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    For you
Thank you so much for reading.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "This isn't a prison, and you are not my hostage. This is your sanctuary, too, Little Bunny.
And I am your servant."
- Hunting Natalie
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Author’s Note
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This book is a standalone romance, but it is considered a part of a bunch of story sequences of other standalones known as "Catch Me if You Can" and "Teach Me How To Love Again". 

They all take place in the same realm but are about different characters. This book is a romance between Nick and his love interest, Natalie.
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Natalie

The police didn’t believe me.

He’d been playing with me... knowing they wouldn’t.

I took a small breath, staring down at my phone sadly as my messages were left empty.

But I opened up my phone, breaths soft when I typed in my first message to the unknown number that fell upon my contacts only weeks ago:

I know you’re here. Leave me alone.

There was no response for a minute or two, but then one popped up.

Why should I listen to you? You look all lonely on your bed... it’s a tad depressing.

I sat up immediately and closed my curtains, stepping back and sitting on my bed.

I could feel him laughing at me.

That’s a cute attempt to evade me, but I’m not outside.

I spun around and stared at my bedroom door, breaths straining when I ran over and closed it.

Not in the hallway.

I stared back down at my phone.

Are you in my room?!

Why should I answer that question? You look so cute when you’re scared.

I’m not scared!

Really? Even after knowing the police don’t believe you? Nor do your friends... your siblings.

Another one just popped up:

No one thinks that you’re being stalked by a serial killer. Not even these messages will prove it, poor thing.

The moment you try them for evidence, they just magically disappear. Horrific, depressing.

He was taunting me.

I just typed again.

What do you want?!

You.

Why can’t you leave me alone?!

Because I want you.

I just breathed slowly.

Why can’t you just kill me already? Haven’t you been taunting me enough for the last two weeks?

He was silent for a moment, but finally... a message popped up:

I don’t want to kill you.

I stared down at my phone then, seeing the same words he sent me pasted on my screen just like last couple times.

Why can’t you just... hurt me then?

I don’t want to hurt you either, Nat.

It was a lie... why else was he doing this?

So I just decided to press on something else.

Don’t call me Nat.

Why not?

Only my mom and dad call me that, maybe some of my friends... never... YOU.

His response sounded amused:

How insulting... you really know how to cut deep, don’t you, Nat?

I gritted my teeth.

I told you not to call me that.

But he ignored me:

You don’t believe me, do you?

My lashes fell, and I squinted at the screen:

What?

I told you... I don’t want to hurt you. You don’t believe me.

Why should I? You’re a fucking serial killer.

Poor choice of language. But, I would have to agree.

My lips drew in and I squeezed my thighs together at his innuendo.

I guess I opened the door on that one.

Why are you taunting me?

Because your reactions are fun. And you like to be scared, admit it.

Just leave me alone!

No.

I slumped onto my bed then, defeated.

Are you going to go to sleep now? You look exhausted.

I just rolled onto my bed, staring off into space as I held my phone in my hands. “How do you expect me to sleep when you’re watching me?”

You do it all the time.

I just closed my eyes tightly, parting them seconds later. “If you don’t want to hurt me... then what do you want?”

Simple.

I want you.
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Five Years Ago
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His first victim
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Natalie

“Natalie,” my mother said gently as we stood before the interrogation room, “this part of the job is going to be hard. I know you’re in majoring in criminal defense, so I picked a better person to talk to.”

My mother—the sheriff in my hometown’s police department—immediately opened the door to the room and we walked in.

“Mister Wilder,” mom said, gesturing to me as we settled down, “this is my daughter, Natalie.”

MICHEAL? As in Micheal Wilder?

But I kept my cool.

I nodded at him. “It is nice to meet you.”

His eyes moved to me, and he smirked.

I nearly shrank back in shock.

“Natalie, why don’t you have a seat?” mom said, her face carefully expressionless.

I stepped over to the chair across from his and settled down.

“You look just like your mother,” Wilder noticed, glancing down. “Eyes down to hips.”

My brows drew together.

“I was adopted,” I said swiftly, “Mister Wilder.”

“Oh, enough with the pleasantries,” he said then, still tapping his foot as he smiled. “Just call me Micheal.”

I watched him nervously.

My mother just arched her brow. “Alright, Mister Wilder. If I may ask a couple questions of you.”

His eyes flickered to hers. “Ask away, detective.”

Her own silver irises glittered with the lights, and she narrowed them. “You may have heard of the murders happening around here, have you not?”

He arched a brow. “Around here? Please, elaborate.”

“There have been countless amounts of kidnappings happening around the state,” she stated calmly, her expression giving no way of emotion like mine clearly was. “And random bodies showing that are near impossible to identify,” her lashes lowered immediately, “do you know anything about this?”

My brows pinched together.

Was she accusing him of murder...? My first interrogation was a murder?

He didn’t look fazed in the slightest. “Are you going to immediately assume it was me?”

“I’m not an idiot,” she stated then, still calm. “You have guilt written all over your face.”

I looked back at him.

What was she seeing? I didn’t see guilt. Maybe she was lying to get him to confess something.

“Police have caught you with vandalism and suspect you of arson,” mom explained then.

He looked like he was trying not to laugh. “I just spray-painted a wall, and you immediately assume I’m capable of murder?”

“Yes,” mother told him, tone sharp. “We both know teenage boys of your class stature think they can get away with anything.”

“Now you’re just being class-sist,” he stated, leaning back.

“She’s not,” I stated then.

Micheal immediately glanced over at me, brow arching. “Oh?”

“You are acting very composed for an interrogation,” I stated. “A normal person would be shaking in their socks right now, but you’re calm... Too calm.”

He watched me then and cracked a slight smile. “You’re smarter than I thought. I must note that.”

“Mister Wilder,” mother said then, tone curt as her lips thinned. “May I ask you to show your true self?”

He looked back at her. “Hm?”

I glanced at her then, brows drawing together. “What?”

“You’re wearing a mask,” mother explained, still looking ever-so calm. “It might be easy to deceive an average person, but I’m no idiot.”

He just kept his stance lazy. “Why would you think I’d be faking?”

“I’m no idiot,” she said then, brows arched. 

He stared at us for a moment.

But then a wide, sadistic smile spread across his face... and his eyes turned as cold as stone, shadows casting along them to make them even more menacing.

I felt my veins freeze over, and I clutched the chair tightly.

“Now, be honest,” mother said then, completely unfazed. “It’s you who has been murdering these people, isn't it?”

My eyes grew.

HIM?

Micheal chuckled darkly, tipping his head to the side. “I didn’t kill those poor things,” he sang. “Why would I waste such precious lives? They’re useful in other ways, I’m afraid.”

My breaths shortened.

“I love watching murder,” he said then, chuckling darkly. “It gives me the greatest thrill! But most of all... I want something else.”

“What?” I demanded angrily. “What more could you possibly want?!”

He just dangled a finger and pointed to me. “You.”

My veins froze over.

He laughed. “You. You. You. You. YOU!”

I nearly shrank back, throat constricting.

“That’s enough, Wilder,” mom said.

But he only continued, “I want you all to myself. I want to chain you up in my basement and play with you.” He chuckled sadistically as I stared in horror.

“That’s enough, Wilder,” mom said then, clutching the table angrily.

“I want to play with you and see if you break like my other toys,” he continued darkly. “I want to see if your limbs will rip off your body like parchment paper, and then I’ll frame them and hold them in my office.”

“Wilder,” mom warned, gritting her teeth and losing her composure.

“I won’t ever kill you... you’re too pretty to kill. I just want my toy. I need a new toy, anyway.” His eyes grew with his smile. “YOU WILL BE MINE.”

“MICHEAL!” mom screamed then, making his sadistic gaze move to her.

I could finally breathe again.

“That’s enough,” she said then, glaring. “I think it’s time for you to go.” She snapped her fingers, and two police officers came over from the walls. “We’ve heard enough.”

His smile never left his face. “You won’t hold me for long, Sweetheart.”

But they took him by the arms, making him laugh when they dragged him off.

“YOU WILL BE MINE!” he screamed when they pulled him into the office.

I gripped my skirt tightly, trying to soothe myself as my body rattled with tremors.

“How can someone truly be that evil...?” I whispered.

Mother never responded, just watched me numbly.

“He’s not evil,” she told me then, tone dark. “He didn’t kill them.”

I snapped my gaze up to hers. “What?”

“He was messing with you,” she stated then. “He’s definitely a psychopath, but he didn’t kill those people.”

“How do you know?”

“I can just tell.”
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Natalie

“Why did he target specifically me...?” I asked mom as the two of us sat alone in the police office. “Micheal, I mean. Why did he choose me to threaten?”

“Because he knew it would trouble you,” mom said then, still staring forward. “He picked the words for a reason, to get a reaction.”

It made sense, but... something told me it was something else.

As we sat there, I suddenly heard a loud scream, and I blinked, looking up worriedly.

It was male.

My mom just thinned her lips and glanced back to Micheal’s cell.

What...?

I stood then, brushing off my pants.

Curiously, I stepped over to the cells in the office to make sure he wasn’t trying to escape...

But he wasn’t there.

My eyes widened. 

I shot back out. “Mom! He’s escaped!”

Silence.

She didn’t respond... it was like she didn’t hear me.

My breaths stilled. “Mo—!”

A hand clamped over my mouth.

I froze when his spiced scent filled every part of me. 

“Shhhhh...” Micheal cooed. “Scream and I kill her.”

I breathed quickly, and uneasily.

He kept his hand over my mouth as he cracked open a leaf.

My entire body went cold.

It was Midnight Bloom... an extract that knocked you unconscious.

I fought him then, but he just chuckled and pressed me to his chest, keeping the hand over my mouth as he hovered the leaf under my nose.

I tried breathing through his hand
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