


  But he pulls the blanket off the floor and covers me with it. I follow his hands as he slowly tucks the blanket close to my body. Then, one rough hand comes closer and closer to my face and I still, a shallow breath getting trapped in my lungs, my muscles tense. He brushes my matted hair away from my face and that delicate, kind gesture shocks me. Before I can stop myself, my gaze shoots up, straight to his eyes.


  I’m frozen.


  Time stops. 


  The earth stops spinning. 


  The world becomes silent. 


  I am caught in the dark gaze of the man kneeling in front of me and all I can see is the deep blue sea. 


  I feel like I’m drowning.


  I know in every fiber of my being that I am right. This man is a different monster all together. Terrifying, ruthless, demanding, unapologetic, and so goddamn beautiful it hurts my broken soul. My body is suddenly covered in goosebumps and I can feel them settle straight into my core.


  Then I see them… in his eyes, his demons calling for mine.


  My kind of monster.




  Chapter 3


  HIM


  Jesus Christ! 


  She finally looks into my eyes and I am completely unprepared for what I see in hers. Now, in the flickering light of the fireplace, I see so much more than I saw in the darkness of the woods.


  Too much, too fucking much!


  I see pain, desperation, dread, and a fear that crawls so deep beneath my skin that a million blades can’t cut it free. But deep below the surface, beyond the recent events that shaped her current state, I see her beauty, her strength, her raw sexuality, but most of all, I know that I see demons that mirror mine. 


  I would have fallen on my fucking knees if I wasn’t already here.


  I want to ask her a million goddamn questions.


  I want to demand she tells me what happened to her.


  I want to shake her until her feelings of dread dissipate.


  I want to grab her hair, pull her fucking head back and sink into her fucking mouth.


  Above all, I feel a need to gather her into my arms and hold her until the shaking stops so she can breathe again.


  And that need right there is all kinds of fucked up. An unfamiliar kind of fucked up.


  I rip myself from her intrusive gaze, get up and settle back on the sofa. Yet, what I really want to do is leave. I want to go outside and run. Run the fuck away from here, from her, from this day. Because I know, deep in my bones, I know that this is the first day of the rest of my goddamn life.


  But I don’t run.


  I can’t.


  She’s not going to drive me out of my own home, out of the life I built for myself. No goddamn way. She will not change anything. I will fight my way out of this.


  She will not change me.


  “Sleep,” I tell her. My voice rougher than it needs to be, but I can’t help it. I’m mad, mad at her for no other reason but that beautifully broken look in her eyes.


  Her image will forever be imprinted in my mind. Her beautiful, big almond shaped eyes, slightly curved upwards in the outer corners, giving her this hauntingly exotic look. They are a bright green, so light they almost look hollow. The deep brown of her long, wild hair and thick eyebrows emphasizes the contrasting color of her eyes. With her small, slightly upturned nose, high cheekbones, square jaw, and defined lips, she has this old-world look about her, reminding me of women from the black and white movies that I used to watch as a kid. 


  I’ve never been dramatic, I’ve never been starry eyed, but she makes me feel like my world has begun crashing down. It’s an unsettling feeling, and I’m not sure how to deal with it. I know it’s not her fault, it’s mine. If only I wouldn’t have had the fucking desire to be a hero.


  Was that my desire though? Was it a hero that I wanted to be, or a hunter? After looking into her eyes, I’m not sure anymore.


  I suddenly feel like I’m the one being hunted.




  HER


  The look in his eyes shifts and suddenly I feel like I have done something wrong. Yet, I am not sure how I reached this conclusion. It’s a feeling, because his eyes don’t actually look different at all. They feel devoid of emotion, yet filled with too many. They look empty, yet haunted. They make me feel scolded and soothed all at the same time.


  And as if that was not confusing enough, he all but ran away from me, when in fact, I should have been the one doing the running. What is he afraid of?


  No. It’s not fear. A man like him has never felt real fear.


  Real fear is not spawned by the anticipation of pain. Real fear is the anticipation of death. The long, harrowing moments before you realize there is no escape and you accept your fate, welcoming the peace that death brings. 


  This man right here is fear.


  His deep, dark blue eyes make me think of the unknown dangers lurking in the depths of the ocean.


  His wild and wavy dark blond hair, long enough that it touches the base of his neck, looks like he’s been running his hands through it far too much. Thin crow’s feet around his eyes tell me that he is definitely in his prime, and what is potentially a strong, square jaw hides under a thick, long beard, framing delicious not-too-thin lips.


  He does not belong here. I don’t mean on this mountain, but in this world. He looks like a child of the Old Norse gods and he belongs in Asgard.


  He is not watching me anymore. He is miles away now, and I don’t exist again.


  I finally get up from the floor, holding the blanket tight to my naked, sore body and walk back in front of the fire. Staring at the flames, following their mesmerizing dance, I wonder what it is about a roaring fire. There’s solace, silence, peace, and at the same time, a cruel, painful finality that can consume everything in its path.


  I stand there for a few moments, but a soft touch startles me and I jump. I turn to find his back already turned to me as he walks away, and a pillow laid on the sheepskin that covers the floor.


  When did he get up from the sofa? When did he leave the room? How long have I been standing here?


  I reluctantly lie down, facing the fire, and I fight the sleep that beckons me to follow, because I know lowering my guard around him is a stupid thing to do.


  Yet, I have no choice. The dreams swallow me anyway.




  HIM


  Fuck, I’m in a shitty mood. I twisted and turned on the sofa, I was hot most of the night because of the fire, and I took most of my clothes off. Yet, of course, trying to rest on the sofa was still uncomfortable. Not to mention that I couldn’t sleep in case the little siren decided to run again.


  She didn’t though. She looks like she hasn’t had a decent night’s sleep in far too long, because she’s completely dead to the world now.


  Maybe she hasn’t slept properly in days. Or weeks? Or… months?!


  She’s lying on her right side facing me, both hands stuck under the pillow, unaware that the fur blanket has moved down her body, just about covering her belly. Her folded arms, unfortunately for her, don’t manage to cover her delicious, full pear-shaped tits. 


  Fuck, how I want to play with them, knead them in my big hands. Pinch those fucking nipples, bite her porcelain flesh and lick the fucking blood slipping out of it.


  In the calm of the morning, she looks ethereal, like prey that doesn’t know it’s prey just yet. It fuels me with an anticipation that I can’t explain, like my soul knows something I don’t.


  Before I realize what I’m doing, I’m already on my feet, morning wood on full fucking display under the thin cotton of my boxer briefs.


  As if she feels the danger coming, the woman wakes up and goes straight into survival mode. Untangling her legs from the blanket, she jumps to her feet, bright green eyes gazing at me in fear before she runs away. The blanket lays crumpled on the floor, and I feel the corner of my mouth twitch.


  Since I’m blocking the way to the front door, she runs through the kitchen and goes for the first potential escape. Her instincts are on point as she turns towards the door that leads to the garage, but there is absolutely nowhere for her to hide from me, no matter where she goes.


  I wonder what made her run. Was it my attention on her? Was it just my presence? Or was it my hardening dick aimed right at her?


  I stalk after her, but I don’t bother to run. My steps are determined, but my stride is calm, every step fueling my muscles with fire, and fuck, how sweetly it burns. 


  For a split second, I catch my reflection in the kitchen window and there’s a great big fucking smile on my face that I have not seen in a long time, maybe ever.


  I don’t know what’s going to happen.


  I don’t know what she will do, but one thing is for certain—I am the hunter, she is the prey, and this is not a game with rules priorly planned. This is finally the real fucking deal, and my blood boils with sweet anticipation.




  HER


  Bursting through the door, I almost stumble down a couple of steps and find myself in a large garage. I frantically look around for a way out, knowing that the beautiful behemoth is right behind me.


  I do not know if I have any chance of escape. I am on his territory now, but it does not matter. Fueled with new strength due to his care for me that is so unfamiliar, I know that this time around I will fight until my body fails me. I will run until I can’t take it anymore, and I will scream until my lungs heave. 


  I will not submit, not ever again.


  I see a small door on the side of the garage and run as fast as I can, but my efforts hinder when I step on something sharp. 


  “Shit!” I scream, but I don’t stop to see what it was. I keep going, pushing through the sharp pain in my foot and quickly get to the door.


  I burst through it and the cold hits me like a punch in my damn gut. For a moment, because of the cozy fireplace, I forgot that I am butt naked and outside, it is the middle of winter.


  Running through the untouched snow straight downhill, towards the thick trees, I hear him further back behind me. I know for a fact that he can catch me with ease. He’s fitter, bigger, stronger, faster, and I don’t know if I’m smart enough to escape him.


  I reach the trees and I feel it, a deep sense of freedom within their shadow. Déjà vu hits me like a slap to the face as I realize that I was in the same situation last night. It was a different time of day and a different monster, but I still feel like I’m caught in a disturbed loop.


  How did my life come to this?


  I dodge trees, jump over big stones, my feet burning from the friction with the cold snow. Yet, I feed on the pain and use it as fuel to take me further. There’s pain in my side as well, a familiar pain, and even though the snow has only touched my feet, my side feels wet. 


  I don’t dwell, for some reason I know I need to run. Strangely though, I’m not sure where this flight instinct came from, I felt a different kind of danger when I opened my eyes. One that has nothing to do with the fear I’ve been feeling over the last few months, and my body feels charged.


  I don’t look back. I don’t know how long I have been running or how close he is to me, but I don’t dare to find out. At this moment in time, I’m free. I feel like I can do this, I feel like I have a shot.


  This sense of victory is short lived… Of course, it is.


  Suddenly, something solid hits me from behind so hard that it knocks the air straight out of me. Screaming involuntarily, I stumble forward and fall on the thick snow. 


  It all happens in slow motion, somehow. 


  My arms aren’t fast enough to protect my head from the fall. My breath catches in my lungs. The heavy pressure pushes me deeper into the snow that grazes my naked body. A solid arm slides under my head way too fast, protecting me from the fall.


  Ironic really. He’s protecting his prey.


  I try to push myself up, but he’s too heavy. I try to drag myself forward, but again, he’s solid. His strong arm that protected me from the fall is right beneath me, and on impulse, I sink my teeth into it as hard as I can. His blood trickles and a flame sparks inside of me. The sweet, rich taste fills my mouth, and it feels like fuel for my soul, charging me with a power I thought had long left my body. I can feel it, seeping from my body to my soul and with every shiver spreading under my skin… I feel alive.


  He growls, startled by the pain and lifts himself for a second, just enough for me to drag myself forward from under him. But I’m too slow and he’s too fast. With one hand, he grabs one of my feet and drags me back, scraping my body on the thick snow, my breasts burning as I kick back and scream as hard as my lungs can take it. I try to pull myself forward again but to no avail. 


  He’s back on top of me and my demons roar, filling me with a sense of victory. A victory I do not want anymore… at least I did not think I wanted…


  His weight is on my lower body, one hand splayed next to my head and as I feel the other wrapping in my hair, he pulls it so fast that it gives me whiplash. My head is bent so far backwards that my neck hurts, my hair is wrapped in his fist and his hot breath is on that sensitive spot, right behind my ear.


  My body stills, yet the shivers that run through it are loud. I am not sure what my next move should be, because there is something lurking behind the fear that dominates me now. As I feel his hard cock twitching against my ass and my screwed up, betraying body twitching in response, I realize what lurks behind that fear.


  Run, you idiot! Run!


  I yell at myself, urging my body to do something, anything else than get wet at the feel of the beautiful, wild behemoth pinning me down. At the burning sensation he leaves on my scalp as he holds my hair in his strong hand. At the sheer power he has over me.


  As if reading my mind, he pushes his cotton covered cock harder between my ass cheeks and as the rocks beneath me dig into my flesh, I scream. I scream hard, pain and lust mixing together in this fucked up concoction that fuels parts of my body that I thought to be long gone.


  Yet he pushes harder, grabbing my hip with his free hand, his fingers digging in hard, holding me in place.


  “That’s it, little siren, sing for me.” His low, rough voice sends shockwaves throughout my body, just as his cock grinds between my ass cheeks and his fingers bruise my flesh.


  I feel pain on my front as I am pushed harder into the forest floor, pain as he bruises my hip, pain as he forcefully pulls my hair, bending my neck backwards. Yet, pleasure floods every single fiber of my being.


  And I scream! Oh, how I fucking scream.


  My flesh betrays me in ways I cannot control. My mind wanders and memories of the person I used to be come back to me. I almost remember who I was, the dark woman chasing the ride of her life. Searching for monsters that could rule her, for demons that could fight her own.


  I shiver as those memories flood my mind.


  Suddenly, he sinks his teeth into my shoulder, and I scream harder as I feel the hot trickling of blood running down. His hand lets go of my hip, and the next thing


  

  

  

  

  

