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Lilly Miller ran, leapt and tripped over a large branch as she tried to escape the creature following her. She hissed in pain as some thorns dug into her leg. She landed with a thud, her hands sunk into the muddy ground and the coldness shot into her body.

She pushed herself up but she had no idea where the right direction was now. The entire thick, dark forest looked identical in all directions. She bit her tongue. The large pine, oak and silver birch trees with their branches as thick as her body shooting out in all directions just stood there.

The large trees were almost like twisted guardians that were watching her even more. She noticed a few crows, woodpeckers and wood pigeons dipping in and out of the trees.

That was bad.

There wasn’t a doubt in her mind that all those birds, creatures and hell, even the plants were probably feeding her position back to the demon that hunted her.

The forest floor was covered in strange roots that slithered across the ground like snakes and whenever she tried to focus on them, they were perfectly still. She couldn’t even be sure she hadn’t imagined it all.

The soft muddy ground was perfectly reformed like she had never fallen, never been here or even travelled in one direction or another.

She was lost.

Lilly shivered a little as the ice-cold mud chilled her skin even more. Her jeans, white t-shirt and black trainers were already wet, muddy and a little shredded from all the plants trying to attack her.

She shook her head. She felt a little insane but she was sure those holly bushes, their roots and those vines earlier had been moving towards her and only her. It was like they had a mind of their own.

Lilly shook away the silly thought. It was impossible for plants to think, behave and target her. It simply wasn’t possible and she should have known that. She had studied biology at Kent University for the past four years.

A twig snapped behind her. She spun round. She screamed.

Edward Hales was standing right there in his expensive black suit that shone slightly in the bright moonlight. His bloodred eyes glowed intensely in the darkness and he still wore the skin of a young man, even though she was sure he could shapeshift at will.

She had only wanted to escape him for a little longer.

She really didn’t want to go back to Hell’s Place. The strange former council estate where people died, disappeared and other weird and twisted things happened every day without a second thought. 

She had only wanted to escape, never return and start a new life.

Yet no one ever escaped Hell’s Place. She should have listened, she should have stayed and she really, really didn’t want to die.

Little did she realise Edward had a much worse fate planned for her.

“It’s a beautiful night, isn’t it Lilly?” Edward asked like nothing was wrong. 

Lilly looked round. The cold night air stunk of hints of damp, moss and mould. She knew she couldn’t run but she wanted to try.

She went to run, Edward zoomed towards her and gripped her throat.

“You are so beautiful,” Edward said. “It’s a shame Justin tried to kill you. He was so popular, so sporty and he really cared about you,”

“What did you do to him?” Lilly asked. 

“I simply controlled him because it was fun. He tried to kill you, make love to you and he would have been such a fun puppet,”

Lilly slashed at Edward with her long nails, she hit his face and her nails were ripped off. She screamed in agony and her fingers bled. It was like trying to scratch granite.

“That was a little silly, wasn’t it Lilly?”

Edward giggled like a little child, squeezed her throat a little more and Lilly’s heart pounded in her chest.

She didn’t want to die. She didn’t want to live as his puppet or prisoner and she was not going back.

She had to kill herself. 

Lilly shook the thought away. She had to live. Her family, Justin and all her friends would want her to live.

Edward kissed her on the cheek. His kiss was so gentle, so warm and so seductive that her mind went blank for a few seconds.

Lilly kicked, screamed and punched until her hands broke. She was not being a prisoner. She was not being a puppet. She was not going back to Hell’s Place.

Edward clicked his fingers, two large vines zoomed towards her and restrained her wrists.

“I do not want my new toy to be hurt,” Edward said grinning. “You are so cute. You are so sweet and I am going to have so much fun playing with you,”

Lilly felt her skin crawl, her stomach churned and she just wanted to be sick. Maybe if she pretended to play along, she might be able to find an opening for escape.

“Fine,” Lilly said frowning, “if you want to have sex. Let’s do it and get it over with,”

Edward giggled. “No, my dear. I have many sexual partners but you will never be one of them. I have a much grander plan for you. I want you to become a guardian of Hell’s Place for me. I want you to become a wolf,”

Lilly couldn’t believe it. Wolves had been extinct in the United Kingdom for a few hundred years because the wolves and bears in the UK would eat the fish and other animals that humans ate.

Humans killed off their competitors, they got all the food and it’s why the UK had such a massive deer overpopulation problem. We killed off their natural predators.

It was impossible for her to become a wolf. She was a human
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