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Chapter One:
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Everyone had gathered at Jack’s house. It had been hours and it was clear Stephanie and the girls were missing. 

“I don’t understand what happened,” Jimmy said as he held Jake. “Did they ever make it to the hospital?”

“I have people going through the footage and it doesn’t appear they did,” Mike said. “I’m trying to reach Bill to see if he has any other ideas.”

“What do you mean trying to reach him? Wouldn’t he respond to a 911 call?” Brittany asked. 

Mike sighed and looked at them. 

“We think he might be missing, too.”

“What? Oh God,” Jack said as he collapsed onto a chair. “What the hell is going on?”

“I have a call out to Julie, but she hasn’t responded either.”

“We need to get to everyone right now,” Tommy said. “Everyone needs to call their family now and get them here.”

They were all on the phone when the door opened and Matt and Jessie came in, surprised by the chaos. 

“Jessie? Weren’t you with mom?” Jack ran to her and pulled her into a hug. 

“I was going to, but I had to stay after school for a review. Didn’t she tell you? What happened? Is something wrong?”

“Dad? What is it?” Matt asked. 

“Your mom and sisters never showed up for their appointment and we don’t know where they are. We’re trying to figure this out.”

“They’re missing?” Jessie asked. “How?”

“We’re trying to figure that out. Please just stay here for now, okay?”

They nodded and Tommy hung up the phone. 

“Julie is on her way over. She and David are leaving school now. She can’t get ahold of Bill.”

“But she’s okay?” Jack asked.

“Yes. Desi is picking Robbie up and they will be here soon. They are also reaching out to Josie.”

“I called Evan. He and Liz will be here, too,” Brittany said. 

They saw Naomi and Bryan arrive and Jade followed. Everyone was doing what they could to reach out and try to make sense of this. 

******
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BILL OPENED HIS EYES to darkness and pain; hot, jagged, bone-deep pain. For a second, he was back in Iraq. The smell of dust and diesel. The ringing in his ears. The bone sticking at the wrong angle.

He forced a breath and blinked until the shadowy cabin came into focus. His right leg was twisted beneath him, the sharp white of bone jutting through torn skin. Not new. Not unknown. But no less brutal.

They’d done their homework.

He remembered driving to work, answering a call for a homicide, making a turn and then nothing. Just the metallic taste of blood in his mouth and the cold press of the floor under his cheek.

A faint noise cut through the silence. He reached for his weapon, but it was gone. 

Of course it was.

“Help!”

The voice made his stomach drop. He knew that voice.

“Bee?”

“Uncle Bill? Oh my God!” Sabrina’s outline shifted in the dim light, and she tried to rise.

“Don’t move if you’re hurt,” he said sharply. “I’ll get to you.”

“Your leg!” She gasped when she saw it. “What did they do to you?”

Bill forced a small grin, the kind he used to downplay danger. 

“It’s fine. This is nothing.”

“Nothing? You have a compound fracture. It needs pins, rods, maybe more.” 

Her breath hitched, panic sharpening her words.

“You sound like your mom.”

She managed a weak shrug. “Daughter of two doctors. I know things.”

His grin faded. “You’re right. But I’ve dealt with this before. We need to focus. Do you remember how you got here?”

“No. I was with my mom and Tess. We were going to my appointment with Aunt Brittany. We stopped for lunch, and someone grabbed me from behind. Everything went black.” She looked around, her panic growing. “Oh no! Are they here?”

“I just woke up,” he said. “It doesn’t look like it. Which means they were taken somewhere else.”

She sank down beside him, one hand pressed to her belly. Her skin was pale and damp.

“Bee? What is it?”

“Cramping,” she whispered. “That’s one of the reasons we were going to the hospital.”

Bill’s chest tightened. 

“Okay. Just breathe. You didn’t show up, so that means they know something’s wrong. Mike will be looking. He’s the best tracker we’ve got.”

Her eyes welled. “Why take you?”

“Because I’m the one who usually stops them,” he said quietly. “They wanted me hobbled. And they knew exactly how to do it.”

From the other side of the door, a floorboard creaked. Bill stiffened, motioning her behind him.

A shadow crossed the gap under the frame. Then a man’s voice, low and casual:

“Good. You’re awake.”

******
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JACK WAS LOOKING THROUGH the footage from the hospital parking lot and couldn’t find anything. Matt called his friends to make sure nobody had seen anything weird online. 

Beside him, Jessie stared at nothing, her knee bouncing in quick, nervous bursts.

The door opened and every conversation cut off.

Mike stepped inside, rain dripping from his jacket, his face drawn and hard. He tossed the soaked coat aside and moved straight to the coffee table, laying down a folded map with sharp, deliberate hands.

“I checked again,” he said without hesitation, tapping at a circled area. “Traffic cams pick them up here, then nothing. Like they disappeared.”

Jack felt his dread build. 

“That’s impossible.”

“Not if someone planned it,” Mike said quietly. “Not if they knew exactly what they were doing.”

Julie’s voice came from behind him, brittle and shaking. “Who would know us that well?”

Mike looked up from the map, his gaze steady. “Someone who’s been watching for a long time.”

The words seemed to pull all the air from the room.

This is absurd,” Robbie burst out, running both hands through his hair before pacing again. “Why take Tess? Or any of them?” His voice cracked on Tess’s name.

Jimmy leaned forward in his chair, Jake now asleep against Jade’s chest. “We don’t know. But we will find them.”

“It doesn’t make sense.” Robbie’s hands curled into fists. “She needs her medical supplies. If she gets sick again.” His voice faltered, and he had to swallow before going on. “What if they hurt her?”

Tommy crossed the room and put a hand on his shoulder. “We’re going to find them.”

Robbie nodded, but his breathing was uneven, like he was fighting to keep from falling apart.

Jimmy’s gaze lingered on him for a beat before drifting to Jade, who rocked Jake in the corner. 

Sabrina was his whole world. His first thought every morning and last thought every night. And now she was out there, pregnant, scared, possibly in pain.

He felt the sharp, choking urge to get up and do something. Kick down doors, tear through the city, anything to close the gap between them.

Instead, he sat. Because for the moment, sitting and waiting was all he had.

******
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THE COLD HIT TESS LIKE a slap when she woke. Her breath puffed in pale clouds as she pushed herself upright, the concrete floor leeching heat from her body.

“Mom?”

Stephanie lay on her side, her hair matted with blood near her temple, skin pale in the flickering light. Tess crawled to her, cupping her mother’s face with trembling hands.

“Mom, wake up,” she begged, voice cracking. She shook her gently, afraid to hurt her, afraid not to. “Please, you can’t do this. Not now.”

Her own breath was already coming faster, panic tightening her chest. She yanked off her sweater tucking it around Stephanie, then pulled her close, wrapping her arms tight. The cold bit into her legs, but she didn’t loosen her grip.

Her gaze darted to the steel door, to the faint seam of light at its base. She had no idea where they were, or if anyone else was even alive.

But she knew one thing; if she let herself fall apart, they’d both die here.

She pulled Stephanie closer, her voice a fierce whisper against her mother’s ear. 

“Hold on mom. We’re going to get out of this.”

******
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BILL’S LEG THROBBED with every breath, but he kept his face neutral for Sabrina’s sake. She was pale, shivering, her arms folded protectively over her belly.

The voice that spoke before was silent. Teasing. Taunting.

“What should we do?” Sabrina asked softy.

“We wait,” he told her, scanning the room for anything he could use as leverage or a weapon. “They slipped up once to get us here. They’ll slip up again.”

Sabrina tried to smile but it faltered. “And if they don’t?”

“Then we make them,” Bill said simply.

He didn’t know that just beyond the far wall, in a freezer built to keep meat solid for weeks, Tess was holding Stephanie in the fight of her life.
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Chapter Two:
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Sabrina huddled tighter behind her uncle as the voice came from behind the door. She tried to steady her breathing, but every inhale came sharp and uneven, her trembling too strong to hide.

“Sergeant,” the voice carried through the frame, low and taunting. “Not feeling so heroic right now, are you?”

Bill said nothing. His jaw locked, his chest rising and falling slowly, controlled. But his pulse hammered. All that mattered was protecting Sabrina.

“What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue? Or maybe the memories of being blown up overseas are pressing down on your chest. Too bad your sidekick isn’t here to pull you out of the rubble. In fact, no one’s coming. You know that, don’t you? There are bigger names missing now. More important people. If they’re smart, your friends will go after them first.”

“My mom and Tess,” Sabrina whispered, her voice barely audible.

Bill flicked his gaze to her, pressing a finger to his lips. His expression was calm steel, but Sabrina saw the muscle twitching at his temple. She nodded, biting her lip until it almost bled.

The voice chuckled. “It’s actually kind of brilliant, don’t you think? Call it a throwback to the past. Twenty-six years in the making.”

Bill’s stomach clenched. A throwback. His mind went instantly to Stephanie and Tess. The snow. The blizzard.

The lock clicked. Metal ground against metal.

“Don’t move,” Bill hissed, low and commanding, as he shifted himself in front of Sabrina, every line of his body coiled and ready despite the throbbing in his leg.

The door swung inward with a groan. A man and woman stepped into view, framed by the dim light.

The man was tall, his shoulders squared with military precision. He wore civilian clothes, but his posture screamed training. His eyes, icy blue, latched onto Bill with unsettling familiarity. A scar jagged along his jawline; the kind earned in violence.

A flicker of recognition gnawed at him.

The woman was smaller, her dark hair pulled back tight, her gaze calculating as she scanned the room. She carried a clipboard, of all things, her pen tapping lightly against it, as if this were a study rather than a crime.

“Not in the mood for small talk?” the man sneered, closing the distance to Bill. “Don’t remember me?”

Bill’s lips pressed into a hard line, his eyes narrowing. He searched the face, the eyes, the way he moved. Something pricked at his memory, distant, ungraspable, but it was there.

The man leaned down, his voice low enough that it coiled in Bill’s ears.

“You should. After all, you’re the reason I’m here.”

The man crouched in front of Bill, his shadow cutting across the floor. His grin was cold, deliberate.

“You should remember,” he said softly. “You and your buddies thought you buried the past. But some debts don’t disappear. Some of us don’t disappear, even when you leave us behind.”

Bill stared back, unblinking. “If you’re looking for sympathy, you’re barking up the wrong tree.”

The man chuckled. “Oh, I don’t need sympathy. I have something much better; leverage.” His gaze flicked to Sabrina, trembling behind her uncle’s shoulder. “Sweet leverage.”

Bill shifted, blocking her completely. His voice dropped, low and even. “You lay a hand on her and I’ll kill you where you stand.”

The woman with the clipboard smirked, jotting something down. “Even with a shattered leg? Brave. Or foolish. Hard to tell the difference.”

“Don’t listen to them,” Bill murmured to Sabrina without turning his head. “They want fear. Don’t give it.”

The man rose to his full height, his boots scraping against the concrete floor. “You think this is about her? About you? No, Sergeant. This is about history repeating itself. You see, Stephanie and the sister? They know exactly what I’m talking about. Cold, lonely, forgotten. Just like before.”

Bill’s jaw clenched. 

Shit.

Sabrina’s voice broke in a whisper. “What do you mean? Where are they?”

The man tilted his head, mock sympathy dripping from his expression. “Don’t worry. They’re reliving a memory. A snowstorm, twenty years old. Only this time, no rescuers are coming.”

Bill surged forward despite the chain of pain in his leg, the sudden movement making the woman flinch back a step. “If you so much as breathe near them.”

The man laughed, sharp and cruel. “There it is. That fire. I knew it was still in you.” He tapped his temple. “We’ve been studying you, Sergeant. Every scar, every failure. You can’t protect them all.”

Bill’s eyes burned, his pulse pounding in his ears. He forced his voice steady. 

“You underestimate me.”

The woman touched the man’s arm. “Enough. Not yet.”

He hesitated, then smirked again. “Enjoy the pain, Sergeant. It’s only the beginning.”

They turned and walked out, the lock snapping shut behind them.

The silence that followed was deafening. Sabrina held her hands on her stomach, the cramping making it hard to breathe.

“Who are they?” she whispered. “What did they do to my family?”

Bill wrapped his arm around her, his voice a vow. “They want us to believe that. They want us to break. But listen to me, Sabrina, your mom and Tess are tougher than anyone I’ve ever met. And as long as I’m breathing, you won’t be alone in this.”

She closed her eyes and tried to relax. 

“Tell me what you’re feeling.”

“A lot of cramping and pressure,” she said, her face pale. “Maybe some bleeding, but I can’t tell.”

“Okay, let’s focus on what we can control. We can always control our reactions and we are never out of choices. Right now, we breathe and try to pull strength. They will be back, so we need to think two steps ahead.”

“How? We have nothing here to help us.”

Bill smiled and shook his head. 

“We have everything. We have hope.”

******
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THE AIR IN THE FREEZER stung Tess’s lungs every time she breathed. The cold was bone-deep, settling into her skin and making her shiver uncontrollably. Her hands were raw from trying to rouse her mother, her palms pressed against Stephanie’s cheeks in a desperate attempt to warm them.

“Mom, please wake up,” Tess whispered, her teeth chattering. “Please, I need you.”

Stephanie lay slumped against the wall, her hair damp with melted frost, blood drying at her temple from the head wound. Her breaths came shallow, visible in the frigid air like faint puffs of smoke.

Tess pulled off her own sweatshirt, draping it over her mother even though her own body screamed for warmth. She curled around her as best she could, trying to shield her from the cold seeping up through the metal floor.

Her stomach twisted with a nauseating déjà vu.

The story they told her. The bond she formed with her mom because of it. 

Being six months old, the way her mom told the story. How she held her close, wrapping her in her coat, whispering lullabies to keep her calm even as her own body froze. How they both nearly died.

And now, twenty some years later, it was happening again.

Tess blinked hard against tears, clutching her mom’s limp hand. “You saved me,” she whispered fiercely, her breath fogging in the air. “I’ll save you.  I won’t let them take you from me. Not like this.”

Something scraped against the door. Tess jerked upright, heart pounding.

A thin sheet of paper slid under the frame, fluttering against the frost-covered floor. She grabbed it, her fingers shaking.

It was an old newspaper clipping.

Her own baby picture stared back at her—wrapped in a blanket, her cheeks purple from cold. The headline screamed: MOTHER AND INFANT RESCUED FROM BLIZZARD AFTER CARJACKING.

Her stomach dropped.

They knew. They’d planned this. This was personal.

“Mom,” she whispered. “Please wake up.”

A shadow moved under the crack of the freezer door. Tess held her breath, clutching Stephanie tighter as a muffled chuckle drifted through the vent.

“Fitting, isn’t it?” a man’s voice called. “Full circle. Years ago, she fought to keep you alive in the snow. Now it’s your turn. Let’s see if you inherited her strength.”

The voice faded, the heavy bolt clicking back into place. Tess trembled but pressed her forehead to Stephanie’s, her fury burning hotter than her fear.

“Okay,” Tess whispered again, talking to herself. “You need to do something. Find some way out.”

Her teeth chattered as she looked around desperately. Metal walls. Bare shelves. Nothing but ice and shadow.

There has to be something.

Her gaze fell to the corner where the walls met the floor. A jagged edge of metal jutted out, warped and bent from years of wear. Not much, just an imperfection in the steel lining. But it was sharp.

Tess crawled over, her fingers numb and tested it. The edge bit into her skin immediately, leaving a thin line of red. She didn’t even feel it.

Yes.

She tore a strip from the hem of her damp shirt and looped it around her hand, pressing the cloth against the metal until it frayed into a jagged thread. It wasn’t much—but it could work. A cutting edge, a weapon. Small, but there. 

She turned back to Stephanie, who shivered but didn’t wake. Tess slid beside her, wrapping her arms around her mother’s body, pressing close to share warmth. Her ostomy was frozen and she felt the soreness of her abdomen as the bag turned sharp. It didn’t matter now. 

“I found something, Mom,” she whispered against her hair. “Just like you did back then. Remember? The snow, the car. You kept me alive. You don’t get to stop now. We’re going to survive this, too. Both of us.”

She pressed her face to Stephanie’s shoulder, the cold biting deeper, the darkness heavier, but now she had her weapon.

Tiny. 

Sharp. 

A promise to herself that she wouldn’t give up.
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Chapter Three:
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The storm outside raged, and the worry inside the house mirrored the panic.

They needed answers. 

They needed something. 

Jack paced near the mantle, his hand flexing open and shut. 

He caught Matt watching him from the corner, silent, wide-eyed, and forced himself to try and look less panicked. To calm his son. 

But he couldn’t. 

Robbie sat on the edge of the couch, elbows on his knees, his head buried in his hands. He hadn’t spoken in ten minutes, but his mind wouldn’t stop. What was she feeling? Where was she? Was she hurt? Scared? Alone? With her family?

She had been through so much recently and was finally doing so well. He couldn’t wrap his mind around the potential issues she might face. 

And her health. 

He fought the urge to vomit, pressing both hands over his face.

“Hey,” Tommy sat next to him. “Just try to breathe. We’re going to find them.”

Robbie nodded but couldn’t find his voice. 

Jimmy paced in the back of the room, adjusting his prosthesis. His urge to run and look for her overwhelming. 

She was pregnant and it was high risk. The chances something could go wrong were weighing heavily on him. 

She almost bled to death delivering Jake. What would happen if she had trouble?

Was she alone?

He was going out of his mind. 

The sound of a knock cut through the room. Not loud. Not hurried. Just a single, deliberate rap on the door.

Every head turned.

Mike moved first, pulling his weapon as he approached the door. He gestured for everyone to stay back, then yanked it open.

No one stood outside. Just the rain.

But on the porch, propped against the doorframe, was a single manila envelope, already soaked through.

Evan went out to look around as Mike brought it inside. He opened it, pulling out several folded sheets of paper.

The first was a newspaper clipping, yellowed with age. A headline screamed back at them:

“Mother and Infant Found in Blizzard After Carjacking”

Julie gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. Jack went white as a sheet.

“Oh my God,” he felt his knees give way as he sat down.

“What is it? Daddy? What does it mean?” Jessie asked as she started to cry. Matt put his arm around her and they both sat next to Jack.

“When Tessie was six months old, she and your mom were taken. Left in a blizzard to die.”

“What? How? Who did it?” Matt asked. 

Robbie stood up, his fear suffocating. 

“They know everything,” Mike said, his jaw tight. “This isn’t random. They’re recreating it.”

“Was Sabrina there? What does she have to do with this?” Jimmy asked. 

“Or my dad?” Josie asked. 

Jack took one of the clippings in his trembling hands, staring at the headline.

“They’ve already put her through this once,” he whispered. “And now they’re making her live it all over again.”

The silence that followed was thick with horror and determination.

******
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STEPHANIE COULDN’T move. She was stuck, frozen. Something was wrong. 

She opened her eyes and saw Tess holding her. Panic surged through her veins. 

Not again. 

“Tess? Baby can you hear me?”

Her long brown hair was sharp with ice as she moved. 

“Mom?”

“That’s right. Look at me please.”

Tess moved and felt her skin scrape on the cold metal floor. She sat up and her eyes filled with tears. 

“You’re awake? It’s been so long and I couldn’t wake you up.”

“I’m here,” Stephanie said as she tried to move, her arms and legs heavy.

“I can’t find a way out of here. I don’t know what to do. It’s so cold.”

Stephanie fought her panic and held her daughter’s face in her hands. 

“We’re going to get out of here. We’re going to be okay.”

“I don’t know where they took Sabrina. She was with us. I don’t know where she is.”

“Okay, it’s okay. We’ll figure this out. I’m guessing this is a repeat of what happened all those years ago.”

“What? Why?”

“I don’t know,” Stephanie said. “But it can’t be a coincidence.”

Tess thought of Robbie and how scared he must be. She wouldn’t leave him. Not like this.

“Can you get up? We should stand up. It will be warmer if we can move.”

Tess nodded and stood up, wincing as her stomach pulled against the frozen bag. She held out her hand and Stephanie stood up slowly, her legs a bit like rubber.  

“How are you?” Stephanie inspected Tess. “Is your bag attached?”

“I think so. It’s cutting into me because it’s frozen but I don’t want to touch it. I can’t have it fall off.”

“Okay, we’ll leave it for now. Tell me if you have more pain at all.”

“Mom, I’m okay. You were unconscious for a long time. Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. Just hit my head,” she said as she rubbed Tess’ arms, trying to warm her. “We’re going to get out of here, okay?”

Tess nodded, her chin quivering. 

“Everyone must be so worried. Daddy is still not 100%. Robbie is going to panic. I hate this.”

Stephanie hugged her before looking into her eyes. 

“We are all stronger than anyone who tries to hurt us. We will all get through this. Never doubt that.”

I don’t,” Tess said, her teeth chattering. “You kept me alive then. You’ll keep me alive now. We’ll do it together.”

Stephanie’s eyes burned as she looked at her daughter, grown now, trembling but steady. “You’ve always been braver than me.”

Tess shook her head, fighting tears. “No. I just, I think about Robbie. I love him so much. I want to get married. We’re ready to start our lives together and this won’t stop us.”

The freezer hummed around them, a low mechanical growl, the metal walls sweating frost. Tess shivered violently, pulling Stephanie’s hands into hers.

“We can’t let them win, Mom,” she whispered.

Stephanie nodded, forcing strength she didn’t feel. “Then we won’t.”

******
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“CAN YOU TIE IT ANY tighter?” Bill asked Sabrina as she tightened the tourniquet on his leg. 

“The bleeding stopped, so I think it’s okay,” she said as she sat back, wiping the sweat off her forehead. 

“Okay, that’s good. I’m going to get up and see if I can find a way out. You need to sit here and just concentrate on your breathing. 

“Uncle Bill, your leg is a mess. You have to be in so much pain,” she said as her eyes filled with tears. She always heard stories of his strength, but this was different. 

“I’m fine,” he said with a soft smile. “I’ve been through this before. Please don’t worry about me, okay?”

“Okay,” she said softly. 

He pulled himself up on one leg and squinted in the darkness of the room. He needed a weapon. Something to protect them both. 

“Ow,” Sabrina cried out and held her stomach as she lay on her side. 

“Hey,” Bill moved back to her and eased down. “What is it? Talk to me.”

“Really bad cramping,” she said as her breath came in short gasps. “Something is wrong. I can’t breathe.”

“Okay, just look at me and focus on me,” he said and held her face in the darkness. “Just breathe. In and out. Don’t think of anything else, just breathe.”

“Isn’t this cute,” the man came into the room again and pulled Bill away from her. 

“Get the fuck away from me,” he growled as he shoved back. “She needs a doctor right now. Whatever crap you think you’re doing, it has nothing to do with her. Keep me. Do whatever you want to me. Let her get help.”

“Touching,” the man sneered. “But she’s part of the plan. Her mother and sister and you. You’re all part of the plan. We’re working on the rest as we speak.”

Bill got in his face and saw a flicker of fear in the man’s eyes. 

“I don’t give a shit about your plan, your vendetta, your sick fetish with my family or your supposed fear tactics. I have stared down death more times than you will ever know and this family, my family, will never bow to anyone like you. Now get us out of here!”

“You think hurting you is the worst I can do? You have no idea.”

Bill rolled his eyes and shoved him. 

“Get in line. You have no idea who you’re messing with.”

The gun crashed across his face before he saw it and Sabrina saw him fall. 

“No! Stop it. Please!” she scrambled to her uncle’s side, despite her pain. 

“I’m fine,” Bill said and sat up. “This makes him feel like he has power. He thinks his power is in his fists. I’ve met a lot of weak and small minded men who thought the same way.”

The man didn’t say anything. His face showed he hadn’t anticipated Bill to be so defiant. 

Sabrina felt her body grow heavy and she wasn’t sure what was happening. She didn’t know if she was about to throw up or pass out. She lay back and pictured Jimmy and Jake and vowed never to stop fighting. 

But something was very wrong. 

Bill saw her and turned back to the man. 

“She needs help. Do whatever you want with me, but please, let her get to a hospital.”

“I don’t think so,” the man said and grinned. “I’ll be back. Have fun.”

He left and Bill turned back to Sabrina. 

“Hey, Bee, can you look at me?”

She didn’t respond and he saw the blood that pooled under her. 

This wasn’t happening. 

Not on his watch.

******
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“WE HAVE TO DO SOMETHING. Give me somewhere to look. I can’t sit here anymore!” Jack said as he grabbed his keys. 

“I’m going too,” Robbie said. 

“I’ll drive,” Jimmy added. 

“Wait,” Tommy said as he saw Evan coming back from outside. 

“I found something,” he said as they all gathered. “Does this mean anything to you guys?”

He put the note on the table. 

“You can only choose one.”

Jack paled and Tommy and Julie looked at each other. 

“What is it?” Robbie asked. “What does it mean?”

“They aren’t together,” Jack said. “I don’t know how, but they are split up. They must both be in dire condition and we can only save one. Janet did that before.”

“Janet? Who is that?” Jimmy asked. 

Brittany walked to Jack and took his hand. His eyes were swimming as he looked at her. 

“This isn’t like before. You aren’t alone and we are all ready to find them. Nobody is going to die.”

“She’s right,” Tommy said as he stood with her. “Besides, last time she meant us and we’re still here.”

“My guess is Stephanie and Tess are somewhere cold. Maybe a freezer? Someplace to mimic the past,” Mike said.

“That means Bill is with Sabrina,” Julie said. 

“A freezer? Oh my God,” Josie said and Kevin put his arm around her. 

“Where was the other place? Who is Janet? Where do we look?” Jimmy asked. 

“They were both in a cabin,” Jack said. “Tommy and Brittany were both in a cabin.”

“Okay, so where was this cabin?” Robbie asked. 

“They were both destroyed,” Mike said. 

“What about where I was held?” Liz said. “The freezer.”

They all looked at her and Kevin was stunned. 

“What do you mean? When were you held in a freezer? Why didn’t I know that?”

“You were held like me?” Josie asked. 

“It was a long time ago,” Evan said. 

“So what? What the hell is going on?” Kevin’s voice was incredulous. 

“Kev, not now,” Evan said. “Please.”

David looked outside and saw Ian and Cassie walking up. He opened the door and Cassie walked to Mike. 

“You look like you could use some help.”

“More like a miracle.”

“I’ve been through a few of those already,” she said and smiled. “Now how about we come up with a plan.”

They all looked at each other and Kevin grabbed some paper. 

“Let’s put our heads together and figure this out. These morons can’t be smarter than all of us put together.”

Jimmy and Robbie nodded and Jack took a deep breath. 

“You’re right. Let’s find my family.”
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Chapter Four:
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Tess pulled another piece of cardboard under Stephanie’s legs, making sure no part of her mother touched the frozen floor. The metal hummed under them, vibrating with the low drone of the refrigeration unit. Every second of that sound scraped across her nerves.

Her mother had lost consciousness a while ago and wouldn’t wake up.

“Mom?” Tess shook her lightly. No response. Her panic surged, but she bit it down.

Think. You’re not helpless. Maybe freezing, but not helpless.

Her own limbs felt like blocks of ice. Her fingertips burned, then went numb, but she forced herself to move, crawling on stiff knees to search through the scattered debris in the corner.

Something caught the faint light, a dull gleam, half-buried under a torn plastic bag.

A phone.

Her heart lurched. She grabbed it with trembling hands, almost dropping it as her stiff fingers fumbled over the glass. It was locked, but she managed to bring up the emergency call.

“911, what’s your emergency?”

Her throat cracked as she spoke. “My name is Tessa Stephens. I’m stuck in a walk-in freezer with my mom, Doctor Stephanie Stephens. I don’t know the address. We were kidnapped. Please call Sergeant Kastan or Detective Stein.”

“Stay on the line with us,” the operator said, calm and steady. “We’re locating your signal now.”

Her vision blurred. She dropped the phone, scrambled, and snatched it again. “Please hurry. She’s not waking up. It’s so cold.”

The thought that the phone was a plant, left there on purpose, gnawed at her, but right now it didn’t matter. 

Survival mattered.

She crawled back to Stephanie, leaving the phone on speaker. She tucked more cardboard under her mother’s body, whispering through chattering teeth, “We’re going to get out of here, Mom. I’m going to get help.”

She worried the phone was left on purpose, but she didn’t care. She needed to get them free and warm. 

She touched her mother’s cheek. It was ice-cold, too still. Tess leaned close, trying to transfer warmth into her.

“Stay with me, please. We all need you. Daddy needs you.”

“Stay on the line with us, Tess,” the dispatcher said. “We’re patching you through to your family.”

The voice blurred as her fingers shook against the phone. Tess pressed it to her chest, then fumbled it onto the floor. She grabbed it again, holding it close as she waited. 

Back at Jack’s house, everyone waited as word of the call got to Mike. They gathered around, hoping against hope that it would be real. 

Mike’s phone rang. He looked down and his heart jumped. “It’s the operator. They patched Tess through.”

Everyone surged closer. Robbie’s breath caught. Jack nearly snatched the phone out of Mike’s hand.

“Tess? Tess, it’s Uncle Mike. Can you hear me?”

Her voice, small and strained, came through the speaker.

“Uncle Mike? We need help!”

Robbie shoved forward. “Tess? Tess, it’s me. Where are you?”

Her teeth chattered audibly. “We’re in a freezer. It’s so cold and we can’t get out.”

Jack’s heart slammed in his chest as he grabbed the phone. 

“Tessie? Is Mom with you? Is Sabrina there? Uncle Bill?”

“Daddy?” Her voice cracked into a sob. “No, just Mom. She’s unconscious. I haven’t seen Bee since the crash. It’s so cold. I don’t know what to do.”

Jack closed his eyes, trying to keep his voice steady. “We’re going to find you, sweetheart. I promise. Just hold on.”

Back in the freezer, Tess clutched the phone, tears streaking her cheeks, freezing against her skin. “I don’t know how much longer I can stay awake,” she whispered. “It’s so cold and I’m really scared.”

Robbie’s voice broke. “Don’t you dare give up. You hear me? I love you, Tess. So much. Just hold on for me.”

“I love you too,” she said, her teeth chattering so hard she could barely form the words.

Kevin leaned in, his voice steady. 

“Tess? It’s Kevin. Listen to me carefully. On the inside of the freezer door, there should be a release valve or emergency box. Can you check?”
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