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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

This book is not to be used as a source of information or advice. The author and publisher of this novel accept no responsibility for any damage caused by reading this novel.

This novel is intended for adults over the legal age of majority in the country of purchase, and contains scenes that may be shocking to some readers.
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A bad encounter 
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Sylvia lives on the street, day by day.
At the end of this day, she slips into the dark corners of the park, constantly watching her back. It has become her second nature; to avoid the numerous assaults she is regularly subjected to. She knows in her bones that a woman alone on the street is the perfect prey for all sorts of crazies. Every rustle of leaves or whistle of the wind amplifies her mistrust. The tension in the area is palpable, and she is aware that she needs to leave quickly.
She spent the day reaching out, begging the hurried passersby who seemed indifferent to her distress. A few coins filled her palm, a meager reward for her hard efforts. A hamburger: that’s all she can hope to afford with the day's haul.
The glowing twilight, tinged with red and orange, offers a spectacular view through the thick branches of the summer trees. The warm glow of the setting sun seems to mock her, accentuating her feeling of vulnerability.
Sylvia crosses the park's exit gate, her gaze fixed on the food truck spotted earlier. Every passing second increases her anxiety.
Yet, the end of the day brings a lively atmosphere in front of the burger truck where she patiently waits for her turn. The declining sunlight bathes the scene in a warm hue, creating a pleasant and relaxed atmosphere in this spot.
The line of customers extends along the sidewalk, each one eager to taste the delights offered by the truck. Animated conversations and sporadic laughter intertwine, reflecting the excitement and anticipation of everyone. Some customers glance impatiently at their watches or phones, wishing the service would be faster, while others chat among themselves, sharing recommendations about the best burgers to choose.
The server at the burger truck is a true professional. He rapidly and efficiently handles the orders, ensuring each customer is satisfied with a warm smile. His skillful gestures and cheerful words add a dose of energy to the already lively atmosphere.
A slight cloud of smoke escapes from the truck, carrying with it the irresistible aroma of grilled meat. The powerful smell mixes with the ambient air, tickling the nostrils and making everyone present salivate. It floats in the atmosphere, creating an irresistible desire to savor the feast to come.
In the adjacent street, traffic is dense and bustling. The intermittent honking and the sound of engines add an urban rhythm to the whole scene. The hurried passersby make their way, eager to get home or to finish their last tasks of the day. Some walk their dogs on leashes, while others move quickly with shopping bags in hand.
Not far away, the nearby park is overflowing with joyful children who have reunited with their parents once school is over. Their playful laughter and animated conversations can be heard as some undoubtedly head toward their respective homes after leaving the park. The excitement of the end of the school day fills the air, creating a light and happy atmosphere.
— What does the pretty lady want? asks the server, bringing Sylvia out of her daydream.
— Hello, I would like a hamburger with onions, please, she murmurs in a hesitant voice.  
— The double hamburger is on promotion right now! the seller retorts in a mysterious tone.  
Sylvia frantically counts her meager possessions, hoping that fortune will smile upon her and that she can give in to this unexpected temptation.  
— Okay. A double hamburger! she manages to articulate in a tense whisper.  
The server, massive as an oak, hands her a pre-prepared hamburger wrapped in greasy paper. She watches it in astonishment. Hunger grips her, but the burger seems strangely small to her. Her disappointed expression does not escape the seller's notice.  
— It’s a double! he insists, annoyed by her apparent ingratitude.
She gives him a grateful smile, but he simply shrugs it off, interpreting it as mockery towards him. Sylvia clutches her precious meal and walks away with hesitant steps, immersed in the oppressive darkness of the avenue.
Sylvia’s eyes widen as she unwraps her double hamburger, dripping with grease, and takes a ravenous bite. The taste of grilled meat, thick sauce, and crispy onions transports her into a gustatory ecstasy. After a whole day without food, this double hamburger is a supreme reward.
She continues to walk, searching for shelter for the night. Her thoughts are interrupted. A pit bull of rare stature appears around the corner of the sidewalk. With immaculate white fur, it contrasts sharply with the pitch-black mark perfectly centered on one of its imposing eyes. Its bulging muscles testify to its power and intimidating stature. Every movement it makes exudes confidence and strength.
This dog, still young and full of energy, trots down the street with a certain assurance, attracting glances as it passes. Its piercing eyes convey a glint of threat, ready to unleash at the slightest provocation. Its sharp teeth, visible as it curls its lips, remind one of its destructive potential.
As Sylvia stands there, innocent and unsuspecting, the dog slowly approaches her, its claws echoing on the pavement despite the street noises. The moment seems suspended in the air as the distance between them shrinks.  
She instinctively feels wary, taking a slight step back as the dog, drawn from afar by the aroma of grilled meat, is already circling her, looking for the best angle of attack on the hamburger.
The intoxicating scents of grilled meat and thick sauce act like a magnet on the young dog. It twirls around Sylvia excitedly, following her step by step on the sidewalk. Every now and then, it jumps into the air, seeming to want to snatch a bite of the hamburger. Its jaws snap at nothingness, and it licks its lips before starting again.
She quickens her pace, feeling the urgency to shake off this untamed dog. She hastily folds her meal in the greasy paper, trying to conceal it, but nothing can trick the dog's sharp sense of smell. It pursues her relentlessly, determined to seize her precious food. An ironic smile forms on Sylvia's lips. She realizes there's always someone hungrier than she is, even among the hungry beasts.
Finally, Sylvia stops, turning to face the dog that fixes her with a fierce determination. Their gazes lock in a tense silence, the two protagonists sizing up their next move.
With a wary expression, Sylvia carves a tiny piece from the edge of the hamburger and throws it toward the young dog, which catches it deftly mid-air. The dog chews with a ferocity reminiscent of a predator devouring its prey. No sooner has the piece been swallowed than the dog's head lifts, its tongue licking its lips, again fixing its gaze on Sylvia's hamburger with growing greed.
A shiver of worry runs through Sylvia as she realizes she has just crossed a dangerous line. A hungry dog does not know how to restrain itself. She tries to push the dog away, which continues to circle around her, now threatening to pounce.
Fury and fear mix in Sylvia's gaze. In a desperate gesture, she delivers a violent kick upward, trying to fend off the animal. Her foot strikes the dog's head mid-leap with unexpected force. The young dog, caught off balance, rolls on the ground before quickly regaining its footing. Not waiting any longer, it emits high-pitched whines as it retreats, turning left at the end of the sidewalk to ultimately disappear.
Bystanders witnessing the scene reprimand Sylvia harshly. Their voices rise, carrying accusations of cruelty: "You crazy woman! You don't hit a poor animal like that!" or "We're going to call the police, you'll see!"
Sylvia, deaf to the reproaches ringing in her ears, continues her hesitant march. The tension lingers, adrenaline pulsing through her veins, but she strives to remain calm as she moves forward.
Under the growing pressure, Sylvia takes out her nearly finished hamburger, determined to devour it before another predator snatches it away from her, even though it is now cold and tasteless.
In a terrifying moment, Sylvia’s fate takes a turn. Like sinister shadows, three figures advance at high speed from the left side of the sidewalk, weaving a web of worry around her. Their rapid footsteps resonate like a foreboding clock, sealing her fate without her realizing it.
Sylvia’s gaze immediately catches that of the young man in the middle, a giant. He exudes an aura of aggression and threat. His imposing size heightens this impression, as does his overly developed musculature. She stumbles upon the raw power of this man as he approaches her, eager to pounce.
His face bears hard, masculine features that seem strangely familiar, as if he stepped out of a bad dream. His thick eyebrows are slightly furrowed, accentuating his piercing gaze that easily inspires fear in those who cross it. His expression is impenetrable. Sylvia becomes frightened.
His very short hair emphasizes his pronounced masculine features. He walks with the grace of a feline, showing no effort, with an almost unreal fluidity. He wears sturdy jeans and a sleeveless shirt that highlights his bulging muscles and a gothic tattoo covering a large part of his torso. These sharp and complex patterns, like blades at their tips, reinforce his intimidating appearance. She steps back a few paces without even realizing it.
As he approaches, she notices the scars, some deep and wide, that streak his body and tell tales of relentless violence. A particular scar crosses his eyebrow, where the hair no longer grows back. This scar emphasizes the latent aggression that emanates from his entire being.
Suddenly, without warning, they pounce on her.
The giant, an intimidating mass of muscles, snatches the poor hamburger that remains in Sylvia’s trembling hands and carelessly tosses it into the depths of the gutter. All that is left for her is a crumpled piece of greasy paper, a fleeting symbol of her helplessness. She instinctively knows that fleeing is her only glimmer of hope in this oppressive situation. But before she can muster even an ounce of courage, the three men brutally grab her by her clothes, their greedy fingers sinking into her flesh.
Sylvia struggles with desperate ferocity, fiercely fighting to free herself from their suffocating grasp. Yet, her fierce struggles seem to only fuel their cold indifference. They drag her along with calculated slowness for a few paces, ignoring her piercing screams that get lost in the stifling air. Passersby cast fleeting glances in their direction but quickly look away, continuing on their path without stopping. To them, the scene seems devoid of interest, a triviality in an ocean of indifference.
Forming a triangle of menace, the three predators surround her in a confined and oppressive space, ensnaring her in their devilish grip. The two smaller ones, sly, deliver discreet punches to her stomach, each impact sending a jolt of pain through her. Meanwhile, the mountain of muscle holds her head in an unyielding grip, like a hug from hell.
Then, the booming voice of the mountain pierces the atmosphere, filled with devastating rage.  
— Bitch! You tore off Hades’ ear! he shouts, his voice resounding like thunder heralding an imminent storm.
In that horrifying moment, stress reaches its apex. Sylvia's breath shortens, her pulse pounding like an obsessive drum in her temples. Every second stretches infinitely, revealing the brutal cruelty of her aggressors. Sylvia finds herself trapped in a macabre game where she is the designated prey, confronted with the violence and agony of a suddenly nightmarish reality.
Under the heavy and violent blows raining down on her, Sylvia convulses, feeling pain and fear intertwine in every fiber of her being.
Hades is thus the young dog. She curses the day she fed that stray dog. Regrets are useless now. The three men have no trouble dragging her further down the sidewalk. Sylvia is shoved, violently struck in the face, stomach, and neck. Then the men release her between two cars, where she collapses, suffering and in tears, as they walk away into the darkness.
Sylvia drags herself painfully, crawling on the asphalt. She desperately tries to lift herself up, but her head violently hits a bumper. Her heart races, her breath is ragged. She wants to escape this place as quickly as possible. Turning onto all fours, she supports herself on her knees and hands. But this position is a failure; her arms can no longer support her. She lowers her head and vomits a large portion of the hamburger, her precious meal now completely ruined. Attempting to rise again, she slips on the viscous vomit and crashes her face once more into the smelly remnants of the hamburger.
Several times she tries to raise herself between the two cars, extending her arm toward the sky in the hope of gripping the edge of a car for support and to stand up. It is then that a little girl holding her mother’s hand notices Sylvia's arm and approaches her.
The little girl and Sylvia find themselves at the same height. The little girl observes Sylvia, calm and composed. Her gaze scans Sylvia’s dirty face and the wounds on her neck. Sylvia’s breath is hurried; her grimaces betray her intense pain. The little girl gently tugs on her mother’s hand, who bends down and asks Sylvia:  
— Do you need help?
Sylvia stares at the little girl for a moment, exhausted and helpless. A new wave of nausea overcomes her, and she vomits what remains in her stomach. The mother gently pulls the little girl's hand, who reluctantly moves away, but she does not take her eyes off Sylvia. Exhausted, Sylvia slips again, collapsing with her arm dangling over the sidewalk.
Night has fallen, plunging Sylvia into oppressive darkness. Despite her pain and exhaustion, she must find the strength to rise. Leaving this place is her utmost priority. For now, she will set aside her sufferings, as she is accustomed to the unforeseen events of the streets. This time, she propels herself up by pushing on her elbows, searching for a sturdier support.
Suddenly, something grabs her ankle and violently pulls her toward the flow of traffic on the avenue. Her head collides with the vehicles, scraping against the metal. A car stops beside her, and someone pulls her without mercy into the inside. It’s the overpowering man, the muscle-bound giant. The other two men are in the front. One drives, hands gloved on the wheel, while the other holds the young dog in his arms. The muscle-bound giant grabs Sylvia by the collar and roughly places her in the back seat next to him. The front passenger slams the door shut, and the car slowly starts, almost silently.
Sylvia tries to scream, but no sound emerges from her throat. She feels burning and heavy. Food chunks are also lodged in her nasal cavity. She exhales to clear them out. She can’t blow too hard without experiencing a stabbing pain.  
— LOOK! LOOK AT WHAT YOU'VE DONE! the muscle-bound giant yells, as the front passenger shows them the poor Hades, its ear bloodied. Someone clearly performed a quick and brutal treatment. Alcohol was likely poured directly onto the wound. No need to say that Hades is disoriented, stressed, hurt, and hard to contain.
The car speeds through the darkness of the night, carrying Sylvia toward a dark and unknown fate.
A sinister individual, the muscle-bound giant, seals Sylvia’s mouth with wide duct tape. He carefully cuts two tiny slits at her nose level to allow her to breathe. With every violent elbow he delivers to her, trying to weaken her, she screams in pain. Hades, beside her, howls in echo to her distress.
Sylvia is powerless, her wrists bound, unable to use the small blade hidden in her jeans pocket. She might have attempted something, but now her fate seems to lie in the hands of her captors.
The car now plunges into a dimly lit parking lot, leading to the back of a row of restaurants. The driver lifts his hands off the yellow striped sports wheel, turns off the headlights, and removes his gloves. The two accomplices exit the car, holding Hades on a leash, a dog that bounces with excitement. The muscle-bound giant exits in turn, Sylvia gripping tightly to him, her hair caught. She knows that if she doesn’t manage to escape, horror awaits her.

––––––––
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During this short journey, she had ample time to understand who she was dealing with. Three individuals who hated their own existence. Three souls consumed by resentment towards a society that had abandoned them. Three frustrated beings. She knows from experience that this frustration breeds violence.
The muscular thug tied Sylvia's hands, but he made the mistake of a novice kidnapper: the bonds were not tight enough. She lunges at him with all her strength, driving two fingers into his eyes. She runs as fast as she can, straight ahead. The thug screams, hands over his eyes:
— "Catch that crazy woman!"
The two other accomplices stand still, looking at each other, overwhelmed by this unexpected situation. Fortunately, the muscular thug screams again: "Hades!" A brilliant idea sprouts in their minds. The one holding Hades unclips the leash and whips the dog's rear to make him chase after Sylvia.
Hades takes off like a galloping horse. He charges at his target as if it were second nature to him. He grabs Sylvia by the calf, causing her to fall violently onto the pavement. Luckily, she manages to get up immediately and continues her flight, determined to escape her captors.
But the two accomplices, who were also rushing after her, catch up to her. They throw her violently to the ground, pushing away Hades' aggression. The young dog is brought back under control and leashed again. The muscular thug arrives in turn, eyes half-open. He sees Sylvia lying on the ground, bloodied. In an uncertain voice, one of the men
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