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Chapter One




Rayna's eyes widened in horror as she stumbled into the living room. "Oh my lord, you guys! Really?" Her voice trembled with a mix of disbelief and revulsion. "The living room? Ew, my eyes burn!" She bolted to her bedroom. 

Lee had Lexy pinned up against the wall with a blindfold on. They were in a position that Rayna didn’t even know existed. Rayna's eyes widened, taking the sight in of Lee’s bare ass. Shocked, her jaw dropped in disbelief. 

Lee and Lexy burst into laughter. Lexy yelled, "Sorry! We thought you were staying at Wyatt’s tonight since he is coming back tomorrow morning."

"I forgot something. It wasn’t worth the image that’s forever planted in my mind now," Rayna yelled from the bedroom as she grabbed what she needed. She ran past the living room and out the front door. Half laughing, she shouted, "Learn to use your bedroom or put a hat on the door next time. Gross!" I need major therapy after that. 

Rayna sat in her car for a moment, composing herself before heading to Wyatt's. She was determined to force the images of what she just witnessed out of her head. Calling Paco was the perfect idea.

"My Chica, what's up?"

"Paco, you won't believe what I just walked into. Lee and Lexy were, like, in the living room, doing... things."

"Playing Twister?" he laughed.

"Inappropriate stuff, Paco! Right there in the living room. I can't unsee it."

"Oh... please tell."

"Lee had her pinned against the wall with a blindfold on. She was..." Rayna said, shrugging with disgust.

"Naked? Without me?" Paco replied, pretending to be upset.

"You are not helping. Are you free to hang out tonight?"

"I can’t tonight. I’m swamped with work. How about we hang out on the weekend?"

"The weekend it is," she replied, holding in the disappointment. She wasn’t used to Paco turning her down. He was always available to hang out. There goes that idea.

"Mr. Sexy Eyes is coming back tomorrow... you excited?" Paco asked.

"Yes! I can't wait. I’m actually heading over there right now. Better get going. Thanks for the chat, Paco."

"Later, Chica."

As she drove, thoughts swirled in her mind—she could never look at Lee the same way again. Hell, she won’t even be able to look at the living room the same again. I guess I can say that I really have seen Lexy topless now.

This has been the longest twenty-eight days of my life. She missed Wyatt more than she ever thought possible. The lingering ache of wanting him close. His laughter used to fill the air, but now there's only painful silence.

“Shit!” she muttered, realizing too late that she had missed Wyatt’s turn. With a sigh, she decided to make the best of it and pulled into a gas station. The chime of the door announced her arrival as she stepped inside, the fluorescent lights harsh against the backdrop of the night. She kept her gaze fixed on the floor, hoping to go unnoticed. 

She quickly grabbed some munchies and a drink. Approaching the cashier, a laid-back guy with a name tag that read ‘Corey’, she noticed a stunned look on his face.

"Can you believe that guy? The dude was all attitude. I don’t know what the hell his problem was."

"What happened?" Rayna asked. She sensed the customer's frustration, but the fragmented words made it hard to understand.

"He wanted a refund on his energy drink because, and I quote, it didn’t give his," he cleared his throat with a face gesture, "energy to last longer during sex. Apparently, it did for his friend."

Rayna burst out laughing. "Seriously?"

"Dead serious. I told him energy drinks work differently for each person. No one reacts the same way to stuff, and he got all huffy about false advertising."

Sounds like his friend is the one false advertising. "Geez! People suck sometimes. Did you give him the refund?"

"Yeah. I could tell he would not let it go."

They both burst into laughter, shaking their heads at the absurdity of it all. "Well, I promise I won’t try to return these." My man has no problems in that area. 

He laughed. "Have a good night."

When she arrived at Wyatt's house, she parked her car and headed toward the plant to get the key. Just as she reached for it, a shadow emerged from the darkness, and said, "Well, well... looking for this?"

Rayna’s hand released and dropped her car keys. She didn’t even have to look; she knew who it was. Trent! The man who turned her life into a living nightmare. She saw he was holding the key. Her voice shook as she replied, "What are you doing here?"

"Did you miss me?"

Rayna couldn’t decide which way to go with this. She didn’t want to lie, but at the same time, the truth would piss him off more. "Of course, but what are you doing here?"

"Well, you see..." his voice becoming a grumble full of rage, "I came here to collect what’s mine. Do you think I want to do this? This is all your fault, Rayna," he snickered to himself. An evil sound that would give anyone the chills.

"Then don’t do it." Fear shot through Rayna when she saw Trent’s face. Her body froze. Memories of the torment she endured flooded back to her. She panicked and attempted to run toward the neighbour's house, but the seclusion of Wyatt's place worked against her. As she took off running, her screams pierced the darkness. Trent caught up to her and grabbed her ponytail, causing her to stumble backward.

Determined, Rayna got back on her feet, intending to make another run for it. He was quick to grab her arm. Remembering the self-defence techniques Wyatt had taught her, she wiggled out of his grasp, but only for a moment. 

"Rayna, you don’t want to piss me off. This wouldn’t even be happening if you kept your legs closed. Nooo, you had to let some other guy have what’s mine."

"I’m not yours," Rayna screamed.

She felt a blow to her back, knocking her down to the ground. Pain shot up her spine. The struggle continued. Rayna fought to break free from his grasp. Wyatt, I need you! Rayna said in her mind, trying to summon him back.

"Trent, you don’t have to do this. You are better than this," Rayna said, attempting to get in his head. Sometimes, in the past, this helped diffuse the situation. It was worth a try. "I was going to reach out to you soon and see if you wanted to go for coffee and catch up."

"Why are you lying?" Trent yelled. "You are such a cruel person; I gave you everything. I treated you like a queen."

You gave me bruises and PTSD, you psycho. Rayna, attempting to defuse the situation, pretended she should never have acted the way she did. However, Trent, not buying her act, grew even more upset.

Rayna pushed away from him on the ground. The rough surface of the sidewalk seared against her back. Pushing herself up, she desperately sought to escape, but Trent moved with lightning speed. He grabbed her, forcefully pressing a cloth soaked in a mysterious liquid against her face.

                          Everything went dark.











  
  
Chapter Two




Rayna


Upon emerging into consciousness, Rayna found herself in a murky room, feeling a pulsating pain in her head . As her sight sharpened, the cruel reality hit her – she was bound by chains. Desperation fueled her attempts to shake off the unforgiving restraints. Where am I? Panic surged through her veins as the haunting recognition set in. It was the very room where Trent had tormented her years ago.

Rayna struggled against the restraints, and with each tug, the chains dug into her wrists. Tears streamed down her face. She fought so hard to get away from Trent the first time. I knew he’d come back! That’s why I kept telling Lexy he wasn’t done with me.

She scanned the room for any sign of escape. She saw a small window, its bars mocking her from the outside. She fought back tears of frustration, realizing her chances of escaping through that route were slim to none. Rayna's gaze lingered on the full-length mirror in the corner of the room, triggering a memory she wished she could erase. A memory from a time when this very room felt safe - a space filled with false security.

Trent was a master at manipulation during that time, showering her with affection and gifts to disguise the darkness within him. After an amazing night spent together, he gave her that mirror. A note on it, written with careful words, ‘Look into this and you will see the most beautiful woman in the world.’

Back then, the gesture had felt magical. He made her feel special, like the most important person in the world. The mirror was a portal into a distorted reality where she believed his words. It was a time of love bombing, a phase where he masked the toxicity that lay ahead.

Now, the mirror reflected not just her physical appearance, but the haunting shadows of the past. The memory made her stomach churn, and a bitter taste of abuse lingered in the back of her throat. I can’t believe he still has that. I should have broken it when I had the chance. 

The sound of the approaching footsteps shook Rayna to her core. She took a deep breath, reminding herself the key to dealing with him—was to stay calm, be nice, and avoid saying too much. It didn't take much to trigger him. As he entered the room, a forced smile played on Rayna's lips, masking the discomfort beneath. “Hey,” she greeted, trying to keep her voice as steady as possible.

He nodded while looking at the ground. “I brought something,” he mumbled, holding out a small box. Rayna accepted it cautiously, her fingers brushing against the cool surface. 

“Thanks,” she replied, keeping her tone neutral. Resisting the urge to ask the questions lingering in her mind.

He dawdled for a minute, inspecting her reaction. She maintained her composure, careful not to leak any emotion. When he turned to leave, she exhaled a silent breath. There was no better sound than him closing the door behind him. This was the first time she was physically bound to the bed in here, but it wasn’t the first time she enjoyed hearing him leave this room. She endured many terrifying experiences in his house. Damn it! Why didn’t I show any of my friends where he lives?

She had no interest in looking in the box he gave her. She knew if she didn’t, it would only make things worse for her. Rayna cautiously opened the small box, its contents revealing a flood of memories that she had tried to bury.   

There was a delicate silver locket, a remnant from a time when his promises felt sincere. She ran her fingers over its surface, recalling the warmth of his touch when he placed it around her neck. Now, the warmth was replaced with pain—both physical and emotional.

Ouch, my back! She remembered scraping it along the sidewalk during the attack. She reached up the back of her shirt to feel what was hurting, but she couldn’t reach that far. Trying to distract herself from the pain, she pulled out the next thing. A faded concert ticket emerged, transporting Rayna to the night when Trent asked her to be exclusive. That night he shared how happy she made him and admitted his feelings for her. I should have told him I didn’t feel the same and walked away. My last chance to bolt before he became a psycho.

Tucked away in the corner was a photograph of the two of them. This was the night of her first scary experience with him. Rayna was washing dishes, and Trent expressed displeasure with the way she was doing it. Nothing she did seemed to meet his standards. Hell, nothing anyone did was ever good enough for him. In a fit of rage, he seized the pot she was washing, still brimming with scalding water, and flaunted it menacingly in her direction. His voice erupted in a thunderous yell, “That isn't how you fucking wash it!” The scalding water splashed all over her face. 

With a heavy sigh, she carefully packed the items back into the box. Does he really think this will make me want to come back? He’s fucking crazy if he thinks I’d ever be with him again. 

Trent suddenly entered the room. Rayna did not have a warning this time. It was as if he was standing by the door the entire time. He handed Rayna a smoothie with a smile on his face. “Thought you might be thirsty,” he said.

Rayna eyed the smoothie, then him. Suspicion filled her thoughts. She cautiously accepted the drink. Taking a sip, Rayna mustered the courage to confront him. “Why are you doing this? I don't understand. If you care about me so much, why do you want to hurt me?”

Trent chuckled dismissively, with a condescending look in his eyes. “Hurt you? You don't know what you're talking about. I don't want to hurt you. It's your own fault things get rough.”

Confused, Rayna said, “My fault? How is any of this my fault?”

Trent laughed. “If you would just be with me like before, there wouldn't be any problems. I need you with me so I can protect you. You've got this so wrong, baby. I’m trying to protect you from everything out there.”

Don’t baby me, maniac. “If you are protecting me, then why do you have me chained up?” Rayna said, as she tried to shake her arms free.

Trent took a deep breath, calming the rage within. “If you didn’t defy me so damn much, I wouldn’t have to restrain you. Don’t you get it? The things I do to you - always your fault.”

You haven’t changed at all. The delusion in his words struck Rayna like a punch to the gut. She realized, with a sinking feeling, that Trent's perception of reality was even more distorted than she thought. Rayna now understood the depths of the danger she was in and felt an urgent need to find a way out. Wyatt has to be home by now. I know he will do anything to find me.

Rayna’s voice wavered slightly as she asked, “I have to use the bathroom. Can I at least do that?”

Trent’s eyes flicked to her with an indifferent glance before he knelt to unhook the chain from the bed frame. The clink of metal against metal made her stomach twist. He has a leash for me. The thought struck her like a slap to the face, leaving behind a bitter taste of humiliation. This guy is fucking nuts.

As she stood, a sharp pain shot through her body, forcing her to grit her teeth. Each step toward the bathroom felt like she was walking on broken glass, every bruise and ache making its presence known with brutal clarity.

“Can’t close the door with your chain,” Trent said, his voice dripping with condescension.

Rayna shot him a glare, her words thick with sarcasm. “Thanks for the tip. I would have never guessed,” she muttered under her breath, silently adding, you idiot.

Inside the bathroom, she hurriedly did what she needed to, her eyes catching her reflection in the mirror. The sight made her heart sink—a collection of bruises painted across her skin like a twisted reminder of his cruelty. She lifted her shirt to reveal the dark, angry bruise spreading across her hip. He got me good this time.

“Time’s up. Get back in the bed,” Trent’s voice sliced through the silence, cold and unfeeling. “I have to get going. It’s called a job.”

Without thinking first, Rayna blurted out, “Well, I have to get going too, it’s called a life,” you evil prick.

Trent forcefully pushed Rayna up against the wall. “If I were you, I'd show a little respect,” he sneered, his words dripping with menace.

Rayna's eyes widened. Ouch! The impact of the back of her head against the wall sent a jolt of pain. Holding back her tears, she whispered, “Sorry.” Rayna refused to let Trent perceive her as the weak girl he once dominated. At least on the outside, she could make it appear that she had grown stronger.

From the confines of the bed, Rayna looked out of the window, her eyes searching for any sign of someone coming to rescue her. Wyatt, Paco... ANYONE. 

Rayna's mind raced through the potential escape plans. Each scenario, calculating the risks and ensuring she wouldn't sustain more harm than she had already suffered. She contemplated between fighting her way out, and the idea of acting like she wanted to be with him again. The latter strategy seemed a desperate attempt to manipulate her way to safety, and yet, it lingered as a potential option. There was only one thing she was certain about: TRENT IS UTTERLY INSANE. 








  
  
Chapter Three




Wyatt emerged from the other realm, his thirst overwhelming. Without hesitation, he went directly for his blood, relishing every gulp as he satisfied the primal need. Craving more, Wyatt reached for a shot of whiskey. The fiery liquid burned down his throat, a stark contrast to the soothing effect of the blood. Glancing at his diminishing supply of blood bags, he realized he was running low. Time to stock up again.

As he took another sip of whiskey, Wyatt's thoughts shifted to Rayna. The ache of missing her intensified—the scent of her hair, the smell of her skin, the warmth of her touch. He couldn’t wait to have her in his arms again. I’m surprised she isn’t here.

Wyatt took a few minutes to get ready. He wanted to look really good for her, which was unusual for him. Typically, he doesn't bother about his appearance for anyone. 

As Wyatt stepped out of the house, his gaze locked onto Rayna’s car. Her belongings were strewn across the ground like a trail of breadcrumbs leading to a nightmare. A jolt of terror surged through him, quick and electrifying, propelling him back inside.

“Rayna! Are you here? RAYNA!” His voice echoed off the walls, but the silence that followed only intensified the dread clawing at his chest. Panic tightening its grip, Wyatt bolted back outside, his eyes frantically scanning the area. He yanked open her car door, searching desperately. What happened to her?

“Think, man... think,” he muttered to himself. I’ll call her cell. The phone went straight to voicemail.

Lacking any of her friends' phone numbers, his only option was to show up at her house. Wyatt hoped that Lexy had seen or talked to her. Speeding along, Wyatt could hear Rayna's voice cautioning him to slow down. The tires squealed on the pavement as he parked in front of her house.

He walked up to the door and knocked. Lexy answered, surprised that he had knocked. She looked around for Rayna. “Have you seen Rayna?” Wyatt asked.

Lexy shook her head, replying, “No, she went to your place last night to wait for you.” A hint of unease crossed Wyatt's face, prompting Lexy to question, “Didn't she?”

Wyatt's voice tightened as he explained, “Her car is there, but her stuff, including her car keys, is on the ground by the steps. I didn’t know what else to do, so I came here.”

Lexy's eyes widened. Fear crept into her voice. “Oh my God! Are you saying she is missing?”

Lee stepped up behind Lexy, looked over her shoulder, and questioned, “Who is missing?”

Lexy turned to Lee. “Wyatt said Rayna’s car is at his place, but her stuff is on the ground. He can’t find her.”

Fear gripped Lee's face. “I swear, if that psycho did something to her, I will kill him myself,” he declared.

“That makes two of us,” Lexy added.

Wyatt’s face grew even more concerned. “Do either of you have that Paco guy’s number? I want to check if he has heard from her.”

Before Wyatt could say another word, Lexy had her phone out calling Paco. “Well, hey there. I knew someday, you’d realize I was...”

Lexy interrupted, “Have you heard from Rayna last night or today?”

Paco sensed the seriousness in Lexy’s voice. “She called me last night after seeing you naked. I told her I couldn’t hang out with her, so she decided to head over to Wyatt’s house. She is probably still there.”

“Wyatt is here. He says her car is there, but she is nowhere to be found.”

“Dat doesn’t sound good at all. Maybe she went for a walk? She does dat sometimes,” Paco suggested.

Wyatt mentioned that he tried calling Rayna's phone, and it went to voicemail. Lexy suggested he check the house one more time to see if she had gone for a walk. Wyatt agreed, and without wasting any time, he took off quickly, yelling from the car that he would be back shortly. “With or without her.”

Lexy, still on the phone with Paco, expressed the need to keep in touch. She emphasized that if they couldn't find Rayna, they should get together and search. Paco stated that Rayna’s ex better not be behind this. Lexy agreed and ended the call.

Turning around, she hugged Lee tightly. Tears welled up as she said, “Nothing better happen to her, Lee. It can't.” 

“We will find her, Lexy,” Lee assured her. He said it in a tone that hinted he was trying to convince himself more than her.

Meanwhile, Wyatt raced home to discover there was still no Rayna. He felt a knot tighten in his stomach, a sickening worry that clawed at his insides. Falling to his knees, he blamed himself for not being there. The overwhelming fear of losing her consumed him. I’m so sorry, Rayna. I should have been here to protect you.

Wyatt picked up Rayna's belongings and set them inside the house. Before he forgot, he called his friend to get more blood bags delivered. “Vander, it's Wyatt. Something came up, and I need more bags delivered to my house. Can you swing by now?” he asked.

Vander replied, “Sure thing, Wyatt. I'll bring them over right away.”

Relief washed over Wyatt as he thanked him and ended the call. Waiting for Vander felt like an eternity. Every passing second heightened the urgency to return to Lexy's house, but Wyatt knew the importance of maintaining his well-being. If he neglected his needs, he wouldn't be in any condition to help Rayna. Finally, the sound of a car approaching signaled Vander’s arrival. Wyatt moved quickly to gather the supplies.

“What's going on?”

“My girlfriend is missing. I can’t talk about it right now. I need to get back to a friend’s house,” Wyatt replied in an urgent tone.

“Is there anything I can do?”

“Not right now. I gotta go. Time is ticking.”

“Let me know if you need anything.”

Wyatt acknowledged his friend's concern with a brief nod. Like you actually care, Vander.

Wyatt's motorcycle glided through the quiet streets towards Rayna's house. A whirlwind of thoughts raced through his mind. The unease in the pit of his stomach grew with every passing moment. I have to find her. I can’t lose her. He pulled up to Rayna's house, and before he could even get off the bike, Lexy and Lee came sprinting towards him.











