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Chapter One


	


	



	



	



	



	“The funds are dwindling, so what’s the next move?” Victor mused, his gaze fixed vacantly on the television. Christian and William remained in quiet contemplation. Christian let out a deep breath and remarked, “Honestly, I don’t think I’m up for robbing another bank. We were fortunate to escape last time.” Victor leaned in on the recliner, burying his head in his hands. “Why don’t we all just get jobs like everyone else?” William suggested. Victor cast a sharp glance at William and let out a loud scoff. He exclaimed, “Are you kidding me?!” How on earth are we going to get by on such a meager salary?! Our extravagant lifestyle can't be sustained by a regular job, and Christian's opportunistic girlfriend can drain a paycheck in no time! “Hey, let’s not bring Sasha into this; she’s just a bit pampered, that’s all.” "I've been telling you all to ditch the coke. I did it, and I know you can too," Christian fired back.


	



	“Chris, you really know how to spin a tale!” You treat her like she’s the greatest treasure, yet your behavior towards her is downright harsh, even while you fulfill her desires. “You struggle with being kind to women from the start, yet she still holds the reins,” Victor remarked. “You’re just a coward, and you only kicked because Sasha threatened to walk away; she keeps your manhood tucked away in her purse,” William shot back with a sarcastic edge. Christian rolled his eyes and retorted, “You both can take a hike!” At least my girl isn’t a whore, and that’s all you guys can get! Victor burst into laughter, his feet thumping against the ground with enthusiasm. William followed suit. “Oh no, he seems really down!” “Hey man, I’d choose one of my girls over that energy-sapping companion of yours any day,” Victor remarked. Christian tossed a beer can at Victor, chuckling with amusement.


	



	William leaned in with a spark of mischief in his eyes and proposed, “What if we orchestrated a kidnapping for cash?” The atmosphere fell into silence. “Are you out of your mind, or just plain foolish, Bill?” Christian exclaimed, his face a picture of disbelief. “You must truly be enamored with the thought of being someone’s prison pet.” Victor, perched on the edge of the recliner, replied with a steady tone, “You know, that might not be such a terrible idea.” William chimed in, “Absolutely!” Imagine this: we identify an upscale shopping center, keeping an eye out for someone who seems a bit vulnerable as they approach their luxury vehicle. We could discreetly target a petite individual from a wealthy background and then engage the family for a substantial ransom! Christian couldn't believe what he was seeing. “How are we going to pull off a kidnapping, ensure they walk away unharmed, and avoid getting caught?” Christian inquired.


	



	He rose to his feet, turning to his two friends, and declared, “I’m not killing anybody!” William raised his hands in exasperation, “Who mentioned anything about killing anyone?!” “We bring in a girl, keep her blindfolded, wear masks when interacting with her, let her stay in a dark back room with no lights, and she’ll never be able to identify us when we let her go.” Christian’s expression fell, “Do you really believe that ridiculous plan is going to work?” Victor interjected into the conversation, “I genuinely believe it’s a fantastic plan.” We would never need to cause harm to anyone. We’ll bring her here, bide our time until the family is truly in distress after a few weeks, and then present our demand. They’d be overjoyed that she’s alive and would pay any price for her return.” “I want no part in kidnapping anyone; I’d prefer to find a regular job. Honestly, I’d rather rob another bank than engage in something so foolish! “


	



	 




Chapter Two


	



	



	

	



	



	Nitori buried her face in the bouquet of roses, taking a deep, fragrant breath. Her eyes sparkled with excitement as her eyelashes fluttered playfully. Megan, her mother, cast a warm glance at Nitori and smiled. Next, Nitori faced her mom, bringing the flowers close to her face as well. Megan inhaled the fragrance of the flowers and remarked, “Naturally, they smell delightful, Tori, just like they have for the past twenty-two years that you’ve adored them.” Nitori offered a faint smile, cradling the flowers against her chest in a warm embrace. “You can get them, dear, but you know how I feel about your roses when they die,” Megan said, examining a bouquet of yellow lilies. Nitori beamed with joy as she leaned in, gently rubbing her nose against her mother’s cheek. “You don’t have to sweet-talk me; you know I can’t say no,” Megan said with a laugh. Megan turned to Nitori and tucked a cheerful yellow daisy behind her ear. Nitori pressed her mother’s hand to her cheek, nuzzling against it with warmth and affection.


	



	They kept exploring the vibrant array of flowers. They both shared a deep appreciation for flowers, with Nitori showing a particular fondness. Every trip to the mall included a stop at “Floral Fantasy.” Her room was adorned with an array of flower photos, and she took great pleasure in capturing their beauty through her lens. Glen, Nitori's father, approached the two of them. “Are you ladies planning to spend the entire day in this flower shop?” “He made a playful remark.” Nitori cast a brief glance over her shoulder to acknowledge her father before returning her focus to the vibrant array of flowers she was examining. Glen let out a nervous chuckle, his gaze fixed intently on Megan. “N-Nitori, sweetheart, could you please grab your camera from the car? We need to take it to the shop in the mall for servicing,” Megan said, gently petting Nitori and collecting the flowers from her. She retrieved the car keys from her mom’s purse and made her way to the store exit. “Tori, hurry back and steer clear of unfamiliar faces!” "If you’re not back in five minutes, I’m coming to get you," Megan declared with a firm tone.


	



	Once she was out of view, Glen glanced at Megan and asked, “Have you shared the news with her yet?” Megan let out a sigh, her gaze fixed on the ground as she replied, “No, I haven’t, Glen.” I want to ensure she feels comfortable. I’m still figuring this out. While it appears you've reached a decision, I would appreciate a bit more time to reflect. I didn’t want to spoil her day or upset her in one of her favorite spots. “Look, Megan, don’t make it seem like I’m thrilled about this, but it’s time for us to live our own lives. Byron and Cynthia have been independent for a while now, and it’s time their little sister follows suit.” “You know very well that our two oldest kids are nothing like Nitori; you’ve always been in denial about that!” “She’s heading to a place that’s perfect for her, and I’m confident she’ll thrive.” Nitori is a bright young woman who has successfully earned her degree.


	Megan let her arms fall to her sides, gritting her teeth as she declared, “Glen, Nitori is undeniably intelligent, but she lacks independence; she requires someone to guide her.” “She struggles to connect with others.” “Tori seeks me out when she’s in tears and feeling down, which is great, but when she’s happy, I hardly hear from her.” “I’ve never had a bond with my own daughter, and I’ve never been able to connect with her on any level—” He was interrupted sharply by Megan, “You’ve never tried to!” You’ve consistently overlooked her uniqueness. All you've ever done is attempt to treat her like Cynthia, believing that engaging with her in that manner would somehow transform her into 'normal', but it has never succeeded." "I have tried, Meg! Your protection of her is merely a crutch. She deserves the opportunity to experience life independently, away from the influence of her parents. I’ve put in a tremendous amount of effort to ensure she receives all the support she requires, along with everything my other kids desired and everything you wished for. It's perfectly reasonable to desire a life where a grown daughter isn't always present.


	



	In the meantime, Nitori made her way to the car. With a nonchalant glance, she twirled the keys around her finger effortlessly. The wind started to dance gently, causing her canary yellow dress to flutter and the thick waves in her hair to sway gracefully. With a keen eye, she surveyed the parking lot until her gaze landed on the striking red Mercedes Benz SUV. As she neared the rear of the car, she glanced at the remote and pressed the unlock button. The alarm let out two sharp chirps, and the taillights flashed in response. Nitori moved ahead to open the door, but her focus was abruptly pulled away by the jarring sound of tires screeching. As she pivoted to uncover the source of the commotion, a powerful presence collided with her, the weight of a solid form pressing against her, strong arms restraining her, and a hand swiftly covering her mouth. In an instant, darkness enveloped her as a hood was pulled over her head, and she was forcefully tossed into a spacious vehicle. The door crashed shut, tires screeched, and just like that, Nitori vanished.


	



	Inside the store, Megan's attention was suddenly captured by the unsettling sound of tires squealing outside. With a sharp intake of breath, she glanced at her watch. “Glen, how long has it been since Tori left?!” He glanced at the time on his cell phone and remarked, “Umm, five, maybe six minutes.” Megan swiftly collected all her new purchases and rushed toward the door, “It shouldn’t take that long!” We need to ensure she hasn't strayed away! Glen shook his head and followed her, “You’re exaggerating. You know exactly where she is at all times, and she walks like she’s enjoying a leisurely day in the park.” Megan moved quickly, her feet hitting the asphalt with purpose as she searched for the car. “I can’t quite recall where we parked; she has my keys. Could you hit the panic button on your remote?” Glen sighed, reaching into his back pocket to retrieve his key chain. With a decisive press of the button, a deafening blare erupted, reverberating from the far side of the parking lot to the left.


	



	Megan quickened her stride, practically sprinting to the car. Just four feet away from the car, she came to an abrupt halt. All that she held slipped from her grasp and fell to the earth. Her breath hitched as she locked eyes with the car. Just beside the tires, she noticed her car keys, and right behind them lay the yellow daisy she had placed in Nitori’s hair earlier. Glen rushed over to Megan, concerned by her response. Megan hurried to the Benz and flung the door open. Within, Nitori was nowhere to be found. Glen scanned every window of the vehicle, then sped off through the parking lot, determined to find his daughter. Desperation filled the air as both parents called out her name, but she was nowhere to be found. Megan clutched Glen in a frenzy, tears streaming down her face as she cried out, “My baby’s gone, oh my God, my baby!” Glen, oh my, we absolutely must locate her! We need to locate Nitori! Glen embraced her firmly, tears cascading down his cheeks. “Alright, alright, let’s call the authorities!” And that’s when their nightmare unfolded.
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