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I woke up in chains, my body covered in bruises I didn't remember getting. My wrists were bound behind my back and my ankles were shackled to a metal rod, three feet apart, keeping my legs spread wide.

Cold air blew against me from the air conditioning unit on the wall, sending shivers down my spine. I tried to pull against the chains holding my arms in place, but they were firmly wrapped around my wrists.  

I was in my underwear, the rest my clothes were cut into pieces beside me. Remnants of my favorite blue dress were scattered all around me. My heart ached for the dress. It was comfortable and classy. Cost me a week's salary. I knew I should be worrying about something else altogether, something more dire. Like being kidnapped and bound in chains. But my brain didn't want to go there yet. 

My hair fell over my eyes and I tried to figure out where I was. Light shone in from the gap in the window blinds. The room was small and debilitated, too old to be my own. It was completely bare, with nothing in that betrayed the man's identity. 

The last thing I remembered was having a drink in the bar. And then, nothing. 

Did I look away? I was careful not to let the drink leave my sight. I knew the dangers of being drugged in a bar. I didn't even drink. What was I doing in a bar in the first place. 

Something fell in another room and I jerked against the bondage. There was a wall of pictures behind me.  

I twisted around and stared at it, my eyes widening in disbelief from what I saw. It was me, in various places, doing mundane, everyday things. Me getting a cup of coffee, me walking to walk, me in my bathrobe... I turned back towards the door, trying the decipher the noises coming from it. It sounded like people arguing.. with their fists. 

I'd been kidnapped, that much was certain, but by whom? To what end? I was a psychologist. My clients were couples with relationship problems, couples who couldn't talk without resorting to thinly-veiled insults, couples who needed help. No one violent.

Not my clients. I tried to remember what happened to get me here.  

Why was I drinking in the first place? I was upset. Something terrible had happened and I was very upset. Something in the news. 

My memory came back to me in bits and pieces. I was alone in the bar, glass of whiskey in my hand. My fingers trembled when I picked it up and put it to my lips but I downed it in one shot. It burned my throat.

"I told you I'd find you," a familiar voice said from behind me. Goose bumps rose on the back of my neck. 

Realization dawned on me like a pile of bricks. There was a reason why I was alone in a bar. He had just been released on early parole. 

I stood up, fully intent on running away, but my legs failed me. 

Adam grabbed me as I fell.
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He stepped inside the Courtroom and let the door close quietly behind him. Everyone except one or two people turned to glance at him briefly, then returned their attention to the front of the courtroom, where I was being sworn in. I wished they would keep looking at him instead. 

His leather jacket looked as if he hasn't been taken it off in days. He wasn't the type to pay much attention to how he looked, but he tried to look less... angry most days. I ran a trembling hand through my hair, certain that I looked even worse. A vain part of me wanted to look pretty for him, as crazy as that sounded. I flinched as the muscles in my body protested against moving altogether. The nurses were very kind and helped me put some blush on my cheeks to introduce color to my face. Well, colors that weren't black, blue and red.

He was so handsome, even looking like he hasn't showered in days.

I didn't know he was going to be here. He took a seat, glancing around the low-ceilinged, windowless room that did not have enough oxygen for everyone in it. There was nothing grand about the courtroom. It was smaller than the ones I'd seen in all the lawyer shows I was so addicted to once upon a time. 

Nobody warned me about how hard it was to breathe.

When he saw me staring at him, he broke into a rare smile. My heart stopped in my throat I knew he was there to try to calm me down, but his presence only made things harder. I was trying to pretend that this was all a dream and I would wake up soon. I had gone through the morning as if in a dream, brushing my teeth and changing into non-hospital gowns for the first time in days. Someone had set up a change of clothes for me. I didn't remember how I got behind the witness stand. 

I glanced down at myself to remember what I had donned in the morning. Blue had never been my favorite color, but it brought out my eyes. 

I did everything I could not to look at the man who'd hurt me, but it was impossible not to look when the lawyer asked me to identify the man who'd beat me.

"Let the records show the witness is pointing towards the defendant." 

I lowered my arm and grasped my trembling hands together. My gaze found him and locked into him.  

He was clean shaven and neatly dressed, looking completely normal. His long, crazy hair was drawn back into a neat ponytail, glinting brown-black under the fluorescent light. Sensing my gaze, he gave me a slow grin and the illusion of sanity went away. He had the same grin when he kicked me in the stomach. 

"Does it hurt when I do that?"

I flinched and turned my gaze away. "He can't get to you," the man in the seats mouthed. "You're going to be alright."

I turned away from him and looked Mr. Riggs, who had asked me another question. I murmured something unintelligible and the judge told me to move closer to the microphone.

"Sorry, Your Honor," I mumbled. I adjusted my table microphone and leaned forward. "Please, can you repeat the question?"

"Are you certain that he's the man responsible?" 

"Yes, I'm certain." The prosecutor had instructed me to keep my answers short. I gulped and stopped words from spilling out. It was too easy to share everything. 

"But you said you were blindfolded." 

I tensed. "Only when he... when he was shooting... James."

"But you didn't see him shoot Mr. James?" the lawyer asked.

My eyes widened him in horror as realization dawned on me. I knew what he was attempting to do. He was trying to plant reasonable doubt in what should've been a sure win. "He shot James and beat me," I said, my voice trembling and loud. 

"Jurors will disregard the statement made by the witness. The witness is reminded to remain silent unless questioned," the Judge turned his warning gaze to me. 

"I'm sorry, Your Honor," I said automatically. 

"Does the defense has any more question?" 

"Yes, Your Honor. Thank you," he nodded to the judge and turned his attention back to me. 

"So, you did not actually see my client shoot anyone?" 

"No, but-" 

"So it could've been a different shooter who left before your blindfold was removed?" 

"No! There was nobody else around." 

"Wasn't the door to your house open when the police arrived?" 

"Yes, but that's only because-"

"So someone else, an accomplice maybe, could've shot Mr. James and run away before your blindfold was removed." 

"Objection, Your Honor! Speculation!" the prosecutor shouted, finally awakening from his death-like slumber. I resisted the urge to glare at the lawyer that was supposed to be on my side. It was supposed to be an open-and-shut case, which was probably why they let an absolute moron handle the case.  

"Jury will disregard the speculation. Thread carefully, Riggs. Get to your question." 

"I'm sorry, Your Honor," he said, not looking sorry at all. "Thank you. I have no further questions.  

He didn't need to ask any more questions. The next witness he called decimated the evidence. There were no fingerprints on the gun found at the scene and it could not be linked to the defendant. And then there was a witness that had appeared out of nowhere. One of the tenants could testify that he saw someone running away from the scene. 
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