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​Trigger Warning


This book is a work of dark erotica and contains explicit content  

not suitable for all readers. 

Themes include:


➢  Graphic violence

➢  Sexually explicit scenes (consensual, rough, primal)

➢  Power dynamics (including dominance/submission)

➢  Trauma, PTSD, grief

➢  Supernatural horror elements

➢  Obsessive and morally gray romance

➢  Emotional manipulation

➢  Death of major and minor characters

➢  Animal-like behavior (by a mythic canine familiar)






This story explores monstrous love, immortal rage, and sacre

grief.

Reader discretion is advised. You are your own keeper.
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    To the ones who are too much.

Too loud.

Too loyal.

Too broken.

Too sharp.

To the monster lovers.

The grief-burned.

The ones who stayed, even when it hurt.

And the ones who turned their pain into power.

This is for you.

— You are not alone in the dark



    



  	
        
            
            "Those who dream by day are cognizant of many things which escape those who dream only by night."

— Edgar Allan Poe
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​Lin’Dahl Bleeds
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Lin’Dahl isn’t a city—it’s a wound. A slow-bleeding gash in the belly of a dying world, where the rain smells like rust and the streets scream beneath your boots. Skyscrapers stab the clouds, neon flickers like the last gasp of a dying god, and justice is just another name for who’s still breathing when the gunfire stops.

This is not a city that welcomes the soft. It devours them.

In this urban necropolis, hope is currency, and blood is cheaper than loyalty. The shadows here whisper secrets. They don’t just hide monsters—they birth them.

And when the monsters come crawling out?

You send in her.

They call her Rae.

They whisper it like a prayer. Or a curse. Because she is neither angel nor demon, but something older—and worse. A ghost in leather and bone, with eyes like emerald flame and a mouth that can ruin men or raise the dead.

She moves like smoke. Kills like poetry. And fucks like an act of war.

Rae is Lin’Dahl’s Last Mercy. A title earned in blood, not given. She walks alone—except for one very large, very loyal creature named Beast. And the Viking. Always the Viking.

Tall, brutal, primal in his obsession, Detective Gunnar Madson is Rae’s shadow, her weapon, her anchor to a world she no longer trusts. He bleeds for her. Hunts for her. Would die for her—and nearly has. His soul is wrapped around hers like barbed wire: painful, binding, unbreakable.

But love doesn’t come easy to monsters.

Especially not Rae.

She’s been alive too long, bled too deep, lost too many. She wears her past like a second skin: stitched with scars, soaked in old names, and sealed with the kind of grief that never heals. Immortality isn’t a blessing—it’s a sentence. And every decade, when the heat comes—when her body burns with ancestral need—she remembers just how much she can lose.

Because her kind doesn’t just love.

They devour.

And Gunnar? He wants to be devoured. He's begged her to turn him, to make him like her. Eternal. Bound. Damned. But Rae remembers what that costs. What it cost her. She’s seen what happens when love becomes hunger, and hunger becomes ruin.

Still, she can’t let him go.

So he moved in.

No permission. No apology. Just blood and want and the growl of his voice at her door. He waits for her like a predator—naked, starving, aching. They’ve burned her apartment to the bones in their lust. Every surface has known their teeth. Every mirror reflects their madness.

And when her heat returns? It will be worse. It always is. It nearly killed him the first time.

He would do it again.

But Lin’Dahl doesn’t care about their love. The city eats everything eventually. And now, something ancient is stirring beneath its bones. Something that remembers Rae’s true name. The one she buried centuries ago.

An old enemy is waking. One who knows what she is.

Worse, one who knows who she loves.

To save the city, Rae may have to damn the man she loves. To keep him, she may have to surrender to the blood.

To the dark.

To herself.

Because monsters like Rae don’t get happy endings.

They just survive.

And if they’re lucky?

They take someone with them.
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​1: The Last Mercy
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"Mercy isn't kindness. It's choosing who suffers slow... and who dies quick."

The streets of Lin’Dahl steamed under midnight rain—foul, metallic, laced with oil and regret. Fog coiled through the Bleakhorns like a serpent drunk on the city’s rot, winding through alleyways soaked in piss and blood and perfume. The stench of fear hung heavy, sweet and sharp.

And in the dark, something moved.

Leather boots hit the cobblestone—silent, certain, final. A shadow glided between shadows. Tall, sleek, wrapped in matte black, she moved like smoke and struck like fire. The streetlamps flickered as she passed. Dogs didn’t bark. Rats fled.

She was here.

And someone was about to die.

Detective Rae Lancaster didn’t knock.

She kicked the door off its hinges and stepped through like a goddess of vengeance wrapped in the skin of a woman. The club behind the door—Sanctum XIII—was red-lit and full of sin. Vampires, mortals, junkies, bodies in latex and chains, blood-slick floors. Music pulsed like a second heartbeat. Lust and violence rolled off the walls like thunder.

But everyone stopped when they saw her.

Eyes found her silhouette—tall, lean, beautiful in the way razors are. Her coat moved like a whisper, clinging to the curve of her waist, the blades strapped to her thighs, the burn of emerald eyes that glowed faintly beneath the flicker of strobes.

Someone whispered, "Last Mercy."

Panic swept the club like wildfire. Mortals scrambled. Vampires vanished into walls. A woman screamed. And still, Rae just walked—slow, deliberate, like death given form.

The target was easy to spot: an Onyx Saints priest in blood-crusted robes, chanting over a half-dead girl chained to a stone altar. A ritual mid-birth. Human trafficking with a side of blood magic. Typical Thursday.

Rae didn’t give him a chance to speak.

She pulled a custom-forged silver stake from her belt and flung it through the air. It punched clean through the man’s jaw and out the back of his skull. His body twitched. Collapsed. Blood painted the altar in a halo of crimson.

The chained girl wept. Rae broke her chains.

“Run,” she said. The girl ran.

The club began to clear. Except one vampire—older, cocky, stupid—decided to test his luck.

“You’re not supposed to be here,” he growled, stepping into her path. “You don’t have jurisdiction in the Sanctum.”

She smiled. Just a little. Enough to show teeth.

“I am the jurisdiction.”

And then she moved.

The fight was over before it began—fists, fangs, bone breaking like wet wood. Blood on the floor. Her blade between his ribs. She whispered into his ear as he died: “You had your chance. I was the last mercy.”

She stood, wiped blood from her face, and walked out into the rain like the storm itself.

An hour later, she stood barefoot in her apartment, stripped to her skin. Steam curled off her body. Water dripped from the ends of her hair, blood-tinted from the night’s work. The shower hadn’t helped. Nothing helped.

The heat was coming.

She could feel it crawling under her flesh. A hunger that wasn’t just thirst. Not for blood. Not exactly.

It was deeper. Older.

Her hands trembled as she poured whiskey into a cracked glass and downed it in one savage gulp. She didn’t bother with the lights. Her apartment was a cold industrial shell—stone and steel, no windows, no softness. The bed was metal and leather. No sheets. No pillows. Just a place to fuck or fight or bleed.

She paced. The thirst whispered against her spine.

And that’s when the door opened.

He didn’t knock.

He never knocked.

Viking stood in the frame, backlit by the hallway’s flickering light. Rain dripped from his hair. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, a coat slung over one massive forearm, eyes locked on her naked form like a man just seconds from breaking.
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