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**Trigger Warning** 

This series is not suitable for readers under 18. This book contains elements of emotional, sexual, and physical cruelty. Any readers with sensitivity to the above topics should proceed with caution, and at their own risk.

Chapter 1 (Lizzie)

 

“New voicemail. Press one to listen,” the robotic voice on the other end of my phone informed me. 

I didn't need to listen, I already knew exactly who it would be from. I received the same call every two weeks, without fail, same number. For the last 3 years. 

I let the tears fall for one night, every two weeks. Those are the only moments of weakness I ever allow myself. 

The first year was the worst. I didn't know how I would survive it, I barely did. If it wasn't for Zoe and my parents, I'd probably be dead right now. 

Obviously, I couldn't tell my parents the actual truth about Brandon. So I just let them think that my young age, and the fact that he was in jail and all; made me have a change of heart. 

Zoe was the only one who really knew the truth, she was the only one who wouldn't judge me for all my fucked up feelings. 

My father wasn't kidding that time when he told me if college life wasn't for me, I always had a job at the diner. I was forced to take him up on that offer. 

I lost my scholarship. Apparently, attending class is a big requirement to fulfilling your end of the bargain. I knew it was happening, I just didn't care. 

Around the two-year mark, my parents decided to sit me down to have a serious conversation. I thought they were getting a divorce or something, but it was worse. They were leaving Brookville,for good. They wanted to retire. They had saved up a lot of money throughout the years, for this specific point in their life. 

They had a gift for me though. They wanted me to take over the family business. 

They didn't like my response.

I told them I would be happy to take the space, and the building, but I didn't want the diner. It held too many horrible memories in it for me. Plus I'm not too keen on serving up burgers. Vegetarian and all. 

The memories of that diner would only continue to torment me.

Memories of Brandon and his dimple, his kind eyes, his fucking lie. 

Memories of Matt and his threats, manipulation, the rape. 

My parents asked me what I wanted to do with it. I told them, since at that time, I was turning 21…I wanted to turn it into a bar. Ironically, they looked at me like I was drunk.

Reluctantly though, they agreed. I got a loan out for the renovations, and I've had it up and running for the better part of a year. 

Brookville never had a bar, and trust me, the town needed it. I needed it, to live in this god-forsaken place. 

One might ask why I didn't leave Brookville for good. The answer to that is complicated, to say the least. 

First and foremost, my parents left me their house, and a business. I don't know many people who are 22 and an entrepreneur. It was an offer I couldn't refuse. 

The other reasons are the complicated ones. In some sick, strange way, it was my heart's way of staying closer to Brandon. Or rather, it was my heart's way of reminding me that I could get over Brandon. 

I had healed from him before in Brookville. Well, sort of, right before I went off to college. 

Besides, I knew once he got out, he would just come looking for me. I wanted him to see I was just fine without him, and I would continue being just fine without him. 

At least, that's what I told myself when I looked in the mirror every morning. 

Even though what Brandon and I had was based off of a lie, it sure felt like it must have been the real thing. Well; for me. 

Now, almost three years later, and it still feels like my heart got ripped out of my chest just yesterday. 

I couldn't even get rid of his engagement ring. I thought about mailing it to the jail, but they wouldn't let him have it anyway. It would probably get stolen by one of the guards.

I mean, I certainly couldn't wear it on my finger anymore, we were no longer engaged. 

Even though   we never officially ended it.

However, when the love of your life confesses that he planned for and blackmailed a person to rape you, it's clearly over. 

Actually, I'm sorry. When the rapist himself, confesses that the love of your life planned and blackmailed him to rape you, the relationship is over. 

How does a person ever get through that? 

Exactly…you don't. 

Or at least, that's what Zoe's advice was to me, when I asked her if she wanted to be the proud new owner of a gorgeous engagement ring. It was her suggestion that I wear it on a chain. 

This way when my heart ached for the Brandon that I knew and loved, it would be close to my heart. When my heart hurt because of what Brandon had done, it reminded me to stay strong. 

So far, it was working. At least, that's what I told myself, as I wrapped a big terry cloth towel around my freshly showered body. 

I was working the night shift at my bar. Just like I always did, and will do. 

One step in front of the other Lizzie, you'll get through it. Just breathe.

 




Chapter 2 (Brandon)

 

I wish she would just pick up the phone for once. I knew she had to have heard all my voicemails, she still hasn't changed her number...yet. 

The few times she picked up during the first year, she would just start hysterically crying and hand the phone over to Zoe. 

It broke my heart, but I just wanted her to know how much I love her, and how fucking sorry I was. 

I can't believe everything that's happened. 

The worst thing about being in the slammer? All of the time you spend thinking about what you did wrong. 

Clearly, I'm not referring to the piece of shit I killed, he deserved it and then some. I would do it again in a heartbeat. I would have shot even more bullets into his head. 

He was trying to kill the woman I love. After he already killed my father, raped my mother, and was about to rape the love of my life, before he killed her. 

I will never forget her cries that night, they haunt me in my sleep.

I will never forget the way she looked at me after she found out the truth, that haunts me every time I look in the mirror. 

Every single thing I tried to protect Lizzie from, backfired with a vengeance, and then some that night. 

Fucking Matt, he never saw the big picture, only what was right in front of him.

He was like an infant who only wanted what he wanted, everyone else be damned. He never saw how telling Lizzie everything, put her directly in the line of fire, literally and figuratively. 

I know, I know. I'm not exactly Prince Charming. However, everything I felt, and feel for Lizzie is real. 

I love that woman more than life itself. I wish I knew how she was doing. I just want to know that she's okay.

I mean, I know logically, she's doing fine. That girl is as fearless as they come. 

I just wish I knew what she was feeling, and how she's coping. If it wasn't for Zoe, I wouldn't even know if she was alive or dead. 

Out of the kindness of her heart, a thank-you for saving her friends life; Zoe writes me a very short, and to the point note about Lizzie every 3 months. 

It usually says something like: ‘She's alive, Matt's still in a coma, no danger, she's safe.’ 

That's it, but it's just enough to get me by…barely. 

She's all I think about. I mean, especially since I have all this time on my hands now. 

Who am I kidding? She was all I thought about even when I wasn't in the tank. 

If there was any day of my life I could take back, it would be that day in the bathroom. I had no clue she was a virgin that day either. That was the cherry, or not, on top of the fucked up cake I baked her. 

I still can't believe I set that up. All I saw was revenge…payback. 

I wanted Matt's father to suffer, and it was the first level of the plan to take him down. 

I thought in my fucked up head, that Lizzie would be strong enough to get through it…and she was. 

Until all of Matt's lies and manipulation, and finally…the biggest lie of them all, me; took her in and swallowed her whole. 

No one could make it through that and not come out severely messed up. At least, no one but her. 

All I could do was apologize to her every two weeks, and tell her how much I loved her. 

That's it, that's all I could do. That, and count the days until I saw her again. 

Prison's the easy part, not being able to see or talk to Lizzie? That's the worst sentence of all. 

“Rivers, let's go,” a voice called out in the distance. 

Time to go workout my heartbreak in the gym for my hour a day.

 

Chapter 3 (Matt)

 

 

“What is your name?” a voice asked. 

“Matthew Star.” 

“When is your birthday?” 

“November 13th, or so they tell me.”

“How old are you?” “19...Um, sorry. I'm 22,” I answered, still in disbelief.

“Okay Mr. Star. Medically you are fully recovered. With the exception of your memory, you are the epitome of perfect health,” the Doctor said, as he looked through my chart.

“Can I leave now? I mean no offense Doc, the nurses are cute and all, but I've spent almost 3 years in this place.” 

“Yes, you can go home today. The headaches will be a reoccurring side effect, and the chances of you regaining your memory are very slim. However, I have made referrals for you, as well as follow up appointments with a psychiatrist and a neurologist. You are to keep those appointments and keep me updated, especially if any new side effects arise. I have a meeting to go to, but the nurse will be in here shortly. I wish you the best, take care,” the doctor said as he sorted through more paperwork and left the room.

“Mathew? I have your stuff ready for you to go home,” a cute redheaded nurse said to me curtly, as she handed me a bag. 

Home? What a concept. I didn't have a home. 

I did however, have a lot of money in my savings account, so that wouldn't be a problem much longer. 

“Thanks,” I responded, taking the bag from her. 

“Yup,” she answered sharply, before leaving the room. 

I swear, I will never understand the opposite sex. 

Ever since I woke up, the ladies haven't been too kind to me. 

I have no idea why. I mean, I'm a medical miracle, that ought to get a man laid, right? 

I'm not bad looking either. Unfortunately, I'm not as built as the pictures tell me I was before, but I'm still sexy. 

I have no idea why all the nurses in the hospital have been so nasty to me. 

Maybe it's just a nurse thing, I thought to myself, while leaving the hospital. 

Finally I'm free. I have a lot of living to make up for. 

It's strange to say the least, realizing you've lost the last almost 3 years of your life and you have no idea who you were before that. 

I would ask my Mom, but she's in the Caribbean, apparently on her third husband now. 

All I know- is that I grew up in Brookville, and whatever the team of doctors told me. Which really wasn't all that much. 

I have to do some research on myself, but first…I'm going to celebrate. 

Waking up and finding out that you're now past the legal drinking age…is probably the only advantage to a situation like this. 

I'm gonna hit the bar…looks like I picked the right time to. 

 

***

 

When I walked outside, the night sky was dark. It was late, but not too late to celebrate. 

“Know any good bars around here?” I asked the cabdriver, as I got in. 

“Yes. There is a fairly new bar in Brookville. It opened up about a year ago. I shall take you there.”

“Okay. Thanks.” 

It didn't really matter where I went, I just needed to relax and let off some steam. 

When he said we arrived. I got out in front of a small building, with the word ‘Fearless’ lit up, flashing in red letters. 

Weird name for a bar, but whatever floats your boat. 

I looked through the glass window. I was immediately captivated. I couldn't take my eyes off of her. 

She stood behind the bar, obviously tending to it. 

She had to be the most beautiful girl I've ever seen in my life. 

I mean, not that I really remember much of my life, or really any of my life, for that matter. 

She was definitely way more beautiful than any of the nurses or the other hospital staff though.

I watched her lean over the bar as she served some guy a drink. 

Her long dark hair flowed down the middle of her back, she smiled and I thought I would pass out.

I looked up, her green eyes were like emeralds, and her lips were full and luscious. 

She was a little-bit-of a thing though, maybe just past 5 feet. You would never guess from her demeanor though. 

Shit. Look at the rack on this broad. Those had to be the nicest tits I've ever seen. 

Again, not that I would remember, but damn. Full, firm, and the perfect size, like cantaloupes. Can I get me an order of that? And please, make it a double.

I watched as she turned around to the register behind her, to give the man his change. 

Her ass was like an apple, or an onion, damn. I bet she could bring a man to his knees.

I'd love to be brought to my knees in front of her. 

I should just stop being a pussy, and do it. Just man up, walk in, and introduce yourself. What's the worst that could happen, right? 

At least, that's what I told myself, as I opened the door and walked in. 

Hmm, maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all? The look she gave me, was just slightly less then pissed the hell off, when she finally looked up at me. 

It reminded me of the looks all the nurses gave me at the hospital. What the fuck is it with this town? Every chick's got an attitude problem.

Or was I the problem? No fuck that, I would know if I was the problem, right? 

“Hello, beautiful. What's your name?” I decided to try as my opening line to her. Flattery and direct to the point. What could go wrong? 

“You're shitting me right?” was her only reply. 

This can't be good. “Look, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to offend you. I'm new around here. I mean, sort of. Apparently people know me, but I don't know anyone. It's confusing. I didn't mean to cause you any problems. Hopefully, I didn't upset you in the past either. God, I hope not,” I said, ready to tuck my tail between my legs and walk away. 

“So it's really true? You have no idea who you are?” she asked, her expression puzzled. 

“Yup. I wish I did. No one will help me though. I only know my name and birthday. That, and I'm 22 years old.“ 

“What can I get you to drink?” she asked, her tone surprisingly polite. 

“Um. I don't know. Sorry, I don't know what I like to drink. Surprise me.” 

She looked at me hard for a second, before she took a cherry from a bin and stuck it in her mouth. 

God she’s sexy. 

“Well, you used to be a beer drinker. Mostly from a funnel, but since I don't have any of those behind the bar, you're going to have to make due with a mug,” she said, her tone sarcastic now. 

She grabbed a mug, and took a hose from underneath the bar, filling the mug with beer. She handed it back to me. 

Then it hit me. This girl knows who I am. 

Maybe she could help me? Please, tell me I fucked her. Please, tell me I had at least one night with those glorious tits in my face, and those legs wrapped around me. 

She went back over to the bin, leaned over and plucked another cherry from it. 

I decided to get one more look at her amazing rack. I noticed a necklace buried in between her cleavage. At the end of the necklace, hung a diamond ring. 

Well, that sucks. 

Or does it? Usually, engaged girls wear their rings on their left ring fingers, right? At least, that's what the cosmo magazine I read one day in the hospital told me. 

Either way, she knew who I was before I was in a coma. She's the first person I've met, who seems like they could actually tell me exactly who I am. 

I had to ask if she'd be willing to give me some information. 

“Sorry to bother you again. So, it seems like you may have known who I was before my accident. Would you be willing to help me figure out who I was? I mean, any information you have at all would be greatly appreciated. Even just a conversation. Can you help me?” I asked, hoping my voice didn't sound too desperate. 

She put the cherry in her mouth, she appeared to be in deep thought before she answered. 

“Yeah, I can do that,” she replied, rather coldly, as she plucked the cherry stem from her mouth.

 

 

Chapter 4 (Lizzie)

 

Oh, this was too good. I mean, really? What are the chances. 

Of course I would help him figure out who he really was. It was the least I could do, right?

I heard the rumors in town a few weeks ago, I never believed them for a second though. 

He was the last person I ever expected to walk into my bar. 

He didn't even seem like the same Matt I knew. He even looked kind of different. 

I mean, his body wasn't as big, but oddly enough, it made him appear kinder. 

It made him appear human. It reminded me of his Mr. Hyde personality, the charming one. 

That wasn't the first thing I noticed though. 

His eyes. His dark eyes, they didn't seem so evil anymore. 

How does that even happen? How do I know he's not faking it? 

I mean, he didn't fall for my cherry act. The old Matt would never have been able to resist that, it held way too much significance for him. 

If I wanted my revenge against him, this would be my perfect opportunity. 

This would be the best opportunity for payback, for the both of them. 

I could manipulate Matt, like he did to me, and it would hurt Brandon. 

Talk about two birds, one stone. 

I just couldn't let Matt know exactly who I was, or who he was, for that matter. I had to manipulate him by only telling him what I wanted him to know. 

What better way to get back at Brandon then have him hear that I was in love with Matt, especially while he was in jail? 

At first, Brandon would assume that it was all Matt's manipulation, just like last time. That's all he would think about…until I made him believe it when he got out, and he saw it with his own eyes. 

Then eventually, I would crush Matt with the real news about who he truly was, but not until long after Brandon was out of the picture, devastated by the brother I choose. 

He would be beyond broken it wasn't him this time around. 

My plan was pure evil, it even sounds like the exact thing that the old Matt would have done. All the better for me though. 

Let the games begin. Eat your heart out boys, and choke on it. 

“So, you never told me your name,” Matt said, interrupting my thoughts.

Crap, I knew the press never released my name, but that doesn't mean someone in town wouldn't end up slipping up sooner or later. 

It also didn't mean that Matt couldn't google himself, but that would come later. 

If I gave him a different name, he would never know the victim was me, and it would crush him, especially after I already made him fall for me.

If he wasn't lying that is. 

Part of me wanted to find out once and for all if he was lying, and tell him my name was ‘cupcake’, but I'd probably puke trying to get the word out. 

Think Lizzie, think. 

Great, he’s starting to look at me funny. “I'm L...” I stalled. “I'm Lexie,” I said, holding my hand out to him. 

Not bad, close enough, sort of sounds like the slurred drunk version of Lizzie. 

“Well, it's nice to meet you, again Lexie. I'm Matt,” he said, before taking my hand. 

“So I have to find a hotel tonight, and rent an apartment tomorrow, but after can I take you out to dinner?” he asked. 

“I'm sorry, I work. Every single night. You can come here though, the middle of the week is usually slow anyway, we can talk. I'll answer any questions you have, and I'll be sure to help anyway I can.” 

“Thank you so much. You have no idea how much I appreciate you helping me. You're a lifesaver.” 

And you're a life ruiner, but I'm gonna return the favor, don't you worry. 

“Oh, no problem,” I said. “It's the least I could do, given our history and all.”  

“Well, I look forward to hearing all about it. I hope it was a good one.” 

“Yeah, it was life changing.” 

He gave me an odd look. I really needed to tone down the sarcasm a bit. 

“Okay, I'll see you tomorrow. Have a good night. Thanks again,” he said, waving as he walked out the door. 

Yeah, he couldn't be the old Matt. The old Matt would have never left me alone. 

I needed to come up with something good, and believable. My plan, my payback, depended on it. 

I had to be the master manipulator this time. Lucky for me, I had some really great teachers.














 

Chapter 5 (Brandon)

 

 

    Brandon, 

                Lizzie's still alive, no danger, she's safe. 

                                                                                                                                                                                        Zoe.

 

Well that should be comforting, right? 

Something was off, though. 

It was about 5 words too short. I knew exactly what those five words were: ‘Matt's still in a coma’. 

Surely, someone would have told me if the bastard died, right? 

Yeah, I would have definitely heard about it, given he's my brother and all. 

That could only mean one thing. Matt was out of a coma, and it didn't take a genius to figure out where his first stop would be. 

He was obsessed with Lizzie, not that I couldn't understand why. 

At least Lizzie was in love with me right back, and we had something special together…before she found out the truth.

On the bright side, I know Lizzie would never fall for him, that was a fact. She wouldn't want anything to do with him, not that I could blame her. 

Problem is, how far would Matt's obsession go? Especially with me behind bars. 

Matt was unpredictable at best, and a manic at worst. 

I mean, one second, he's telling her he loves her, the next he's strangling her. 

One second, he's putting her dead center in a psychotic killers storm, and the next he's saving her from a speeding bullet. 

Not that I'm not grateful for it. It's actually the only reason he's still even breathing right now.

Talk about helpless. This was beyond helpless, this was hopeless.

I promised her that I would always protect her. How the fuck can I do that from in here though? 

There was only one way, I had to get out. 

I'm not dumb enough to break out of prison. That never ended up working out well. Plus, I didn't want to have to go into hiding. 

I wanted to be right out in the open, as a warning to Matt not to go near her. 

Unfortunately a five year stint, meant exactly that—a five year stint. I was just approaching year three now. 

I suppose I could try for a parole hearing or something, but would they even grant me one? And even if I got the meeting, would they release me? 

With the exception of my first two weeks in here, I've been a model jailbird. 

Would they still hold that guy's broken jaw over my head as punishment?

In my defense, he was trying to get me to drop the soap in the shower. I earned a nice shank mark from it to. I had to take him out as a warning. 

After that, people left me alone for the most part. Especially after they found out who it was I killed. 

Football fans gave me a lot of shit at first...then they found out who my own father was. 

Then, I told them what my exact reasons behind the killing were.

Needless to say, no one questioned them. 

Anyone with a father, a mother, and anyone who's ever been in love before understood exactly where I was coming from. 

I turned all my rage into the only thing I could, I used it as fuel for my workouts. 

I was now almost twice the size I was when I first arrived. 

The bonus being that maybe Lizzie would like what she saw when I finally got out, not that she’s ever complained before. She's never been into looks, despite her own beauty. 

It was a small part of what made me fall for her even harder. 

Her heart was pure and innocent. I just hoped that part of that heart still belonged to me. 

Fuck, I really need to call my lawyer.




 

Chapter 6 (Matt)

 

On the bright side, finding an apartment was easier then I thought it would be in this town. 

The downside? I don't know what to think when it comes to Lexie. 

What kind of history did we have? Life changing? What in the world could that mean? 

Why was she playing so hot and cold with me? 

I really hope I didn't screw things up with her in the past. 

I can't explain why, but I feel this need to just be around her. 

I feel like a freaking crazy person when it comes to her. 

I need to learn how to play it cool though, or this was bound to end up in disaster. 

I'm so freaking attracted to her, I had to tell Matt junior to control himself, twice last night.

I just wanted to jump over the bar, bury myself in her, and make her mine. 

Not that I would ever take advantage of her, I could never do that to her, or anyone else for that matter. 

Any man who does that should burn in hell for all eternity. 

I really wish these headaches would go away already, especially around Lexie. 

Maybe its her perfume or something? I don't know, I don't know anything.

I feel so out of control, I hate it. 

I don't even know what my favorite color is. Something so simple, yet it's so annoying not to know. 

I mean, what's my favorite thing to eat? Well, come to think of it that didn't matter to me anymore. I'm pretty sure my new favorite thing to eat would be Lexie. 

Fuck, I've never thought about it before, but am I even any good in bed? What if I'm horrible? What if I was the worst lay in the entire world? Hell, maybe that's why every girl in this town hates me? 

Christ, I've never had sex before! 

I mean physically, I know I have. I've seen the pictures of exes, I have the pantie collection, I even have a few pictures for the spank bank.

I just don't remember any of it. I know nothing about techniques, or any of that shit. 

As great as it was to wake up and be over 21, it equally sucks to go back to feeling like a fucking virgin. Ha, a virgin. What a fucking thought. 

Get your head out of your ass Matt, Lexie seems like the type of girl to call you out on your shit. 

Just play it cool. You got this, what's the worst that could happen? 

Jesus, she looks even more beautiful tonight then last night. How is that even possible? 

She's just in a simple black tank top and jeans, nothing out of the ordinary. Except she's the one wearing it. 

Seriously Matt, you will blow this if you can't control yourself. 

Just be calm, collected, and nice. 

That shouldn't be too hard…right? 

Besides, she probably wouldn't even be interested in someone like me in the first place.

Not a girl like her. 

I guess it's time to man up and find out what kind of history we have once and for all. 

Hopefully, it's a hot and sexy one. 

Fuck, this damn headache.




 

Chapter 7 (Lizzie)

 

Okay, he's here. Time to be Lexie, not Lizzie.

I can't believe I'm about to try and get Matt interested in me, intentionally this time. 

Maybe I didn't really think this plan through. 

After all he's done to me, it should make me sick, but the thought of revenge? That's the best thing I've heard in a long while. 

I'm not good at seducing guys though, the old Matt was right. I don't even know how I managed to get Brandon or him to end up so in love with me in the first place. I was just being me. In fact, I was actually trying to get them away from me. 

Maybe that's what I should do? It worked for him the last time, it's worth a shot, right? 

Take a deep breath Lizzie, er…Lexie. It's show time. 

“Hey, how are you?” Matt asked, as he took a seat in front of me at the bar. 

I don't think he's ever asked me that before, at least- the old Matt never did. 

“Never better, yourself?” 

“Wish I could say the same, but I would never know right?” he mumbled, looking down at the floor. 

I almost felt bad for him then. Lizzie stop it, revenge remember? Just stick to the damn plan.  “Okay, well I'm all ears. Ask me whatever you want. I'll try and answer what I can for you,” I said, deciding to walk back towards him. 

“Okay, first things first. How do we know each other? Did we grow up in Brookville together?” 

Perfect. “Yes, we did. We weren't close until our senior year of high school though,” I answered, hoping I wasn't too close to the edge. I had to keep some of the truth in it. 

“Why what happened senior year? Anything special?”

Oh, you motherfuck...Stop it, Lizzie. He doesn't know who he is, and it's not really his fault for using the term ‘special’ either. 

How do I answer this? I have to have some elements of truth, or he would figure it out, sooner rather than later. 

“Yeah. I mean, I guess you can say that. We had a moment,” I said, trying my best to be nonchalant. 

He raised an eyebrow. “A life-changing moment, apparently.”

Yeah, I'll freaking say. 

“Yup. Life-changing indeed.” 

“I'm sorry. I'm not trying to be rude, I'm really not. I just don't understand all these vague answers. I don't know what to make of it…it's actually confusing me more. I'm just praying I didn't screw things up with you in the past. So if I did, can you please just tell me. I know, I probably sound like a weirdo or something, but you're the only person I feel like I can talk to here. The only one who might really know who I am…on the inside. What makes me…me,” he said, tilting his head up to look into my eyes. 

Ugh. Moment of truth…or not. 

“We hooked up. Once. Um, twice actually,” I said, while trying not to gag on my words. 

“Really? Wow, but what made it so life changing, though? I mean, I can't imagine why it would be a pinnacle moment. I'm just a normal guy. Unless—wait, was I your first? Did I take your virginity?” His eyes opened up wide. “If not, I'm really sorry. I do not mean to cross any intrusive boundary like that with you,” he said, blushing. 

Yeah, I'm officially convinced now. 

He clearly has no idea who he really is. 

“Yes. You were my first. You took my virginity.” 

You took it right from me, you fucking bastard. 

“Oh, did we date or something? How did things end off with us? I didn't mess things up between us…right?”   

Deep breath, Lizzie, deep breath. 

“Sort of, briefly. You cheated on your girlfriend with me, she walked in on us. But she was kind of a bitch, so she had it coming. We briefly dated after that. And then we went off to college and that was it,” I said, trying to sound convincing. 

“Oh, you mean she walked in on us together, like having sex? Wow, that was a dick move. I mean, no offense to you, but I don't think it's very honorable to cheat, even if she was a bitch. I should have just ended it with her before then. Anyway, after college did we still stay in contact? Did I still call you and stuff ?” 

Stalked. You stalked me and stuff. 

And what is with this honorable talk? I didn't even think he knew what the word meant. 

“Nope. You never called me again. We just lost contact. It happens.” 

“Oh, man. Well that explains it now. I'm sorry I screwed up. Is there anything I can do to make it up to you?” he asked, doing that hopeful look with his eyes again. 

Oh, Matt, don't you worry. You're making it up to me right now, I thought to myself as I batted my eyelashes and smiled at him.




 

Chapter 8 (Matt)

 

Is she flirting with me? She's smiling, and she's doing that eyelash thing. 

God, she is so sexy.

And wishes apparently do come true, turns out I did have those legs wrapped around me after all. Hallelujah. 

Question is—how do I get those legs wrapped around me again? 

I can't believe I didn't stay in contact with her when we went to college. 

Talk about a bonehead move. 

“Hey, Lexie? I have another question. What did I study in college? I don't remember any of it. Where did I go?” 

“Oh. Um, you went to Brown. You actually went on a football scholarship, but I don't think you should play anymore. I mean, not until you clear it with your doctors,” she said, nervously. 

That's weird.

“Football? I mean, I guess that makes sense. I've seen the pictures and stuff, but I don't know. Never mind.”   

“No, Matt, what is it? I'm here to help remember?” she said, looking concerned. 

“I mean, it's just weird. I have no desire to play football. None. I mean, obviously it must have been a big part of my life, but I could care less about it now.” 

She looked at me funny and her eyes opened wide, before she spoke again. 

“Oh, I mean that is surprising. It's probably for the best, though. I'm sorry, I know this all must be pretty hard for you,” she said, looking me in the eyes, and reaching across for my hand. 

I couldn't help but smile—if she only knew just how hard it was.

Matt, stop being a horn dog, that's not the way to win this girl over. Find out more information about yourself you bone head. 

“So, was there anything else I was good at, besides football? Like any subjects that I excelled in? Maybe I should take a few courses in those.” 

I saw something odd flash across her face briefly, but then she just smiled and looked up at me. “Math. You were really good at math.” 

“Lexie, can I take you out on a date sometime? I know you work every night, but maybe after work we can hang out? I understand if you don't want to. Either way, I'm just really grateful that you've been so helpful,” I said, preparing myself to get rejected. 

“Sure. Tomorrow night. I can close up a little early, and we can go back to my house. There won't be anything open by the time I close up, but I can make us dinner or something and we can talk,” she said, while I tried to hide my look of shock. 

I smiled as I got up to leave. “Great. I'll meet you here tomorrow night. I look forward to it. Thank you again for everything Lexie.” 

I really wanted to stay longer, but I don't want to come off as some weird clinger. That, and my headache was starting to turn into a migraine now. 

“Me too. And don't mention it, Matt—it's the least I can do,” she said, as I walked out the door.




 

Chapter 9 (Lizzie)

 

“Who's Lexie, Lizzy-Liz? And was that, who I think it was, that just walked out the door? I mean he's, I don't know…smaller? But for a second…I could have sworn that was—” Zoe said, before I cut her off. 

Crap. She must have walked in through the back, I forgot she was coming by after her art show. 

Don't lie to Zoe. She's the only person you can trust remember? 

Plus, she won't judge you. 

“Matt? Yeah, it was,” I answered, refusing to meet her eyes, which I'm sure were about to pop out of her head at this point. 

“What? Why? How? I thought he was still playing sleeping beauty. I'm just worried about you Lizzie-Liz. I'm not trying to be, you know, like that. I'm just scared for you.” 

Just come clean and tell her the plan. You could probably use the backup. 

“He's out of a coma now. Well, obviously. But he doesn't remember who he is, or anyone else for that matter. He's like completely different. He remembers nothing…like nothing. And Zoe, he's a nice guy now. It's so freaking weird—” I started to say, before Zoe cut me off. 

“Matt. Like Matt…Matt?” She shook her head. “Yeah, this is so weird, I need a drink.”

I poured her a drink and handed it to her. “Don't worry, Zoe. I have a plan. It's all under control.”

“Spill it.” 

“Okay, so revenge. Payback. Clearly it has to happen. What better opportunity than this? I'm going to manipulate Matt. Make him fall in love with me. Or, who he thinks I am. Which is Lexie, by the way. I figured it's safer, in case he ends up researching himself, and he ends up figuring out what he's done. He won't think that I'm the one he did it to. So either way, the plan will work. Then, after he's hopelessly in love with me, I'm gonna crush him. Like a damn bug. It's gonna be gre—.” I started to say, before Zoe cut me off again.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?”   

Whoa, so much for Zoe not being one to judge. 

“I mean, Lizzy-Liz. I love you. But Matt was psycho obsessed with you. Why would you just go walking right back into that? You're free from him. If he doesn't remember anything, then you're safe. If he doesn't remember anything, he will leave you alone. He won't be obsessed with you anymore. So, why would you purposely make him obsessed with you?” Zoe asked, throwing her hands up in the air. 

I've never seen her like this before. She had a point, but revenge was going to be so worth it. 

“Just hear me out. It will be killing two birds with one stone. I crush Matt's heart, and I hurt Brandon. Brandon will be destroyed when he finds out that I'm choosing Matt of my own free will. Well, at least I will make him think that's what I'm doing. I'm going to have to spend some time with Matt, but it will all be worth it in the end. Plus, Matt's shockingly pretty nice to be around right now. It will break Brandon's heart into a million pieces. Like what he did to me. Besides, Matt's sweet and respectful now and stuff,” I finished, waiting for her to smile and see things my way. 

“You have Stockholm's syndrome,” Zoe said, while throwing her hands up again. 

Why is she being so weird about this? It's a flawless plan. 

“Zoe. No, I don't. I just want pay back, that's all. After everything they, and Brandon did to me. I think I deserve it.” 

“Yeah. I mean, I get it. I do. There are just some things you clearly haven't thought through yet, though.”

“What's that?” 

“In order to get Matt to fall in love with you, you're going to need to have sex with him. Did you hear me? You're going to need to have sex with the man who freaking raped you. I know Brandon hurt you, so fucking much. More than most people, and then some. But is having sex with Matt, and faking a relationship with him, really the way to go about pay back?” 

Fuck. I didn't really think of that. I mean, I sort of did, vaguely. I didn't want to think about that. 

I mean, Matt was also the person who saved me from a bullet. Our history in general is one big mind fuck. My head is all kinds of messed up when it comes to him. Or rather, because of him.

One thing is clear though. I want my pay back. And I want Brandon to hurt, bad. 

I want him to feel it.

“Zoe. It's the only way. I can't keep living like this. He's all I ever think about, all the time. I dream about him all the time. He haunts me, our love haunts me, and what he did to me haunts me. It hurts. It hurts worse than I ever thought it could. I want him to hurt. I want him to hurt the way I do. It's not fair, Zoe. Nothing that they…or he…did to me is fair. I want him to suffer, because he fucking broke me.” 

Zoe stood up and moved across the bar to me before she wrapped me up in a hug. 

“Then you do what you need to, Lizzy-Liz. I'll be there for you every step of the way. I'll go along with anything you need me to. But, I just want you to realize something. What makes you think he isn't hurting just as much as you are? What makes you think he didn't break himself too?” Zoe asked, as she put her head on my shoulder.

 

Chapter 10 (Brandon)

 

Today's the day. My lawyer pulled some strings and got me an early parole hearing. 

Nervous, would be the understatement of the year right about now. 

Almost as nervous as I was that night Lizzie found everything out. 

Almost as nervous as I was the day I asked her to be my wife. 

Well, here goes nothing, or everything. 

 

***

 

“Mr. Rivers. Can you please tell us, in your own words, why you should be considered for early release?” A lady in a stuffy suit asked, as she looked down her nose at me. 

Everyone on the panel had the same expression on their face that she did. 

“With the exception of an incident that happened during the first two-weeks of my sentence, I've worked hard to be an exemplary inmate. I've never been in trouble since, and I don't intend to be. I keep to myself, I'm respectful, and I take full responsibility for all of my actions,” I said, hoping they would believe me. 

“Regarding your crime, the murder. Do you have remorse for the life lost? If you were in the same position, who's to say you wouldn't do the same exact thing again?” the woman asked, giving me a stern look. 

I swallowed hard. “I do feel remorse. It was a very bad thing that I did. I wish I could take it back. I think about it all the time. I wish it was me that it happened to, that's what I deserve. I would never, ever do something like that again.”   

I was secretly hoping they couldn't sense that it wasn't the murder of Mr. Star that I was referring to. 

“Very well then, Mr. Rivers. Given your good behavior, and the fact that you intervened and protected a female guard, before she could be attacked by another inmate during your second year here. I hereby declare that you are free to leave early. I believe your lawyer has some paperwork for you to sign. I hope I never see you back here. I hope you've learned your lesson. Good day,” the woman said, her face slightly more pleasant now.

I'm free? Fuck. I'm a free man. It worked. 

Lizzie…baby. Here I come. 

God, I can't wait to see you.







 

Chapter 11 (Lizzie)

 

“Sorry, just give me a few more minutes to close up,” I said, as I was wiping down the bar and clearing all the empty glasses. 

“Take your time. Can I help?” Matt asked, while looking around. 

“Nope I think I got it.” 

I was currently standing on a chair, attempting to pull a heavy box of liqueur from the top storage shelf above the bar. 

“Are you sure? That looks really heavy. It doesn't look too safe. Let me help,” Matt said moving over toward me now. 

Yeah, like you're really worried about my safety. 

Ugh, Lizzie get it together. 

I was so lost in thought, that I did in fact, end up slipping off the chair. I thought my face was going to bust right open, but Matt swooped in and caught me in his arms. 

This is strange. The last time he swooped in- he threw me in a lake. 

“I got ya,” Matt said, picking me up like I weighed two lbs. 

“Thanks,” I said, while wondering why I wasn't more freaked out about being held in his arms. 

It was probably because I hadn't had a man's touch in three years. Yup, just an involuntary reflex. 

God, he smells good. 

Lizzie, what are you doing? You know who this is right? 

“No problem, it was my pleasure.” 

Oh boy, this is strange. Zoe was right, I didn't think this through. 

No, I need this. I need revenge. 

I need a fucking orgasm too, but I need revenge more.

I mean, what date number were we on now anyway? I lost track. Our dates have only consisted of going back to my house, me making us food, and him asking questions like: ‘What's my favorite color?’ I guessed blue. 

He's been the most perfect gentlemen too, who would have ever guessed. 

He hasn't even so much as leaned in for a kiss, in the last three weeks we've been dating. 

I was starting to think my plan was failing miserably. 

He tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear while he looked me in the eyes. “You know, I could hold you like this all night.”. 

That is something I'll never get used to, his eyes weren't creepy anymore. 

They were kind and warm. Man, I really need to get a grip. 

“Well, I mean. I can think of worse ways to spend a night,” I said, fluttering my eyelashes up at him.

He swallowed hard and looked nervous. 

It was definitely not something I was used to seeing from him. 

“Liz...Um. Laaa-laa. I mean, Lex-Lex, like the superman character—” Zoe sung out. Very horribly I might add, as she walked in on us while he was still holding me. 

I started laughing out loud, to break up the awkwardness of the moment. 

I knew Zoe hated what was going on, but she was being a trooper and playing along. 

Except, she kept messing up my new name all the time.

Luckily, I just told Matt that she's just funny like that, and since he didn't know any better, he believed me. 

Matt got embarrassed and put me down after that. 

“I'll just be one moment,” I said to Matt, as I walked across and grabbed Zoe's arm and took her in the back. 

“Zoe, you have got to do better.” 

“I'm sorry Lizzy-Liz, Loo-Loo, Lex-luther…whatever the hell your name is. I'm trying.” 

“I appreciate it Zoe. I really do,” I said, feeling like a jerk now. 

“So, you guys are going back to your house tonight? Because that looked like a pretty intense moment that I interrupted back there. Are you gonna have sex with him tonight?” Zoe whispered, although it sounded nothing like one. 

“I don't know. I mean, I'm not ready for full on sex with him yet, but sooner or later…I'm gonna have to do something sexual.” 

“No, you don't,” she said, her expression turned serious now. 

Ugh, she was starting to remind me of Brandon. Which only reminded me of exactly why I needed to see this plan through. 

“I know. Trust me, he's not forcing me, at all. It's not like that.” 

“Yeah. I won't tell you how I really feel about that statement, but I will tell you to call me if you need me. I have my baseball bat,” she said before wrapping me up in a hug. 

Baseball bat, Brandon. I wish this ache would just go away. 

“Thanks, I know. Love you. I'll call you if I need you.” 

“Ready?” I asked in Matt’s direction as I grabbed my jacket off the chair. 

“Yup let's go.” 

 

***

 

“So, I have a really personal question and I hope you don't hate me for asking this. I just really have to know,” Matt said nervously, as we sat at my kitchen table, eating mac n cheese. 

“Shoot. I told you…I'll answer anything I can.” 

“When we had sex. Was I—was I good?”   

I said the first thing that popped into my head, without thinking. “No. It was horrible.” 

“I mean, um—” I tried to finish, before being cut off. 

“It's okay, Lex. I appreciate the honesty. I know you said we hooked up twice though, right? Was the second time any better?” he asked, damn hopeful look in his eyes again. 

Ugh, there's only one way I can save this. 

“Well, the second time we didn't have like, sex-sex. But you did give me my first orgasm, if that helps any,” I said, wishing I could stab my own eye with my fork. 

“Really? Well, that's promising at least. Glad I could do something right.” He gave me a curious look. “So like what? I just went down on you or something?” 

Yup, plus or minus the major manipulation, alcohol, and me screaming out Brandon's name. 

I stood up from the table and walked over to the sink to clear my plate.“Yeah, pretty much. That's exactly the way it went down. Or well, you know.” 

Talk about awkward. 

“Well, you know. If you ever wanted me to do that again, I wouldn't mind.” 

Good job, Lizzie. See what you've done now? 

Well, technically this is what should have happened at this point. Three weeks. No kisses or anything. I could do it…right? 

Hell, technically it's already been done before.

Truth be told, it was the only sexual act that the old Matt had done to me, that I didn't actually consider a violation. 

Except this time, I would make sure that I wouldn't be thinking of Brandon. 

In fact, just thinking of Brandon now, is exactly what prompted me say the very next words out of my mouth. 

“Okay.”




 

Chapter 12 (Matt)

 

Wait did I just hear her correctly? Did she just say okay? 

I figured, I should just go for it and ask, but I never really thought she'd go along with it. 

I'd be an idiot to screw this up right now. I mean, I haven't spent the last two weeks watching porno and stuff for nothing. 

It's go time. I'm gonna do this. 

I grabbed her waist gently, and spun her around. 

She looked nervous, but not like she didn't want it. She looked determined actually. 

Hmm, she must want this as much as I do. 

I pressed my lips to hers. Geez, her lips are soft. She hesitated for a second, and then she opened her mouth and found my tongue. 

Fuck, this girl can kiss. 

I could probably spend the whole night just kissing her like this and be happy, but of course I'm not an idiot. A girl like Lizzie invites you to spend some up close and personal time at the promise land, you fucking take the offer.

Her hands reached up and brushed along the nape of my neck, urging me to continue. 

I didn't want to push her too far, and ruin it, so I just enjoyed the kiss. 

Then…she took my hands and put them on her tits. 

Christ, they felt even better than I thought they would. I have to see them. I have to touch them, and without all this clothing. 

Maybe, if I pick her up and bring her into the living room and lay her on the couch, I can get better antiquated with them? 

So, I did just that. 

I sat her down on the couch and slowly started unbuttoning her shirt. 

Each button I undid, was like a fucking present. 

Lacy black bra, nice. Almost like she was waiting for this exact moment. 

I have to motorboat those things. Shit, they feel amazing, can I live in them? 

I licked her nipple, and she sighed. That was definitely a sigh. I'm gonna suck on her nipple, maybe she'll moan. 

I lowered my head and brought my mouth to her nipple and gently started sucking. 

Fuck, these have to be the best tits in the world. Of that I am certain. 

I wanted more. I needed more. I lowered my head down further and kissed her stomach.

God she's so fucking hot. Her back arched up in response to that movement. 

Oh, she likes that, let's she what else she'll like. 

I undid her belt, and she raised her hips up to let me take her pants off of her. 

Fucking gorgeous. Matt junior, is definitely enjoying this. 

I kissed her pubic bone and she let out another sigh. I decided to sweep my tongue across it, and she gasped. Like a hot gasp, not a get off of me gasp. 

So obviously, I must be doing something right. 

Time to take those panties off. Come to papa. 

Do I just rip them? They look nice, will she be mad? Fuck it, just take them off. 

Wow, almost entirely all shaved, dripping wet, and waiting for my fucking tongue and cock. I am not going to screw this up. I let my head fall between her legs as I parted her thighs. 

So, this must be what heaven looks like? 

It fucking glistened. Fuck, that's such a turn on. 

My fingers parted her folds, and my tongue found her clit. She moaned, pretty loudly too. 

She obviously likes that, so keep doing that, Matt. 

God, her taste. It's like the best almost salty yet almost sweet combination out there. 

Fuck, I could drink this stuff for breakfast, lunch, and dinner. 

She's so unbelievably sexy. I need more of her. 

I grabbed her hips and pushed my tongue even deeper inside her. She moaned louder than before when I did that. She also likes when I play with her clit, so I'm going back up there.

Hmm, I wonder what she'll do if I suck on her clit? Let me find out. 

Yup, she's a screamer. That's the way to go. I'm gonna keep doing that. 

Her hips started bucking…she was definitely about to come. I kept sucking her clit, alternating between gentle and well, more suction. 

“Oh my god, I'm gonna—” 

Yeah. You do that why don't you. You fucking come for me and I'll lick it all up too. 

Her screams filled the room. 

This was the best moment of my entire life. 

“Brandon!” she screamed. 

What? My name is Matt. 

Who the fuck is Brandon? 

What the fuck do I do now?




 

Chapter 13 (Lizzie)

 

This can't be happening. I had to be seeing things.

I was just about to freaking have an orgasm. Matt was, well, shockingly doing a really good job. 

I wasn't even focused on anything else but what he was doing. 

Then who decides to come marching through my door?

Brandon. 

God, this scene was too familiar. 

“Are you fucking kidding me? Again!” Brandon roared, as I gently tried to give a hint to Matt to get the hell up so I could close my legs.

He finally obliged, looking more confused than ever…poor thing. 

Crap, I have to deal with Brandon. I had no idea he was even out of jail already. 

I go to reach for my shirt and underwear and quickly put it on. “What the fuck are you doing here? You're supposed to be in jail, remember?” 

I looked over at Matt just sitting on the couch, appearing stunned. 

Shit, he has no idea who Brandon even is. I have to get him out of here. 

I wanted Brandon to know we were together…but this was brutal. 

Then again, it’s what he deserves. 

“I got out early. Trying to protect you. From this shit!” Brandon shouted, looking like he was about to tear Matt's head off.

“Leave him alone, he has nothing to do with this,” I said, standing in front of Matt as he got up off the couch. 

“Really…fucking really, Lizzie? Because that's not what it looks like from here.” He paused and glared at Matt. “Matt, I'm gonna beat the living shit out of you,” Brandon said, before charging toward him.

“How does he know my name?” Matt asked, while getting ready to assume the position and defend himself.

“What the fuck are you talking about? You think this is funny? We'll see how funny you think this is when I rip your fucking face off. You just couldn't stay the fuck away from her, could you!” Brandon roared, trying to step over me to get to Matt. 

“Listen, I have no idea what you're talking about, or who the fuck you even are, guy. Obviously, you both have some talking to do. Call me later, Lexie. If you need me, please let me know. And you—you big Juicehead Psycho! Try knocking next time. You don't just walk into someone's fucking house like that,” Matt shot back, before he left and slammed the front door. 

His confusion was enough to throw Brandon off for a few seconds, so he was able to leave. 

“What the fuck is going on, Lizzie? Don't tell me you were tutoring him again. Although he certainly sounds like he fucking needs one right about now,” Brandon shouted while taking a seat on the couch.

I crossed my arms over my chest and glared at him. “I'll get to him in a second. First, what are you doing here? How do you even know this is my house now? Why did you just come barging through the door? Answer those questions and maybe, I'll answer yours.” 

Annoyance flashed across his face before he spoke, “Fine. I got out of jail early, because I heard Matt was out of a coma. I was scared for you. I told you I would always protect you. I've been in town for the last 24 hours. It wasn't so hard to figure out, I just asked around about you. I even went to the diner, but it's just some bar now. I hope your parents didn't lose their business. That's what I thought when someone said that they had moved away. I found out that you; however, were still living in the house, so I came by.” His nostrils flared.  I barged in, because I heard you screaming. Fucking Deja vu.” 

“Well, at least you can be assured I wasn't screaming your name this time.” 

The look he gave me, probably should have killed me dead right where I stood. 

This is exactly what I wanted, though? So why doesn't it feel so good? 

“Okay. Number one—why is Matt calling you Lexie? Has he gone full blown lunatic now? Number two—why does he sound like a brain damaged idiot? Even more so than usual,” Brandon asked, his tone scarily calm now. 

I was about to answer when he cut me off. “And number three—why the fuck was his head between your legs? Again!” he shouted, before he banged his fist on the coffee table. 

Shit, he looks…fucking huge. Do they give you steroids or something in jail? 

Duh, Lizzie. All he was probably allowed to do was work out. 

Damn, he looks sexy. I don't know if I like the new body though. He was perfectly muscled before. 

“Goddammit, Lizzie! Stop spacing out and answer my fucking questions. I answered yours.”   

“Okay. Matt is calling me Lexie, because—I don't know. You know how he is with nicknames.” 

Brandon would catch on and know I was lying about having real feelings for Matt if I told him the real reason I gave Matt a fake name. 

I should have just given my real name to Matt. God that was so stupid. I have to fix that soon. 

“Okay, fucking weird. But, I'm more interested in your answers to the other two questions I asked you. Especially the third.” 

“Matt doesn't sound like himself, because he doesn't remember anything. He lost his memory. He doesn't know who he is. At all. I mean, I filled him in on everything…so you don't need to. I just may have forgotten to mention you, because you are not important to me or him. We're together. Like dating…for real this time. I'm sorry to break the news to you— but you broke into my house, so it seems fitting,” I said coldly, avoiding his eyes. Which were no doubt shooting daggers at me. 

“Lizzie. I don't buy that for a second. Lost memory? That's extremely debatable, at best. And I definitely don't buy that you two are an item. No way, not of your own free will at least. I will fucking kill him this time. I can't believe he's manipulating you again. Lost fucking memory my ass.” 

I took a step back and snorted. “Why? Because he can't fuck me without your orders to do so?” 

I watched as Brandon stood up from the couch…and then very calmly…walked right out the door. 

After five minutes had gone by, I dropped to the floor and cried my heart out.




 

Chapter 14 (Brandon)

 

I didn't know what I expected, when I finally saw Lizzie again. I didn't really think about it all that much actually. 

I was just so focused on just getting to her, and her safety. 

However, the last thing I expected, was to walk in and see that fucking scene. 

The first time that it happened, is still burned into my fucking memory. 

This is my worst nightmare. It was all I could do not to kill him. 

The only reason I didn't, was because then I'd never get to see her again. 

That, and my parole officer wouldn't take to kindly to my murdering another person, just a little over 24 hours since I was released. 

Lost memory? Yup, that sounds like something Matt would come up with to manipulate someone. Especially Lizzie. 

The thing is, Lizzie's memory isn't gone, so what the fuck is she doing with him?

I need to get to the bottom of this. How the fuck can I do that without killing him though? 

I will admit, he seems different. He even threw me off enough so he was able to escape. 

Christ, the worst thing to see when you get home from doing a bid is that.

I mean, I couldn't wait to see her naked again, don't get me wrong. 

However, what I had in mind, had absolutely nothing to do with that fuckwad being involved whatsoever. 

Even worse than seeing Matt between her legs…again, was what she said to me. 

Actually, the two things she said to me. 

The first one, I just let roll off my back, because I know I can make her scream my name. I've done it hundreds of times already. 

Even when I wasn't in the same room as her. 

The second thing though. That burned. 

That was like acid being poured over my heart. 

How do I get her back? Or- at the very least, how do I get her away from him?

It's like she wants nothing to do with me anymore. 

She was basically defending Matt. What the hell is going on? 

How in the world have the roles reversed now? 

What the heck have I missed? 

Besides the last three years. 

Damn. It feels like time stands still when you're in prison. You forget that people change, and everything is so different from how you left it. 

The diner is gone, and she's living in her parents house, by herself? 

What else has happened? Did she at least become a psychologist like she went to school for? 

No, she definitely did. 

Lizzie would never drop out of school. Even when she was stressed with the trial and everything, she still maintained a B average, and that was without even paying attention to anything in class. 

She definitely graduated and became successful. 

She wanted that, and she deserves that…at the very least. 

Maybe, I can book an appointment with her. 

Shit…maybe she can sort my head out, seeing as she's all I can ever seem to think about. 

Or better yet, maybe, I can pick her fucking head, and see what the fuck she's thinking being around Matt.




 

Chapter 15 (Matt)

 

“You have two new voicemail's. Press one to listen.”

I hope one of them are from Lexie, I thought to myself, as I pressed the required button. 

“Hello Matthew Star. This is Dr. Spring, the neurologist from the Brookville Medical Center. I know we've already had your follow up appointment, but I was hoping you could make another appointment with me. I've been looking into your case, and I think I may be able to help you further. I've been doing some exciting research in relation to permanent memory loss from trauma related injuries. The fact that you are still having substantial headaches, may mean that your brain's transmitting nerve receptors can be repaired. With your permission, I could perform an experiment that would, in a sense; repair the receptor and signal that is connected to your permanent memory. It does comes with some risks though. Also, It's not guaranteed to work by any means, in fact, it's only proven to work in 25% of cases. However, after reviewing your case, and given the fact that you are young and in perfect health otherwise, you would be an excellent candidate for this procedure. Please think it over and get back to me. Thank you.” 

Hmm, that is definitely something promising, but I really have to think about that further. 

Let's hear the next one. 

“Hey Matt, it's Li..Lexie. I'm really sorry about the other night. If you're willing to come to the bar tonight so we can talk about it, I'd really like that. I have to tell you a few things, as well. Again, I'm really sorry about what happened. Hopefully, I'll see you tonight. Bye.” 

Well, this day is getting better and better. Lizzie does still want to talk to me. 

When I didn't hear from her yesterday, I just assumed she was over it. 

I mean, it sucked, but I didn't want to cause anymore problems in her life. 

She seemed like she had more than enough already, especially with that big meat head that came barging in. 

Who was he to her anyway?

I'm assuming he's probably the guy that gave her that ring, the one that she doesn't wear on her finger, but the one that she does keep hidden on her. 

She really didn't look too happy to see him at all though, I can't really say that I blame her. 

If I heard her accurately, while she was screaming her head off— then he just came home from jail. 

He's obviously not a good guy, not to mention; his manners are less than to be desired. 

The weirdest thing of all. How does that overgrown ape even know my name? 

What did he mean when he said he was trying to protect her, while pointing at me? 

What did he mean when he said that I just couldn't stay away from her? 

None of this makes any sense. I have to meet with up Lexie, I need to find out what the hell is going on.

 

***

 

Okay Matt, just be calm, cool and collected. You may still have a chance with Lexie, don't blow it, I told myself, as I walked into the bar. She wasn't anywhere to be found, maybe I should look for her in the back? I don't want her trying to lift something heavy and falling again. 

 

“Lizzie-Liz. That's crazy. What do you mean he just walked right in on you with Matt? That's horrible. And you were really going to go through with having sex with Matt? I don't think this plan is such a good idea anymore. It could get dangerous,” I heard Zoe's voice say when I walked to the back room.

 

Hmm. I know I should probably walk away from this conversation, but why is Zoe calling her Lizzie-Liz? 

That's the second time I've heard someone call her the name Lizzie now. 

What plan is she talking about? And why would it be such a big deal to have sex with me?

I know it's wrong, but I have to find out. I have to listen to the rest. 

 

“Yes he did. Right on in. Like he owned the place or something. I actually thought it was what he deserved. Actually, he deserves much worse, but this was a small start. The plan is working Zoe. I know you're worried, but it's fine. Matt has changed, and I liked what he was doing. He's different. He's normal, like a real normal guy now. He's also sweet and charming. I feel like I'm in a normal relationship for the first time ever. I hardly even think about the old Matt anymore when I'm with him. It's kind of nice,” Lexie's voice said from behind the partially opened door that I was currently eavesdropping through. 

 

“Lizzie-Liz. Do you hear yourself? You sound like you are falling for Matt. Freaking Matt. You know what he did to you. I hope you realize that this is going to push Brandon away, forever. I get why you want payback, for the both of them. However, it seems like Matt's reaping all the rewards, and Brandon's reaping all of the heartache. Think about the whole picture. No, Brandon wasn't right by any means. It was the cruelest thing to ever do to a person. But, right after he realized his mistake, he has been trying to make up for it, every single day, since then. And he wasn’t the one to actually do it to you. Matt did. Now, that doesn't excuse what Brandon did, and I'm not saying that you should be with him, at all. I'm just asking you to think about all the facts. Think about all the things Matt did to you. I mean yes—he's done a few surprisingly noble things, including saving your life. However, you know as well as I do, that for every great thing Matt does…it’s always followed by something equally bad, if not worse. Think about prom, think about the lake house. That was all him, on his own—without any of Brandon's involvement. Brandon was actually trying to save you from all of that crap,” Zoe's voice said, and she sounded really upset. 

 

What was she talking about? I don't understand any of this. 

Why is Lexie keeping all of this from me. She's into me, which is awesome…but what did I do to her in the past? Her story doesn't match up with what Zoe's saying. My thoughts were soon interrupted again. 

 

“I'm not falling for Matt. I still remember the end game. Believe me,   I know perfectly well how Matt operates. The thing is, he's not him right now. It just feels, I don't know. However, Brandon deserves everything he's getting. I can't stop loving him, no matter what I do. It hurts so much. There is no future with him. How could there ever be after everything? So, I need him to go away, forever. Every time I'm in the same room with him, it hurts to breathe. I get suffocated by my love for him, and then suffocated by the pain of what he did. I'm not going to allow myself to fall for Matt though. Trust me,” I heard Lexie say, as her footsteps got closer to the door, before I moved out of the way.

 

I ran over to take a seat by the bar. I really needed it, my head was spinning. 

I hate not knowing a damn thing. It's not right. 

“Oh, hey Matt. I'm really glad you came,” Lexie said, as she walked out and went behind the bar. 

“Yea. You said you needed to tell me something?” I asked, my tone a little more stern than I had intended. 

She looked taken back for a moment before she answered. “Yeah. I wanted to apologize for the other night. That guy who walked in on us, well he's my ex fiance. He just came home from jail, as I'm sure you heard.” 

Well, at least she was finally starting to open up to me. 

“Yeah. I heard, Lexie. Can you please just tell me what's going on? I really like you and I'm not going to judge you. I just want to get to know you better. I liked where things were going, and I don't just mean the sex stuff, although; I really liked that too. I can't force you to open up to me, but I would really appreciate it if you did. I just want to be there for you, if you'll let me.” 

“I know. I'm sorry. My life is really complicated. That guy is my ex, and that's what he will always be. I don't think he's gotten the memo yet. I just want to warn you, he might hang around for awhile. I don't know what he's going to do, he gets really angry sometimes. But I won't let him do anything to you, I promise.” 

“Lexie, I can defend myself. I'm not scared of him. I'm more of a lover…not a fighter. At least, I think I am, but I'll protect you if you want me to. Thank you for being honest with me about him. However, I do have another question and I'm hoping you'll tell me the truth.”   

“Yeah?” 

“Why did he call you Lizzie?” 

She took a deep breath. “He called me Lizzie because that's my name. I didn't want him to find me, so I had everyone call me by a different name. It obviously didn't work, though. I'm sorry I lied to you about it. My name is Lizzie.” 

She walked over to the other side of the bar towards me. 

I had so many other questions for her, but I didn't want to push her anymore. I wanted her to feel safe with me, and to be honest with me. 

She wouldn't continue opening up to me if I pressed her too hard right now. 

“Lizzie is a beautiful name. I like it. Look, I know you still have some left over feelings for your ex. He was obviously an important part of your life at one time. I just want you to know, that I won't push you. I want to give you time to sort out your issues before you make any final decisions. I don't want to force you to be with me, because it's what I want. I want it to be something you want. You should know that honesty is really important to me. I mean, it sucks I have no idea who I was before. But I promise you though, no matter what happens—I will never keep you in the dark. I will tell you every single thing, and I'll be honest. I always wi—” I started to say, before she interrupted me with a kiss. 

I swear, this girls lips make me melt. 

I cupped her face, I needed more. I parted her lips, and heard her sigh softly. 

Man, she is so intoxicating. 

“Tell me this isn't fucking happening,” I heard a deep voice behind me say, and he sure didn't sound too happy.




 

Chapter 16 (Brandon)

 

I found out through a neighbor, that Lizzie apparently, is the owner of that bar where the diner used to be. 

Sure surprised the hell out of me. What the heck would a psychologist want with a bar anyway? 

I know the joke about bartenders listening to everyone's problems, but this was pushing it a little too far. 

So, I decided to investigate. I have to admit, I liked the name she chose. ‘Fearless’, because that's exactly what she is.

Especially when I walked into that bar and found her with her arms, and lips wrapped around Matt. 

Worst part about witnessing that? She appeared to be enjoying the kiss, I even heard her sigh. 

Talk about a punch straight to the gut. 

It really didn't look like Matt was manipulating her into it either. 

In fact, it looked like she may have even been the initiator. 

I said the first words that came into my head, “Tell me this isn't fucking happening,” and I meant it. 

When Lizzie finally dislodged herself, she didn't even look embarrassed. She looked mad that I had interrupted. 

“I already told you. It's the truth,” she said, tilting her head up towards me. 

I was waiting for that look in her eyes. A look that gave me a signal that she was trapped in something that she couldn't get out of, but there was none. 

So, I did the only thing I could do, I had a seat at the bar next to Matt. I had to find out if Matt was lying about his memory issues.

I would know better than anyone else, right? 

“You know, it's a shame about what happened. I can't believe you don't know who I am, bro.” 

“Sorry, man. I don't know what else to say.” 

“Sure looks like you dropped a few pounds, what's the matter? Haven't been hitting the gym lately? Haven't been passing the ball around much?” 

“Nope. The gym doesn't really hold much of an interest to me. Neither does football. At least, not anymore.” 

Okay, well played. He's sure got this character down pat. 

“You know, we used to be best friends. We've know one another our whole lives. Since birth.” I said, watching his eyes perk up at my statement. Jackpot. 

“Really? You and I? I find that hard to believe, we're very different. Anythings possible, though, right? I guess that explains why you were so upset the other night. Sorry about that, really. I had no clue that you guys had a history, and I had no idea that we were so close. That being said, you're not going to like what I'm about to say. Man to man. I really like Lizzie, a lot. I won't interfere with her choice, though. It's ultimately her decision who she wants to be with. If she decides she wants to be with you, then I will walk away from her. I want her to be happy. All I ask—is that you don't hurt her, if you're the one she chooses.” 

Shit, that was the last thing I expected him to say. He looked serious too. 

I looked across the bar to Lizzie. She arched her eyebrow up at me, as if telling me that she had told me so. 

I had to do something that would definitely piss the Matt I knew off. 

I had to get Lizzie alone and away from him. 

Anytime I tried to get Lizzie away from him before, his true colors would always come out. 

Plus, I would be able to see if he was whispering stuff to Lizzie, and manipulating her into making him stay. 

“Okay. Understood. Look, I really need to talk to Lizzie. Alone. We have some stuff to talk about, personal stuff,” I said, looking him dead in the eyes. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Lizzie open her mouth to start to object, however Matt's eyes met mine. “Sure, no problem. I understand.” He turned his head to her. “Lizzie, call me tomorrow—if you need anything let me know,” he said, giving her a nod before he left. 

Maybe Lizzie was right after all?

That only makes this feeling in my gut hurt even worse.

Does she actually want to be with Matt? 

There was only one way to find out for sure. I had to talk to her without her defenses up so high. 

I had to get her drunk. Drunk mind, speaks sober thoughts, right?




 

Chapter 17 (Lizzie)

 

Well played Brandon, well played.

Maybe now, he would finally believe that Matt and I were together because it was what I wanted. 

Well, sort of. I don't know. Matt's so different. 

I wasn't kidding when I told Zoe that I barely even thought about the old Matt anymore when I was around him.

I also enjoyed that kiss we were having, before we were rudely interrupted. 

What I really liked about Matt? The fact that he said that he would always be honest with me.

Call me crazy, but I believe him. 

Even the old Matt, as psychotic as he may have been, was always honest with me.

He chased me all over, trying to tell me the truth about Brandon. 

Not that it excuses his past mistakes.

Zoe was right when she said that for every great thing Matt did, an even worse reaction would follow. 

However, that's when he was the old Matt. The new Matt…wasn't like that. 

The new Matt didn't seem to have a manipulative bone in his body. 

The new Matt didn't want to force me into something I didn't want. He wanted me to make my own choice. 

One of those choices consisting of whom was currently sitting right in front of me. Looking sexier than ever and making my heart skip a beat. 

In a way, I almost wish I never found out the truth. Brandon and I would probably be married and living happily ever after right now. 

I'd get to wake up every single morning, with those strong and safe arms of his wrapped around me. 

I'd also be getting a frequent dose of the amazing sex, the one where he's in full control, whenever I desired it. 

Boy, did I ever desire it looking at him right now. 

Unfortunately, I couldn't look at him without seeing the biggest lie he ever told me staring me right in the face.

I would just have to accept, that although I would always love and want him, more than any other person in the whole wide world. We just couldn't be. 

“So, bartender, pour me a drink?” he asked, his tone half flirting, half aggravated. 

“Sure, what will it be?” 

“Well, since I can't seem to have what I really want. I'll just settle for a jack and coke. Join me?” he asked, with a glint of humor in his eyes. 

Well, a little alcohol could make this conversation a little more bearable.

“Fine,” I said, while pouring us both a drink.

“So, Lizzie. Can you please explain to me why a beautiful, extremely intelligent girl, such as yourself—one with an ivy league college degree, is tending bar?”   

Shit, this wasn't good. 

I grabbed a bottle and poured us two shots, and downed mine before I answered. “Not for nothing, but I'm tending behind a bar that I happen to be the owner of.” 

He didn't look amused. 

“Yes, I'm aware. The question is, why? Why aren't you using your hard earned, college degree? The degree you worked your ass off for, the one you wanted more then anything. The degree you've wanted since you were a little girl.” 

Crap, this was embarrassing. 

How could I tell him that I was just fine without him—when the truth was that I had fallen apart without him. 

He was right, I wanted that degree more than anything, and I had worked my ass off for it. 

I also wanted him more than anything, and I was beyond devastated after I found out the truth, and he left me, yet again. 

Not that he really had a choice in the matter this time. 

Actually he did. He had a choice not to do what he did in the first place and I needed to remember that. 

I poured another shot for us. I usually made it a point not to get drunk with the customers, but I sure as hell needed it right now. 

“That's because I don't have that degree.” I paused and looked at him. “What can I say? Some things happened. Things suddenly came to light, that I couldn't shove under a rug. Things that almost broke me, but I fixed all by myself.” 

I expected him to start yelling and tell me that it was no excuse, but he didn't. 

He stayed silent for a few moments before he spoke again, looking forlorn. “I'm so sorry, Lizzie. I never meant for that to happen. I only want the best for you, despite the horrible thing that I caused. If you ever decide that you want to give it another shot, please let me know. I will be more then happy to take care of everything. Whether or not I'm still in your life.”   

I knew he meant it, and it didn't even surprise me that he said it. Just like I know he’ll keep trying to do everything possible to make up for what he did. 

Maybe Zoe was right? Maybe he broke himself the way he broke me. 

It sure seemed that way right now. 

I expected him to start questioning me about Matt again, but he looked too distraught right now.

I poured four more shots— something strong this time, and handed him two of them. 

He declined, so I drank them. In hindsight, that was probably a bad idea. 

I was clearly now drunk in my own bar, luckily it was time to close up. 

I needed to get away from him. Being in the same room with him was making my head spin, even more so than the alcohol. 

“Lizzie. You can't drive home like this. Let me take you home. I won't come in, I just want to make sure you're safe,” Brandon said, offering me his hand as we walked out the door.

There's that word again, ‘safe’. 

Too bad he couldn't protect me from himself. 

Too bad he couldn't protect me from wanting much more than a car ride from him. 

I should know better, I shouldn't want him. I shouldn't love him. The alcohol, and my damn heart, weren't agreeing with me on the short car ride home though. 

“Can you make it to the front door?” Brandon asked.

I could, but I didn't want to. I didn't want him to be on the other side of the door. 

Maybe, I owed it to myself. Maybe just one night, I could handle that, right?

It would be like my body's way of saying goodbye to him. 

My body shouldn't suffer because my head disagreed with what it wanted. 

“Come inside with me,” I said, taking his hand in mine.

He looked surprised and unsure.

“Okay,” he reluctantly agreed before taking me in his arms and carrying me inside. 

Those arms, those sexy, strong, arms. 

God, I missed those arms, I missed those lips, I missed that dimple. 

I missed everything about him. 

I needed him and I needed him now. 

I told myself it was the alcohol, but I knew that was only a small part. 

He carried me inside, and looked around, seemingly unsure of where exactly to deposit me. 

I knew exactly where I wanted him to take me. “Bedroom,” I said, my tone dead serious. 

He looked like he was trying to control himself. 

I knew that look very well. It was the look he had whenever he was horny as hell, but wanted to do the right thing. 

It was a look that frustrated me and made me wet, at the same time. 

Once we made it up the stairs and up to the bedroom, he gently laid me down on the bed. 

If there was ever a time that I needed to have an orgasm, it was now. 

He walked in right when I was about to the last time, the least he could do was give me one now. 

He turned to get a blanket and drape it over me, but I swatted it away. 

He looked confused, and it made me giggle out loud. “Why don't you put yourself over me?” I slurred, while trying to give him a sexy wink. 

I briefly saw that sexy dimple pop out.

“Lizzie, you're drunk. Probably because of me. I'm sorry, I thought a few drinks would make you open up to me more.” 

“Oh, I'll open up to you alright, don't you worry,” I said seductively, as I started taking my top off. 

He closed his eyes, like he was in pain. When he opened them again, his expression was serious and controlled. 

That's when I started taking off my pants. 

“ I don't want to take advantage of you,” he said, his expression full of remorse. “It's not that I don't want you, trust me I do. I don't want you to do something that you'll end up regretting.” 

“What makes you think I'll regret it?” I asked coyly, while taking off my bra. 

He sucked in a breath. “Alcohol. You probably don't realize it now, but in the morning you'll end up hating yourself, and me, even more.” 

I stripped off my panties. “Kiss me?” 

“Lizzie...I—” he said, before he moved his thumb across my lips. 

That almost sent me over the edge. 

I knew exactly what that meant. It made me close my eyes and grunt, I was so angry. 

When I opened them, he looked confused.

“Look, I haven't had sex, or a decent orgasm, in like 3 years. I was about to, but you came right along and kind of ruined that,” I said angrily, the alcohol was making me even more blunt than usual. 

I expected Brandon to get angry, or even look hurt, but he just stayed silent. That calm and controlled look back on his face. 

“I refuse to hurt you again, or put you in a position to be taken advantage of and I refuse for you to regret another thing you do with me.” 

I was ready to protest, but he put his finger to my lips. “There's only one way that I can give you what you need, without doing any of those things,” he said before brushing his thumb along my lips again, making me close my eyes in a haze. 

“Let me see you touch yourself baby,” he whispered, as he lowered his lips to my ear. 

Oh god, I'm surprised I didn't just climax right then. 

My mind wanted to drift back to that night at the lake house, but I wouldn't let it. I did as I was told, as his lips continued to graze my ear. 

“Do you know what you do to me?” he whispered, as I brought my hand down, and gently started stroking myself. 

How did he always manage to turn me on so damn much? 

“Do you know how much I want you? How much I will always want you? he whispered softly, as I brought my hand to my clit. 

He swallowed hard, and gave me a look mixed with lust and suffering. 

“Do you know how sexy and beautiful you are? Do you know how strong, fearless, and breathtaking you are?” 

I felt myself reaching the brink and I began moaning.

“Look at me. Do you know how much I want to see you come for me? Come for me Lizzie,” he commanded.. 

That did it, I felt myself begin to unravel as I sighed his name while looking up at him. 

“Do you know how much I love you? Do you know how truly sorry I am?” he whispered, closing his eyes in sorrow. 

The shooting pain of his words ripped right through me.

That's when the tears started streaming down my face. 

I quietly asked him to leave right after that, and he obeyed. 

Afterwords, I cried myself to sleep. 

It wasn't because I was hurt, or angry. 

It was because I knew how was sorry he was. 

It was because I knew that I would never stop loving him, no matter how hard I tried.




 

Chapter 18 (Brandon)

 

You would think that seeing the woman I was hopelessly head over heels in love with, naked on a bed and wanting me; would be a good thing. 

Hell, I wanted her. 

I nearly felt myself cave in every single minute that went by in that room. 

I had to take five cold showers after I left.

It felt like a dagger going through my heart though.

I didn't want to take advantage of her, I had done enough of that already. How sorry could I really be, if I went and did something like that? 

There were only two things that made my chest hurt less that night. 

The first, was when she told me she hadn't had sex in three years. That was like music to my ears. 

One, because of the obvious, and two, because that meant that Matt and her still haven't had sex yet. Well, of her own free will, that is.

It meant that there was still some hope for me.

Yeah, he went down on her, can't blame the guy. 

The thing is, if Lizzie can't bring herself to have sex with him, because she really wants to, then their relationship wouldn't stand a chance. 

Was my way of thinking messed up? Absolutely. But if you were in my position, you would be thinking the same thing.

It meant, that somewhere inside of her, she knew that he was still the same Matt, memory loss and all. 

She knew that she could never truly love him, and give herself freely to him. 

It was a small grain of sand to cling to, but it meant everything to me. 

The second, was what I saw between those beautiful breasts of hers. 

She still wore her engagement ring. 

No, she didn't wear it the way I had originally intended for her to. 

In fact, she seemed to be keeping it purposely hidden.

But, it had to mean that somewhere deep down inside, a part of her still loved me.

I wish I never made her cry that night, that was definitely not my intention. 

I couldn't help myself. An apology always seems to follow an ‘I love you’ in my heart, when it comes to her. 

It used to be in my head, but I didn't want to hold anything back from her this time around. 

I got swept up in the moment and spoke straight from my heart. 

I am truly sorry for what I did to her, and I always will be. 

I will withstand any amount of torture I have to, as long as I still stand a chance of being with her again. 

What Lizzie and I have-   is something that can't even be explained. 

It's a love that is out of this universe, and one that I'm sure has never been experienced by anyone else. 

I know it will be a long road back, and I'm willing to walk that road, trudging through glass, as long as it leads back to her heart. 

I still can't get over the news of her leaving college. 

That hit…almost knocked me right off the bar stool. 

That meant that I had in fact ruined a part of her, a big part, which in turn, ruins a big part of me. 

I really hope she goes back to finish, I meant what I said to her.

Even if she doesn't want to be with me, I still want her to have everything she deserves. 

I still want her to reach all of her dreams. 

It's crazy. She's changed so much over the last three years, but yet, she's still the same. 

The only thing I can do, is be there for her, and hope that somehow, we still stand a chance against the impossible.

God, I hope that no one else gets to her heart before I have another chance at it. 

Or even worse, someone else takes the small part that I know she still has left for me. 

I don't know if I'll survive that hit.




 

Chapter 19 (Matt)

 

Just knock on the door Matt. Stop acting like a little kid. 

It's crazy how one women, can make a man go nuts. 

Falling for Lizzie, is the equivalent of being stuck in a washing machine, after pressing the spin cycle.

I know she's hiding so much, but I'm afraid to push her because I don't want to lose her. 

We've been on two dates since that night her ex walked in- and the most we've done is kiss. 

Not that I don't enjoy it, but it feels like she's holding herself back, physically, mentally, and emotionally. 

She's got this wall built up and I don't know how to crack it.

I know she knows more about my past then she's letting on. 

I tried asking her about Brandon but she closed up like a damn clam shell. 

She mumbled something about the fact that yes, we were best friends, but we weren't anymore. 

She didn't go into any detail though. 

I want to ask her about all of that stuff I overheard her and Zoe talking about but I feel like I'll lose her if I do. 

The control this woman has over me is a little frightening to say the least. 

I keep asking myself if it's worth it, and I keep coming back to the same answer. 

‘Yes, it's worth it, because she's worth it.’

Even if she doesn't choose me, I just want her to be happy. 

I think I know the meaning of the phrase: ‘nice guys finish last’ now, because that's exactly how I'm feeling when it comes to her. 

I've been thinking about going for that procedure that the doctor was talking about. 

I called him and asked him a few more questions about it. 

Mostly, I wanted to know if it could screw my brain up more, because honestly, that thought scares the crap out of me.

He assured me that it wouldn't. The worst that would happen is that it wouldn't work. 

There's a 75% chance that it wouldn't in the first place. 

I also wanted to know, that if it did in fact work; would that mean I would lose my current memories and wake up thinking it was 3 years ago. 

Again, he assured me that wouldn't happen. I would be able to keep my current memories in addition to the old ones. 

That was reassuring, to say the least. 

The only problem? Lizzie, of course. 

Something tells me that I'll lose her, if I remember everything and become myself again. 

She seems to really like the person I am now, which of course, makes me want to continue being the person I am now. 

I know I have a big decision to make, I just hope I make the right one. 

I hate being in the dark, it feels like I'm missing something so important. 

If she lied to me about something as simple as her name, then what else is she lying to me about? 

I'm not saying I don't understand her reasoning for that…but she could have just said that from the start. 

I had to be the one to call her out on it. It seems to be the only way to get the truth from her. 

I wish there was a way I could get all of my memories, become myself again, and be able to keep her.

“Matt? Are you going to come in, or just stand outside silly? Is everything okay?” Lizzie asked, interrupting my thoughts. 

“Sorry, I had another headache, and I got lost in a thought.” 

“Come on in, let me see if I can help.” 

Man, if anyone could help, it would be her. 

“Sit down on the couch,” she said, while she dimmed the lights. 

Hmm, maybe we'll have a repeat performance after all? 

She then moved to the back of the couch and stood over my head, before she lightly began massaging my scalp. 

It felt so incredible, it's like she knew every single spot that hurt. My headache was finally starting to go away. 

“Lizzie, that feels amazing. I really can't thank you enough.”

“Good, I'm glad you enjoy it,” she whispered, or rather, purred into my ear. 

If she continues doing that, she's going to wake up Matt junior. 

She must have massaged my scalp for the better part of a half hour. 

I needed to kiss her. 

I reached for her hand and swung her over the couch, until she was on my lap. 

She started giggling and it was music to my ears.




 

Chapter 20 (Lizzie)

 

I never in a million years, thought I would ever be happy in Matt's arms. 

It almost makes me not want to go through with my plan of crushing him with the truth...but of course I have to. 

I'm still disgusted by the old Matt and I always will be…but I think I'm falling for this new Matt. 

The old Matt has to pay. 

Unfortunately, it will have to be at the expense of the new Matt. 

It didn't mean that I couldn't enjoy what we had now though. 

It helped to keep my mind and heart off Brandon. 

Well, sometimes. 

Okay, nothing helped to keep my mind off Brandon completely.

Lizzie, stop being rude to Matt and focus.

God, he looks so cute and sweet just staring down at me. Almost angelic even.

I felt myself wanting to lean up and kiss him, so that's exactly what I did. 

I brushed the hair out of his eyes and swept my lips across his. 

I wanted more, so I twisted even harder against him and opened my mouth to find his tongue. 

He was a good kisser, couldn't take that away from him. 

He picked me up and I maneuvered so I was straddling him.

I reached for the hem of my shirt and lifted it above my head. He looked surprised and thankful. 

I reached for his hands and put them on my breasts. He bent his head down and hesitantly started lightly kissing my neck.

I grabbed his neck and urged his head down further so that he was now between my breasts. 

I can't lie, as talented as he was, the guy just had no confidence. I felt like I had to lead him every single step of the way.

Finally, he started sucking on my nipples. 

God, I just wanted him to take me and have his way with me already. 

Wait, what? 

What the fuck kind of thought did I just have? Lizzie, you need to back the hell up now. 

This man raped you, and you want him to take control of you? 

It's time to end this session, and end it quick. 

Without warning, my mind flashed back to the boys bathroom on the 4th floor. My stomach dropped, and I immediately felt sick. 

“Matt no. Please stop!” I screamed, tears rapidly streaming down my face now, because the phrase was all too familiar. 

He immediately dropped his hands and lifted his head. 

“Lizzie are you okay? Did I do something wrong? I'm sorry, I never meant to…” he stammered, looking confused as ever.

“No, it's not your fault. It's not you, it's me. It's because of the ra—” I started, right before I caught myself.

“Lizzie, what's going on? I'm not going to push you to tell me something if you're not ready to, but I really would like to know.” 

I quickly put my top back on. “I'm so sorry, Matt, but I can't. I just can't talk about it. Can we meet up later at the bar? I really need to be alone right now. I'm sorry.”

“Yeah, no problem. I'm the one who’s sorry, Lizzie. I really hope it wasn't something I did,” he said softly, before he walked out the door. 

God, Lizzie, you really need to get a damn grip. 

This isn't the same Matt anymore. You know this. 

My thoughts were soon interrupted by a knock at the door. 

“Lizzie, are you in there?” Brandon asked, while knocking on the front door. 

“Yeah, it's open, come on in.” 

“Everything okay?”   

“Yeah…no. I don't know,” I said, while reaching for a tissue to blow my nose. 

“Have you been crying? Did Matt do something to you? I swear to god, I'll ki...” Brandon said, his voice building with anger before I cut him off. 

“No, he didn't do anything. I just had a flashback. It wasn't his fault. He was the perfect gentlemen.”

“You had a flashback?” He paused. “Wait, were you having sex?” he asked, his voice a mixture of concern and nervousness. 

“No, we weren't having sex. It didn't get that far. Not that it's any of your business,” I said, feeling uncomfortable that it was him who I was talking to about this.

“Lizzie please just talk to me. I mean, I was always afraid that you were gonna have one with me, but luckily, you never did.” 

“I know. I never had one with you, not once. It was so unexpected, I don't know what to do about it.” 

“ Well, why do you think it happened? Was it something he said? Did?”

I said the only thing that made sense to me. “It's because he's Matt.”

“Yeah. I know Lizzie, I know,” he said softly.








 








 

Chapter 21 (Matt)

 

I'm now convinced that something major was going on with Lizzie. Something that I was completely out of the loop on. 

How can I be there for her when she won't tell me what's wrong? 

There was only one way I could find out, there was only one way I could help her. 

I'm doing this for her. I reminded myself, as I walked into Dr. Springs office.

I know the chances of this procedure being successful in the first place are rare. 

If I don't at least try though, I know I'll regret it. 

I just wish Lizzie could be honest with me. 

How bad could the past really be?

I'm fairly certain I wasn't an ax murderer, or I'd be in jail. 

If anything, her ex was probably a murderer, because he was in jail.

I only want to help Lizzie. 

I'll even walk away if she ends up choosing that Brandon guy. 

I mean, I'm not unreasonable. I would never force someone to be with me if they didn't want to. 

What kind of person would do that? 

I just want to be there for her. I just want to know all I can, in order to make that happen. 

“Okay, Mr. Star. You're going to feel a little pressure, and then a pinch. You have to stay very still okay?” Dr. Spring said, as I laid immobile on a medical table. 

“Okay, got it.” 

I did in fact feel some pressure, followed by the biggest head splitting pinch.

I guess I expected my memories to come flowing right back to me...but they didn't. 

The first thought I had after it was over, was that I needed to see Lizzie right away. 

“Sorry, Dr. Spring. I don't think it worked. I don't feel any different.”

“Okay. Usually it's immediate, but let me know if anything changes. You never know,” he said, looking disappointed.

“No problem. Thanks again, Dr. Spring. I really appreciate it but   I have to get going now.” 

“Matt wait, before you leave, I want to discuss some things with you. I'll need you to come back for a follow up appointment in a week. Remember, I'll be comparing MRI's and CAT scans of your brain, both pre and post accident, as well as post procedure. This way I can see any new changes that may have occurred, or may be occurring. Also, please try and take it easy for the next 24 to 48 hours. You did just have a procedure on your brain. The most complex and vital organ in the human body. Try to avoid any stressful or anxiety provoking situations. Again, please be aware that although the results weren't immediate, it doesn't mean that it won't end up being successful. It may just take some more time.” 

Christ. I didn't need to hear any of this. I already signed all that paperwork, I knew all the risks.   

There was only one person I wanted to see, and that urge was only getting more overwhelming every minute that went by. 

 

***

 

I reached the bar in no time.

I just needed to see her. I needed to kiss her. I needed to be with her. 

When I walked in, she wasn't anywhere to be found. 

That guy Brandon was sitting at the bar though. 

I don't know why, but this time, he looked really familiar. It wasn't because of the last few weeks either. 

I didn't understand it, but something told me that I   didn't like him, and it had nothing to do with him being Lizzie's ex. 

Maybe I should talk to him and find out. 

I decided to take a seat next to him at the bar. 

“Hey,” I said, trying my best to hide my new and unexplained anger towards him. 

“Hi,” he replied dismissively, as he took a sip of his beer. 

That's when I felt the first stirrings of a migraine, worse than it usually was. It was almost unbearable, but I had to fight through it. 

I soon felt an intense aching in one spot of my head, followed by the pang of a recollection of some kind of thought. This is the man that killed your father, but it's not the reason you hate him. 

Shit!   I just had my first memory, sort of. My first tiny crumb of information. 

It was a terrible realization, but I was thankful for it. 

That explains why he was in jail. 

Was my father a good man though? Something tells me that he must not have been. I mean, given the fact that   Brandon had killed him, but that wasn't the reason I hated him so much. 

It also makes sense why Lizzie didn't really want to tell me much about my relationship with Brandon, she was right; we certainly weren't friends. 

In fact, I was starting to feel an overwhelming urge to punch him right in the face. 

Something told me to try and remain calm. Punching him wouldn't accomplish anything…not that I was sure what it was that I was trying to accomplish in the first place. 

“I don't really like you much, do I?” 

“Nope, and trust me. The feeling is very mutual.” He gave me an odd look. “Didn't Lizzie talk to you about everything? She told me that she had.” 

Yeah, Lizzie definitely had been intentionally lying to me about my past…and about some really important stuff it seemed. 

Something told me I needed to lie to him and try to play along. 

“Yeah, she did. Mostly. So, you killed my father?” 

He looked me in the eyes. “Yup, that I did. And no, I don't regret it for one second.” 

Oddly enough,   I wasn't mad . In fact, it seemed that I was, I don't know; appreciative for it? 

“Thanks.”

He gave me a strange look. “I didn't do it for you…believe me.” 

I began feeling more irritated for some unknown reason then. I also felt the sudden impulse to try and get under his skin. 

“Gotcha. So, how long are you going to continue stalking Lizzie? I'm pretty sure she doesn't want you around.” 

His eyes flickered with rage and it only made me want to keep pushing forward. 

“A little ironic that you would use the term stalking, don't you think? Besides, it didn't seem like she wanted you around much this afternoon,” he said coldly. 

My head throbbed hard, followed by another recognition. He walked in when you were going down on Lizzie. Once in the past, in addition to the most current episode, and both times, he was beyond pissed about it. 

Hmm, now that was certainly a helpful bit of knowledge.

I should use it to my advantage. It felt nice to be on an even playing field for once. 

“She may not have been ready for, what I very much wanted to give her this afternoon. However, I can assure you. She really wanted my head between her legs…both times. And It's only a matter of time before she wants me again. Every single part of me,” I said smugly, while watching his anger build up even more. 

I smiled and relished in my delight of getting a rise out of him...before he shoved me off the bar stool. 

I got up and swung at him, landing a direct punch to his jaw.

It was gratifying, until I saw him pick up his beer bottle. 

I tried to deflect it, but he was too quick for me. 

The beer bottle came crashing down over my head. 

The pain was brutal and I felt myself go dizzy.




 

Chapter 22 (Brandon)

 

I tried to be somewhat civil with Matt, I really did. 

However, when I began to see glimpses of the old Matt starting to appear-   I lost my shit.

Although what he said, wasn't something that another guy wouldn't have said in his position- he had crossed the line. On multiple levels. 

His words lit a fury in me and it made me think of his old manipulative ways. 

The Matt that would do or say anything to get a rise out of me. 

Plus, he gave me a look...a look that reeked of the old Matt. 

Besides, he threw the first punch anyway, even if I did shove him off the bar stool. 

I was going to walk away after that. I knew it was only a matter of time before Lizzie and Zoe would walk out from the back room.

Then, he punched me. 

So, I smashed the beer bottle over his head, and watched as he lost his balance and dropped to the floor. 

Yeah, take that asshole. 

“Brandon, what the fuck did you do to him?” Lizzie screamed as she came out from the back. 

Shit, she looked furious. “He started it—” I tried to explain, before she cut me off.

“You sound like a four year old. I don't care what he did. He doesn't know any better. I thought we could be friends or something, but it's clear now that we can never be. Get out! Get out now!” she screamed while chasing me out the door.

I gave a hopeful glance over to Zoe, but she just shrugged. There was nothing she could do. 

This is what Lizzie wanted and she wanted me gone. 

I wish that I could just tell her what Matt said. 

He was intentionally provoking me and starting an argument.

She knew how the old Matt was, she would believe me, right?

I had no time though because she shoved me out the door and locked it behind me.

Fuck. I really hope I didn't blow it. I hope, that at the very least, she'll give me a chance to explain what really happened. 

My behavior put me steps behind where I needed to be, and gave Matt the upper hand.

I could only hope that it wouldn't push her to do something that she really didn't want to do with him.

My past actions had put her in that position already...and it killed me every single day. 

That wasn't even the worst of my thoughts, though. 

My worst realization— and now worst fear, was even more horrifying. 

What if this now gave her the push to do something that she actually did in fact want? 

I would lose her to Matt forever, because that would mean she fell in love with him. 

It would mean that she no longer saw him as the monster that he was.

It would mean that she had forgiven Matt for all of his past mistakes, but that she could never forgive or love me…despite mine.




 

Chapter 23 (Lizzie)

 

I know Brandon has always had some anger issues, but this was absurd. 

Matt, the new Matt at least, didn't deserve any of what he just did to him. 

The new Matt was polite, calm, and gentle. The new Matt was…well, he was innocent. 

“Matt are you okay? Do you need me to take you to the hospital?” I asked, while cradling his head against me. 

Poor guy, the last thing he needed was to be hit in the freaking head...again. 

The last time had nearly taken his life. All while he was desperately trying to save mine. 

“Yeah. I’m fine, I think.” 

He appeared to be in deep thought, before he spoke again. 

“I'm an asshole. I probably had it coming, I think I purposely antagonized him. I'm really sorry Lizzie.” 

I had to catch my breath. He really was trying to be honest with me, just like he said he would.

“Matt, nothing you could have said would excuse that kind of reaction from him. He was out of line. Don't apologize. You didn't do anything wrong.” 

I ran my hand along his forehead, attempting to thwart off a headache that was bound to be starting now. 

“Lizzie. You're amazing. I think I'm falling in love with you. No, actually I know. I am definitely in love with you.” 

This was weird...I always cringed whenever the old Matt said that he loved me.

Now, I  didn't mind hearing it. I actually kind of liked it. 

Maybe I shouldn't go through with this plan after all.  He just wasn't the same person anymore. 

He looked at me and sat up unexpectedly before cupping my face in his hands. 

“Lizzie, I love you. I need to ask you something though. I really need to know. I'm hoping you'll be honest with me, no matter what. Even if it's difficult. Is there anything regarding my past that you haven't told me? I don't mean the little incidentals. I mean the really big stuff, maybe even something that I did. Something that could make you hate me forever.” 

I swallowed hard. I truly didn't want to tell him anymore.

It was probably for the best that I didn't tell him about the horrible past that we had. 

Maybe then we would actually have a shot at a real relationship.

“No, Matt, there's nothing I'm keeping from you. I promise,” I said before I kissed him softly.




 

Chapter 24 (Matt)

 

“Mr. Star I've compared your MRI scans, and there has been a notable, and unusual change,” Dr. Spring said, while looking over some documents. 

Yeah, I'll say, Doc. I got my life, and my memories back. 

“Like what?” I asked. 

“It's regarding grey matter in your anterior prefrontal cortex. I've compared the results against the ones from before your accident. Before the accident, grey matter was slightly diminished. Not enough to cause any significant problems then, unless they had reduced further. However, after the accident- the grey matter had increased, substantially. You may have even felt like a whole different person altogether. Meaning, you may have been more concerned about the wellbeing of others, doing the right thing. Empathy, in other words. Now, the unusual and most concerning change is what is happening right now, since the procedure. The grey matter, has now significantly diminished, more than it ever has. This has the potential to be very problematic. I've taken the liberty to book you a consult with a top notch psychiatrist, in fact, he's agreed to take your case pro-bono as a personal favor to me. I would also like to perform another procedure on your brain. This time to see if I can repair some of the nerves leading to the anterior prefrontal cortex. Again, there is no guarantee that it will work, but I feel that it's something I really need to try,” Dr. Spring said, looking nervous. 

I had no idea what any of this crap meant, but I do know that he seemed to be hiding something. 

I also know that I haven't felt better in the last two months, then I did at this moment. 

I was finally back in control and I knew exactly who I was.

“Look Doc. I appreciate the gesture and all. I really do. However, I'm just gonna put it out there. I have my memories back. I'm me again. You accomplished what you set out to do. I don't need to see a shrink- and most of all…I don't need to have another procedure on my head. Furthermore, it appears that you're leaving something out. Almost like you're trying to make up for something. Almost like you're taking responsibility for messing something in my head up. I don't need your money, I have plenty of my own. I will warn you though, if you try to insist on performing another procedure on my damn brain again, I will sue the shit out of you. For every goddamn   penny you have.” 

I pause and give him a smirk. “Oh, and there's no way in hell I'm seeing a psychiatrist. So have a good day, take care now,” I said, before I booked it on out of there.   

Sorry Doc, but no one is getting a chance to mess with my head...ever again. 

 

***

 

When Brandon hit me the other night- all of my memories and real feelings came crashing back to me…and then some. 

Turns out, Lizzie's grown up a lot in the last 3 years, and she's been a very naughty little cupcake. 

She lied right to my face, or rather, the Matt she thought I was. 

That Matt didn't have a clue how he was being used and manipulated. 

The poor schmuck. 

He didn't have any idea that what Lizzie was pretending to feel for him...wasn't real at all. 

He had no idea what to really make of that conversation he had eavesdropped in on. 

Fortunately for me, I know exactly what Lizzie's doing now. 

I actually find it flattering that she tried to manipulate me.

I'll give her credit, it sounded like a great plan. 

It's even a plan that I'm partly in agreement with…the part that involves getting rid of Brandon of course. 

Hell, she had already taken care of most of the leg work for me at this point. 

The least I could do is fulfill her wish…and mine. 

After all I've done for that bitch, she was going to try and get revenge, against me? 

I saved her life!

Sure, my reasons behind it may not have been as pure and noble as Brandon's...but that didn't mean they didn't count. 

I saved her life, simply because: I want her, I need her, and she is mine. 

Her dying would have sure ruined that, obviously.

Lizzie even bought the fact that I had wanted her to know the truth about Brandon, because it was something she deserved to know. 

Ha. I wanted her to know the truth about Brandon because then she would never be able to forgive him…and that means- I would win.

I would be able to have her, without Brandon's constant interference. 

Brandon knew it too, that's why he fought so hard to make that not happen. 

Brandon killing my father was just the icing on the cake…the cupcake, actually. 

I hated that asshole. He was trying to take and kill what was mine. 

There is no me without her. 

My father was right about something, though. Love is for the weak. 

What I feel for Lizzie, goes far beyond love.

It's control, infatuation, and need. 

It's obsession...and I intend to always have the object of my obsession at my full disposal for the rest of my life…and then some. 

I have to beat her at her own game. 

I'll just continue being the Matt she thinks I am, until Brandon's out of the picture- for good this time. 

When he tried to blackmail me and manipulate me into raping Lizzie, he clearly hadn't thought his plan through. 

He obviously had forgotten the type of man our father truly was. 

He may not have been raised by him, but I sure as hell was and that's bound to rub off on a person. 

I did mean one thing I said though, and I meant it with all my heart and soul…what little of them I have left. 

Loving Lizzie did make me want to be the good guy. Her love was enough to save someone's soul.

In a twist of fate, I was the good guy now…better than Brandon ever was, and she still wanted payback. 

She thought she could get one over on me? 

She really thinks that she is the one in control of me?

I can't wait to show her that she couldn't be more wrong about that. 

She's going to face some serious consequences for this.   

“I'm going in the shower,” Lizzie's voice called out, interrupting my thoughts. 

Hmm, as tempting as it would be to join her—I had to do a little digging around. 

This would give me a few minutes to do it. 

“Okay, I'm gonna head out then. I'll see you at the bar later. Have you talked to Brandon, by any chance? I noticed he hasn't been coming around lately.” 

I needed to know where things stood between them currently. 

“Nope. Don't worry. I think he's finally got the memo,” she said, her voice now being drowned out by the sound of water running. 

Not if he was the same Brandon that I knew, he didn't.

Fortunately for her, he was about to have that memo mailed to him express...and without a return to sender option. 

It was the least I could do and I needed to do it quick, before Brandon caught on. 

He would never leave, if he had even the slightest inkling that anything was wrong, or that Lizzie didn't really want me. 

Learned that lesson already. 

Hmm, her cell phone and her engagement ring. That could definitely cause some damage in regards to getting rid of Brandon. 

Shit, she's getting out now. 

If Lizzie thought what I did in the past had destroyed her…she doesn't even know the meaning of the word. 

The worst thing I could do to her...was make her believe that what I was doing was what she really wanted, before she started hating herself for it. 

The worst thing I could do to her...was make her wish she were dead, every single day of her life…without ever allowing her to die. 

Now that I was finally back to being me. No one…especially Lizzie, was ever, getting inside my head, ever again. 

I’ll make sure I get inside hers though.




 

Chapter 25 (Brandon)

 

 

 

  Lizzie: Meet me at the bar Tonight, after closing. I've made my decision. If it's locked, just wait for me outside. See you then. 

 

Come on, Lizzie, just pick up the damn phone. 

It was starting to feel like I was back in jail again, it kept going straight to voicemail. 

I was beginning   to lose hope, but that wasn't the worst part. 

She fucking mailed me her engagement ring. 

It tore a hole right through my heart. 

She wanted me gone and out of her life, it was clear. 

At least, that's what I thought, before I received a text from her. 

Now, I wasn't sure what to think. 

Lizzie's not one to beat around the bush, so obviously whatever she wanted to talk to me about was really important. 

Even if it was the last conversation we would ever have, I needed to be there. If nothing else,   just to tell her how sorry I was, and how much I love her, once last time. 

Every day that she spent with Matt I was losing her. 

I had no control, and no plan. 

All I could do was just let her go. 

I'm worried about what she has to say to me. 

Maybe, just maybe, she would finally hear me out. 

Sometimes when I'm alone with her, I still see the love in those beautiful green eyes for me. 

I miss the way things were between us, how they used to be. 

I miss waking up to her every morning. I miss holding her in my arms and keeping her safe all through the night. I miss her smell. Her smile. Her million questions a minute. Her stubbornness. 

The feeling of being inside her. 

The way she got my heart racing. 

Her insatiable appetite for me that I matched for her. 

Her annoying habit of chewing on her pen when she studied. 

Her love of cheese fries. The cute way she wrinkled her nose when she was in deep thought, and arched her eyebrow up when she was annoyed. 

Her fire and her passion. 

There will never be another woman for me…only Lizzie.




 

Chapter 26 (Lizzie)

 

	I wanted to call Brandon back, but I just didn't know what to say to him. 

My emotions are all mixed up, like they always are. 

I can't bring myself to talk to him, at least not right now. 

On the other end of the coin, my feelings for Matt are growing. 

He's still sweet, but he's becoming more confident now. 

It's kind of sexy actually. 

Zoe would kill me if she ever heard me say that. 

As much as she tried to pretend she wasn't taking sides, she was clearly ‘team Brandon.’ 

She still kept trying to tell me that this plan of mine wasn't a good one.

She even went as far as attempting to convince me that she woke up in the middle of the night, with a really bad feeling about it all and she was concerned for my safety. 

It was the first time that I’d ever been annoyed with Zoe. 

This wasn't like her at all, part of the reason I loved her so much was because she didn't judge me. 

All I could do, was reassure her that he just wasn't the same Matt anymore. 

Permanent memory loss was, well; permanent. 

Plus, he would tell me if he started having any memories…I would be able to tell.

Even when he was the old Matt, a freaking sociopath, he was never good at hiding his unbalanced emotions from me. 

I've also come to the conclusion, that I don't want to hurt Brandon anymore. 

I know he's sorry and I know he's hurting. 

I just don't know how to tell him about all of these new feelings that I have for Matt, and I really don't think he wants to hear it. 

I will always love him. He's permanently in my heart, but Matt was starting to find his way in as well. 

I wasn't sure how I felt about it all. I just needed time to sort it out. 

If the both of them were willing to give that to me, I know I would make the right decision. 

In addition to all of those thoughts...I've been plagued by a few new disturbing ones lately. 

I had a dream about Matt the other night, and for the first time, I didn't feel sick afterwords. 

I actually felt turned on. 

It was confusing to say the least…especially given our history. 

I already knew what it was like having sex with Brandon, it made the world stop on its axis. 

Maybe I needed to find out what it was like to have sex with Matt, because I wanted to…if I could ever manage to disconnect my brain from the horrible past. 

The new Matt had a way of making me forget the past...but he couldn't make me forget that. 

As if sensing my thoughts, Matt walked into the bar just then…with flowers. 

White roses, my favorite. 

“Thank you. They're beautiful. I didn't miss a special occasion or anything, did I?” 

He winked. “Nope. I wanted to get you something as beautiful as you are. I couldn't find anything even remotely close though, so I just picked these up.” 

“Thank you again, they really are beautiful.”

I sighed, it was sweet, it reminded me of something that Brandon would do. 

My heart still belonged to him, even if Matt was on the outskirts of it now. 

“You okay? You seem upset.” 

“Yeah, I'm fine.”

He gave me a puzzled look. 

“Ready to go?” I asked, while heading toward the door. 

He stood in front of it and blocked it. 

Fear shot through me. Lizzie, stop it. This isn't the old Matt anymore, give him a chance. 

He cupped my face and softly bit my lower lip. I knew perfectly well what he wanted now, but I still needed time to think. 

I gently pushed him away. 

Then I walked over to the bar, steeled myself, and glanced out the window. It was eerie, quiet, and really dark. 

“Lizzie, do you want me?” he asked while taking another step forward. 

“I don't know. I think so. I'm not sure how I feel,” I answered, bewildered at my brutal honesty toward him. 

He took another step. “I think you do.” 

I shook my head. “I'm sorry. I still have a lot of feelings for Brandon. I'm starting to have some feelings for you too, though. It’s confusing.” 

I started walking towards the door again. 

He grabbed my arm when I was halfway to the door and cornered me back. 

Lizzie breathe, this isn't the same Matt. This Matt has never tried to hurt you before, and he's had more than enough opportunities to. 

“I won't do anything to you that you don't want me to do,” he said before he grabbed my waist. 

I sucked in a breath, this was becoming intense. My brain couldn't catch up and process everything at the moment. 

“Stop thinking. Just trust me,” he said before pushing me up against the bar. 

I don't know if I could trust him. I couldn't trust the old him, that's for sure. 

“I...I don't know if I can.”   

He tilted my chin up. “If you trust me not to hurt you, I won't. Can you do that for me?” 

The lights were dim, and I couldn't look into his eyes. This was the new Matt, though, he didn't have those eyes anymore. His new eyes were kind now. 

I nodded softly and looked at the floor. I shouldn't want him. I shouldn't be turned on by him, but I found that I was, in spite of myself.

“I need to see all of you,” he said before brushing his lips across mine. “Take off your clothes.” 

With shaky fingers, I unbuttoned my shirt and took off my pants. 

He stood mesmerized as I slowly took off my bra and let it fall to the floor.   “You're beautiful, Lizzie, perfect even. Walk over to me.” 

I took a few steps forward until I stopped directly in front of him. 

“I won't make you do something that you don't want to. Everything that happens between us right now, will be because it's what you want,” he said while tilting my chin up again. “Understand?”

I nodded my head slowly. Yeah, this had to be the new Matt. The old Matt just took whatever he wanted, no matter what the cost. I needed to trust him. It was the only way to sort out my feelings. 

He took off his shirt. He looked like he had started working out again. He wasn't his former size, but there were some muscles very apparent now, like he had before. Stop, Lizzie, people are allowed to work out, it's healthy. 

He took my hand and brought it down to the swelling bulge in his pants. “See how much I want you.” 

He trailed his fingers along my panties. “Did you like it when I kissed you here?”

I flushed with embarrassment before I nodded.

He bent down and took my nipple in his mouth, sending a tingle down below. “I want to make you feel the way you make me feel. Close your eyes for me,” he said, as he dropped to the floor and peeled off my panties. 

A familiar feeling was now starting to wash over me. 

My thoughts were soon distracted when he kissed my folds and his tongue lightly grazed over my slit.  I couldn't help myself, I gasped. 

“You're wet for me, Lizzie. Dripping wet. It's so unbelievably sexy,” he whispered, before gripping my hips and dipping his tongue deep in me, probing me, teasing me. 

I felt the surge of pressure start to build, just begging for release. I moaned loudly, as my hips began to arch. 

He stopped and I became dizzy with desire. 

“I love tasting and devouring you. Now, I want you to do something for me with your mouth.”   

He brought his hand down to my core, tracing his finger over my clit, titillating me. It was making my head spin, and I moaned out loud again, unable to stop myself. 

I was reaching the brink, I was so close. Oh, god, I needed this. 

He stopped right before I was able to let go. Then, he pushed me down on my knees. 

He sensed my procrastination and sighed.   “You like how this feels, don't you?” he growled, bringing his hand down to stroke my clit again. 

I felt myself start to float away…then he paused.

I wasn't used to being so stimulated and then so bluntly denied like this, it was becoming slow torture.

Brandon had teased me, but he would also reward me the very next second…in multiples. 

“If you want me to make you feel good, then do this for me.”

My body and my mind were in turmoil. I needed to come, I was hot with lust, and frustrated. 

He touched the back of my head, bringing me closer to his hard on. “I need your mouth, Lizzie,” he said, as he touched his tip to my bottom lip. “Suck my cock for me, baby,” he instructed. 

I opened my mouth and licked the tip of his shaft as he moaned. 

He continued to caress the back of my head. “Keep going.” 

My tongue went up the length of his hardness, while I lightly cupped his balls. He groaned, as he stroked the back of my neck, urging me to continue. 

I went deeper this time while adding more suction. 

“Good girl. Do you want to come now?” he asked as he removed himself from my mouth. 

“Yes.” 

He helped me up off the floor, and carried me over to the bar, setting me on top of it. 

He lowered his head over my core. “Open up for me.” 

I separated my legs and spread myself open for him as I rested on the edge of the bar. 

His tongue circled my clit as his hand reached up to squeeze my breasts. 

I felt myself reaching the point of no return again—when he stopped abruptly. 

I whimpered out loud. He brought his head back down, and flicked my clit with his tongue, making me gasp loudly. 

He then slowly began sucking my clit. I cried out in pleasure as he turned my insides to liquid. 

He paused—and watched as I cried out in agony. 

His eyes burned into mine as his hands grabbed my hips and he plunged himself deep inside me. 

The movement was quick and unexpected. 

He drove into me hard and fast, making me moan out loud again. 

He continued to thrust deep into me, but would stop whenever I would start to climax; intentionally halting me. 

I felt so tormented, a tear ran down my cheek. 

He brought his lips up to my cheek and kissed it. “I'm gonna make you come Lizzie. Do you want that?”   

I nodded my head, before he rammed into me furiously, his balls smacking against me. 

“Tell me what you want.”

My mind was in a thick fog of urgency and hunger. 

“I want you, Matt,” I said frantically. 

He then slammed into me, propelling me closer to the edge of what I so desperately wanted. 

“Tell me you love me,” he whispered as he paused and stilled himself. 

I whimpered again. 

He thrust hard into me. “Tell me you love me, and I'll let you come,” he said, before he strummed my clit with his finger. 

He then rammed into me again, this time, purposely sending me over the edge as I screamed, “I love you, Matt.” 

I clamped my walls around his member and trembled while I climaxed.

As I rode the last wave, I felt his body begin to spasm against mine. 

He reached for my neck and brought his lips to my ear. “I will always win, cupcake,” he growled, as his own eruption began filling me. 

My stomach dropped and I shuddered with the sudden realization of what he was saying. 

I looked out the window. 

Brandon's eyes met mine. 

He looked as though his heart had just been shattered into a million pieces. 

I sobbed violently, as he turned and walked away. 

I had made a terrible mistake.




 

Chapter 27 (Brandon)

 

There are no words to describe what I saw and heard that night. 

I'm pretty sure they haven't been invented yet. 

I watched everything happen through that window, and it was like an impalement. 

I'm a glutton for punishment, I guess. 

I just wanted to make sure that she was okay and it was something she wanted. 

Needless to say, when she screamed out that she loved him mid orgasm…I took the hint and left. 

I never thought Lizzie could ever be so cold and dark, but I can't say that I really blame her...given everything she's been put through. 

My body went numb and   I went into self-preservation mode. 

The only other time I've   experienced that was after hearing the news that my father died. 

That sounds about right actually...because a big part of me died that night. 

After realizing that I had lost her for good and I was never going to get her back…I left for good. 

I'll never stop feeling remorse for what I did to her, it will always plague me. 

That being said, I think I would prefer death to sticking around and seeing what else she puts me through. 

I left, because it was clear now that she wanted me to, and I still loved her enough to want to make her happy. 

It’s been 48 hours since that night and it hasn't gotten any easier. 

I don't know which feeling is worse- being away from Lizzie, or the thought of ever being near her again. 

One thing is for sure though. 

I'm determined to stay away from her, because it's evident that's what she needs from me. 

For once, I'm finding myself in agreement with her about that.




 

PART TWO

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 28 (Lizzie)

 

 

            Lizzie, 

                    I never want to see you again. I mean it. Don't call, don't write, and don't you dare come crawling back to me, ever. Hope you're happy with Matt, hope he can give you everything you need. Looks like my obligation to you has officially been fulfilled. 

p.s: I took my engagement ring back, you were never meant to have it in the first place. Now, that was the biggest mistake of my life.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                      Brandon

 

                                        

I guess, I really have no one to blame for the current situation but myself. 

I wanted revenge and payback, I never should have underestimated my opponent. 

I think it's safe to say, that any feelings I may have had for the new Matt...are very much gone. 

Seeing as it's just regular ol' Matt now, the only thing I feel…is rage and hate and it's ten-fold. 

The worst part…I single handedly chased away the only person who can save me from him. 

I chased away the one person I love more than life itself. 

Now, I can only be grateful that he's somewhere safe, because something tells me; I won't be able to say the same for myself much longer. 

Matt has always had some serious psychological issues, but if you dug deep enough, there was a very small amount of good. 

Not anymore though. He's more violent and reckless than he's ever been…and he wants his revenge against me.




***

 

“I'm sure he's just upset right now, he'll come back. He loves you Lizzie-Liz,”   Zoe said as she   wrapped her arms around me. 

“No Zoe. Not this time. He's gone for good, and it's all my fault. I did a horrible thing,” I said, sniffling as I put my head on her shoulder before folding the note and sticking it in my pocket. 

“Lizzie. I need to speak with you. Now,” Matt screamed as he stormed into my bar.   

Matt's been on a rampage for the last three days, and it made no sense. 

Brandon left for good. What else could he want? 

“Sorry Zoe. I think it's probably best that you leave for now. I need to talk to Matt.” 

I already knew the game Matt played. I had to keep everyone safe, and the only way I could do that was to push them out of my life. 

“Lizzy-Liz. Are you sure? I don't feel right about this,” she said while giving Matt a dirty look. 

“Fix your friends attitude Lizzie. Set her straight or I will,” Matt said, his tone warning me that I better listen to him. 

I took a deep breath. “Zoe. You really have to leave, now. Maybe it's best that we don't hang out so much anymore. I'm sorry, bye.” 

I shoved Zoe out the door, and locked it behind me. 

She stood outside screaming, she was beyond furious. 

I could only imagine what she must be thinking. 

“There Matt, are you happy? It took you all of three days to kick my only friend out of my life. That must be some kind of record for you.” 

I reached up and pulled the blinds down hoping it would make Zoe leave. 

He smiled and took a few steps toward me. “Cupcake. You only brought this on yourself. Besides, I'm sure you won't hate all of our time together. I know you enjoyed the other night very much. I did.” 

“I hate you. I hate you more than I ever thought it possible to hate another human being.” I glared at him. “ Oh, that's right. You're not human, you're just a freak.”   

I was not going to go so willingly into his temple of doom this time. 

I know what I need to do in order to keep everyone I care about safe, but it doesn't mean that I couldn't vent my hate for him every second. 

In two more steps he was across the room. He pinned me up against the wall. “No wonder Brandon left you, you really treat the people you love like shit.” 

I spit at him, as I tried get out from under him. 

I wasn't afraid to defend myself anymore. 

“How would you know? I've never loved you, and I never will,” I gritted through my teeth. 

He slapped my cheek...hard.

I will admit that it daunted me briefly. 

Don't get me wrong- violence isn't exactly a foreign concept to Matt, but he was never usually so vicious. 

His antics and behavior usually leaned more toward scheming and conniving. 

Something was unusual in the manner he was conducting himself now. 

Duh Lizzie, he's a sociopath, everything he does is unusual. Get your head out of your ass and pay attention. 

“You see what you made me do?” 

I rubbed my cheek. “I'm pretty sure it was your hand that smacked my face and not the other way around.”

He scowled. “Lizzie, I'm sorry. I really don't know what came over me. I don't usually get so carried away with you.” 

“Yeah. Stalking, raping, manipulating, and   threatening. Those are just the fun party favors you hand out,” I scoffed. 

He grabbed me around my waist and nuzzled his face into my neck. “Lizzie, I apologize. I love you.” 

“Get off me. You don't love me. You're obsessed with me. Huge difference. If you loved me you would never do the things that you do.” 

“I need you, Lizzie. You're the only woman in the world for me,” he said as his hand slipped down and unbuttoned my jeans.

“Stop, Matt. You know I don't want this.” 

“You may think that, but I know how to make your body want it. I know how to get exactly what I want from you. I'll make sure you can't go numb this time. I'll make you feel every single thing I do to you,” he said as he shoved his hand down my pants and into my underwear. 

“Go to hell.”

One of his hands wrapped around my throat and squeezed while he jammed his finger inside me. “I have every intention of going there, but I'm bringing you with me.” 

I was expecting it to hurt, and for him to be rough, just like it used to be. 

However, his touch was intentionally soft and I couldn't shut my mind off. 

Now, I knew what his words meant. 

He was going to make me suffer by making my body respond to him and I was going to hate myself for it. 

I sucked in a breath, as he gently increased the friction and speed. 

My nipples became hard and I fought against his touch. 

He removed my jeans, pushed my underwear aside, and lifted one of my legs up. 

I was able to gain control for a short moment before he brought his hand back down. 

I felt myself growing wet as my body continued to betray me. 

His finger brushed over my bundle of nerves and I sighed loudly. I closed my eyes, in defeat. 

“That's it, cupcake. You're almost there…I can feel it.” 

I felt the last of my resolve fade away, with the first stirrings of my orgasm. 

He then entered me in one swift motion as I cried out. 

“Who makes you feel this good?” he asked, his own breathing now labored. 

I was at the point of no return, there was no going back, but I still wanted to fight back the only way I could now.

I began to convulse against him. “Brandon…Brandon does!” I screamed, right as he came.




 

Chapter 29 (Brandon)

 

It's been a little over two months now since I left town. 

I still thought about Lizzie everyday, but it was getting easier to stuff down the pang of heartache and keep pushing forward. 

I needed something to keep my mind off of her. 

I moved far away from Brookville and I never planned on going back. 

Since my criminal record prevented me from pursuing any job in law enforcement like I had once planned-   I came up with another solution. 

I became a bounty hunter. 

I was pretty good at it, especially for a rookie. 

I had already caught my first three fugitives and the local police department were beginning to commend my efforts. 

All my training pursuing Matt, and staying one step ahead of him…proved to be useful. 

Every bad guy I caught, I imagined was him, it helped give me focus. 

I felt my spirits start to lift and my life became easier to live. 

The nights were the worst though. 

I would pretend she was in bed sleeping next to me, safe and sound. 

Sometimes I would even see her in my dreams. 

Usually, in the obvious way, but on a few occasions…she came to me apologizing. 

She also appeared to be trying to tell me something important, but she would fade away before she ever got the words out. 

I didn't know what to make of it, because I knew the truth of the matter. 

I knew that she wanted to be with Matt, she felt safe with him now. 

I knew she didn't need me to protect her anymore.




 

Chapter 30 (Lizzie)

 

Matt wasn't kidding when he said he was going to bring me to hell. 

That seemed to be exactly what he was aiming for. 

In two months time, he had managed to shut business down in my bar. 

Hardly anyone ever came by anymore...except for Zoe. 

He was always there though. 

He was everywhere…lurking. 

He never gave me a moment of peace. He practically moved himself in with me. 

I couldn't even sleep without him wrapping himself around me, his arms and legs like tentacles. 

The worst was when he made me scream out in pleasure. 

I hated myself for it and I cried myself to sleep every single night. 

I couldn't tell anyone what he was doing though. 

He threatened to hurt or kill everyone in my life, past and present…which was currently only Zoe. 

I knew he would this time. 

I tried to keep pushing Zoe   away for her own safety, but she was relentless. 

She would wait for any moment alone to talk to me, usually when Matt went to the bathroom.

“You need to get away from him,” she begged. “I know you don't want to be with him. For fucks sake, you have bruises! Let's just go to the police, they can help,” she pleaded in a low voice, so Matt wouldn't overhear. 

I didn't know how she knew about the bruises. 

There weren't all that many, just a few—but I intentionally wore long sleeves and pants to cover them up. 

Obviously, I would need to start applying makeup to them now. 

Matt's method of cruelty was now a daily combination of unwanted pleasure and pain. 

This demonic look would come over his face and he would hurt me…usually when I said something that really upset him. 

Especially when I told him that I didn't love him, I hated him, or if I brought Brandon up. 

After- he would seemingly zap out of it and apologize profusely. 

It seemed like he didn't even have control over himself in those moments. 

It was petrifying and it only seemed to be increasing as of late, even when I didn't intentionally set him off. 

I needed to get Zoe away, the sooner, the better. 

“Listen, Zoe. They're just sex bruises. It happens. I'm fine, and yes I do want to be with him. I like our relationship. So just please respect me and him and stop questioning me all the time. It's offensive,” I said coldly, while taking a rag and cleaning the bar. Not that anyone would be stopping by today, but I needed something to distract myself. 

“Lizzie-Liz. I care about you. This isn't you. Brandon's not around, so I don't know what to do. Please just let me help you.” 

“Zoe. She's fine. I believe she just told you so herself. Also, I really appreciate you not bringing up a certain person's name in mine or Lizzie's presence. If you continue to do so, you won't like the outcome. I assure you,” Matt said, as his dark eyes shot across the room to Zoe. 

Crap. I had to get rid of her. 

“Zoe. I think you should leave. I'm sorry, but it's time to go,” I said while grabbing her arm and leading her toward the door before locking it behind her. 

I took a deep breath, crisis averted. 

“She's becoming a problem cupcake. I don't like it.” 

“No she's not, she's just being a friend. She's just concerned about me.” 

“No. She's trying to get you away from me. I've been overhearing your little conversations behind my back. I don't like the conversations you have behind my back, plotting against me.” He paused and narrowed his eyes. “There's only one thing I can do about it.” 

I drew in a shaky breath. “Please don't hurt her, it's not her fault. I'll make sure she doesn't come by anymore. I promise. It will be fine.” 

He pushed me into the wall behind me. “No. You had your chance. There's only one way I can make sure you never see her again.” 

“Please,” I pleaded, tears springing to my eyes. 

“Then you have to do something for me.” 

I unbuttoned my pants. “Fine. Done.” 

He smirked and strummed his fingers across my belly button. “Not that. Although, I do appreciate the offer, and I'll be sure to take you up on it later.” 

“Then what do you want?” 

“Leave with me. I'm giving you a choice. Not the option to leave with me- because you will be doing that anyway. The choice is whether or not you see your friend for the last time in a body bag, before hand,” he said as his hands moved up around my throat, lightly squeezing. 

This wasn't the same Matt anymore, old or after the coma. 

He did remind me of someone, though. 

Someone I met once and only once. 

He was becoming his father…and that meant there was only one option I had left. 

“Okay. I'll do anything you want. Please don't hurt her or anyone else.” 

“You made the right choice. Now let's go,” he said before yanking my arm and moving me across the room. 

“Wait...now?” 

“Yes. Don't make me regret my decision. We're going now. Put this on, and swallow this,” he said, pausing to hand me a blindfold and a pill. 

“How do I know this won't kill me? What is it? And where are we going?” 

“I would never, ever kill you. I need you too much. Besides, why would I ever kill what's mine? It's just going to make you a little drowsy on the trip, you'll be more comfortable that way. I'll take the blindfold off as soon as we get there. I promise. Now be a good girl and do as I say.”   

I put out my hand and took the pill. Then, I put the blindfold over my head before I swallowed it. 

There was no going back now.




 

Chapter 31 (Brandon)

 

“Caught another one, huh? That's what, your fifth one now?” Detective Smalls asked as I hauled another criminal into the precinct. 

“Yeah, I guess. I should probably start keeping better track,” I said as I watched him take over to start the processing. 

“You know, if you ever want to join the force, I would be happy to give you a recommendation and see what I could do for you.” 

“Thanks. I appreciate it. Unfortunately, I made a horrible mistake once. This is just a small part of my repentance.” 

“I see. Well, thanks for all of your help. We all make mistakes every now and then. Although some are worse than others, we're all human. I'm sure that you paid a price for yours. You seem like a good guy. Don't let it eat you alive, and destroy your future. Take care,” Detective Smalls said before he focused his attention back to his paperwork. 

If only he knew just how much my mistakes were continuing to eating me alive.

I almost wanted to laugh at his choice of the term ‘good guy’. 

I wasn't a good guy, if I was, then I would never be in the situation I was in currently. 

Lizzie would probably be my wife by now and she would still love me with all of her heart and soul. 

Instead, she's with the person who's her version of the good guy now. 

I can't go back, and I can't undo what's already been done. 

Detective Smalls was right though…I shouldn't let what happened destroy my future. 

Lizzie won't be in my future, but I deserved to find some sort of peace again. 

I already paid the ultimate price. 

It was time to start moving on. 

“You take care too, I'll see you around,” I said, while waving goodbye to Detective Smalls. 

“Good. I hope so. You seem to have a real knack for catching the bad guys.” 




 

Chapter 32 (Lizzie)

 

 

I opened my eyes, pitch black surrounded me. I was drowsy,thirsty, and scared out of my head.

Matt had made good on his promise and removed my blindfold at least, but I still couldn't make out where he had taken me. 

I had to be sitting on a floor of some kind, it was cold, and my butt had become numb. 

Even though I had no clue where we where, it was like my body sensed that it must be somewhere familiar. 

I closed my eyes and said a silent prayer, hoping that I wasn't in that dreaded basement. 

Bile assented my throat at the thought.. 

I felt a hand reach out and skim across my breasts. 

I already knew who the hand belonged to. 

I glanced up, and saw the shadow of a tall, dark figure standing right before me. 

I was gently pushed to the floor, so that I was now laying down. 

The hand reached down and unzipped my pants, before moving down my underwear. 

I expected a finger to follow shortly, but to my surprise it was something else. 

I was mounted then and I felt the stinging of Matt's repugnant boner slam right through me. 

I wasn't prepared at all and I yelped out in discomfort. 

He didn't seem to care as he continued vigorously. 

I began feeling sore and I screamed out in protest. 

It was no use, I closed my eyes in order to endure the rest. 

A few moments later I felt a gush of liquid between my legs, before a weight lifted off of me. 

It was over. I got through it. 

A blanket was draped over me and I quickly fell back to sleep on the cold floor. 

 

***

 

After what felt like days later, I woke up again. 

This time, light surrounded me. 

My eyes blinked rapidly while I got used to the sunlight. 

Once I was able to open my eyes completely,I felt nauseous and out of breath.

I knew perfectly well where he had taken me then. 

It was cruel, heartless…and it was certainly premeditated. 

I looked up at the black leather couch, coffee table, and big screen television. 

I looked further, and I saw the edge of the black marble table in the kitchen, half hidden by the partial wall. 

Everything was still exactly how it had been left. 

I knew the lease had run out, but it appeared as if no one else had lived here since. 

Tears stung my eyes, as I looked over to the door of the bedroom that was thankfully, still closed. 

A laugh echoed in a distance through the kitchen before Matt walked toward me. 

“I figured the last place he would ever look for you would be here. Not that he will ever come looking for you now, but one can never be too careful.” 

“I hate you.” 

“What? You don't like it? I thought you loved this apartment? All the memories, the love, the sex. I'm sorry you're unhappy cupcake. I thought I was doing something nice,” Matt sneered, his tone antagonizing. 

“So how long are you going to keep me here? A day, a week, a month? When do I get to go back home?”   

“This is your home now. It was good enough for you before, while you were with him. It will be good enough for you now, with me. I purchased the entire building. I fired the old security guards and hired my own. I also had this entire apartment sound proofed. So go ahead, try and scream. I dare you.”

“What's the matter? Daddy's money couldn't buy you the entire complex?” I asked, giving him my best smile. 

He walked over to me and lifted me off the ground. I started kicking my legs,, but he carried me over to the couch and held me in his arms. 

“You know, the complex does have a swimming pool. With a diving board.”   

“Good. I look forward to it. Anything is better than being stuck here with you,” I said, before tilting my head up and taking a bite out of his wrist. 

Part of me knew it wasn't exactly wise to be intentionally provoking him, but what he did was vile, and it made me hate him even more. 

He grabbed a fist full of my hair and held me against him. “You won't be seeing it ever though. In fact, you won't be seeing any part of the outdoors. You are to stay here, trapped with me, forever. You are mine.” 

His statement sent a chill up my spine, and I gulped back a sob. 

“Why?” 

“It will be easy to keep you in line here. Look around, and use that head of yours. You were the happiest you've ever been in your entire life right here. You had him, friends, school, and your independence. You have none of that now, and you never will again. Let this serve as a reminder to you of everything that I can take away. Let it remind you that he will never save you again. Let it remind you…of who really won,” he said, giving me his signature evil glare. 

I fought against him. “You're fucking sick and twisted. You are pathetic. You are disgusting. No wonder you have to trap me here, who the hell could ever love you!”

“You know, you really shouldn't anger me. I haven't been feeling quite like myself lately. As if you couldn't tell. You have one second to apologize.” 

“Go fuck yourself!” 

“No. I would rather fuck you,” he said before pulling me off of him and down on the couch. 

Oh god, not here. Not on this couch. Not where I first had sex with Brandon. 

“I'm sorry, I'm sorry,” I pleaded, hoping it would make him stop. 

He ripped off my pants and forced himself on me. “Too late cupcake. For every action there is a consequence.” 

“Tell me, did he fuck you like this,here?” he asked while thrusting hard into me. 

My loud sobs filled the room…this was by far the cruelest thing he could ever do to me.




 

Chapter 33 (Brandon)

 

Three weeks later and I was now up to 7 fugitives. 

The last guy, was the most rewarding for me. I wanted that guy. 

He was a rapist and a murderer…all the things that I despise in this world. 

I was finally able to enjoy my life again. 

“Keep em' coming,” Detective Smalls said while giving me a high-five. 

“I intend to.” 

“Do you have a second? I wanted to tell you something,” he asked, looking concerned. 

This couldn't be good. 

I was finally starting to develop a rapport with the force, and Smalls in particular. 

“Someone called the precinct yesterday. A girl. She gave me your name. She claims she knows you and she's been trying to contact you. She claims that she's been looking all over for you, but she can't seem to find you,” he said, raising his eyebrow up at me. 

My stomach dropped. 

“I told her that I was a detective, and I wasn't allowed to give out that information, especially for ex's. I just wanted to let you know. I don't know what your story is, but I know a crazy ex-girlfriend when I hear one. I didn't give her any information about you though, don't worry.”   

Lizzie wasn't really the crazy type. 

I mean, she definitely kept a man guessing, but she wouldn't go around calling police departments. 

This was strange. 

“Did she give you a name by any chance?” 

“I don't know. Brittney? No, that's not it. Something else. It was short. I know that much. I'm sorry. I come across so many names in this line of business, it's hard to keep track of them all.” 

He laughed. “She sounded a little out there. She even threatened to hit me with a bat if I didn't help her out. That's when I said I would find her and arrest her for threatening an officer. That's how I knew she was crazy.” 

A bat? There's only one person it could be. Shit. 

I got up and made my way toward the door. “I'm sorry Detective Smalls. I have to make a phone call.” 

I pulled out my phone and dialed Zoe's number. She answered on the first ring. 

“Hello? Who is this? Is it you?” Zoe answered frantically. 

“Zoe. It's Brandon. I changed my number. Why are you calling police stations trying to track me down?” 

“Where are you? I have to see you. It's important. It's about Lizzie.” 

“Zoe, no. She made her choice, remember? I know you were the biggest supporter of us, but just let it go. It's been over 3 months already. She's happy. Sh...” I started to say.

“She's missing, Brandon. I really need to see you and talk to you,” Zoe's voice pleaded on the other line. 

Fuck. 

“Okay. It will take you about 4 hours to drive here though. You should probably leave now.” .




 

Chapter 34 (Lizzie)

 

One thing is very clear to me now…I needed to find a way to escape. 

I have no sense of time in this purgatory of Matt's, but it does seem fairly long that I've been here now. 

He only seems to get angrier every day that passes. 

Half the time he doesn't even have sex with me. 

Normally, I would be grateful for that, but he's now taken an affinity to touching me until I'm about to climax; then stopping and walking away completely. 

Then…he watches me and laughs. 

If he see’s a tear...he laughs even harder. 

It's his way of controlling me. It's his way of making me crave what he's doing, and then hating myself for it. 

I can't live like this anymore. 

I'm not sure if I can live at all. 

He's apparently aware of this fact, because all of the knives, scissors, and anything else remotely sharp is locked up. 

The only outside air I get, is via the big window in the bedroom. 

Unfortunately it's also the place I frequent the least…for obvious reasons. 

So tonight, I plan on making my break. 

I'll wait until he's asleep and I'll crawl through the little window in the living room. 

It's just big enough for me to fit through. It will be a tight squeeze but I'll make it. 

I just have to make sure he's tired enough to have a very sound sleep. 

That will require me to do something revolting, but it will be worth it. 

Don't look in the mirror Lizzie, just do what you have to do, I told myself as I put on a lingerie set that Matt has a particular preference for. 

That's the other thing. I don't even have my clothes here. 

I can only wear whatever Matt wants me to, and it's usually just underwear. 

It's not the comfortable kind either, it's tight, itchy and constricting. 

I began the walk out to the living room, where he was watching television. A football game. 

Ugh, this was starting to remind me of the time I seduced Brandon on the couch. 

Everything reminds me of Brandon, it's kind of hard to ignore that fact. 

I'm just going to have to pretend it's Brandon again, that's the only way I can get myself through what I'm about to do.

I sauntered over to him, while taking a deep breath. 

“Can you move? I'm trying to watch the game,” he said, tilting his head out of the way, ignoring me. 

“I miss you,” I said, almost choking on my words while batting my eyelashes. 

He looked at me briefly.   He appeared confused before he went back to watching the game. 

Okay, it's time to amp it up a bit. 

Just do what you would do to Brandon if he was the one here, I told myself; ignoring the pang of despair in my heart. 

I sat down and draped my hand over his package, lightly trailing the outline of him. 

I felt him start to stiffen. There we go. 

“I told you I'm watching something.” 

Yeah, this wasn't going too well. 

How badly do you want to leave Lizzie? 

I dropped down to my knees, and pulled him out. 

He raised an eyebrow. “You going to do something about that?” 

Yeah. Cut it the hell off…if I had my way. 

I took him in my mouth going as far down as I could. 

He swallowed hard. “Why are you doing this? Not that I mind anymore.”   

I wasn't in a position to answer him, so I continued pleasuring him. 

I saw him pick up the remote and shut the television off. 

He then put his hand on the back of my head and pressed down…hard.

I gagged, and felt like I was about to puke, when he finally eased up. 

“Get up here. Now.”   

Was he kidding? He's complaining, about this? 

I stopped and stood up. 

“Is this another trick? Are you trying to get one over on me again?” 

Yes, asshole. I'm certainly not doing this because I feel like it. 

“No. I was...” I stalled. Shit. 

“You were what? Trying to manipulate me?” 

“Horny,” I whispered, as I looked down. 

I was hoping he would mistake it for shyness, rather than desperation. 

“Yeah, let's see about that,” he said, pulling my panties to the side, before pushing his finger in me. 

I was already one step ahead. I prepared myself beforehand…thinking of Brandon had helped. 

“Hmm. I guess you're telling the truth after all,” he said, appearing to be pondering something. 

I took a deep breath. 

Don't think so hard Matt, you might hurt yourself. 

Actually…no. Think very hard Matt. Think so hard you have a damn aneurysm. 

“Sit on it,” he said while looking up at me, waiting for me to protest. 

I did what he asked as he began fondling my breasts.“I love you Lizzie. I'm sorry I get so mean sometimes. I don't know what's wrong with me. I'll try and be better for you.”   

Too late for that jerk. 

I continued to ride him as he moaned. 

I could tell he was close, it was almost over. 

I began gyrating as he grabbed my hips. 

“Oh, god. Fuck me. You're gonna make me come already,” he whispered, as I felt him squirt into me. 

Mission accomplished…hopefully. 

 

***

 

Hours later, I watched him as he snored next to me in bed. 

Brandon's bed…my bed…our bed. 

I fought back tears at that thought. 

Taking an imaginary deep breath, I tip toed into the living room. 

I slipped out the window, wearing a pair of his sweatpants. 

I fell into the bushes, quickly got back up, and started running as fast as I could. 

I was free.

I flew past the community center. 

I continued past the tennis courts. 

All I had to do now, was climb over the metal fence that surrounded the pool. 

Then, I could make it to the wooded area...and get away for good. 

I lifted my foot up and felt the cold metal press against it. 

I was halfway over the fence...when I began to hear footsteps running behind me. 

I jumped over the other side and landed with a hard thud. 

“Don't you dare run away from me Cupcake!” Matt screamed, as he made his way past the tennis courts. 

My only choices were to continue running and get caught…or jump into the pool and drown. 

It was an easy decision. 

I ran over to the pool and jumped off the diving board. 

I felt the water seep into my lungs as I let myself slip away.

My only thoughts were of Brandon, and how much I truly loved him. 

I had forgiven him for his mistake. Too bad he would never know. 

Maybe in another lifetime, we would find our way back to one another…I was counting on it. 

As I began to lose consciousness, I vaguely felt a hand pull me up by my hair. 

“Lizzie. No! ” a voice screamed, cradling me against them. “Open your eyes. Please.” 

They then opened my mouth and began breathing into me. 

I coughed up water and took a shallow, painful breath. 

“I love you, Lizzie,” the voice said, continuing to cradle me against them. 

It sounded like Brandon's voice. Maybe this was heaven after all?

“Brandon?” 

“No cupcake. Try again,” Matt said coldly. 

Nope not heaven…it was the bottomless pit of the underworld. 

I opened my eyes as Matt's angry face appeared before me. 

“What's going on over there?” a man in a security guard uniform asked before he shined a flashlight on us.

I didn't even realize we were still in the water, until I heard a splash and Matt turned us around to face him. 

“Just going for a late night swim.” 

“The pool closes at 10pm. It's off limits after that,” the security guard said, while shining his flashlight on me. 

“Is she okay?” he then asked. 

“She's fine. I'm pretty sure I pay your salary,” Matt replied while bringing us over to the edge of the pool. 

“Oh. Mr. Penn. I didn't realize that was you. I'm sorry, carry on,” he said before removing the flashlight, and walking away. 

Who the hell is Mr. Penn? 

Matt wouldn't be smart enough to change his name, would he? 

“Come on, cupcake. Let's get you back home,” Matt said while carrying me in his arms, as we headed back to the dungeon.




 

Chapter 35 (Brandon)

 

“Oh, my god. I don't know what to do. I called her parents, they haven't heard from her either. I've called Miranda, Bill, and Sean...they don't know where she is. No one in Brookville has seen her. I've tried looking everywhere. I feel so lost. I don't know what to do Brandon!” Zoe shouted as she barged right through the door of my apartment. 

I got up off the couch. “Come on in, Zoe.” 

She threw her hands in the air. “Brandon this is serious. She's gone.”

“Zoe. Calm down. Maybe this was her way of breaking up with Matt. Maybe, she wanted to do some soul searching. Maybe she wanted to move away and not tell anyone.” 

“No, Brandon. You don't understand. Matt's gone as well. He had to have taken her.” 

“Relax. Maybe they went on a trip, a vacation. Couples do that sometimes,” I said curtly, while trying hard not to remember the time I took Lizzie away and proposed to her. 

“Brandon she's been gone for almost a month now. Without a word to anyone. That's not a vacation. That's a kidnapping. He fucking took her, I know it!” Zoe screamed, appearing seconds away from having a meltdown.   

That was definitely something that turned my insides. 

Even so, Matt was such a ‘good guy’ now, as Lizzie reminded me almost every day before I left town. 

Even before- he wasn't the type of person to kidnap someone, not long-term anyway.

Lord knows he wasn't smart enough to pull it off...he'd get distracted by a bug and his victim would go off running. 

I laughed out loud at the thought of that. 

“Are you kidding me Brandon? What the hell is wrong with you? Why would you think this is funny? She…is…gone!” she screamed, sounding frustrated.

I walked over to the fridge and grabbed a beer. “Zoe. Think about this rationally, okay. Yes, I mean it has been awhile since she's contacted anyone. I will give you that. However, Lizzie has always kept to herself more than others. Besides, if she's with Matt, then I'm sure she's fine. Maybe they ran off and eloped. He's a completely different guy now remember? He's the good guy.”   

“Not since you left. I mean, unless you think that ruining her business, ordering her around, chasing me out of her life and leaving bruises all over her body are the definition of a good guy. You know what? I'm sorry I came. I guess you really meant everything in that letter you wrote to her after all. I thought it was just anger, but man- you really know how to carry a grudge, you bitter asshole,” Zoe said before turning around to leave.   

Letter? Bruises? What the fuck?

“Zoe wait! Don't go.”

“Oh, what's the matter? You realize what a shit-head you sound like now?” 

I'll let that insult slide. 

“I believe you okay. I'm sorry I didn't sooner. First, I need you to calm the fuck down and tell me every single thing regarding what's been happening since I left town. Talk slow,” I said, while leading her to the couch and getting out a pen and paper. 

“Where do you want me to begin?”   

“The day that I left. No. The day before I left.” 

“Okay. Well, she had sex with him. Something happened right after that though. She was hysterical crying. She cried for practically three days straight. She kept saying she made a terrible mistake. She kept on saying it was her karma, for trying to get payback.”   

Karma? Payback? 

“Wait. Slow down, Zoe. Right after they did…that. She said it was a mistake? And payback for what?” 

“She had a plan for payback for you and Matt. It all started when Matt walked into the bar after he got out of a coma. She saw it as a perfect opportunity for revenge. She was going to manipulate the ‘new Matt’ into falling for her. Which wasn't hard to do…because no matter which Matt he is, he always falls for her. Anyway, she was planning on eventually crushing him with the news of what he did to her in the past. After he had already fallen for her. So it would break his heart, because he was so different and good now. In addition, she wanted to hurt you badly, because she said you broke her,” Zoe said, pausing to see my expression. 

Well she sure as fuck managed to do that, alright. 

“That's a terrible plan. Not to mention dangerous. Matt hates being manipulated. Trust me, I learned that lesson. How did she know he would never get his memory back? Also, that means she would have to have sex with her rapist. Why would she put herself through that?” I asked, confused as all hell now. 

“That's what I said! She told me that she had to go through with it. It hurt too much to be in the same room with you. She loved you so much, it was killing her. She just wanted to make the pain go away and get her revenge.” 

So maybe she didn't have sex with Matt because she loved him after all? 

Not that it makes me feel any better about any of this. 

In fact, it makes me feel worse. 

I looked up at Zoe, urging her to continue. 

“She began to develop feelings for new Matt, even though she denied it. She wasn't in love with him though, I know that for a fact. In fact, she told me that she didn't even want to go through with the plan anymore. She didn't want to hurt you anymore. She still loves you Brandon. She said you had her heart, but she was starting to have feelings for new Matt. She didn't know how to tell you. She wanted you to stick around though, so she could sort it all out,” Zoe said, looking hopeful. 

Stick around so I could continue to watch her fuck and fall for Matt? Yeah, no thank you. 

“What happened after I left?”

“Okay, so after they, well, you know. He immediately started becoming really controlling, and bossy, even though he called her names like cupcake. It was weird. It was not the new Matt anymore. Not that I know how the old one acted, but I know what he did.” She paused and looked down. “Then she got a nasty letter from you. Then he started trying to get us not to be friends. She even kicked me out of the bar. Whenever he would catch us talking, he would give her a directive...and a look. Sometimes he would just whisper something to her. After, she would automatically find a way to get rid of me. It was starting to piss me off. It was like the more pissed off I got and the more I voiced my concerns about him, the less I got to see her,” Zoe finished. 

Shit, this was worse than I thought. I know this pattern well. “First—let's break this down. I never wrote her a letter. So what's that about?”

“You wrote her a letter! You told her   to never contact you. You said not to come crawling back and that you never want to see her again. Then, you wrote something about your obligation being fulfilled and you took your engagement ring back from her. You said that she was never meant to be the one to have it in the first place. It was brutal. I practically cried with her,” Zoe said, looking angry now. 

Fuck. That's explains why it was mailed to me. 

“I never wrote that letter.”   

“Well, do you have her engagement ring?” she asked, defensively. 

“Yes. But only because it was mailed to me. I didn't steal it back from her, it's hers. It was always meant to be hers, even if we weren't together anymore.”   

“I'm sorry. I didn't know. She knew you were really angry about what happened. So the letter made sense.” 

“I am angry about what happened. However, I need to put that anger aside, so I can find her. Now, did you say something about bruises?” I asked, not even trying to hide my anxiety. 

“Yes. She started wearing long sleeves and stuff. This was about a month after you left, so it was the end of the summer.   However, I saw them one time while I was at her house. She had just gotten out of the shower, and I showed up unexpectedly. She had a few big black and blue ones and a few ugly yellow faded ones. I asked her about them and she said...she, um…” Zoe stopped talking and looked nervous. 

She didn't even need to complete that sentence. I already knew. 

“She said they were sex bruises, and then probably muttered something about liking what they were doing. Then, she probably asked you to leave her or them alone, right?” 

“Yeah. How did you know that?”   

“That's what she told me when it happened back during our senior year of high school. Fuck, this is bad Zoe. The only positive, is that Matt isn't usually violent.” She opened her mouth to object but I cut her off. “I know, I sound crazy…just hear me out. The only bruises I ever saw on her were after the prom incident. Not that it's any excuse. I'm just saying, if there is any silver lining, I guess that would be it. That—and the fact that I'm going to kill Matt as soon as I get my hands on him.” 

“She had a lot of them this time Brandon. I'm really worried. It's been almost a month,” she said starting to tear up. 

Part of me wanted to console Zoe, part of me wanted to join her. 

But mostly, I just wanted to find him so I could end his life. 

“Where was she the last time you saw her?”     

“The bar, right before she kicked me out. After Matt told her to. That was it, that was the last time. I broke into her house, and all of her clothes are still there. Nothing but her purse is missing. She had that with her at the bar. She was wearing a pair of light colored jeans and a long sleeved black shirt. That's literally all I know. Also, her cell phone is off. It keeps going to voicemail and it's full now, so she hasn't been checking her messages.” 

I wrote down the description of her clothes, along with her physical description, and last seen place on a piece of paper. 

I have to get her back. I will find her…I'm sure of it. 

“We'll find her, Zoe,” I said, before reaching for my cell phone to give Detective Smalls a call. 

He had nothing to do with the Brookville police department, but I was hoping he could at least give me a few helpful pointers for finding a missing person. 

He would be the best person to help me figure out exactly what I needed to do next.




 

Chapter 36 (Lizzie)

 

“You conned me, Lizzie. Then you tried to run away from me. Now, you're going to be punished,” Matt said, taking a step toward me as I backed up. 

I ended up slipping on the hardwood floor, due to the fact that I was still wearing drenched sweatpants. 

I cringed as he reached me. 

He bent down and pulled my foot out from underneath me. 

He then fastened a heavy metal cuff around my ankle. 

The cuff was connected to a long chain. 

I was now shackled. There was no way for me to escape again. 

“How long are you going to continue doing this to me? Why do you hate me so much?” I screamed, pounding my fist on the floor. 

“You will be with me for as long as I want you—which will be forever. I don't hate you, Lizzie, it's the complete opposite. I adore you, I worship you. You are my entire reason for being.”

“Why me?” 

“You can thank Brandon for that. He's the one who choose you. It was fate. We were meant to be,” he said definitively.

“No. Haven't you figured out that I would rather die than be with you?” 

He stood up and punched the wall near my head, putting a small dent through it. 

“Yes, I have. So, guess what? I'm gonna make that happen,” he said ambiguously. 

He then put on a pair of black latex gloves. 

I held my breath, waiting for him to do whatever it was he had planned. 

He walked around the apartment and pulled out a clear plastic bag. I recognized its contents immediately. 

Inside were my purse, jeans, and the top I had worn the day he took me.

I closed my eyes with the realization that he wasn't going to kill me after all…he was just going to make it look like he had. 

By now someone had to have realized I was gone. 

My parents and Zoe were probably starting to get concerned. 

Maybe they had even tried looking for me at this point. 

Maybe Brandon was helping them? 

I shut that thought down as soon as it came. 

There's no way he would be, especially after what I did to him. Why would he? 

My thoughts were soon interrupted, by two powerful blows of Matt's fist through my cheekbone, almost simultaneously. 

It knocked the wind out of me, I couldn't even scream. 

I just fell back on the floor, aghast.

I tasted something metallic before I soon realized that blood was now oozing from where he had punched me. 

“Sorry, cupcake, it was the only way,” he sneered, before taking my shirt out of the bag and wiping my face with it. 

He shoved my shirt back into the bag before reaching for another bag.“You're probably going to be a little out of it for the next day or two. I'm going out of town for a few days.” 

“Wait? You still have me shackled. How will I eat? Or go to the bathroom? Or sleep?”

“The chain is long enough, for the most part. Crawl,” he said, while throwing a black hoodie over himself and closing the door behind him. 




 

Chapter 37 (Brandon)

 

After contacting the Brookville police department, who seemed like they couldn't care less about what happened to Lizzie. I got a hold of Detective Smalls. 

He advised that the best thing for me to do was to return to the place Lizzie was last seen. 

That meant, I was going back to Brookville after all. 

He said that it would be a good idea to start a search party and put fliers around. 

I took a leap of desperation and confided in him about Matt.

He said that I should attempt to talk to his neurologist. 

He thought it would be a good idea to see what was going on with him mentally; and because I was technically family…I would have the best chance of getting the doctor to talk to me in the first place. 

He told me to give him a call and he would help me in anyway he could. 

I thanked him for everything. 

Then, with a body full of adrenaline and a heavy heart…I followed Zoe back to Brookville.

I called her parents, they were headed back as well. 

I also called Miranda, Bill, and Sean and they agreed to come back to Brookville too. 

Our meeting spot was at the bar, but first, I needed to look around and see if anything was amiss. 

There were no signs of a struggle. Nothing missing, besides Lizzie, her purse and her cell phone. 

Everything was clean, neat, and polished. It looked like she never even left. 

I didn't know if that made me feel better or worse.

“Did that asshole take my baby?” Lizzie's mom called out, as she walked through the door, followed by her husband. 

“It appears that way,” I said, my voice full of melancholy. 

“Listen Brandon. I don't know exactly what happened between you and Lizzie. All she told me was that you broke up after you went to jail, for the murder of Mr. Star. But, from what I understand, he had it coming. With that being said, I would be very grateful for any and all of your help with finding her,” Mr. Winter said, looking frazzled. 

I will admit, I was surprised that Lizzie never told her parents what I did to her, but at the moment- I was more than grateful for it.

I nodded my head as I saw Miranda, Bill, and Sean enter through the door out of the corner of my eye. 

Zoe was at the photocopy store putting fliers together. 

As if right on cue, she walked in after them. 

I went into take charge mode. 

“Okay. Here's the deal. We need to ask anyone and everyone if they have seen or heard anything regarding Lizzie, or Matt. Hand out fliers all over Brookville. I've already contacted the police department and they filed a missing person's report, but they aren't all that concerned. Especially after hearing rumors that they were dating, even after what happened. I also think that because he's Mr. Star's son, their loyalty seems to be to him. We have that going against us, but if we get the entire town involved, they'll have no choice but to be more accommodating,” I said, while everyone nodded their heads in unison. 

“Why would she be dating Matt in the first place? Are you sure he wasn't just manipulating her again, like last time?” Miranda asked, her face full of worry. 

“I would rather not say how I know for sure, but yes, they were dating. It was her choice to begin dating him. At least, at first. She thought he changed. He got out of a coma and became a whole new person. He didn't know who he was. Obviously, we had broken up and she wanted to hurt me. Evidently, she ended up having feelings for him. Real feelings. Not before long though, he turned back into the same Matt he used to be.” 

I needed to be level headed right now. Giving into my emotions and anger about the situation wouldn't help save Lizzie, and I needed to save her. 

“How do we know for sure that he wasn't always the same Matt after the coma? Maybe it was all deception from the start. Matt's always been transparent, everyone knows he's obsessed with Lizzie. The fact that you were in jail, would give him the perfect opportunity to strike,” Sean said, his tone matter of fact.

He had a valid point...that's for damn sure. 

“Yeah, you're absolutely correct. That's why I'm going to try and speak to his neurologist and find out what I can.”   

“How will you be able to do that? I mean, how would you even be allowed to do that in the first place?” Bill asked, confused. 

I looked at Zoe, apparently Lizzie didn't tell anyone the real truth—only Zoe. 

“He's working with a private detective. The detective is going to go with him to help,” Zoe said, breaking up the awkward silence. 

She was definitely a true friend to Lizzie, I'll give her that. 

They still seemed confused, but nodded their heads in acceptance. 

“What can we do? We're her parents. There has to be something more we can do. She's still our child. She's our baby,” Mrs. Winter said while crying as Mr. Winter put his arm around her to console her. 

I knew what Detective Smalls had told me to ask her parents to do, but the thought didn't sit well with me at all. 

It made me angry…and it made me sick. 

I needed to just suck it up and say it though, no matter how much I didn't want to. 

“This isn't easy to say. I don't even want to put it out there. I don't even know if I can get the words out…” I started, before having to take a seat.

I was losing my composure quickly. 

“What Brandon? What? Whatever it is, we'll do it,” Mr. Winter urged. 

I took a deep breath, hating the next words out of my mouth. 

“Get her medical records and her dental records. You both should have a blood test done as well...just in case. Also, collect her personal things, toothbrush, things like that. I don't believe for one second that we will need it. It's not going to come to that because I will find her and I will save her.” 




 

Chapter 38 (Lizzie)

 

I looked out the window and noticed that the leaves had changed color. 

It was apparently autumn now…or at least it appeared that way.

My favorite season, especially on the east coast. 

Brookville didn't really have rapidly changing seasons like this. It was either hot, comfortable, or slightly chilly.   

It was just another thing that I loved about being here, or rather; something I used to. 

Out of the kindness of his heart, Matt only kept me chained up at night now. My curfew began at 7pm to be exact. 

I guess it was better than nothing. 

He never left the building again. 

He had everything he ever needed sent straight to him. He didn't even need to have contact with the delivery man.

His obsession only grew stronger…as well as his need to make me suffer. 

I found myself giving up easier then I had in the past. 

I was losing hope. I was losing my mind. 

“Wear that red thing I like, and meet me in the kitchen. You have five minutes,” Matt demanded, before he walked away. 

I quickly changed into what he had asked me to. 

I sighed and fought back the heartache, when my thoughts drifted back to Brandon. 

I said a silent prayer that he wouldn't take me on that marble table. 

That table was the only great memory I had left of Brandon and I- that hadn't been tainted by Matt. 

Begrudgingly I walked into the kitchen to meet him. 

“You avoid the kitchen a lot, cupcake. Why is that?” Matt asked, raising his eyebrow at me. 

“I don't know. I don't want to get fat? Then you might leave me for another poor soul. Whatever will I do then?” 

Evidently, he was less than pleased with my answer. 

“You know what I think? I think something happened here with you and him. Maybe even on this very table?” 

I shook my head. I was determined not to let him do this. 

“I think you're lying, and there's only one way to find out,” he said before picking me up and laying me on the table. 

I flew my arms up at him. Then, he pinned them above my head. 

No, this can't be happening. 

Not here, please. I closed my eyes and thought back to the memory of Brandon and I.   

I didn't even realize that he had already shoved himself inside me when I came back to reality. 

“I wonder if I can make you come for me here, like you did for him,” he said while bringing his hand down to torment me. 

I started bawling as he accomplished what he said he would- hating that my body had become so weak. 

Soon after, I felt the spurt of his release. 

“I can't wait until you have my baby,” he whispered in my ear. 

Yeah, he was clearly deranged. 

I was already one step ahead of that. 

I knew I couldn't trust him to wear a condom as far as I could throw him. Even though I couldn't do anything about potential STD's- I made sure that I kept updated on my birth control shot. 

Every three months, without fail…as if my life depended on it. 

In fact, I had just received a shot the day before he took me to this hell hole. 

My mind thought back to what I had seen out the window this morning. 

How long have I been here? 

“Matt. Can you please tell me what month it is? Please,” I pleaded as he got off of me. 

“It's my birthday today and you just gave me a great present.” 

Crap, it was November already. I know he took me at the very end of August. 

That meant, I only had 3 weeks left before it ran out. 

“I'm gonna go in the shower,” I said before sprinting out of the kitchen. 

I closed the bathroom door behind me and started hyperventilating. 

I could, and would not bring Satan's baby into this world. 

Think Lizzie, think. There has to be something you can do to prevent this from happening. 

My mind thought back to what I had learned in my Psychology course. 

The chapter on eating disorders. 

I only had one solution at my disposal. 

I was going to have to stop eating. 

I barely had an appetite as it was. I knew I had dropped some weight, no more than a few pounds though. 

I still made sure I ate a full meal or two daily. 

That was going to have to end. 

It was going to take a lot of effort to drop me down to the starvation stage. 

It certainly wasn't going to happen in three weeks, but it was better than nothing.

If I starved myself enough, and became unhealthy...I would eventually stop having my periods all together. 

If I stopped having my periods, then odds of conception would be practically null in void. 

That, and my body probably wouldn't even be able to get pregnant in the first place. 

It wasn't a full proof plan by any means, but it was the only one I had. 

Maybe, I would even end up dying from it. 

That wouldn't be the worst thing in the world anymore.




 

Chapter 39 (Brandon)

 

	Almost another month had gone by and I still wasn't any closer to finding Lizzie. 

The police barely helped at all and I was starting to see more fliers on the ground then what were posted. 

I tried getting in to talk to the neurologist, but he was always booked up. 

I planned to fix that today...I was beyond desperate.

I walked into the office and strolled past the receptionist. 

She chased after me but I continued walking. I knocked on the door once and then I opened it. 

“Excuse me, I'm with a patient right now,” Dr. Spring said, his tone agitated. 

“I need to speak with you, it's an emergency.” 

“Do you have an appointment?” 

“Nope, but I do have a girl who's been missing for 2 ½ months and I'm certain that you may be able to help me.” 

He understandably looked confused. 

“I'm sorry Frank, please make another appointment for next week. I have to take this,” Dr. Spring said, dismissing his patient. 

“You had a patient by the name of Matt Star, correct?” I asked already knowing the answer. 

“Yes. I'm sorry but I can't divulge any information about him to you. There are laws you know.” 

I stepped forward. “I'm his brother, does that make it a little easier for you? Oh, by the way…he's missing too.” 

A look of worry washed over his face. He sat down while motioning for me to do the same. 

“Oh dear, this isn't good. I had feared something bad could happen,” he whispered, looking even more concerned. 

As was I now. 

“So was the memory loss real? Or fake? I need to know.” 

“It was real, there's no doubt about that...but that's the least of your worries.” 

“How so?” 

“In my professional opinion, your brother is not mentally well,” he said, before picking up a folder and pulling out what looked to be brain scans. 

“Tell me something I don't know.”   

“Before his accident, your brother had slightly diminished grey matter in his anterior prefrontal cortex. It's the area of the brain that controls social and emotional behavior. Most likely his personality was very arrogant, selfish, maybe manipulative at times. However, overall he still most likely displayed some kind of empathy or impulse control...although it was very limited.” 

I sat up in my chair. “Sounds about right. Keep going.” 

“After his accident, the coma, and the memory loss, his grey matter rose; significantly. In fact, it probably appeared that he became a whole new person. He probably thought about others a lot more than he thought about himself, in an almost unhealthy way actually. He probably had exceptional impulse control, and was very sensitive towards others.”   

“Okay. That's good then, right?” I questioned, not understanding his point. 

Although it makes sense now why Lizzie started having feelings for him…I guess. 

“Well, after I performed a procedure to get his memory back, even though it didn't work at first. He regained his memories- later on that night apparently.   Anyway, it appears that maybe; although I do not know for a fact at all, and I can't prove it. However, I may have upset something in that region during the procedure. His grey matter plummeted, rapidly. Although, there are great debates about this in the medical and psychiatric field- the arguments are ongoing. It would appear that your brother is most likely, clinically anyway; a psychopath now.” He fixed his tie and adjusted himself in his chair. “Now, I tried to do the right thing. I contacted a friend of mine who is the best psychiatrist in all of Brookville. He has a lot of experience with this sort of thing. He agreed to take him pro-bono as a favor to me. He was very interested in your brother's case. He had never seen anything like it before. Me either, actually. There's no history of this ever happening,” Dr. Spring said, frantically. 

“So what happened? Did he go?”

“No. He threatened to sue me if I ever performed another procedure on him again. He also said that that he was never going to speak to a shrink. He was very irate and I never heard from him again,” Dr. Spring said, looking uncomfortable now. 

I stood up and stalked toward him. ““So let me get this straight. You let a psychopath walk right out of your office and into the world, with no help?” I screamed.

This was not anything that I had expected to hear and I felt myself becoming dizzy. 

“I'm sorry, but I couldn't force him to see the psychiatrist. The psychiatrist was upset about it too. He had put a lot of work into your brother already.” 

“Give me his number and address. Call him and tell him I am on my way to his office now.” 

 

***

 

Two hours later, I was emerged in a conversation with Dr. Lee. 

I explained every single thing that had happened. Including my awful part in it. 

I even told him some of my own personal feelings. 

I was finding it therapeutic actually, which was strange to say the least. 

The guy did seem like he was the best at what he did though. 

“My brother and I got into a fight after his surgery. At least, I think it was the same day, the more I think about it. He punched me and I hit him over the head with a beer bottle. Did I cause this?” I asked, hoping not to hear another fear of mine confirmed. 

The one that makes me responsible yet again, for putting Lizzie in grave danger. 

He looked deep in thought before he spoke. “Dr. Spring would probably say yes. Probably, in an attempt at trying to save his own ass. In my opinion though, I don't think so. Given the type of man your biological father was, I would say that the genetic lottery was against Matt from the very start. Also, given the fact that he was raised by him and subjected to his cruelty daily...it was like a ticking time bomb. I would actually consider yourself extremely lucky that you were raised by your dad.” 

“Ticking time bomb, can you explain further? Also, Lizzie was a psych major herself. She actually had the opinion, at least beforehand, that Matt was more of a sociopath rather than a psychopath. She said something about the fact the he was able to feel empathy, in small increments. What's your opinion?” 

 

“She sounds like a smart girl. I would have to share her opinion of him in the past. Sociopathy is more nurture versus nature. Meaning, that since Matt was raised by a horrible father, it was bound to rub off on him. Genetically, he was predisposed to psychopathy. I'm fairly certain that's what your biological father was. So, that's what I mean when I say that he was a ticking time bomb. You were predisposed as well, but your dad raised you and provided you with lots of love, care, and understanding. Although, you do have some deep rooted anger issues that you need to sort out. Your dad showed you overall, how to be a good man; despite the horrible mistake you made. In regards to your brother, something happened when he met Lizzie.

“That little bit of empathy he had in him, expanded. He probably had grandiose feelings. Feelings like she was the only one that could ever make him a good person, things like that. Probably a by product of falling in love, it produces a highly emotional response. Especially in adolescence. I'm almost certain that the fact that he saved her life at the hands of his psychopathic father may have triggered the surge of gray matter in his brain, especially while in a coma. Saving her life was the last thing he did before he fell into a coma. A truly empathetic and heroic act. 

“Unfortunately, something happened, most likely during the procedure that undid all of that, and then some. A combination of memories and the procedure I think. The fact that his father was also the last person he saw before he fell into a coma, is rather disturbing. It sounds like maybe, he is becoming exactly the man his father was. Especially if Matt is doing things that he's never done in the past, such as kidnapping Lizzie. He's highly unpredictable, even more so than he's ever been in the past...but he's very thorough in his actions now. Much like his father was. It actually sounds like he planned her disappearance for months before he took her. Combined with his literal obsession for Lizzie, I'm very worried for the outcome of this.” Dr. Lee said, looking nervous. 

That made two of us, this conversation was starting to turn my stomach. 

“Can I ask you something. I have to know and I trust your opinion. If I told you some things about Lizzie, would you be able to give me an opinion of what her odds are of making it through this?” I asked, while I still had the nerve to.   

“I can try, but in no way, is my opinion the absolute in what is going to happen. In fact, I feel like it would be in poor taste to give an opinion like that. However, I have a feeling you're not going to leave until I give you one. You seem persistent to a fault. So, I will try my best. Go on, and I'll assess afterwards.”   

Here goes nothing. 

“Lizzie is fearless. She is sarcastic, feisty, a fighter. She's very internal in her thoughts, she's literally always thinking, observing. She doesn't share a lot of those thoughts though. All of her pain, she keeps bottled up inside. She doesn't just let it out a little at a time like people generally do, she just blows up. She blames herself, for almost everything that happens to her. Even stuff that is clearly beyond her control. She's her own worst enemy in a sense. She's brilliant and beautiful, but she has a low opinion of herself. She always has. She cares about others to a fault, way more then most do. She's not exactly the soft and mushy type, but her feelings can be. Not that she ever expresses those all the time. However, she's always worried about others and how they feel, or if they're okay. She became a vegetarian in the 6th grade after a field trip to the farm, but never told anyone. She never told anyone because she didn't want to make them uncomfortable. She just did it. She's the type to deny being raped and manipulated for months, for the safety of everyone she cares about. That's what type of person she is,” I said, trying to ignore my heartache as best as I could for the moment. 

“Well she certainly sounds very empathetic herself, in a sense. Self- sacrificing, if you will. The fact that she's so strong and will fight tooth and nail can be her downfall though. If she's the type to provoke a psychopath and keep doing it...she's putting herself in danger on purpose. The fact that she cares about others so much, means that she would rather be hurt, then ever hurt another. It probably means that she can't fight off her attacker very well. To put it bluntly, she's not capable of killing another person if she ever had to. Meaning, if it's her verse him; she'll sacrifice herself for the betterment of the situation. She's like crème brule to a psychopath. She's a great challenge, but one that will make them feel even more inferior about themselves. She's literally the match to the fire for them. If they can break her and get her to submit, after an intense battle of the minds and wills, then they get the control. The problem is, how much is she willing to sacrifice of herself, in the name of others, before she accepts defeat? How far will the psychopath go to get her to break? Her strong will…will be her downfall. She'll either be broken as a person, mentally destroyed and never to be the same again…or killed right before that happens.” 

 

I had intended for my question to be taken in the context of, what where her odds of making it without being too mentally fucked up—once I found her and saved her.

Not, what the odds were of her fighting off Matt during her capture. 

The fact that she may not even make it out of wherever she is alive, makes me want to keel over and die myself.

The only positive thing, is the fact that Matt's so obsessed with her, he would never kill her. 

At least, that's what I thought before speaking with Dr. Lee. 

Just how far would she push him while fighting for herself? 

How far would he go to take the control from her? Especially if he wasn't even the same person he once was. 

What would happen to Lizzie if he really was becoming our father?




 

Chapter 40 (Lizzie)

 

                          A month or so later, and my plan to starve myself seemed to be working. It got easier after the first two weeks. 

There's no scale here, but seeing as how my constricting underwear ensembles are now loose. It had to be working. 

Matt didn't even appear to notice for the first three weeks. Which, I was thankful for. 

However, this week...he did. 

He started making me eat, so I just began fooling him. 

I took a few bites of whatever he wanted me to, and then...I got rid of the rest. 

I tried everything I could, to get him to not impregnate me. My jaw felt like it was about to fall off. 

I looked out the window and saw that snow was falling all around us now. 

It made me miss my parents, Zoe, and most of all…Brandon. 

The holidays had to be approaching now...and Brandon's birthday. 

The anniversary of the first time we were ever intimate together. 

I missed him so much, it caused me to physically tremble at night. 

Matt always thought it was because I was cold, so he wrapped himself even tighter around me. 

That's when I knew I had to force myself to stop thinking about Brandon all together. 

As fucked up as it sounds, I've come to the conclusion that Matt was in fact, right. 

Brandon wouldn't come looking for me.

I'm sure my parents or Zoe had to have contacted him by this point. 

Maybe I even made it to the news.

He had to at least be generally aware, that I was in fact missing at this point. 

Unless, the worst thing of all happened. 

What if Matt was able to convince everyone in my life that I was dead now? 

What if I had hurt   Brandon so much, that he didn't even care? 

What if he thought I was better off that way? 

I probably was. 

Hell, I probably deserved to be anyway.




 

Chapter 41 (Brandon)

 

                          Hair: Dark brown   Eye color: Green   Race: Caucasian Height: 5'1 Weight: 130lbs. 

 

I stared down at one of Lizzie's fliers. I had a different one made up, hoping that it would help. 

Her smile lit up the page and it was bound to turn a few heads and make people take notice. 

At least, I hoped it would. 

“Brandon, I just wanted to let you know, I passed out more fliers at the supermarket today. I got rid of my entire stack for the day,” my mother's voice called out to me. 

“Thanks Mom, I really appreciate it,” I said, still staring down at the flier. 

“I also picked you up a birthday cake. I know you're not in the mood for celebrating, but I figured it wouldn't hurt to make a wish. Even though I know exactly what it is you'll be wishing for,” she said, now joining me at the kitchen table. 

I didn't realize that it was my birthday today, I didn't even care. 

However, that meant that Christmas was exactly a week away...and Lizzie wouldn't be home for the holidays. 

I closed my eyes at the thought of that, it was heart wrenching. 

“You said that she was most likely taken by Mathew Star right?” my mother asked nervously. 

“Yes. She was. There's no doubt in my mind about that.” 

She looked down and twisted her hands anxiously. 

This was unusual behavior for her. I was getting worried. 

What could she know that I didn't already know?

Besides where Lizzie was, and I knew she would never keep that information from me. 

“Mom, what's wrong? Are you okay?” I asked calmly, in hopes of easing her apprehension. 

“I have to tell you something and I hope you don't hate me from keeping it from you. I have no idea if any of this will do any good. It probably won't, but all I can think about is that poor girl.”

I knew what she was going to say. 

Would my father be mad at me for not stopping her? Or would he understand that if there was even one iota of something in what she was about to say that could help save Lizzie, I had to take it. 

I'm thinking he would understand right about now. 

“Okay Mom. I'm listening. Take your time. I love you and no matter what you tell me-   I'll never hate you, ever.”   

The only other person in the world besides Lizzie, that I loved with all of my heart, was the woman sitting right in front of me. 

“Mathew Senior raped me,” she said softly. 

I reached for her hand, trying to hide the fact that I already had this knowledge. “I'm so sorry Mom.” 

“It was a long time ago, the last time was over 23 years ago.” 

The last time? What was she talking about? 

I thought it happened one time. 

I tried to fight the urge to take out my anger on the wall behind me. 

“So it wasn't a one time thing?” 

“No unfortunately. He actually took me the first time, in a similar way that Matt probably took Lizzie. He held me captive for three whole months, right before I met and started dating your father.” 

Yeah, that wall was looking really good right about now. 

I didn't think it was possible for me to be any happier about blowing that assholes brains out, not until this moment right now at least. 

“Your father saved me from him, he never even knew just how much. I loved him with every ounce of my being. I thank God everyday, that you're just like him. That's how I know Lizzie will make it out of this alive. She has you on her side.” 

Unfortunately, I wasn't even half the man my father was. 

I'm the one who got Lizzie mixed up with Matt in the first place. I’m the one who caused the worst thing in the world to happen to her. I needed to get her back. 

“So how did you make it out alive?” 

“I don't know. I fought like hell, I'll tell you that much. He broke me and your father saved me. He just knew how, I can't even explain it. He put together every single broken piece of me. That's not why I'm telling you this though. The place that Mathew Senior took me and raped me- the very last time. After your father and I were already together, was a very significant place for us. Meaning your father and I, it was where we   had first fallen in love. He did it as a way to torment me even more. A punishment. I doubt it, but maybe that knowledge can help you find Lizzie. Also, when he held me captive for those three months, he had changed his name. He went under the alias Matthew Penn. He had secret accounts and everything. I doubt Matt would go that far, but I just figured I would put it out there,” she said, shrugging. 

That would explain why Detective Smalls told me that all of Matt's credit cards and bank accounts hadn't been accessed for months now. 

He had to have changed his name, and have different accounts. 

Obviously he would use a different alias though. 

Shit. I never thought Matt would be smart enough to do that. I had been counting on it. 

“Thank you so much Mom. I love you. You are incredible and brave. Is there anything else you can tell me?” 

“Nothing else significant. I mean, he had one final punishment for me during the last rape...but that's not important,” she said closing her eyes. 

“What?”

“He tried to get me pregnant so I would be his forever. It didn't work though, thankfully,” she said, as relief swept across her face. 

I didn't say a word. I was at least keeping one promise to my dad. 

I nodded my head and got up from the table. I think my mother may have just helped me after all. 

I picked up my cell to call Zoe. “Zoe be ready in 10 minutes, I think I may know where Matt's keeping Lizzie,” I said before hanging up and getting my jacket. 

“Where are you going? Don't you want your present?” 

“I'm going to Matt's lake house. I think you may have just given me my present Mom,” I said before walking out the door. 

 

***

 

   “So this is the infamous lake house?” Zoe asked, as we made our way up to it. 

“Yup. Stay out here though, if she's in here. It's going to be a bloodbath between Matt and I,” I said before putting my jacket over my hand and breaking through a window.

I searched high and low. 

I searched the room. The bathroom. The basement. The attic. It was completely empty. 

I had such a good feeling about it, that the wave of disappointment that followed- almost knocked me on my ass. 

I sat down on the floor in the room that we had all been in that night. 

I avoided looking at the bed, in order not to lose what little self- control I had left. 

I glanced down at the floor and noticed a small hair tie. I knew it had to be Lizzie's and I became hopeful. 

Then, I realized that it was probably still left over from that night almost 5 years ago. 

Matt had taken her hair down while trying to get her to seduce me. 

She did more then seduce me that night...she took over my entire heart. 

I picked it up and put it in my pocket, I wanted to keep anything and everything that reminded me of her. 

I even wore her engagement ring on a chain of my own now. 

It gave me that extra push to keep going whenever I felt defeated.

I sighed and made my way out of the house. 

“Nothing,” I said, looking down. 

Zoe sprinted ahead of me. “Let's go down by the lake, I need the air.”

I groaned. “It's just a freaking lake. Same air there that's here, but okay.” 

I was starting to get grumpy now. I just wanted to go back home. 

All this trip did was annoy me even more. 

We walked down to the dock and my mind drifted back to the night that Matt had pushed her in. 

If I wasn't so focused on saving her…I would have given him a taste of his own medicine and let him see what it felt like to drown. 

“Oh my god. That's her shirt! In the dirt over there!” Zoe screamed, bringing me out of my thoughts. 

“What? Are you sure? How do you know?”   

“This is the shirt she was wearing when I last saw her. I know it,” she said before bending down to pick it up. 

“Don't touch it Zoe. It's evidence,” I said, halting her while I picked up my cell phone. 

 

***

 

  I called the Brookville police department first. They; as usual, didn't care. 

They said they would take a look at it after the holidays were over. 

I cursed them out and told them exactly how I felt about that plan.   

I only had one other option. I called Detective Smalls. 

“Hi. Detective Smalls. I think we found the shirt Lizzie was wearing when she was last seen. It's at the lake house, but Brookville won't do anything about it until after the holidays. This is the first and only clue we've had in months. Is there anything you can do to help me? Anything at all?” I asked, trying not to sound like I was begging, but that's exactly what I was doing. 

“Yeah. I'm coming to Brookville. Maybe I can talk some sense into that lousy force over there. I'll be there in a few hours. Don't touch anything else in the area. Just stay put,” he said before he hung up the phone.    

 

***

 

   “I talked to the Sergeant of the police department. He's finally decided to take this case seriously. It didn't look too good, that another officer from a precinct 4 hours away, had to come here to do something they should have done,” Detective Smalls said, as he checked around the lake. 

“Thank you. I appreciate it, more then you know. When do we get the results? How quickly?” 

“Son, sit down. We have to talk,” he said while motioning me over to the bench a few feet away from us. 

I had the feeling that I wasn't going to like what he was going to tell me. 

“The preliminary results showed blood. It was a black shirt, so it wasn't easy to see. Plus it was all dried up. There was a decent amount Brandon. Almost entirely saturated. We won't find out if it's Lizzie's blood for another 24 hours though. However, Zoe insists that it's her shirt. If it does show up as Lizzie's, we'll take the next step. We'll drain the damn lake if we have to. I'll be staying here for a week, to make sure things are taken care of. I just wanted to be the one to tell you,” he said looking sorrowful.

It wasn't so much what he was saying, it was what he wasn't outright saying that made me feel uneasy. 

I hope to God that Zoe's wrong this time. 

I nodded my head and headed back to my car. 

This was the last place I wanted to be right now. 

 

***

 

“Okay everyone. The results should be in any minute. I just wanted to gather everyone around for the extra support. Also, depending on the results, we can come up with more ideas regarding how to find her,” I said to everyone that had shown up to gather at the bar. 

We were all on pins and needles. 

Lizzie's mother was crying. Miranda was biting her nails.

All the guys just tried to offer the women comfort, while trying not to look nervous themselves. 

I however, was pretending that it wasn't Lizzie's case I was working on. 

I was trying to remain detached and objective. 

It wasn't really working as much as I would have liked, but I kept at it. 

I even made up my mind not to be mad at Zoe after she was proven wrong. 

She saw something that looked like Lizzie's and she was only trying to be helpful. 

It wasn't her fault  it wasn't Lizzie's. 

That's what I kept telling myself...until I looked up and saw Detective Smalls walk through the door. He looked miserable. 

“It's hers Brandon. I'm sorry,” he said looking down. 

I looked over to Zoe and she started sobbing.Lizzie’s mom threw herself on the ground after letting out a heartbreaking scream. Lizzie's father walked out of the bar with Sean following close behind and Bill held Miranda in his arms as she cried. 

No...this doesn’t mean a damn thing. She’s still out there. 

“What's the next step?” I asked, trying to stay positive. 

He motioned his head toward the door. “They've already started draining the lake. Let's take a drive over there now.” 

 

We stayed silent on the ride over there. 

Zoe sat in the back, her head in her hands. I just prayed silently as hard as I could that Lizzie wouldn't be in that lake. 

When we reached the lake, it didn't even look like a dent had been made in it yet- it still looked the same. 

“I just want to prepare you for the worst Brandon. I knew you would hate me if I did this without you, so that's why I brought you. There's no easy way to say this. But I want to be the one to give it to you straight. If she's not in here, it's probably because of the currents. I didn't know that this lake apparently, leads to a big bay, which leads to another body of water and so on and so forth. She may never end up actually being found. They can't drain it fully, but they are going to find whatever they can. Given the fact that she can't swim...if something else significant shows up, then we know it's probably best to stop the search. If something else shows up...we'll most likely be treating it as a homicide. You did all you could Brandon. I'm still holding out hope though.”   

“Okay. I understand. Everyone else can stop the search, I never will. Not until I see it, see her, with my own eyes. Besides, nothing else has been found yet. I'm not getting myself worked up until I see more then a bloody shirt,” I said before walking down to the docks. 

 

 About an hour later, someone in the middle of the lake shouted, “I think I found something. A few things actually.” 

I looked over to Zoe. She walked over to where I was. “We don't know if whatever they found will be hers.”   

“I know, it's not. She's not dead Zoe. I would feel it. I would fucking know it. This is not where it ends for her, for us. She didn't go through hell and back for it to end like this. Whatever they found isn't hers,” I said, watching as the men in the lake came closer to us. 

“Brandon, Zoe. Come over here, I need you to identify some things,” Detective Smalls said, ushering us over to where he was. 

When we made our way over, Zoe let out a gasp. I took a step back and tried not to collapse. 

“Those are her pants! That's her purse, and that's her cell phone!” Zoe screamed before she fell down and began crying. 

“I'm so sorry, Brandon. I'm so sorry,” Detective Smalls said as he kicked a rock across the lake.   

I picked up my cell phone to call her parents. 

This was, without a doubt, going to be the hardest phone call of my entire life.




 

Chapter 42 (Lizzie)

 

    “Open your fucking mouth!” Matt screamed as he tried cramming a burger down my throat. 

I shook my head. Even if he forced it down my throat, he couldn't make me swallow it. 

“Lizzie. I swear to God. Fine. What would you like to eat? I'll make you or order you whatever you want, just please eat something,” he pleaded, still trying to get me to open up my mouth. 

I focused my attention to the window. I still had no idea what day it was, but it was still snowing outside. 

“If you take two bites, I'll leave you alone. I promise.” 

“I don't eat meat Matt.” I said while rolling my eyes. 

He sighed and got up from the table. He came back with peanut butter and bread and held them up to me.

“Two bites. That's it, or I'll throw it up,” I said in defeat.

I opened my mouth and took my required two bites and a sip of water. 

On the bright side, we've been having so many fights about my lack of eating...we were having less sex. 

None of the lingerie that Matt purchased for me fit anymore, it was way too big now. He had to get all new ones, not that I felt bad for him. 

The best thing was…I still wasn't pregnant. 

I still had my cycle, but it kept getting shorter and shorter. 

I was winning. 

He threw his hands up in frustration. “You don't even look like yourself Lizzie. Are you sick? Do you need a doctor? Why are you purposely starving yourself? I will get you whatever you want.” 

I proceeded to ignore him.

I didn't dare look in the mirror, I didn't want to see what was staring back at me. 

I knew I had lost my derriere, that was enough for me to stop trying to guess how much weight I had lost. 

My last guess, was that I was probably about a 100lbs now. 

I knew I needed to crack the 96lb threshold for my height, in order for my plan to start being effective.

I thought about all the times Matt had called me chubby in high school and I laughed out loud. The irony of the situation. 

“It's not funny. What is the matter with you? You sound like you're crazy.” 

Him, calling me crazy? I laughed even harder then. 

“That's it. This is not how I wanted to spend Valentine's day, but so be it,” he said before throwing me over his shoulder and heading for the bedroom. 

Valentine's day? That's in February. How in the world has that much time passed?   

He then shackled me in my ankle chain. 

Crap, how I hated this stupid chain. 

“I'm not a dog. Stop chaining me up!” I screamed, pounding my fists on the floor. 

“Nope. This is where you stay. Until you start eating normally again. You were absolutely perfect before, I don't know what's gotten into you. So, until you start looking like my perfect cupcake again, you will stay here. You can sleep on the cold floor. I don't want a bag of bones next to me,” he sneered as he pulled something out of a Victoria Secret bag. 

“You see this? This was your present. You know what's wrong with it? It won't even fit you anymore. I ordered a size down. I ordered a small. A small won't even fit you. What happened to you?” he yelled before throwing the pink lacy garment at me. 

“You! You happened to me. I hate you. I don't want to be with you. I don't love you, and I don't want to have your baby!” I screamed, pounding my fists on the floor again. 

Oops. That wasn't supposed to slip out. 

“What did you say? That's why you're doing this? Well, it looks like I only have a little bit of time left to make that happen then, huh?” 

Oh no. He stood in front of me and unzipped his fly. 

“Stick this in your mouth,” he said while grabbing the back of my head.

I obliged, while he held my head down until I started choking. 

He then let go of my head and mounted me. 

I was so used to it, I didn't even feel the first few thrusts. 

I just let myself disconnect, like I had done in the past with him. 

It was a lot easier now, since he stopped trying to torment me with orgasms. 

He already figured out that I hated myself for it, after a few months straight of the horrible ordeal. 

He had won that round. I was determined to win this one. And so far, I was. Until this current moment. 

“What do you think we should name him? Should we name him Brandon, since he's already the unwanted child,” Matt sneered as he continued thrusting into me. 

That snapped me out of my disconnect. 

“Ha. You sure about that? I'm pretty sure he was actually the son your father always wished he really had. You were the unwanted child. Brandon will always be better than you, at everything,” I replied, my tone purposely antagonizing. 

I rolled my eyes at him, before I looked up at the ceiling. 

I didn't even feel the first blow of his fist through my rib cage. 

I heard a crack and cried out in pain. 

I was so distracted by what he had done…I never felt his hands around my throat until I saw darkness, stopped breathing...and blacked out.




 

Chapter 43 (Brandon)

 

Her parents wanted her memorial service to be in February. 

They didn't want to start the new year off with it, her birthday's in March...and April was already a horrible month because of the past. 

So, they picked February.

I tried to talk them out of it altogether. I insisted that she wasn't dead, but they had lost hope. 

So did everyone else around me. 

They said that it would help us all move on. We didn't need a body to do it, and she deserved to be remembered properly.

Needless to say, I disagreed. 

I needed a body, I needed her body. 

I didn't believe she was dead. My heart wouldn't let me, I knew she was still out there. 

She was just waiting for me to find her. She just needed to keep holding on. 

I saw her every single night in my dreams, always apologizing to me, always trying to tell me where she was but she couldn't get the words out. 

I woke up in a cold sweat and I told her to hold on. 

I was coming for her…I would be there, just hold on a little longer. 

I tossed and turned the worst the night before her memorial service. 

She came to me and told me she had forgiven me, she loved me, and that I needed to let her go. 

She said that we would find each other again in another lifetime, that she was counting on it. 

I told her that I would find her in this lifetime, and that's what I was counting on, but she just blew me a kiss and faded away. 

I woke up and punched the wall behind me. 

“Brandon. Are you okay, what's going on?” my mother asked as she turned on the light in my room. 

I forgot momentarily that I was staying with her while I found Lizzie. I'd have to make sure to patch the hole in the wall before I left. 

“I'm sorry, mom, I had a terrible dream about Lizzie.” 

“Talk to me about it.”

“She told me I needed to let her go, she told me we would find each other again in another lifetime,” I said with my head in my hands. 

“Oh, honey. That doesn't sound like a terrible dream at all. She was trying to give you comfort. I had a similar dream about your father right after he died. She loves you so much, she knew you needed to hear those words Brandon. You should listen to her. You have to let her go. She's in a better place now. No one will do bad things to her ever again. She's at peace. She wants you to find yours.” 

“Mom. I appreciate what you're saying, but she's not dead. I know she's not. I will find her. I have to find her,” I said, trying to clear my throat. 

I wasn't about to lose it like a damn sissy in front of my mother. 

I didn't cry—ever. It just wasn't the way I handled shit. 

I got angry. I punched. I freaking killed…that's what I did. 

That's what I would do to Matt and I couldn't wait for the day it happened. 

She gave my hand another squeeze and kissed the top of my head, before she closed the door and left. 

I continued to go over every little detail I could and tried to think of what my next step would be. 

 

***

 

 “I'm sorry for your loss, Brandon,” Heather said, when she came up to me at the memorial service. 

I gave her the same response I was giving everyone else. 

“Thank you, but she's not dead. I appreciate your words though.” 

She gave me the same look that everyone else gave me. A mixture between pity and sadness. 

The only person who didn't give me that look was Zoe. 

Zoe was giving up hope, but she wasn't quite on her last leg yet. I'd say she was probably 95% of the way there. 

I made small talk with everyone and tried not to stare at the blown up picture of Lizzie surrounded by flowers. 

White roses in particular…her favorite. 

The way they had hung the picture up, made her appear as though she was an angel looking down on everyone. 

She was an angel alright…but she was still an angel here on earth. 

“She was a beautiful girl, Brandon. Truly breathtaking. You were a lucky man,” Detective Smalls said, his tone full of sadness. 

“She is a beautiful girl. She is breathtaking. However, you're right. I was a very lucky man,” I said before shaking his hand and walking away. 

The service soon began. Her parents spoke a few words. Miranda spoke briefly…and then Zoe walked up there. 

She looked nervous but purposeful before she spoke. 

“Lizzie. Or Lizzie-Liz as I liked to call her, was the best person in the whole entire world. She had an inner strength that you or I could only wish for. I know that she's looking down on all of us, especially today, trying to get everyone through it. That's just who she is. I also know that she fought like a warrior, and she gave that asshole a fair fight. She wasn't taken down easily, that's for damn sure. She fought for all of us in this room, whether we knew it or not. She protected everyone, all of us. In ways most of you will never, ever know.

“The things she kept inside, would break any one of us, right where we stood.   Not her though, she just kept on fighting through, every day of her life. That's exactly who she was. Today, she gives us all—a little bit of her strength, because let's face it; she had more than enough of it to go around. She gives us all—a little bit of her courage, because she had it in spades. She also gives us all, her pain...because lord knows, she's had way too much of it, for too long. She carried it inside, all by herself, so none of us ever had to. So let's carry it around for her this time—so she can finally be at rest. There will never be another person like her in this world, now or ever. Because if there were, then they would be fearless, just like she was. And we'd fall in love with all of her beautifully broken pieces, all over again,” Zoe finished, before she walked off the stage. 

There wasn't a dry eye in the house. 

I loosened my tie. I cleared my throat, and then—I ran the hell out of there.

I jumped in my car. I knew exactly where I needed to go. Zoe was right. 

She suffered for way too long, and it was all because of me. 

I was out of breath by the time I made it to the 4th floor bathroom, but I didn't care. 

I stepped inside the handicapped stall, held her engagement ring in my hands, and I fucking lost it. 

I lost it, because of all of the pain she endured right here, all the anguish that I caused. 

I lost it, because I had failed in my promise to her when I proposed in this very room. 

I failed to protect her, and keep her safe. 

I failed to undo all of the fucking pain that I caused her.

I had failed...and it cost me the love of my life. She was gone for good.




 

Chapter 44 (Lizzie)

 

                          “Good morning, beautiful. Time to get up. Now,” Matt said while pushing me with his foot. 

I woke up with a jolt. Why was he being so nice suddenly? 

Ever since I told him that I didn't want to have his baby and I continued starving myself; he's been nothing but cruel and physically abusive towards me. Even more than usual. 

Heck, he hadn't even had sex with me as much as he used to.

I rolled over on the cold floor and tried not to grimace as the hard wood grazed my bruised ribs. 

He unlocked my ankle shackle, ignoring my look of shock. 

“Why are you being so nice?” 

I needed to prepare myself. 

He ignored me while he picked out the bra and underwear set that I was to wear for the day. 

Oddly enough, it was actually the only set I really liked. 

It was my favorite shade of green and the material was silky and soft. 

I mean, given the fact that I was forced to wear such things, this one wasn't so bad. 

I probably would have even purchased something similar myself…if I was free and all. 

“I have a present for you, meet me out in the living room, by the fiWith.” 

I changed, met him in the living room and stood by the small fiWith. 

It wasn't snowing outside anymore, but the weather was still brisk.

Or at least, it appeared that way, after I pulled back the curtain to the window in the bedroom earlier. 

He handed me a cupcake with a candle in it. I arched my eyebrow up at him and fought the urge to throw it at his head. 

“What's this?” 

“Happy birthday,” he said smiling down at me. 

Shit. That would make it March 23rd today. 

His words filled me with confusion, and sadness. 

Confusion due to the obvious…I had lost all sense of time. 

Sadness, because this was not how I wanted to spend my 23rd birthday, or any future birthday for that matter. 

I sighed and put the cupcake down next to him. 

“What? You don't like cupcakes?” he asked tauntingly, before he laughed. 

“I'm on a diet these days.”

“Eat it. Trust me, you look like you could use it,” he said before standing up and handing it back to me. 

“No. I hate cupcakes. Almost as much as I hate you!” I shouted.

His hand wrapped around the back of my head and smashed my face into it. 

“Eat it or I'll give you something else for your birthday.”

I took one bite and swallowed, then took another and spit it back at him. 

Then, I knocked the cupcake to the floor. 

“That's it,” he screamed, while he moved across the room and picked up multiple strands of rope.

Crap, I really should have just eaten the damn thing. 

I quickly backed up.

Maybe I could run into the bathroom and lock myself in it while he cooled down. 

That sounds like a good plan, I thought to myself, before I started running. 

I managed to get one foot on the tile in the bathroom before he yanked me back. 

“Nope, not so fast,” he said, hauling me back by the fiWith. 

He tied up my hands first, then my legs. 

Whatever he was about to do, required that he do it without me struggling. This wasn't good. 

“I have another present for you. Now, I can't bring a tattoo artist in here, but there is something else I can do,” he said while turning his attention to the fiWith. 

It didn't take a genius to figure out that he intended to burn me with something…but what? 

“Where do you want it?” he asked, grazing his hand over my body. 

He had to be kidding. 

“I don't know. How about no freaking where?”   

“I tried to be nice and give you a choice. I guess, I'll just pick one of my favorite parts of your body.” 

Dear God, please do not let him burn my freaking vagina off. 

I looked at him nervously, as he continued moving his hand down my body. 

I closed my eyes as his hand traveled further south. 

His hand stopped on my left hip bone. 

“Well, this used to be one of my favorite spots, before you went and ruined yourself.” 

I was beyond confused at this point. Why was he purposely trying to burn me? 

He took a poker out and showed me the bottom of it. 

It was fairly large symbol…a big block letter ‘M’.

Shit, he was going to brand me. 

I would now have his monogram on me forever...even after I managed to escape. 

Tears welled up in my eyes then, not because of what he was about to do, but because I knew perfectly well that I was never going to escape. 

It was a hard realization…but it helped put things into perspective for me. 

He stuck the poker back into the fiWith and spun it around. 

I started twisting against the ropes. If it was going right up against my bone, it was going to hurt like the dickens. 

Besides that, I didn't want anything that reminded me of   him permanently on my body. 

I had all the scars he left on my soul for that. 

“It will only hurt for a minute, you can take it. Besides, what I have planned for you after will probably hurt more. Happy birthday cupcake,” he said, as he brought the poker down to my hip bone. 

I heard a sizzling sound, as I felt a stinging sensation that can only be described as the worst pain imaginable as he singed me. 

“I fucking hate you.” 

I immediately felt nauseous and wiped out. 

Then, I remembered that he had said he had something worse planned for after.

I closed my eyes and summoned what little bit of strength I had left in me.

He bent his head down and blew on my hip. 

“I think I did a good job,” he said proudly before taking my underwear off. 

He brought me over to the couch and bent me over it so that my head was crammed into the cushion. 

He then kneeled over the back of me, before entering me. 

I was confused at this point. 

How was this any worse than what he usually did to me? 

He reached his hand around, until his finger landed on that one spot that always seemed to betray me. 

I started moaning. I was close…there was no point in trying to fight it. 

“Beg me not to stop. Beg me to let you come,” he whispered against my ear. 

Feeling good for a minute was certainly better than feeling horrible. 

I needed it. I needed the pain to stop…if only for a moment. 

“Please, Matt, please let me come. Please don't stop.” 

Then, he paused and rammed himself into my other opening. 

There was no warning, no preparation…there was no lube. 

It was also something that neither him…nor anyone else had ever done to me before. 

He continued ramming himself into my sphincter rapidly as I screamed out in excruciating pain. 

I was wrong before…this was the worst pain imaginable. 

“Please stop Matt. Please! I'm begging you!” I cried out, while more tears streamed down my face. 

I was hating myself for being so weak.

“Nope. Now I have every single part of you,” he said as he continued picking up the pace violently. 

I fought against the ropes while I felt the dribble of   something warm fall down my legs. 

I thought it was over…but Matt continued going. 

I glanced down and realized that a small pool of blood had started forming around me. 

I began to dry heave and my stomach emptied what little contents it had in it. 

Something in my mind snapped and broke in that moment. 

I had finally reached my limit, there was nothing else he could do to me…or take from me. 

I accepted my fate. 

He had won. 

“Happy birthday,” Matt said right before he finished.




 

Chapter 45 (Brandon)

 

    I stuck around Brookville for another month. 

It wasn't because I wanted to, it was because I had no desire to do anything anymore.

I just laid in bed and let my mind go blank. 

This was my ultimate prison...a world without Lizzie in it. 

I didn't feel her presence in my heart anymore and she never came to me in another dream again. 

She was really gone, I knew it. 

I felt it now. 

By the time I gathered enough strength to drag my sorry ass out of bed, I was shocked to find that it was the start of spring. 

That only made me feel worse. 

How could the sun continue to shine and the world continue to on, without her? 

It didn't make any sense to me. 

I tried to go out, but every single place in Brookville reminded me of her…and all of the pain. 

I needed to get the hell out of here. 

 

***

 

“Sorry, Zoe, I know you think I should stay and be around people, but I can't. Every place in Brookville holds a bad memory for me, and for her,” I said, before throwing my duffel bag in the back of my car. 

“I understand, believe me. That's why I'm taking a trip back to Pennsylvania. I'm going back to the college. I want to be in a place in which the spirit of her was happy while on earth. It will give me closure. In the spirit of our kindred friendship- my soul needs to give her the proper send off,” she said as she closed her eyes and threw her hands up to the sky. 

I was half expecting her to finish her statement with the words ‘namaste’. 

Not that I wasn't grateful for the great friend that she had been to Lizzie...but they really couldn't have been more different from one another. 

It made me chuckle. It was the first laugh I had in months. 

“Okay, well you enjoy you're new age way of healing. I'm going to bury my heartache the best way I know how. I'm going to find every bad guy I can and pummel the crap out of them. Then I'll turn them it,” I said while taking a seat behind the wheel. 

“You know Brandon, that will only make the heartache worse. It might make you feel better for a little while, but it will never bring her back. You need to find a healthy way of healing and dealing with the loss. Despite the terrible mistake you made....you were her soulmate Brandon. Even in death, her soul will always be connected to yours. If you let your soul grow black and cold, it will only hurt her eternal soul forever. You should go to a happy place, a place where you truly connected. A place that you connected and protected her. Then her soul can rest in peace.” She paused and gave me a big smile. “You should come with me!” 

Yup, Zoe was crazy alright. Detective Smalls had her pegged correctly. 

“No thanks Zoe. I'm trying to forget what happened to Lizzie, not dwell in all the heartache, remember? I'll see you around sometime. Take care of yourself,” I said, before I drove off.




 

Chapter 46 (Lizzie)

 

 “Look in the mirror Lizzie! I don't even want to have sex with you anymore. I don't have any desire to. I don't even want to see you naked. I feel like I'm going to break you in half!” Matt screamed, as he looked down at the floor I was currently laying on. 

I didn't say a word, I barely even registered the words coming out of his mouth. 

I had nothing to say back. There was no point. 

I just rolled over and waited for him to kick me, or do whatever he needed to do to get the anger out. 

The pain would pass, I never felt anything anymore. 

My soul had become dark and numb. 

I was no longer me. I was his. 

“What would Brandon think if he saw you?” he asked tauntingly, trying to get a rise out of me. 

I shrugged and blocked out that name.

“Fine, you know what? You're in the shackle now, for good. I will never take you out of it again,” he screamed as he locked the piece of metal around my ankle. 

I didn't care. The truth was, I didn't even need the chain and shackle to keep me here anymore. 

It didn't matter what he did to me. I was here to stay forever. I was his. 

“You know what? I don't even want to see you in any of this sexy shit anymore. I don't want to see your body the sight of it makes me sick,” he said, as he sat me up and put a large t-shirt of his over my head. 

“You aren't even Lizzie anymore.” 

Then, he kicked my head and left the room.

I just closed my eyes and fell back to sleep. 

I was his…this was my existence. 

I would only exist for as long as he wanted me to…and that was forever. 

 

***

 

 After what felt like hours later, I felt a hand rubbing my ankle. 

I opened my eyes as Matt hoisted me up, and laid me down on the bed. 

I closed my eyes again, I didn't feel anything anymore. 

“Lizzie, I'm going to remind you of who you really are,” Matt whispered, before he pulled my panties down. 

“You and I are a lot alike you know,” he said as his hand moved up my thigh. 

My mind still didn't register what he was doing. 

It didn't matter to me. There was nothing he could say, or do to me anymore. 

He separated my thighs before laying his head between them. 

“This is the only part of you that is still the same. The inside of you,” he said before he kissed me there. 

 

“You know why I call you cupcake?” he asked, before his tongue roamed over my bundle of nerves, causing an involuntary shiver to run up my spine. 

“It's because you're sweet and innocent. So sweet…and so innocent. You always have been Lizzie. It makes people want to use you…it makes them want to use you for their own purpose. People like Brandon,” he whispered, before his tongue engulfed me, causing me to involuntarily arch my back. 

“He only wants to hurt you and use you cupcake. He only wants to cause you pain. Think about all the pain that he made you feel on the inside.”

He then moved himself over me and started slowly thrusting inside me. 

I felt something snap in my mind again and in a single moment…my mind and heart felt all the overwhelming pain that he caused me. 

I started crying and shaking uncontrollably. 

Matt continued softly thrusting inside me...but he wasn't the reason for my tears this time. 

“Why do you think he still hasn't come to find you? It's his apartment cupcake. He knows you're here with me. He knows because he set it up. Just like my father did to his mother. This was his final plan for payback against me. This was how he wanted to make me pay…by taking you here and hurting you. I'm hurting just like you are inside. Everything I do to you here…is because of him,” he said as he held me in his arms and pushed himself deeper inside me. 

The tears continued until they were full on sobs. 

How could Brandon do this to me...again? 

I love him so much and all he wants to do is cause me so much pain. 

This was worse than not being able to feel anything. 

This was destruction. The ultimate destruction. 

The kind of destruction my soul couldn't survive. 

“Give me your pain cupcake. Don't let him win. Don't let him destroy you. Give me all of you. Let me protect you from him. Let me take the pain away,” he whispered as his finger swept over my clit, causing me to unravel at the same time as him. 

I sobbed and I nodded my head. 

Matt softly kissed me before setting me back down on the floor and locking me in my ankle shackle. 

“Sorry. One day I'll be allowed to take you out. But on that day cupcake…he will destroy what little of you is still left inside. You're protected from all of the pain he caused you when you're here with me. I’ve always protected you from him Lizzie,” he said before he left the room. 

I put my blanket over my head and cried myself to sleep then. 

Not because of Matt's words…but because I knew that he was right.




 

Chapter 47 (Brandon)

 

     “Got another one for you,” I said, as I hauled a guy into the precinct. 

“Thanks. Why is his lip bleeding? Why does he have a black eye?” Detective Smalls asked while raising his eyebrow. 

“Because he fucking...” the felon said, before I cut him off. 

“He fell…it happens.” 

He gave me a look and I shrugged. 

“Brandon, hang around for a second. I want to have a talk with you,” Detective Smalls said, before he handed the guy to his partner. 

“What's up?” I asked, trying to fight the urge to get out of there. 

I owed Detective Smalls though, he did more for me, more for Lizzie, then anyone else had. 

I owed the man a conversation, at the very least. 

“Let's go outside and talk,” he said leading the way. 

I sighed, as I followed him. 

I didn't like where this was going. 

“I'm not trying to be rude, Detective. I just really want to get back to fighting the bad guys.” 

“Yeah. I can tell, it looks like that's exactly what you've been doing.” 

What the hell was his problem? What difference did it make to him? 

“What's the problem detective? Don't like the way I do my job?”   

“Listen, before you do or say something you regret. Hear me out for a second. It's been three weeks, Brandon. Three weeks and you're only getting more hardened. Beating up criminals? Do you know I can have you thrown in jail for that? I mean, scrapes and little abrasions do happen, but black eyes and bloody lips don't. They're not supposed to. Especially after you've already cuffed the guy Brandon,” he said, his tone a mixture of concerned and annoyed. 

Shit, how did he know that? 

He continued without waiting for me to reply. 

“You know why I took an immediate liking to you? You know why I helped you? You're one of the good guys, despite your past. That's not the only reason though. You remind me a little of myself. Mostly though, you remind me of my son. Or, the man my son would have been before he died.” 

This was news to me, he never talked about his family. 

“What happened?” 

“I killed my wife. Not on purpose, believe me. I loved that woman more then anything. 10 years ago, I got a call from her at the precinct. She said that she had gotten home from work and there was an intruder in the house. She said that he had even fired a gun into the wall. She told me this while she was hidden under the bed in our bedroom. She told me that it sounded like he was headed towards our sons room. It was a relief because our son was at a sleepover for the night. She told me she was going to stay under the bed. She swore it to me. Of course, my partner and I rushed over to my house, and called for backup. I lived five minutes away, we were there instantly. 

“I pulled my gun out, because obviously the man was armed and dangerous, and I needed to protect my wife. My partner and I entered the house. The lights were all turned off, it was hard to see. I heard another shot fire in my son's bedroom, and I saw a figure come out of my son's room. I took the shot. I remembered that my wife had said that the intruder was in my son's room, she was supposed to be hidden under the bed. She swore to me she would stay there. She didn't. I shot my wife. She died instantly. I shouldn't even be an officer right now, except my partner stuck up for me, as well as the rest of the force, and it was deemed an accident, which it was. The most unfortunate one.” 

Shit, that was horrible. Knowing you were the one responsible for killing the woman you love.

I felt the pang in my heart at the realization that we were in similar situations. 

“I'm so sorry. That's...I don't even have the words.What happened to your son though?” I asked, hoping I wasn't crossing a line. 

“My son was the intruder. He was 14. He got drunk at the sleepover with his friends. He wanted to prove how manly he was, so him and his friends walked back to our house. He wanted to show off. He always talked about how his dad got the bad guys, and how he was going to grow up to be just like his old man. Apparently, he figured out the combination to the safe where I kept my extra gun. The first shot my wife heard was our son, not knowing the proper way to fire a weapon, and accidentally shooting into the wall. The second shot was my son accidentally killing himself, while my wife decided to sneak up on the intruder in the bedroom. She startled him and he dropped the gun, the safety was off and it ended up firing right at him.” 

Christ, talk about your entire world being ripped right away from you. 

“Fuck. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.” 

“Brandon, I didn't tell you my story to get your sympathy. Although, I know you mean well. I'm telling you this because if you don't figure out the right way to deal with Lizzie's death, you will become the bad guy. Do you know, I almost lost my right to be an officer again, when I started doing the very things you're doing now. I became a drunk, an angry drunk at that. I took out all my anger on the bad guys I arrested. It was getting out of control. My partner told me to go to rehab, and figure out how to mourn my losses the right way; or he would arrest me and get me fired. I hated him at the time. I thought it was mean, and cruel. I still thank him for that this very day. He probably saved my life. 

“I've been sober for 7 years now, and I'm grateful for it. I'm even more grateful for the fact that he forced me to mourn in the healthy way. So that's the choice I'm giving you. No, you're not a drunk. However, you have got to figure out the right way to mourn Lizzie. Even if you don't want to. You can't keep taking out your anger on the people you think are the bad guys, even if they are, it doesn't make it right. It's not the way to mourn her. It will eat you alive. Figure out how to heal Brandon. I look forward to seeing you in a few weeks. If you need me, or if you need anything at all. Please let me know,” he said, before turning around and walking back inside. 

Shit, he was probably right. Lizzie wouldn't want this for me. She would never want me to mourn her this way. 

I knew what I needed to do.

I picked up my cell phone. 

“Zoe? I know this is strange, but   are you still in Pennsylvania by any chance?”

“Yeah. I was going to leave tomorrow, but I can stick around for a little longer. Especially if you want to come and say goodbye to Lizzie. I think having someone else there with you who loved her too might be helpful.” 

“Okay. I'm booking a flight. I'll try and get on the earliest one I can. See you in a few hours.” 




 

Chapter 48 (Lizzie)

 

     “Suck my dick, or eat the sandwich. Either way- something's going in your mouth right now,”   Matt said as he forced a plate in my face.

I pulled down his pants and went to town. 

I was his, this is what was expected of me. 

For as long as he wanted me, which was forever. 

No escape, no hope, just him. 

“Man Lizzie, I don't know if I should be happy about you not taking the sandwich, or mad at you,” he said as he dropped the plate. 

It was a daily occurrence. 

The one time that I made a mistake and chose the sandwich…he punched me in the head and kicked me so hard in my ribs I cried. 

He said that I should want him more than I should want to eat. 

He decided to use me not eating, as a tool to teach me how to behave. As he should, because I was his, forever. 

He could do what he wanted with me. 

I only existed to please him, that was it. 

I owed it to him to do whatever he wanted me to do, whenever he wanted me to. 

“Who's fault is it Lizzie?” Matt asked, right before I swallowed. 

“Brandon's fault. It's all his fault. Thank you for saving me from him.” 

It was Brandon's fault that I was in this position in the first place. 

Matt was right, Brandon choose me. 

It wasn't Matt's fault that he loved me and wanted me…it was Brandon's.

“Who's the bad guy Lizzie?” 

“Brandon's the bad guy. Brandon will hurt me. You protect me from him. Thank you.” 

Brandon is the bad guy, he made Matt do a bad thing to me, something that Matt never wanted to do. 

Brandon will only hurt me, and Matt protects me from that hurt. 

Matt loves me, Brandon never did. 

Brandon used me. 

I'm scared of Brandon; he will only hurt me. 

“Good girl. Guess who's not getting a sink full of water in their face today,” Matt said while patting my head. 

That was his new thing. He liked to fill the sink up with water and hold my face in it. Fear of drowning and all. 

Then, right before I would lose consciousness, he would lift my head up.

He said he was saving me. He said that he saved me more times then Brandon ever had. 

He was right too, Matt must have saved my life about ten times already. 

Brandon didn't save me, Brandon was the reason I had suffered in the first place, he had chosen me. 

It wasn't Matt's fault that he was raised by the man he was. 

Matt was just as hurt as I was inside. 

He said we were soulmates. 

He said, that him and I were meant to be…Brandon had brought us together. 

“Cupcake. Do you love me?” 

“Yes, Matt. I love you. Very much.” 

“Good girl, now go back to sleep on the floor. If you keep up the good behavior, maybe one day I'll take your chain off,” he said, before pecking me on the lips and walking away. 

He didn't have to free me from my chain. 

I was his and here I would stay. 

Trapped with him forever.




 

Chapter 49 (Brandon)

 

  I remember the first time I saw her out in the courtyard at Penn. How beautiful she looked. 

Her smile was brighter than the sun. Her happiness was contagious. 

She was the happiest I had ever seen her. 

Besides the time I asked her to move in with me, or asked her to marry me, or the first time we had sex…or that last time we ever made love.

Zoe was right, coming here was therapeutic. 

It felt good to remember the happy times in her life, rather than all the horrific ones. 

All the anger inside had subsided while I was here. 

“Do you want to go to the apartment complex?”   

I didn't think I'd ever be able to go there, but I should probably give it a shot since I was here now. 

Walking around the campus the last couple of days and sitting in the library…made me feel better. 

I regret giving the lease up on the apartment now. 

I told my lawyer to offer it to her for the five years I was supposed to be in jail. I was ready to pay it all up. 

He told me she declined, I had expected that. 

I told him to pay for it anyway and just keep signing the lease year after year.

I wanted to be able to provide someplace safe for her, in case she ever needed it. 

Even if I was in jail. If she ever told me she needed it when I called her, then it would be there for her. 

Ironically, it was time to sign another lease the day after I saw her and Matt through the bar window. 

My lawyer called me, seeing as how I was out of jail then and told me it was time to sign. 

I thought about it, especially since I knew I would be leaving town given the current circumstance. 

I realized that I could never live there again, especially after all the heartache, so I never signed. 

Maybe it was time to go back though. 

Maybe, it was the thing I needed to finally mourn her the right way. 

It would be good to bask in all the happy memories we had together there. 

Yup, I needed to do it. It would be my last step of healing the right way. 

“You know what? Yeah, let's go. Let's do it,” I said while making my way toward my car. 

Zoe smiled, I knew she thought I made the right decision. 

We pulled up to the gates. 

“I'm sorry you need some ID,” the security officer said. 

That was strange. 

I mean, part of the reason I had chosen this complex in the first place was for the security, but requiring identification from every single person who approached the gate was a little excessive.

“I used to live here. I leased an apartment in building B for about 3 years. I only gave it up about 8 months ago. I wanted to see if I left anything behind,” I said while handing over my license. 

“You said building B?” 

“Yup. I still have the number of the person who owns the building if you need me to call them up for you.” 

The first great mood I had been in for 8 ½ months, and this guy was ruining it. 

“Oh, there's been a change in ownership since then. Someone else owns the building now. No one is allowed to go in at all. Only people on the approved list. That, or the maintenance workers and window washers. They have to be specifically approved each time they walk in though too.”

What the hell? That sounds a little weird. 

Actually,very weird. 

“It's an apartment building. If no one is allowed in without being approved first- how do the tenants come and go? What about friends or family? How do they go about their day to day business? There's at least 20 apartments alone in that building. That doesn't make a whole lot of sense.” 

“Listen, buddy. I don't make the rules, Mr. Penn does. He's the one who hired me. He's the one who owns that building now. I'm sorry, I can't let you in. Deal with it. Reverse your car and pull out please,” he said before he pushed the button to close the gate. 

I gave him the finger and reversed my car. 

What a prick. 

Then it hit me. That name. 

“No it can't be,”I said, before realizing that I had said it out loud. 

“What? What can't be?” Zoe asked, looking confused. 

I shook my head. “Nothing, it's stupid. Never mind. Let's just go back to the school.” 

I was driving down the road when my mother's words suddenly echoed through my head. 

“It was a very significant place for us. Meaning your father and I, it was where we had first fallen in love. He did it as a way to torment me even more. A punishment.” 

“Motherfucker!”   I cut the wheel, spun around and jammed on the gas.

“Brandon what the hell is wrong with you? What are you doing?” Zoe screeched, understandably terrified. 

I stopped my car short right in front of the gate and ran over to the security booth. 

Zoe tried to keep up behind me. 

“You said his name is Mr. Penn? What's his first name?” I roared before grabbing the security guard by his collar. 

“What the heck? Let go of me,” he said looking understandably terrified.

As he should be. 

“I'll think about it...answer the question first,” I snapped while pulling his collar even tighter.

“Yes, his name is Mr. Penn. I don't know his first name. I don't think anyone does. All I know is that his signature is M. Penn. That's all I know. Now let me go or I'll get backup.” 

Shit. Matt wasn't too smart after all. 

‘Penn’ Shit, he probably kept the alias as a way of torturing Lizzie even more. Asshole. 

“Brandon, what the hell is wrong with you?” Zoe shouted understandably concerned. 

I took out my cell phone and found a picture of Lizzie. “Have you seen this girl?” 

“No. I don't know. She's pretty. I mean, I wouldn't mind getting a chance to spend some time with her, if you're offering.” 

I was about two seconds away from punching his lights out, when Zoe grabbed my arm. 

“Brandon stop. Tell me what's going on.” 

“Matt's father took my mom- he held her captive. It wasn't just the one time. His alias was Matthew Penn when he took her. He also raped her for the last time in a place that was very significant for her and my father. As a way to torment her. Someplace her and my father fell in love.” 

“I knew I should have brought my bat!” she screamed while getting in the security guards face. 

He understandably- looked even more nervous then. 

“Take a look at the picture. Take a very close look at the picture.” 

“Is this girl in some kind of trouble?” 

“Yes. She is. She's missing,” I said, not even realizing that I slipped back into my old verbiage. 

“I might have seen her with Mr. Penn one time. Very late at night, by the swimming pool. I'm not sure though. It was really dark and I only saw her for a moment by flashlight. She looked like she had an accident of some sort she was coughing and seemed a little out of it, but he said she was fine. I can't let you in that building though. You have to be approved or maintenance.” 

“Oh, you're going to let me in the fucking building. I need to find her!” 

“Look. I can let you in if you are maintenance. Come back tomorrow and I'll have a uniform ready for you. What floor do you think she's on?”

“Tomorrow is too late!” I screamed, before Zoe cut me off. 

“Brandon listen. Just hear me out. If we come back tomorrow, we can figure out a plan of action. If you just go in there raging like you are now, you will get arrested. She may not even be in there in the first place. Your temper might prevent you from ever finding out. Just listen to him for one second. We need a plan, this sounds like the start of a good one.” 

She had a point…as much as I didn't like it. 

“3rd floor. The top floor. The one with a big glass window, overlooking the tennis courts.”   

“Well, it looks like you're going to be a window washer then. Come back at 10am. Like I said, I'm not even sure if it's her in the first place. Please don't blame me for wasting your time, if it turns out it's not. “

“Thank you, I appreciate it. Zoe let's go, we have another trip to make,” I said, turning around to leave. 

“Wait, where? What are you talking about?”

“You're going to be the proud new owner of a firearm.” 

 

***

 

                          

 

Since I had a criminal record involving murder, with a gun. I wasn't allowed to be a registered gun owner. 

Luckily Zoe, had no such record. 

She also, never protested as we drove to the nearest gun store. 

“Brandon, I have no problem doing this. However, don't you think it would be a good idea to call Detective Smalls? Maybe he could help?”

“Yeah. You're probably right.” 

 

***

 

      Detective Smalls said he was going to do anything he could to help me. 

He was also going to look up any bank activity involving a ‘M. Penn.’ 

However, he was very nervous about my current state of mind. 

“Look Brandon, I don't want you doing something you'll regret. You realize that if you kill him, and he's not holding her captive, you will go to jail again. You won't even be able to claim self defense, without proof. Plus, given your criminal record, they will do everything they can to throw you back into jail. This will ruin the rest of your future. I can make a call and see if I can get the police out there to question him. I'm good friends with a detective there. We actually went to Penn State together. Small world,” Detective Smalls said, on the other line. 

It was sound advice, and I knew he was only coming from a place of concern. 

So was I though. 

Concern for the woman I love. 

Concern for what he may have done to her for the last 8 months. 

Concern for the cleaning crew who were going to be the unfortunate ones to have to pick his brains up off the floor. 

“He can just hide her. He can lie. Also, it may make him take his anger about being questioned out on Lizzie. I can't have that. I don't care what happens to me. I care about her, and only her. If she's alive, then that's all that matters,” I replied, hoping that he would see things my way. 

“Okay Brandon. I understand. I'm still going to do everything I can to help you. Maybe I'll even fly down there, if I can get the time off. Please, just make sure he has her first. That is all I'm asking of you. If he doesn't, then we will take care of him. He's technically a murder suspect anyway. Just make sure, without a shadow of a doubt that he has her first before you do anything crazy.” 

“Okay, no problem,” I said trying to hide the fact that I was lying through my teeth. 

 

***

 

          “Here you go. Your name is Fred. Not that he should even be able to see you. You're just a window washer. You look through the window and that's it,” the security guard said, looking more uncertain then he did yesterday. 

“Okay. Got it. Thanks.” 

“Also, just so you know. Don't get any ideas. He had bullet proof windows installed.” 

Fuck, that was going to be annoying. Didn't mean I wasn't going armed anyway. 

I would figure something out. 

Since the building was only three stories high, I wouldn't be using a scaffold. I could do it by bungee. 

I slowly lowered myself down from the roof. 

I told Zoe to stay back, so Matt wouldn't recognize her in case he ever decided to step outside.

I lowered my hat, to make me more inconspicuous, and I lowered myself some more. 

I was now right in front of the huge bedroom window to our apartment. 

Which unfortunately, now had a huge black curtain over it.

I couldn't even see anything. 

Shit, this wasn’t good. 

I squinted my eyeball through a little crack in the curtain.

It wasn't much, but it was something. 

Unfortunately, all I saw was an unmade bed and a crumpled up t-shirt on the floor, coupled with a blanket. 

Matt was always such a slob, so it wasn't all that surprising. 

There was some kind of chain wrapped around the blanket and the crumpled t-shirt on the floor. 

That was strange. 

I didn't like the look of it. 

I started pretending to wash the window, so I didn't look like some kind of peeping tom. 

I must have hung in the same spot for at least fifteen minutes. 

I was about to give up, when I decided to look again. 

I noticed that someone had entered the room. I couldn't see his face, but I knew that was Matt's back. 

He was carrying a plate, it had a sandwich of some kind on it. 

I couldn't hear anything he was saying, but he spoke to the t-shirt on the floor. 

Ha, he really must be out of it, I thought to myself…before I saw the crumpled t-shirt on the floor move. 

That's when I realized that the crumpled up t-shirt…was actually Lizzie. 

She sat up then. 

Holy shit, she looked worse than awful. 

I wasn't even sure it was her, until I saw her eyes. 

Her big beautiful green eyes, but they had no life in them now…and she was way too skinny.   

Too skinny to still be living, that's for sure. 

What the fuck did he do to her? 

He did have a sandwich in his hand. He couldn't be starving her, right? 

I couldn't hear what the conversation was about, but they appeared to be talking, or arguing over the sandwich. 

Matt looked like he kept gesturing for her to eat it. 

I never thought I'd find myself agreeing with Matt about anything ever again, but in this moment; I agreed with him. 

For fucks sake Lizzie, eat the goddamn sandwich; you definitely need it, I thought to myself…before seeing something that churned my stomach. 

I saw Lizzie lower her head. 

Then, I saw her start to bob her head back and forth as Matt put his hand on the back of her head forcefully while dropping the plate on the floor. 

It was obvious what she was doing, or rather, what he was so violently and cruelly, forcing her to do. 

I lowered myself all the way down. I had seen more than enough. 

I was so nauseous, I could barely walk back to the security booth. 

“Brando,n are you okay? What happened?” Zoe asked as I reached the booth. 

I was about to tell her, when my stomach gave out, and I proceeded to throw up anything and everything that was in it. 

“I take it, it was her then?” the security guard asked.

“Oh my god, Brandon. She's alive? You saw her? What happened?” Zoe asked, barely stopping for air.

I opened my mouth but then I started dry heaving again.

I couldn't get the words out. 

At least I aimed for the bushes this time. 

“Um. Maybe you should stop asking him what happened. He looks like he can't really talk about it.” 

I nodded my head in thanks toward the security guard as he handed me a bottle of water. 

“It's her. Please don't ask me anymore, not right now,” I said before taking a swig out of the bottle. 

Zoe stared at me wide-eyed. I had to ignore her for the moment though.

I had more pressing issues. 

“I need to get in that building. No, actually I need to get in that apartment. The sooner, the better. Trust me,” I said, while trying to sound intimidating, but it came out more like I was pleading.

“I'll see what I can do.” 




 

Chapter 50 (Brandon)

 

          An hour later, I was handed two sets of keys. 

One for the main door, and one for the apartment. 

I also called Detective Smalls and told him what I had seen. 

“I just landed at the airport now, but it's an hour away from you. Just wait for me to get there, before you do anything.” 

“If you saw the woman you love in that condition, would you have it in you to wait another hour?” 

“No. No I wouldn't. Okay, do what you have to do, just be smart about it. I'll be there soon and I'll have my detective friend meet me there. Please be careful Brandon. You don't know what he's capable of. You don't know if he has any weapons on him,” he said before hanging up the phone. 

“Zoe can you come here for a minute?” I asked, trying not to come off too demanding. 

The girl was already a nervous wreck and I still hadn't even told her what I had witnessed. 

“Yeah Brandon?”

“Look. If anything happens to me, just make sure Lizzie is taken care of. You've been a really great friend to her. She's lucky to have you. Just make sure that once she makes it out of that building safely, because I will make that happen. Make sure she gets to a hospital, she's going to need it,” I said as I switched my window washer uniform out for a black t-shirt and jeans.

“Of course, absolutely. I promise, but, Brandon? What do you mean if something happens to you? I don't understand. You mean going back to jail? Detective Smalls has your back. I don't know what you mean.” 

“If I don't make it out of that building, for whatever reason. Please, make sure that Lizzie is taken care of. That's all I care about. I need to save her, even if it's the last thing I do.” 

She nodded her head softly, before she gave me a giant hug.

It was unexpected and a little strange. Zoe and I didn't really do hugs. 

However, I hugged her back. It seemed fitting, considering the circumstances. 

She had become just as much my friend in the last 8 months as she was Lizzie's now. 

When she let go she had tears in her eyes. “You get him, Brandon. You bring our girl back to us,” she said, before giving me a high five. 

“I have every intention of doing that.” 

 

***

 

I walked up to the building. 

I had nothing but the two sets of keys, and a gun full of bullets in my pocket. 

That, and all the love in my heart for Lizzie.

It was all I needed. 

I was going to save her.




 

Chapter 51 (Lizzie)

 

	“Who's the bad guy?” Matt asked, right after I finished giving him his first pleasure experience for the day. 

“Brandon's the bad guy. Thank you for saving me from him. Brandon scares me.” 

“You know that Brandon is the one who makes me do all these bad things to you, right? He orders me to. You know that cupcake, right?”

“I know Matt. I know you really don't want to do anything bad to me. I know it's because Brandon makes you. Brandon will hurt me. Thank you for protecting me from him.”

“Do you love me?”   

“Yes. I love you Matt. Very much.”

I meant it. I did love him. 

“Would you do anything for me? Do you love me that much?” he asked before pecking me on the lips. 

“Yes, I would. You saved my life. I would do anything you asked me to do,” I replied. 

“I'm so proud of you cupcake. Now go lay back down on the floor. Maybe, I'll remove your chain one day.” 

“You don't have to do that Matt. I want to stay here with you, forever. You're the good guy. Brandon's the bad guy, he will hurt me,” I said before crawling back to my blanket on the floor. 

 

I fell back to sleep for another hour or so. I heard a loud bang on the door. 

Then…I heard a familiar voice. 

Oh no…Brandon was here. He was going to take me and hurt me. 

I crawled back into my blanket and prayed he wouldn't be able to find me. 

I hope Matt will be able to save me from him again.




 

Chapter 52 (Brandon)

 

I kicked open the door to the apartment. 

Turns out I didn't need the second key after all. 

The look of shock on Matt's face, was enough to make me smile. 

He didn't even have enough time to get off the couch before I put the gun to his head. 

Before I could destroy him though…I needed him to unlock Lizzie.

I wanted her out and safe, as soon as possible. 

“You're going to unlock her, right the fuck now,” I sneered as I held the gun up to his head. 

Matt got up off the couch, reached into his pocket and pulled the key out. 

Then he walked me into the bedroom. 

I will admit that seeing Matt listen to my orders so easily, put me on guard.

I expected a fight, a struggle…some defiance. 

I didn't expect for him to listen to me so willingly…it made me uneasy. 

I saw Lizzie, hiding under her blanket. She was shaking with fear. 

It broke my heart all over again to see how much Matt frightens her. 

I couldn't wait for her to be out safe. Then I could put my own brand of fear into him. 

He bent down in front of her. Lizzie started crying hysterically. “Please, no Matt. Please protect me from him. Please leave it on. Please,” she cried, while hiding under her blanket.

What the fuck? 

No, I had to have heard her wrong. 

She couldn't actually mean that. 

“I'm sorry cupcake. I'll try and protect you as best as I can. I have to unlock it though,” he said as he unlocked her chain. 

In my mind, I had expected her to run out the door- to safety. 

Instead, she sat…shaking like a leaf and sobbing. 

This was not going according to my plan, at all. Shit. 

I walked over to Matt and grabbed the back of his head, much like the way I saw him do to Lizzie earlier. 

Then I started dragging him around the room. 

“How the fuck do you like it?” I growled, grabbing him more forcefully now.

A blood chilling scream escaped from Lizzie's mouth. “No. Please!” 

Fuck. I'd have to fix her mental impairment later. 

I didn't want to traumatize her even more…so I dragged Matt out of the bedroom and into the kitchen. 

He laughed. “Well, it's good to see you brother. It's been awhile.” 

I smashed his face into the marble counter. 

It felt good to hear the crack of his nose. 

He then kicked out his leg in an attempt to get me on the ground. 

I stumbled slightly…but I didn't go down. 

“What the fuck did you do to her?” I roared, before picking him up by the hair and bashing him into the wall. 

“I think you need to ask yourself that question.” He then took a swing at me. 

I let him get in one good punch…that's all he would be allowed. 

I put one hand around his throat as I held him up against the wall and pointed the gun at his head with my other hand. 

“I will fucking kill you.” 

My eyes soon focused on Lizzie as she walked into the kitchen. 

She looked sick, pale and too fucking skinny. 

She took my breath away…but it wasn't anything like the way that she had in the past. 

Unfortunately, that little distraction gave Matt the second of leverage he needed to turn me around. 

My back was now facing the wall. 

I wasn't too concerned though, I still had the gun. 

I hit him over the head with it. 

He stepped back and looked like he was about to lose his balance. 

Take that asshole. 

Lizzie cried out again, “No!” 

“Lizzie, walk out the front door. Now!” I screamed, turning my head to face her.

“Lizzie, stay here with me beautiful,” Matt commanded. 

She stayed put, she didn't budge. Shit. 

I really didn't want her to have to witness what I was about to do, but so be it. 

I needed her to be safe, 

I'd worry about the effects afterwards. 

I turned my head back to Matt and pointed my gun at him. 

That's when I looked down and realized that he now had one pointed right back at me. 

Fuck! I assumed that since he didn't pull it out right away, he most likely wasn't armed.

Clearly, I underestimated him. 

Still, I had a gun in my hands. Even if he shot me dead- I'd make sure to take him with me. 

I had to keep Lizzie safe, no matter what. 

I wasn't even scared, I was willing to die to save her. 

“Drop the gun, now.” Matt shouted, still pointing his gun at me. 

“Not a fucking chance. Even if you kill me, I will take you out before I die. Trust me.” 

“I guess we'll have to see about that,” he said as he continued to point his gun at me. 

I did the same. We were going to fight to the death…so fucking be it. 

“Lizzie, get over here by me. Please, cupcake.” 

No, he wouldn't kill her. He was too obsessed with her. 

At least, I still hoped he was at the moment. 

I saw Lizzie walk over to Matt's side in my peripheral   vision. 

Dammit, why didn't she just walk out the door like I told her to? 

She would be safe then. 

“Cupcake, can you reach into my right pocket for me and take out what's in it?” he asked, still keeping his eyes on me. 

“No Lizzie, don't do anything he says,” I said, not breaking my eye contact with Matt. 

He gave me a smile. “Cupcake. Who's the bad guy?”. 

“Brandon is the bad guy. Matt saves me. Matt protects me,” Lizzie said before removing a large knife from Matt's pocket. 

My stomach hit the floor then…undoubtedly,for a few different reasons.

Even if he made Lizzie stab and kill me, I would still be able to blow his brains out. 

All wasn't lost, I was prepared. 

“You love me right beautiful? You would do anything for me?” 

Come on Matt. Let's get this over with. 

Just have her stab me so I can blow your head off. We're wasting time. 

“I love you very much Matt. I would do anything for you. That's how much I love you.”   

God, she sounded so innocent...almost childlike. It turned my stomach. 

“You sure you wanna do this brother? I'll give you one more chance, drop the gun.” 

Was he really trying to intimidate me?

I was more than ready to die to protect Lizzie. 

“Not a fucking chance, brother.” 

“Beautiful. I need you to take that knife in your hand, and slice down your arm with it. You're going to have to go deep. I'm sorry, but it's the only way I can protect you. I love you,” Matt said, raising his eyebrow at me. 

I felt dizzy briefly, before I gained my composure. 

Surely Lizzie wouldn't listen to a command like that. She would be psychotic if she did.

I watched out of the corner of my eye as Lizzie took the knife and slashed her flesh with it. 

Blood streamed down her arm…she didn't even flinch. 

“Now I need you to do it to your wrists for me.” He winked at me. “You have to go the long ways though, okay cupcake?” 

So, he was willing to sacrifice Lizzie for himself after all? 

I however, wasn't. 

She brought the blade down to her wrist, attempting to do what Matt had asked of her. 

I couldn't let her do this. 

Matt had found my kryptonite, the woman I loved…even if she wasn't acting like herself at the moment. 

“Fine! I'll do it, just tell her to stop, now!” 

I was hoping that she would drop the knife and I could finally get my shot in without being distracted.

“Stop cupcake, enough. You did a really good job. I'm proud of you. Keep the knife held over your wrist though and wait for my instructions,” he said, halting Lizzie, right as she was about to slice into her wrist. 

Fuck, what choice did I have? 

Taking a deep breath, I threw the gun across the floor. 

“Lizzie, drop the knife and pick up the gun off the floor for me. Then, I need you to stand back.” 

Lizzie dropped the knife and picked up my gun. 

I said a silent prayer that he was going to have her kill me and not herself. 

“Please, Matt. Don't have her kill herself. You have me. Take my life. Not hers.” 

“I would never kill Lizzie you idiot. She's mine. You however, I will very much kill. I just wanted her to take your gun away so you'd never be able to get it. I may even have her kill you. How's that for some karma?” he sneered before aiming the gun straight for my heart. 

“Fine Matt, do what you have to. Just don't hurt her…anymore then you already have.” 

I steeled myself, preparing for the bullet at any moment. 

“I'll be nice. I'll let you have one last sentence before you die. Choose your words wisely,” he said still aiming the gun dead center for my heart. 

I looked over to Lizzie. 

For a second, I could have sworn I saw something flash in her eyes...before they went dead again. 

Either way, I already knew what I wanted my last words on this earth to be. 

“Lizzie, I love you. I'm sorry.”   

 

I heard the sound of a gunshot go off.

In slow motion- I saw the bullet come at me. 

I looked up as Matt's head was blown clean off in the distance. 

Then, I felt the bullet pierce straight through my heart…before I fell into darkness.




 

PART THREE

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 53 (Lizzie)

 

I overheard my parents talking about me killing Matt. 

I don't even remember it happening…at all. 

I'm a horrible person. I can't believe I took the life of the man I love. 

It's all Brandon's fault. 

I have to do what he says, or he'll hurt me. Matt told me so. 

I don't have Matt to protect me anymore. 

I'm so scared…I'm too afraid to speak to anyone. It's like I don't even know how to anymore. 

I hear everyone's words…I'm just unable to respond to them. 

I've been in the hospital for five whole days already. 

They have me hooked up to all sorts of stuff. 

Zoe has stayed by my side the entire time. She's the only one I can trust. 

She doesn't ask me questions that I can't answer…she just holds my hand. 

She doesn't look at me the way that everyone else does. She's my friend. 

“Brandon has almost made a full recovery. The surgery was a success,” my mother said as she tried to hold my hand. 

I pulled away from her. She said the bad guy's name. 

I held Zoe's hand even tighter. 

“You know, maybe she wants to see him? It's been five days. I think it will do her some good,” my father said before he left the room. 

I squeezed Zoe's hand.   

My father then returned with the bad guy. He tried to give me a hug afterwards. 

I hid under my blanket in fear. 

He brought the bad guy here. He was on his side. 

“When is the psych consult?” I heard Brandon say and he sounded angry. 

I let go of Zoe's hand. I didn't want him to hurt her too. 

Then, I heard another man's voice. I didn't recognize it. 

“I'm actually here to perform the psychiatric consult. However, I need her to get her head out of the blanket for that.”

“Lizzie. Get your head out of the blanket. You're safe,” Brandon said.

I quickly lifted my head out from under the blanket. I didn't want him to hurt me, like Matt said he would.

“Hi, Lizzie. I'm Dr. Forb. I'm here to talk to you for a little while. I just want to make sure you're okay. I won't hurt you. Do you understand?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. I don't know why I feel the need to shrug after someone asks me questions, I just do. 

“Under the circumstances, I think it would be best to have someone stay in here with her and I. Since she isn't able to speak, I have to do this a little unconventionally. I'm going to need the person staying with her to be someone that she trust’s. Someone that she feels comfortable with. It's the only way I can assess and know everything that she's been through.” 

“I'll do it. It should be me,” Brandon said as he walked closer to me.

I reached out for Zoe's hand, I squeezed her hand really tight this time. My parents looked really sad then.

I wanted to feel bad, but they were on Brandon's side. 

Zoe is the only one who wouldn't hurt me. She never judged me. 

She wouldn't start yelling and get angry once she found out certain things about me, like Brandon would. 

“I'm sorry Brandon. I think it's clear that she wants Zoe. I'm closing off her room. No one is to interrupt. So I ask that you all, with the exception of Lizzie and Zoe, please leave. I have a lot of work to do,” Dr. Forb said before ushering everyone out of the room. 

He let Zoe stay, I feel much better now. 

He took a seat in a chair and pulled out a pad.

I looked at Zoe and she smiled at me. She didn't look at me like I was strange. 

“Okay. Zoe you are sworn to secrecy in this room. Anything that may come out, may never be talked about. I have a form for you to sign and all of that,” he said while handing Zoe a paper. 

She scribbled something down and handed it back to him. 

“Now. Since Lizzie isn't able to communicate with us verbally. I have to assess in an unusual way. Lizzie seems to communicate best by squeezing your hand Zoe. I've noticed that she just automatically shrugs when people ask her a direct question. I have my theories as to why…but your hand is the only thought out, emotional response she gives. So with that being said, I'm going to have to ask some very upsetting questions. In fact, neither of you will care for me very much, after this assessment is over. I've gone over your physical health assessment paperwork, Lizzie. So, I will be using that to help me with some of the questions I ask you. I'm going to ask you some truly disturbing questions. I promise though, I will not hurt you Lizzie. You have Zoe here with you. Do you understand?” 

I shrugged. 

“Lizzie, if I ask you if something has been done to you, can you squeeze Zoe's hand to indicate to me that you have experienced what I asked you? The questions I ask will not be about nice subjects. However, it's necessary for me to help you. You trust Zoe right?”

I squeezed Zoe's hand. 

“Thank you, you're doing very well. Let's begin.” 




 

Chapter 54 (Brandon)

 

How long does a fucking psychiatric assessment take? 

They've been in there for over three hours already. 

“Well, if it isn't the walking miracle himself,” Detective Smalls voice greeted me in the hallway. 

He had his friend, Detective Rawlins with him. 

“That's what they tell me,” I replied, shaking both their hands. 

“By exactly how much did the bullet miss the major artery in your heart by?” Detective Rawlins asked.

“Less than half a centimeter. Thanks to Lizzie. She's not in any trouble though, right?”   

“Don't worry, after what he did to that poor girl. There's not a jury in the world that would convict her. Self-defense. It's already taken care of. Has she talked to you about it yet?” 

“She hasn't talked period. She's in with her psych consult now. She choose Zoe as the one who gets to stay with her,” I said, not even trying to hide my resentment.

I was incredibly jealous of Zoe at the moment. 

How was I going to be able to help her, if I didn't know what happened to her? 

Obviously Matt had screwed something up in her brain temporarily…but she'll snap out of it.

She’s Lizzie…the strongest person I know.   

 

Detective Smalls chuckled. “Sounds like someone's a little jealous.”

“I'm not jealous.” I sighed.   “Okay fine. Yes, I'm jealous. She won't even talk to me. She'll listen to me, but she won't talk to me. She won't communicate with me. She only wants Zoe,” I said before throwing my hands up in frustration. 

“Give it time. You can't fix everything you know,” Detective Rawlins said. 

The door to Lizzie's room opened then. 

Dr. Forb nodded his head at all three of us before he left. 

Zoe came out of the room, closed the door behind her…and then started crying hysterically. 

“Zoe what happened?” I asked, more than a little concerned with her reaction. 

“I'm not allowed to talk about it. I'm sorry Brandon. Dr. Forb is talking to her parents now.”

I looked at the Detectives. They gave me a look of sympathy before they walked back down the hallway. 

“Zoe, please tell me. Please, I have to help her.” 

“I'm sorry Brandon. I can't. It's not for me to tell. I will tell you…it's bad Brandon. Worse than you or I could have ever imagined. Also, Brandon- I don't think you can help her. I hate to say it, but you in particular can't.” 

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” 

“She's scared of you Brandon. More than scared, she's petrified of you. She thinks you're going to hurt her. I can't tell you any more then that though,” she said before walking down the hallway. 

It felt like the bullet just went straight through my heart all over again with that statement.

I would never hurt Lizzie. 

The fact that she's petrified of me...means Matt really undid a lot of screws in her head. 

This was bad. I needed to find out how bad though. 

I needed to get my hands on her medical and psychiatric chart. 

 

***

 

I decided to flirt with one of the young nurses in my room, since I was currently still a patient. 

Normally, I would never result to such tactics, but I was desperate. 

This hospital didn't have paper charts, they had everything on a portable laptop. 

I needed to flirt and distract the nurse enough, so that she'd forget to take her laptop with her, and forget to close the screen out. 

It was my only chance. 

“You know, you have a beautiful smile,” I said, giving her one of my best ones. 

I made sure I played up that weird dimple of mine that always makes Lizzie go crazy, for some reason. 

She blushed.“Oh, um thanks,” she said before ripping the blood pressure cuff off my arm. 

“As soon as I'm out of here, I'd really like to take you out for a cup of coffee.” 

“I'm sorry. I'm not allowed to date the patients.” 

I winked. “I wouldn't be a patient then.” 

She smiled and blushed again. “Oh you're trouble mister.” 

“I could be. I'm more of a bad boy with a really good heart. Well, especially now, thanks to your amazing and caring hands.”

Yeah, I was laying it on thick. 

She laughed as she checked my respirations with her stethoscope. 

“Are you feeling better?”

“Yeah. I mean. I guess. I don't know.”

I decided to go for the cute, sad puppy approach instead. 

“Is there anything I can get you?” she asked, giving me a flirty smile. 

Jackpot. 

“Well, besides your number. I could really go for some jello, ice cream, and coffee. I've asked the aides, but they always seem to forget about me. I don't want to be a bother though.”

I was trying my best to look both sexy and sad. I probably looked pathetic. It was how I was feeling at the moment. 

“Jello, ice cream and coffee?” she asked as she entered something into her laptop. 

“Pretty please, I haven't eaten since yesterday. I'm starting to feel a little dizzy,” I said, trying to hide the fact that I was most definitely lying. 

My mother hasn't stopped bringing me food. In fact, she was currently out picking me up even more food.

“Oh, that's horrible. I'll be right back.” 

Then she sprinted   out of the room. 

Yes. I lunged for the laptop and pulled Lizzie's file:

 

Name:Elizabeth Leeann Winter

DOB:3/23/92

Physical Assessment Date: 4/29/2015

Height: 5'1 

Weight: 83 lbs

Physical Findings:Malnourished, dehydrated, rib contusions, supportive evidence of past bone fractures and sprains. Scar tissue found (please refer to psych consult.)   

Gyn/OB Exam: All labs negative for STD's. Urine HCG Pregnancy test: negative 

Rape Kit: Inconclusive.Semen specimen collected. 

Referral:   Psychiatric consult. Stat.

 

I scrolled down, this is what I was really interested in. 

 

Psychiatric Evaluation/Assessment: Lizzie Winter was held captive for 8 months. She was held captive by her former rapist. The torture methods she has been subjected to during those 8 months are as follows: 

 

-Capture/Detention/Confinement (with a heavy shackle and chain.)

-Beatings with physical violence, often resulting in blunt force trauma and loss of consciousness. 

-Bone breaking/Spraining.

-Branding/burning.

-Choking/Strangling.

-Drowning/variation of waterboarding(via a sink in the bathroom). 

-Mutilation.

-Starvation. 

-Forced food deprivation/threatened with sexual assault and beatings (ie: given a choice of food or to perform sexual acts, if she choose food she would be severely tortured.) 

-Forced nudity, degrading/humiliation tactics. 

-Use of threats and phobias (swimming).

-Sexual assault/Rape, Anal scar tissue from an incident involving violent anal rape.

 

Additional Notes: Lizzie was also subjected to: Psychological Torture and Brainwashing.

In addition, Lizzie has absolutely no recollection of killing her attacker.   

It appears that Lizzie has repressed all of her memories as a protective mechanism. She only believes the distorted content that her attacker subjected her to during his brainwashing. 

 

Diagnosis: Severe PTSD. Selective Mutism (aphasia), Severe Psychosis. Severe Anxiety, Severe depression. Permanent personality and brain changes. 

 

Recommendations: Long-Term treatment in a mental/psychiatric facility. Most likely, for a permanent stay. I've talked to Lizzie's parents, and they are in agreement with my recommendation. She will be transported, in approximately 48 hours, to Pine Oaks. The facility has already been made aware, and are keeping a bed for her. Lizzie's parents are signing all the paperwork tomorrow afternoon. 

 

I pressed a key on the laptop and made the screen go blank. Then, I sat back down on my bed.

Nausea took over my body, and I quickly reached for a basin to throw up in. 

I wish I never saw her chart now. Matt got off way too easy. 

He should have been subjected to all of that stuff he put Lizzie through…and then some. 

No wonder she's a fucking mess. 

Who the fuck could come out of something like that and be okay?

My vision got blurry and I cleared my throat.   

Then I stood back up. 

I had an even more pressing issue. 

They can't put Lizzie in a mental institution. She's not crazy. 

They couldn't let Matt take away the rest of her life. 

I was determined to make sure, that he wouldn't be able to cause her anymore pain or suffering. 

I needed to talk to her parents. 

They were reasonable people. They would see things my way. 

 

***

 

“Listen. I know the situation with Lizzie is overwhelming right now. But please don't put her in a freaking mental institution. She's not crazy. Making arts and crafts and watching people talk to carrots…isn't going to get her through this. She will come around. I know she will,” I said as I cornered her parents in the waiting room. 

They looked confused for a moment, probably wondering how I even knew about the plan in the first place. 

“Did you talk to Dr. Ford?” Mr. Winter asked.

I shrugged. I was starting to understand why Lizzie was doing it now.

It was a way of acknowledging that you heard a person speaking, but didn't care what it was they were asking or saying. 

“Listen Brandon, my husband and I can't thank you enough for everything you have done for us, or Lizzie. With that being said, we are her parents. Her guardians. She needs to be in a place where she can receive the proper help. With everything she's been through, it's the only way. I know you love her, but it's really not your decision. We're doing what the professionals are telling us to do. We're only doing what's best for our daughter,” Mrs. Winter said, reaching for my hand. 

I pulled it back.

This was not going the way I wanted, but they were right. 

I had no decision in the matter. Legally anyway. 

“I know it's hard Brandon. I understand, believe me. You think it's easy for us to have our own daughter shy away from us? She won't even speak to anyone for crying out loud. The doctor said it's almost like she's converted back to childlike behavior. I can tell you though, even as a child, she never acted like this. This is the only way we can help her. Please understand. You can visit her as soon as the doctors allow it. It's her best chance,” Mr. Winter said giving my shoulder a squeeze before they walked away.

Her parents were wrong. 

Lizzie's still in there, I know it. 

Putting her away in a mental institution, doping her up on meds and surrounding her with psychopaths- was only bound to make her worse. 

She was going to be a psychologist herself for crying out loud, she would hate the idea of this. 

If she went into that place, she would never end up herself again. 

I'm sure of it. 

There was only one thing I could do to stop it and I had to act fast. 

I had less than 16 hours before they signed the paperwork. 

I was going to marry Lizzie. 

Then, I would have the final say in what happens to her. 

Then, I would be able to save her from this. 

Shit. I have to find Zoe. Lizzie would never go along without her.




 

Chapter 55 (Brandon)

 

“Come on, Zoe. I know for a fact that you hate the medical industry and big pharma. Don't let them do this to her. You know Lizzie would hate the thought of this. She was always an advocate for outside treatment and support. Not locking people up!” I screamed as I took Zoe out to the parking lot of the hospital. 

I had finally been discharged. 

Well, I had signed myself out AMA. 

I had no intention of leaving though…not without Lizzie.   

“I don't know Brandon. She's not Lizzie-Liz right now. You don't know what she's been through.” 

“Yes I do.” 

“How? How is that possible Brandon? Did she start speaking?” 

“No. I looked at her chart.” 

She scowled. “You already know exactly what I think of that. That aside, how would you pull off marrying her in less than 14 hours? How would you even find a judge willing to do it on such short notice?” she asked, before we were interrupted.

“What do you need a judge for? You in some kind of trouble?” Detective Smalls asked.

I quickly explained to him and Detective Rawlins what the situation was…minus the part about me breaking into her medical chart. 

They wouldn't like that very much. 

“Brandon. I'm sorry, but her parents are right. Plus, they could get you in a lot of legal trouble. She's clearly not of sound mind and body. Besides, that is not the type of relationship you want to have with your in-laws, trust me. ” 

“You don't understand Detective Smalls. I love her, more then anything. This will ruin her. It's not fair to her, Matt wins then. Even in his death, he still takes all of her. He still keeps her trapped. I know she can come back from this. I've seen her do it before. I helped get her through it the first time around.” 

“Actually, he's right. I'll give him that one,” Zoe said, surprising the heck out of me. 

I gave her a hopeful smile. 

“Besides, no one has a perfect relationship with their in-laws,” I said laughing. 

“You know, He sounds a lot like you Smalls. I also happen to know a judge. My father's a judge. I mean he doesn't really work much now, he's in his early 70's...but he's still a judge.” He laughed and looked at Detective Smalls. “He's even performed a marriage ceremony a time or two.” 

I was really starting to like this guy.   

“Can you stop giving him ideas and aiding and abetting him? He could get in some serious trouble with her parents for this,” Detective Smalls said, his annoyance quickly growing. 

“Oh please, Eric.You practically did the exact same thing when you married Marge. Her father was going to put a bullet right through you. You literally stole her in the middle of the night from her bed to go run off and get married. I remember…my father performed the service for you.” 

“That was a different circumstance entirely.”

“How?” Zoe asked, her eyes were now wide with anticipation. 

“Marge's father was going to send her to a college halfway across the world from Detective Smalls. Her father hated him and wanted to keep them from seeing one another. They were crazy in love and she really didn't want to go. The day before she was supposed to leave for college, he crawled into her bedroom window and he stole her,” Detective Rawlins said, with a glint of humor in his eyes. 

“The difference being…she actually knew what was going on. Unfortunately, Lizzie has no idea. We don't know how she really feels about Brandon at the moment. It's not right. I'm just trying to protect you Brandon,” Detective Smalls said. 

“Oh no. I can tell you, Lizzie does love Brandon. At least, before all of Matt's brainwashing. She angry at him, but she loves him a whole lot. They're soulmates Detective. They were even engaged before. Lizzie did agree to marry him when she was still herself.” 

Both the detectives looked up at me then. 

I held out her engagement ring on the chain I still wore it on. “See?”

“Fine, do what you want. I want no part in it though. I will not go down with the ship,” Detective Smalls said while pointing his finger in the air. 

That's when I started laughing. “You have to. I need someone to be my best man Detective Smalls.” 

He shook his head in frustration as Detective Rawlins started laughing. 

“Well, in that case you better start calling me Eric then,” he mumbled before shaking his head.




 

Chapter 56 (Lizzie)

 

That bad guy Brandon just walked into my room. 

I hid under my blanket again. 

“Lizzie. Can you please take your head out of there? I really need to talk to you.” 

He actually sounded kind of nice now. 

I partially removed the blanket and squinted at him. 

“Do you know how much I love you?” 

I shrugged. 

He took a deep breath. “Do you remember how I always told you I would protect you and keep you safe?” 

I hid under my blanket again. 

“Lizzie. Please just look at me,” he pleaded. 

He sounded really sad. 

I lifted my head out of the blanket. 

“I will never hurt you. I only want to love and protect you. Do you understand?” 

He was lying, but I shrugged anyway. I didn't want to upset him. 

“Will you go someplace with me, if Zoe comes along with us? You trust Zoe right?” 

I looked up as Zoe walked in the room. 

She came over to the side of my bed and I grabbed her hand.

She smiled at me. 

“Will you marry me Lizzie? Will you let me love and protect you? Please?” 

I didn't want to make him mad and I didn't want him to hurt me, like Matt said he would. So, I just shrugged. 

He closed his eyes.. “Lizzie. I will bring you back from this. I promise. I love you, more than you'll ever know,” he said before putting his head in his hands.

I shrugged again. 

Then, I squeezed Zoe's hand harder.




 

Chapter 57 (Brandon)

 

Needless to say, I much preferred her response, the first time I had asked Lizzie to marry me. 

A shrug was better than nothing though. 

We decided to sneak her out during the middle of the night. 

Detective Rawlins had already told his father and asked that he stay up and wait for us. 

Detective Smalls, or Eric now; made sure the hallways were clear as the five of us made our escape.

Lizzie was so thin, you could barely even notice her. 

We escaped without a problem. 

The house was about a half hour drive away from the hospital. 

To my amazement and surprise, the judge who greeted us; was the same one from Lizzie's trial. 

I looked over at Zoe. Even she looked shocked.

I guess he must have been Detective Rawlins, step-dad. 

“Divine Intervention. It was meant to be,” Zoe whispered, wide eyed. 

I quickly filled Eric and Detective Rawlins in on what she meant by that statement. 

They nodded their heads and agreed with Zoe. 

The judge had definitely aged in the last almost 4 years. 

He vaguely seemed to recognize us. 

Then again, Lizzie certainly wasn't looking or acting like herself anymore. 

Lizzie didn't recognize him either. She just held Zoe's hand and put her blanket over her head. 

On the bright side...at least her blanket was a white one. 

We had to be quick with Judge Smith…we didn't want him to catch on to the fact that Lizzie wasn't exactly mentally sound at the moment.

He seemed very perturbed and wanted to know why Lizzie wore a blanket around her head.

I couldn't blame him, we were definitely a sight to see, that's for sure. 

“It's her veil,” Zoe said while lowering it down enough so that her face was finally visible. 

He looked at me then. “Are you sure about this son? I mean, I'm just saying, if you need to escape; there's a large window in the bathroom,” Judge Smith whispered, although everyone in the small room had heard him. 

I heard a chuckle escape from Detective Rawlins from somewhere in the back of me. 

“Trust me, I've never been more sure about anything in my entire life. I love this woman more than the air I breathe.”

“Okay, let's get you both married then.” 

He cleared his throat, “Brandon, do you take Elizabeth to be your wife? Do you promise to love her, comfort her, honor and keep her for better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and health, and forsaking all others, be faithful only to her, so long as you both shall live?” Judge Smith asked. 

I looked at Lizzie, her eyes met mine. I saw a flicker of something flash in them, before they went dead again. 

She was still in there, somewhere. 

I would do anything to bring her back. 

“I do,” I said, truly meaning the promise of my vow. I wished that I was the one holding her hand right now.

Sighing, I handed Zoe the engagement ring to put on Lizzie's finger for me. 

I didn't want to do anything to upset her during the ceremony.   

“Elizabeth, do you take Brandon to be your husband? Do you promise to love him, comfort him, honor and keep him for better or worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and health and forsaking all others, be faithful only to him, so long as you both shall live?” Judge Smith asked Lizzie. 

Lizzie just shrugged. 

Shit, this didn't look good. 

“Elizabeth, you have to say the words: ‘I do’ Sweetheart, do you not want to marry this man?” 

I needed to think of something quick. 

Zoe's voice broke up the awkward silence. “She's deaf. She can't speak.” 

I was pretty sure that deaf, meant you couldn't hear…but I nodded my head anyway. 

“Well, can she sign out the words? Also, how do I know that she can even hear me?” Judge Smith asked, he was not looking too happy at the moment. 

“I mean, like she can't speak. She can hear though, that's why she shrugged,” Zoe replied, seemingly unaware of how her statement only flustered the judge more. 

Detective Rawlins started laughing behind me again. 

“Well, can she sign, with her hands?” Judge Smith asked, looking more confused than ever now. 

“She was never taught. She never wanted to learn. When she shrugs that means that she's agreeing with you.” Zoe replied, sounding matter-of-fact. 

The judge then looked over to Eric and Detective Rawlins. “Is this true? You two are officers of the law. I will trust, that what you tell me is in fact the truth.”

They nodded their heads in agreement with Zoe's statement. 

Judge Smith cleared his throat again. 

I faintly heard Eric mutter, “We're going straight to hell for this,” under his breath. 

His muttering caused Detective Rawlins to start howling with laughter. 

Luckily, Judge Smith continued on. 

“Okay. I'll make this short and sweet. I now pronounce you man and wife. You may now kiss your bride.” 

Trust me, I wanted nothing more than to kiss my wife, but I didn't want to hurt Lizzie...or cause her to panic. 

I decided to do something else though, something that the real Lizzie would have both loved and yelled at me for. 

I gently cupped her face and swept my thumb along her beautiful lips. 

I saw that flash across her eyes again, before they went dead. 

She was in there and I had to get her out.







Chapter 58 (Brandon)

 

We returned to the hospital shortly after the ceremony. 

I had a plan to take Lizzie away for our honeymoon, for an entire month. 

I rented a house right on the beach of a private tropical island. 

I was hoping that she wouldn't be too freaked out by the fact; that not only were we on a beach…but our backyard had a giant pool with a diving board included. 

I was determined to teach her how to swim by the end of the trip. 

I was determined to get her back for good. 

I also had Zoe use my credit card and order a bunch of clothes for Lizzie, since that wasn't really my area of expertise. 

I just told her to order a few items in whatever size she was now, and then some more outfits gradually going up a size, until she reached her normal size again. 

I told her to have it all shipped to the island, so it would be waiting for us when we got there. 

I was going to make sure I put weight back on her.

I was already planning on stocking the house in nothing but cheese fries. 

I hadn't broke the news to her parents about our marriage yet.

I had another phone call to make first. 

I wanted to call Dr. Lee- the psychiatrist from Brookville and get his opinion on what I needed to do, in regards to the current situation. 

I didn't like his advice. 

“Brandon. She needs to be in a facility. I know you mean well, but you do not have the training or expertise to deal with this. You could end up making this worse. Especially if she's scared of you. Matt brainwashed her with torture methods, she's not herself. You need to let her go, and let her get the proper help,” Dr. Lee said sternly. 

“I can't do that to her. I'm telling you, she's still in there. I'm not saying it's going to be easy, but I have to try. I rented a house on a tropical island, so she has plenty of fresh air and relaxation…” I started, before I was cut off. 

“Brandon, you surrounded her by water? After knowing what Matt did to her and after knowing that she can't even swim? This is what I mean, you don't have the proper training. I know you mean well, but she needs to be in a facility.” 

“I'm not doing that. Besides, she's my wife now. I'm protecting her, like I always said I would. I just wanted to get a few pointers so I would be able to help her. You helped me a great deal before, but obviously you can't help me now. Sorry I bothered you,” I said, getting ready to hang up the phone. 

“Brandon wait. Just hear me out. You're obviously determined to do things your way. However, a helpful piece of advice. If she's scared of you, that means you have to control your anger around her. You can't raise your voice or let your temper get the best of you. You will frighten her and hurt her, I'm telling you. Think about all that Matt did to her. You cannot, I repeat, cannot get angry or frustrated with her, not once during this trip. You will cause a lot more damage to her if you do. She was in a situation in which she was out of control for months and months and brutalized. You need to let her have all the control. Let her begin to trust you again. It's the only shot you have and the odds aren't all that great of it working at all.” 

I thanked him and hung up the phone. 

I could control my frustration and anger. I could do that for Lizzie. 

I could give her all the control. 

At least, I hoped I would be able to do.

I searched for her parents. It was time to break the news to them. 

If this wasn't a good test to help me determine if I could in fact, control my temper…then I didn't know what would be. 

 

I walked down the hallway and into Lizzie's room. Her parents were meeting with Dr. Forb. They had a stack of papers in their hands. 

It was the perfect time to interrupt. 

“Please, don't sign,” I said as Lizzie lifted her head out from under her blanket. 

I was definitely going to need to control myself if she was going to witness this conversation. 

“Brandon. I'm sorry, but we've already told you. We are her guardians, her next of kin, her parents. We know what we are doing. The decision is up to us, not you,” Mrs. Winter said looking frustrated. 

“Not anymore. I'm sorry.” 

“What do you mean Brandon?” Mr. Winter asked.

“How the hell did you get her out of here?” Dr. Forb asked.

I had to hand it to the guy...he was good.

“Don't worry about it. All you need to know is that Lizzie is my wife now. You do not have my consent or permission to send her to a mental institution. I have consulted a private psychiatrist. He is working with me very closely in order to help get her through this. I'm also taking her away on a honeymoon very soon. A month long honeymoon on an island. You can have the address and everything. She can relax there and I can get her through this.” 

I looked over at Lizzie. She didn't stick her head back in her blanket…that was progress. 

She looked like she may actually be paying attention to the conversation going on in front of her. 

“You married our daughter, without our permission?” her father asked, raising his voice. 

I saw Lizzie shake out of the corner of my eye. 

This wasn't good. 

“First, I'm asking you for the sake of Lizzie, to please keep your voice down. Second- I technically already had your permission. Almost four years ago, that night you first found out what happened to Lizzie. We had a talk for about two hours that night. I asked you for her hand in marriage on that night and you gave it to me. I proposed a few months later,” I said smiling. 

“Yes, and then you went to jail and broke up.”   

His voice was lower now, but his tone wasn't exactly pleasant. 

“He went to jail for killing a man who tried to rape and kill Lizzie,” Zoe's said as she entered the room and reached for Lizzie's hand.

Lizzie took her hand and gave it a big squeeze.

It was almost as if Zoe had almost become the voice for the real Lizzie inside. 

Zoe was right a few months ago, their friendship was kindred. The last eight months had been proof of that. 

“Brandon. Can't you understand? We're scared. We thought our daughter had died. She was raped again, and this time, abused in a way that another human being should never, ever have to experience. We want our daughter back as much as you do, maybe even more. I just want to make sure that whatever happens, it won't end up hurting her and causing more damage,” Mrs. Winter said, tears in her eyes now. 

“I know. Trust me, I do. Please just let me try. If it doesn't work then I'll sign the papers myself. Just please give me a month with her. So I can at least say that I tried. Please,” I begged, hoping that they could see that I was desperate. 

They softly nodded their heads. 

 

***

 

“Brandon, I want to talk to you about something,” Eric said as I walked back out into the hallway.

“What's going on?” 

“I received a promotion and I talked to everyone at the precinct. They want you to come on to the force. Now, you can't be an official officer. However; you can be my assistant. You would even have a badge and some crap that says you’re a member of the force. We haven't really gone into all the details, it's never been done before. But we all agree that you would be a valuable asset. Plus, you would go along with me on every arrest and case. I really value your input, and I think we would do great together as a team,” he said, looking hopeful. 

That offer actually did sound amazing. I would be stupid to turn it down. 

However, I had to focus on Lizzie first.

I had to see if I could get her back, and see if she would be willing to move four hours away from Brookville. 

“Well I tentatively accept. On two conditions. One, I have to ask my wife...after I get her back of course. Two, I won't be able to start for another month, I'm taking the wife on a honeymoon. I'm figuring out how to heal.” 

He smiled. “Less than 24 hours and you already have marriage down pat. It's all about the woman. They take our hearts and we protect them with all of it. You have fun on your honeymoon Brandon. Or, well, you know. I look forward to seeing you in a month. By the way, I am going to be taking your beautiful mother out on a date,” he said smirking, before he turned and walked down the hallway, where my mother was standing and waiting for him. 

I shook my head and laughed. It turns out we were alike after all.




 

Chapter 59 (Brandon)

 

24 hours later and it was time to leave the hospital for good. 

If Lizzie was healthy enough to be shipped off to Pine Oaks today, then she was healthy enough to come with me. 

Everyone gathered in Lizzie's room, including Dr. Forb. 

I could tell that they were all starting to think I was the one out of my mind and the last thing I should be doing was taking Lizzie away.   

“Brandon, you do realize that this won't work, right? You realize that this goes against medical advice. You do realize that this will only make her worse. The chances of her going back to the person that she once was are almost non-existent. She hasn't even made any progress, just think about it.” Dr. Forb said.

He was giving me another one of his unwanted opinions. 

I guess he figured this was his last ditch effort…so he wanted to do it with everyone else around. 

“I will bring her back,” I said as I watched him sigh and sit down in a chair. 

“Brandon, please take care of her. Please, keep your promise about signing those papers when you return,” Lizzie's mom said, as she reached for her husband's hand. 

“You have my word.” 

I didn't like the sound of that one bit, but I would keep my word to her parents. 

My mother came over to me and gave me a hug. “If anyone can do it, you can.” 

Eric then reached over and shook my hand. “I'll see you in a month.”   

Zoe had gotten Lizzie ready for the flight. 

At least she was out of her hospital gown now…and she stopped sticking her head in that damn blanket. 

She did still carry it around with her though. 

The psychiatrist said that it was her ‘safety blanket’ and it was a coping mechanism of some sort. 

I told him that I had already figured that out. 

I will admit, that I was starting to get nervous about my plan. 

As helpful as Zoe had been, I wasn't taking her on our honeymoon with us. 

I needed to be the one to care for Lizzie. I needed her to trust me again.   

Zoe had talked to her in private. Obviously, Lizzie didn't contribute to the conversation. 

However, Zoe said that she really appeared to be listening to her, and she squeezed her hand even more then usual. 

She swore Lizzie had even smiled at her. I highly doubted that, but it was good to hear. It gave me some hope. 

I also called Dr. Lee again. He agreed to provide psychological support via telephone, whenever I needed it. 

He also agreed to take Lizzie on as a patient, if my plan ended up working. 

We didn't exactly see eye to eye, but the man had been right about everything. 

With the exception of his assessment that Lizzie could never kill another person, because well…she had. 

It was something I was told that I could never bring up to her though. 

The experience traumatized her so much, that her brain just couldn't remember, or even process it. 

Dr. Lee said he had a theory as to why she did it in the first place, but he wanted to talk to me and Lizzie, in person about that. 

We said our goodbyes around the room. 

Well, I shook hands and hugged almost everyone. 

Lizzie just stood there and hugged her blanket. 

Everyone knew that she wasn't going to speak to them and it was best not to touch her, since it would cause her to go into an extreme panic attack. 

I turned around and faced Zoe. 

She told me the same thing she had   before I walked into that apartment building to rescue Lizzie, “You bring our girl back to us.” 

“I have every intention of doing that,” I replied, before bending down to give her a hug. 

I looked at Lizzie and smiled. “Come on Lizzie, it's time to leave,” I said calmly

She followed behind me. 

Then, she stopped. 

Shit, this wasn't good. 

If she wouldn't leave with me, I had no chance of helping her. 

Zoe had told me that she talked to her about this and she seemed to understand. 

I took a deep breath and turned around to look at her. 

Everyone else in the room turned to face her as well. 

She reached for Zoe's hand and gave her a smile. 

Zoe smiled back at her. 

Then, to the amazement of every single person in the room. She grabbed Zoe and wrapped her arms around her and gave her a big hug. 

“Thank you, Zoe,” she whispered before she let go.   

Zoe had tears in her eyes and she squeezed her hand. 

Those were the first words she had spoken since she was rescued. 

It was also the first sign of physical affection that she had initiated. Usually she just turned away in fear. 

Everyone around the room gasped. 

Inside, I was more jealous of Zoe then I ever thought possible, but I also knew that it meant something much more important. 

“See? Progress,” I said turning my head toward Dr. Forb. 

He met my eyes and nodded.




 

Chapter 60 (Brandon)

 

Lizzie ended up sleeping throughout most of the plane ride. 

When we got to the island, she looked baffled. 

“This is where we'll be staying for a month Lizzie. I'm going to take care of you.” 

She clutched her blanket but didn't put it over her head. 

I unlocked the door and motioned for her to go in. 

She walked ahead of me and stopped to look around taking everything in. 

I brought all the boxes in from outside that had been delivered for us. 

“Did you want to sit on the couch and watch television?” 

She shrugged. 

I took that as a ‘yes’ and led her to the couch without touching her. 

I then brought all the boxes upstairs to the huge closet. 

I mindlessly took everything out and looked around the bedroom. 

Hopefully, I'll be able to sleep next to my wife tonight, I thought to myself, before I walked back downstairs to the living room to check on Lizzie.

She had fallen asleep. 

So, I just put her blanket over her and shut off the television. 

I sat in the chair next to her before falling asleep myself. 

 

***

 

When we woke up it was the next morning. I guess we both really needed the rest.

The first thing I wanted to do was get Lizzie to eat something. 

I mean, she had put on about 5 lb's in the hospital via a feeding tube. 

She also had some color back in her cheeks, but she was still far too thin. 

I knew exactly what I planned to make her. 

I wasn't kidding when I told everyone that I had the house stocked with all the fixings for non-stop cheese fries. 

I had also stocked it with other stuff as well, including nutritional shakes...but I knew Lizzie couldn't resist cheese fries. 

I wanted to surprise her. 

“Lizzie why don't you go upstairs take a shower and change? Zoe helped me and she got you a whole bunch of clothes and everything else that you would need. It's all in the closet. Everything is already set up for you,” I said hoping to get a smile out of her. 

She turned around and went upstairs. Then I heard the shower turn on. 

Well, at least it was something. 

I was grateful that she was at least listening to me, it had to mean that she trusted me, right? 

I set to work in the kitchen. I was starting to feel like a gourmet chef, whose specialty was in cheese fries of all different varieties. 

When I was done I turned around to find Lizzie standing there. 

My heart started to race…and not in the good way. 

She stood there in nothing but a lacy bra and thong...it threw me for a loop. 

I would have to call Zoe later and tell her that this is not what I had in mind when I asked her to purchase clothing. 

Even if it was technically our honeymoon.

It was the first time I had seen her in anything but a hospital gown or sweatshirt. 

If I thought she looked too thin before, I was dead wrong. 

Lizzie always had a curvy, womanly body, even given her small stature. 

I couldn't help but stare. Her entire rib-cage was visible. 

I glanced down further and saw that her beautiful, once perfectly full breasts were barely even existent now. 

Her sexy, curvy hips were gone as well. 

She looked like a small child in every sense of the word. 

Matt had reduced her to this. 

That's when I noticed something else. 

I looked at her left hip bone and saw that a block letter ‘M’ had been branded there…like she was fucking cattle or something.

I quickly turned back around and fought the urge to punch the wall. 

I started to shake with adrenaline. 

I needed to get air, so I ran outside. 

I punched a palm tree. It wasn't Matt's face, since he was clearly dead…but it helped calm me down.

I walked back inside. I watched as Lizzie went to grab her blanket before she walked back into the kitchen, now visibly shaking. 

Shit, she probably saw me punch that tree. 

Dr. Lee was right, I needed to control my temper. 

I had to do that for Lizzie. 

“I'm sorry. You didn't do anything wrong. Are you sure you're not cold though?”

I was hoping she would go upstairs and find something more suitable to wear.

I was so ashamed to admit it to myself, but for the first time in my life; I just wasn't attracted to Lizzie's outside appearance…at all. 

I never thought that could ever be possible…it made me feel like a horrible husband. 

Oddly enough, it was probably for the best, especially if she was going to continue running around in clothing…or lack of clothing like this.

Lizzie had always been more of a t-shirt and jeans type of girl. 

I didn't understand this new development.

I didn't have time to focus on that right now though, I needed to get her to eat something. 

I picked up the plate and brought it over to where she stood. 

That's when I realized I had made a horrible mistake. 

She dropped to her knees in an instant and went straight for my zipper. 

I barely even had time to stop her from yanking me out. 

“Lizzie no. You need to eat something. Stop,” I said while pulling up my pants and backing up.

She looked confused. She didn't know what to do. 

“Please just eat.” 

I put the plate on the counter and walked back over to her. 

She went for my zipper again. 

“Lizzie, stop it. I will never make you do that. Please, believe me. I will never hurt you. This isn't a trick. I really want you to eat something. Have a seat at the table.” 

She closed her eyes as if she was expecting me to hit her or something. 

I took a deep breath and I gently reached for her hand.

She opened her eyes in a combination of shock and fear. 

I led her to the table and as nicely as I could, pushed the plate in front of her. 

She started crying, like she was in internal torment.

So, I took the plate away. 

I didn't want to make her cry, that's for sure.

I walked over to the fridge, took out a nutritional shake and stuck a straw in it. 

It was looking like I would have to order a lot more of these things after all. 

I handed it to her, she looked upset at first, but she finally took it. 

I watched as she took a sip and I smiled at her. 

“Thank you,” I said feeling relieved. 

She shrugged before she continued drinking it. 

I decided to see if she wanted to go outside. 

Luckily, it was a private island, so she could wear whatever she wanted.

She followed me but backed up when she saw the swimming pool. 

Then, she started running toward it. 

I ran after her and paused when I saw her climb up the diving board. 

She just sat there, hugging her knees to her chest. 

I grabbed a lounge chair and sat in front of the pool. 

I didn't want to interrupt her thoughts and I didn't want to push her too much. 

We stayed out there for hours and hours. 

All she did was hug her knees to her chest as she slowly rocked herself. 

I began feeling hopeless, all over again.




 




Chapter 61 (Lizzie)

 

Brandon had taken me captive on an island. 

Matt was right. He warned me that he was going to hurt me. 

He was now doing all those bad things that he had forced Matt to do to me. 

Except…Brandon hasn't done them to me yet. 

When he brought a plate over to me, he was actually mad that I didn't eat the food. 

I tried doing what Matt had expected me to do, and that made him really sad instead. He told me it wasn't a trick. 

My brain hurt and I struggled to understand what was going on. 

I kept getting flashes of something that I knew I should be acknowledging, but I didn't know what they were. 

Zoe promised me that Brandon was a good guy and I know I should believe her. 

I wish Zoe was here with me. 

Every time I would get one of those flashes, I could just reach for her hand. 

It was like she knew, without me even having to tell her what I was experiencing.

Now, I was stuck here with Brandon, all alone. 

The swimming pool scared me at first. 

I wanted to jump in like that time I did with Matt, and make the pain go away.

I decided to climb up the diving board instead. 

It reminded me of something. It was comforting to me. 

It was also the only place where Brandon left me alone. Even though he stayed on the ground and kept staring up at me. 

Why won't he just hurt me and get it over with already? Why won't he have sex with me? 

I don't understand any of this. 

I know he's the bad guy, Matt told me so.

I can't believe Matt is gone. I have so many mixed feelings about it, it makes my head hurt.

I feel like I should be happy, but I know I can't be. 

That wouldn't make any sense. 

I would just have to pretend that Brandon was Matt and do everything to him that Matt had expected me to. 

It was the only way I could get through any of this. 

Ugh, Brandon's staring up at me again. 

He seems like he's trying to get my attention or something. 

I better do what he wants. 

I just wish I knew how to find out for sure, if he's going to hurt me.




 

Chapter 62 (Brandon)

 

“Lizzie. You have been up on that diving board for the last 6 hours. Can you please come down so you can eat something?”   

The sun had set about an hour ago and it was dark now. 

I called Dr. Lee and told him about Lizzie's lack of clothing and eating antics. 

I had also authorized the hospital to send him Lizzie's chart, so he could look it over. 

I didn't like his advice. 

“Well, Brandon. I don't know what to tell you. She needs to have all the control. It's not an enviable position by any means. However, the fact that you were able to get her to drink a shake is progress. Maybe in time you can get her to eat real food. Just let her feel like she has the control. If she wants to sit up on the diving board to think, then you have to let her. She's trying to process everything and trust me, it is no easy task. Also, as far as clothing goes. That's another thing that Matt was responsible for. It appears as though he had her dress in those types of things and only those. It's what she has gotten used to and feels comfortable with, so just let her do that for now. Eventually and hopefully, in time, she will begin to trust you and you will be able to reduce Matt's hold on her mind. I don't think that you or anyone else will be able to reduce it entirely though. That has to come from inside herself. Honestly, I don't see her ever reaching that stage, given all she's been through.” 

I thanked him and hung up the phone. 

She needed to eat. She spent enough time up on that diving board. 

She finally looked at me. 

She took a deep breath and climbed back down. 

I led her to the kitchen. She just stood there. 

“Do you want to have a seat at the table?” 

She just looked up at me and blinked.

I turned to the fridge, pulled out two shakes and grabbed two straws. 

If she was going to have to suffer through this crap, then I would join her. 

She arched her eyebrow up at me. 

It almost made me chuckle, it was a look that the real Lizzie would give. 

I walked toward her and handed her one of the shakes. 

She dropped to her knees again and reached for my zipper. Dammit. 

I backed up from her and put the shakes on the counter. 

We were back to square one again. 

She moved closer to me and reached for my zipper again. 

Her head lunged forward as I put my hand in front of my package in an attempt to block her. 

Dr. Lee said to let her have all the control, but I couldn't let her do this.

I'm pretty sure that would only make things worse. 

“Lizzie. No. I don't want that from you. I don't expect that from you. I am not...” I started, before realizing that I was told to not ever bring up his name. 

She looked up at me and blinked. 

Then, she tried to move my hand away. 

Christ, if Matt wasn't already dead, I'd kill him. 

“Lizzie, please stop. I will never hurt you. I'm not tricking you, I promise. Please, can you just sit at the table for me?” 

This was becoming exhausting. 

She begrudgingly got up, pursed her lips up at me and had a seat at the table. Success. 

I sat and the table and handed her a shake. 

She shrugged before she finally began drinking it. 

She downed it in three minutes. She looked like she wanted more.

I was getting ready to get up from the table to get her one, when she grabbed mine from me and began drinking it. 

I laughed out loud. I couldn't help it, it reminded me of something the real Lizzie would do. 

Then she stopped drinking. 

She looked scared. 

Shit, did Matt laugh when he tortured her? 

I put my head in my heads. It was my only option, since I had to control my frustration and anger. 

“Please don't be scared Lizzie. I'm not going to hurt you.” 

I heard her start sucking the drink through the straw, it was finished five minutes later. 

Thank God, that ordeal was over. 

She looked exhausted, and quite frankly…so was I. 

“Lizzie, why don't we go upstairs to bed?” I asked, hoping not to frighten her again. 

She got up from the table and walked upstairs. I followed behind her. 

I couldn't help but cringe as I watched her walk up the stairs. 

One of my favorite parts of her body, was gone. 

I damn near worshiped that ass of hers. It was nowhere to be found. 

It made me sigh. She paused briefly before she continued walking. 

We made our way into the bedroom. 

I was trying to think of a way to approach sleeping in bed with her, without causing her to freak out. 

Unfortunately, she grabbed a blanket and cuddled up on the floor next to the bed. 

She kept looking around for something. 

Then, I realized that she was looking around for her chain. 

I sighed again. This was a fucking disaster.

“Lizzie. I will not chain you up, ever. I swear. I would never do that to you. In fact, I don't even want you sleeping on the floor. Would you be willing to sleep in bed next to me?” 

She arched her eyebrow at me and shook her head. 

Normally, I would be a little frustrated. 

However, she had finally done something more then shrug. 

It was a thought out response to what I had asked her and I had to respect that. 

So, with a nod. I handed her a pillow to go with her blanket. 

Then I laid down in bed as I looked down and watched her fall asleep.




 

 

Chapter 63 (Lizzie)

 

Brandon still hadn't done anything bad to me yet. It's been three whole days so far. 

I still try offering him what Matt had wanted from me, before he makes me drink a shake; but he always asks me to sit at the table. 

He tells me that he doesn't want it. It makes my head hurt. 

He has me drink a lot of shakes. I don't mind it though, in all honesty, I kind of want them. 

I have this weird feeling sometimes. My tummy starts to rumble and I want one of the shakes. 

Then, he always sprints across the room to give me one. 

Sometimes he even joins me. 

He doesn't say much, he just watches me. 

He even leaves me alone when I climb up and sit on the diving board for most of the day. 

He sits below on a chair, and let's me be. 

He only calls me down when it's time to drink a shake. 

He doesn't seem to get mad at me either. 

It's very strange. 

I even purposely tried making him upset by not getting into bed with him. 

He just handed me a pillow. 

He lets me sleep on the floor and he doesn't force me to do anything to him or with him. 

I don't know what to make of it all. 

I wish I could talk to Zoe about it. 

She's the only person I would feel comfortable actually talking to. I really miss her. 

Brandon seemed to sense this thought of mine over our dinner shake tonight. 

He pulled out his cell phone and I heard Zoe's voice on the other line. 

“Hey Lizzie-Liz. How are you? Is everything okay?” 

“Mmhh.” 

“Oh, well that's good. I'm glad you're feeling better. You can call me whenever you need to. I told you Lizzie-Liz, Brandon won't hurt you. You just do whatever you feel you need to do, okay? I love you. I miss you,” she said, sounding sad.

“I miss you too Zoe. Thank you,” I whispered before realizing that I had spoken out loud. 

Brandon seemed surprised, but happy. 

“Lizzie-Liz, you don't need to thank me silly, but you're very welcome. Call me whenever you want,” she said before hanging up the phone. 

I smiled at Brandon and handed the phone back to him. 

He looked even more surprised then and paused before he took it back.

He gave me a big smile then. I just wanted him to know that I was grateful for letting me talk to Zoe.

He has a really nice smile. There's something about it that I really like. 

Something about that dimple he has. 

He's still a bad man though, just like Matt said.

But I can't trust him…Matt told me not to.





 

Chapter 64 (Brandon)

 

She smiled at me. Right at me. I was stunned.

It was the best moment I've had in 9 whole months. 

It reminded me of the real Lizzie. I even noticed that she put a couple of pounds on. Not a whole lot…but it was something. 

I was starting to get tired of these shakes, but I would chug them down for the rest of my life, if that's what it took to help her. 

I wished that she didn't sit on the diving board all the time, but Dr. Lee was right. 

I needed to give her time to think and process. 

She still wouldn't stop going for my zipper whenever it was shake time, but as least she stopped being so aggressive about it now. 

I would just remind her that she didn't need to do that and I wasn't trying to trick her. 

I know most men would probably be thrilled at the thought of their wife walking around in their underwear, trying to constantly offer them a blow job, but it really hurt my heart. 

Lizzie is worth so much more then what Matt had reduced her to.

I was starting to see little glimpses of the real her coming out. I knew that bringing her here was working. 

Or at least I did…until day five of our honeymoon. 

“Lizzie can you come down off the diving board?”   

I had changed into my bathing suit, it was time to teach her how to swim. 

She wasn't going to be held captive by it anymore. 

She obliged and walked toward me. 

I gently took her hand and led her to the steps of the pool. 

She started shaking. 

“Lizzie. I'm not going to hurt you. I promise. Just stand in the shallow end with me.” 

She turned pale, but made it to the end of the steps of the pool, while holding on to my hand for dear life. 

“Just stand here with me, that's all I want you to do.”

I didn't want to push her too far, I had to move slowly. 

This was more than I had expected her to do for the first day. 

We stood in the pool for five minutes and she calmed down. 

“Okay, we can get out now if you want.” 

She slowly walked up the steps and I followed her.

I handed her a towel and she wrapped it around herself. 

I motioned for her to join me inside for one of our shakes and she followed behind me. 

Well, I thought she was behind me the entire time. 

I heard a splash and turned my head in time to see her jump in the deep end. 

I charged, and jumped in after her. 

She wasn't flailing her arms, she wasn't panicking at all.

I lifted her out of the water and she looked upset.

Not thankful or anything, just upset that I had saved her. 

I carried her out of the pool and wrapped her up in her towel, before carrying her inside the kitchen. 

I walked us to the fridge and handed her a shake. 

The only positive thing, was the fact that because I was still carrying her, she couldn't get on her knees. 

She took the shake and began drinking it, looking up at me in wonder. 

“Please don't do that Lizzie. Do you know how much it would break my heart if you died? It would destroy me,” I said, while remembering every ounce of hurt I experienced, when I had in fact, thought she was dead. 

She looked up at me again and her eyes got wider. Then she started bawling. 

That was definitely not my objective when I told her that.   

I just held her in my arms and carried us over to the couch. 

She continued to cry as I began rocking her. I didn't know what else to do. 

She eventually calmed down, and cleared her throat. “I'm hungry,” she whispered. 

I almost dropped her right on the floor, I was so stunned. 

“I will make you anything you want, you name it. Anything at all.”

“Can I have cheese fries, like you made me on the first day here?” she asked, looking up at me frightened, as if I was going to tell her no. 

“Yes. Absolutely. I'll start right now,” I said as she gave me a smile. 

I gently put her down and got to work in the kitchen. 

Now, this was the best moment I've had in 9 months.




 

Chapter 65 (Lizzie)

 

I wanted to jump in the pool like that night with Matt. 

I remembered that I had overheard my parents telling someone that I killed him. 

Then, I had a flashback of me doing it. 

Well, almost doing it. My flashback cut off right before I pulled the trigger. 

I couldn't take all the pain. I wanted to make it go away. 

I must be a horrible person to have killed someone, especially someone that I loved.

At least, from what I remember…I'm supposed to love Matt. 

I don't know if I did though, its so confusing. 

I just wanted to die after the flashback, so I jumped in the pool. 

I don't want Brandon to teach me how to swim. I just want to let myself sink.

I want all the pain to go away. I thought Brandon was going to be mad at me like Matt was. 

I thought he was going to lock me up like Matt did, but he held me in his arms and gave me a shake. 

I had a flashback of being held in his arms in the past, but I couldn't understand what to make of it. 

He just continued to hold me as I cried. He was really nice to me.   

After 5 days straight, I found myself getting tired of the non-stop shakes. 

I was really hungry, that's what that gurgling in my tummy was. 

My mind vaguely went back to the apartment that Matt kept me in. 

Only I didn't have a memory involving Matt.

I had a memory with Brandon making me cheese fries in the kitchen, and suddenly I craved them. 

I craved them enough to actually ask for them. It was weird, but I needed them.

Luckily, he didn't yell at me or punish me. He actually looked happy to make them for me. 

They smelled so good. I was starting to salivate.

I lifted one of the gooey drops of heaven into my mouth. It was even better than I ever imagined it could be. 

I moaned out loud, I couldn't help it.

I saw an odd look flash across Brandon's eyes and then he smiled. He smiled a lot actually. 

That dimple of his kept poking out, it was doing strange things to me. 

I mean, a bad guys smile couldn't be that nice, right? 

I needed to dig a little further. I needed to find out if he was really a bad guy.

I have no clue why, but I feel the sudden urge to assert myself. 

It's very scary and very strange. 

I devoured the entire plate of cheese fries, I needed more. It was so good. 

“Can I have more?” I whispered, afraid to look up at him and get punished. 

“Absolutely, give me a few,” he said, giving me one of those dimple smiles.




 

Chapter 66 (Brandon)

 

“She's eating real food, her favorite food. Nonstop. She's even put on more weight,” I said, not even trying to contain my excitement, while on the phone with Dr. Lee. 

“Oh that's very good. That's an excellent start for the first 10 days. More than I would have thought. In fact, I was expecting this sort of progress at 30 days. Has anything else transpired? Anything else significant?” 

A part of me wanted to lie to him about Lizzie trying to drown herself a few days ago, but I knew I had to be honest. 

So, I told him the truth.

“That's very serious. She may have had a flashback. This is dangerous Brandon. If her attempt at drowning was caused by a flashback, then she's bound to have more of them, about all sorts of different things involving Matt. Brandon, I'm not sure you would be able to handle all of those flashbacks. She may even take them out on you in her psychosis. You may even have to go along with them, in an attempt to prove to her that you wouldn't hurt her. Meaning, that you would just have to prove that you wouldn't do the same thing that Matt would do. Brandon, I'm telling you, you wouldn't be able to, especially as her husband. It would be an excruciating ordeal. She wouldn't mean to of course, but it would be a horrible thing to be on the other end of.   Especially, given the kind of temper you have. She could end up setting you off and then you would ruin everything.” 

“But she's doing fine. She hasn't done anything else since that day. She's been eating, and she only spends four hours on the diving board now instead of six. She even says a few words here and there. She usually just tells me she's hungry, but it's something. If she has flashbacks, I will be able to handle them. I could handle anything for her. She's worth it. It will be worth it to get Lizzie back.” 

“Brandon that's the thing. You may never get the Lizzie back that you know. She may be locked up inside herself for good. It's a protective mechanism. Call me in a few days and update me on any progress and give me a call if anything else significant should happen. Good luck Brandon. You're going to need it,” Dr. Lee said, before hanging up. 

He was wrong, I will get Lizzie back. 

I will prove to her that I'm nothing like Matt. 

 

“Who was that?” Lizzie asked, as she stood standing with her hands on her hips. 

Yeah, the real Lizzie was starting to emerge…slowly but surely. 

“That was a psychiatrist. He's been helping me.” 

I didn't want to make her feel uncomfortable. So, I just figured that response was the safest response. 

“Why haven't you had sex with me yet? Why don't you make me pleasure you? Don't you want me to want you more than I want food? You're the bad guy, I know you are!” Lizzie screamed a mile a minute, making my heart fall to the floor. 

My head was starting to spin. How the hell was I supposed to answer these questions of hers? 

I couldn't wait for her to start talking to me more, but certainty not like this. 

The real Lizzie always valued honesty, so that's what I was going to give her. 

“Because I will never make you do something against your will, despite my own wants. No, I would never want you to want me more than food, that's ridiculous,” I said, trying not to let my frustration get the better of me. 

I couldn't tell her that I wasn't the bad guy, because it wouldn't be true. I was the bad guy. I'm the one that put her in this position in the first place.

“So you are the bad guy. You were the one who chose me. You were the one who made him do all those bad things to me?” 

My heart was no longer on the floor…it was in the fiery pits of hell now- paying a visit to Matt. 

I can't lie to her. I promised I would never lie to her again. 

“Yes. I'm so sorry Lizzie.” 

She ran away crying. 

I needed to call Dr. Lee again. 

***

 

After a very long and very depressing conversation with Dr. Lee, I decided to approach Lizzie. 

I knocked on the door to the bedroom and found her huddled up in her blanket on the floor. 

The blanket was over her head. Fuck. 

“Lizzie, can you please take your head out of the blanket? I really need to speak to you.”   

When she did, her eyes were red and swollen. 

The real Lizzie was never this much of a crier, it was agony. 

“Lizzie. I'm sorry. I made a very bad mistake. A horrible mistake. The worst one of my life. I wish I could take it back, every single day. I will never forgive myself for what happened in that bathroom. I'm so sorry...” I started to say, before she cut me off. 

“What bathroom? I was talking about all the stuff he did to me in that apartment. All the things you ordered him to do to me. It wasn't his fault,” she said, before putting her head back in the blanket. 

I walked out of the room then. I had to. 

I ran down to the beach, it was far enough away so that Lizzie wouldn't see me. 

I screamed at the ocean. I cursed Matt's name. 

She was never going to come back to me ever, if that's what Matt brainwashed her to believe. 

I saw the list of all the horrible stuff he did to her. 

He had her believing that everything he did to her in that apartment was because of me. 

No wonder she's petrified of me. 

I sat down in the sand and put my head in my hands. 

I wish I was able to bring him back from the dead and beat the living shit out of him. 

I wish I could just torture him every day for the rest of my life. 

I couldn't though...I had to deal with the here and now. 

I had to take care of Lizzie, and show her how much I love her.

I had to find a way to undo all the pain…even if it would take the rest of my life to do it.




 

Chapter 67 (Lizzie)

 

I don't know where Brandon went. I heard him leave though. 

He seemed really sad before he left. I think I hurt his feelings. 

Do bad guys even have feelings? 

What bathroom was he talking about?

My thoughts were soon interrupted by a knock on the door before he walked back in. He looked like he was in pain or something.

“Lizzie. Those things that happened in the apartment. I swear on my life, I never ordered them to be done to you. I would never, ever want those things to happen to you. I love you so much,” he said, kneeling down next to me. 

He looked like he was telling the truth, but Matt told me that he would just hurt me and lie to me. 

“You're lying. I'm sorry. I can't believe you,” I whispered, hoping he wouldn't punch me like Matt would. 

I instinctively flinched after I said that. 

“Lizzie. I'm not lying. However, I won't force you to believe something against your will. I can only try and show you that I'm not the bad guy…or that I don't want to be the bad guy. I hope you'll see that for yourself, one day.” 

 

***

 

I was so exhausted from all my crying, I fell asleep. 

When I woke up it was dark out. 

I looked over and saw Brandon sleeping on the bed. 

My head started to hurt, really bad. 

Then, my mind remembered what bathroom he was talking about.   

“See, cupcake, I was trying to make this special for you. I was trying to be the nice guy.”

I flashed back to everything that happened in that bathroom, everything that Matt had done to me. 

I had another flashback. 

“He never thought you were capable of something like that.” 

“Why not? He should have. You see Lizzie, it was his orders that I carried out that day.”   

Brandon did order for Matt to do that to me. 

I needed to make my escape. 

I got up as quietly as I could. 

I crept down the stairs and walked out the back door. 

I headed straight for the swimming pool. 

I needed to make the pain stop, this was the only way I knew how. 

I jumped off the diving board. My ears popped I hit the water so hard. 

I felt like I was floating, all the pain would be over soon. It was all going to go away. 

I closed my eyes and waited for it to all end. 

I felt a strong arm grab me and bring my head up out of the water, before holding me in their arms.

My mind flashed back to another memory. 

I was six years old. I was drowning, and a strong man saved me, a good guy.

Maybe this was him again? 

I opened my eyes. 

No such luck. It was only Brandon, the bad guy. 

“Lizzie. Please stop doing this. Please,” he said cradling me against him. 

“Why do you keep saving me?” I screamed, before trying squirm out of his arms and lower myself back under the water. 

We struggled and splashed for a few moments, until I finally gave up. 

“I will always save you, Lizzie. I love you,” he said before carrying me out of the water.




 

Chapter 68 (Brandon)

 

I almost didn't wake up in time to save her that night. 

I was in a deep sleep, exhausted with the events of the day…then I had a dream. 

Or maybe it was a premonition, something. I would have to ask Zoe about it, she believed in all of that stuff. 

My dad came to me in my dream, or rather; woke me up from my dream and told me I needed to check on Lizzie. 

I tried to talk to him, but he just faded away. 

It was the strangest thing I had ever experienced, besides all the dreams I had about Lizzie. 

I opened my eyes and Lizzie was in fact, missing. 

I already knew where she would be and I ran there as quick as lightning. 

There's no way to describe the way it hurts your soul, when someone you love more then anything, keeps trying to take their own life. 

It makes you feel like you just want to go right along with them. 

Dr. Lee told me to just keep doing what I was doing, before he warned me that the worst was still to come.

If the last two weeks weren't the worst of it…then I really wasn't looking forward to what else could possibly happen. 

 

***

 

“Lizzie, you have to kick your legs out and move your arms. Here, stand in the shallow end and watch me.” I was trying to demonstrate how to swim for the 20th time that afternoon. 

She looked at me and shrugged. 

I knew that she understood perfectly well the movement of swimming, she just didn't want to do it.

She didn't want to be able to save herself. I needed her to be able to. 

She gave a half feeble attempt at repeating my movements, before she got up and walked out of the pool. 

I tried not to stare at her ass in her bikini. 

She was starting to come back…all of her. 

Those fears I had about not being physically attracted to her, had dwindled. 

She wasn't back to her old body yet, but she was finally starting to resemble herself again. 

I found myself being even more drawn to her every day that passed. 

Even as she was stuffing her face with cheese fries non-stop. 

I smiled at the thought. 

Which reminded me that Dr. Lee had asked me to weigh her. He wanted to make sure that she was gaining weight in a healthy way. 

Apparently, it was supposed to be gradual. He was beginning to get worried about Lizzie's continuous gorging on cheese fries. 

I wasn't though. I was ecstatic that I was able to finally do something right and make her happy. 

However, I also wanted to make sure she was healthy, so I needed to figure out a way to approach this sensitive topic with her. 

I knew that making a woman get on a scale in front of you, was just asking for trouble...but it needed to be done. 

I said a silent prayer that she wouldn't gouge my eyes out before I asked her. 

“Lizzie, do you think that you can get on a scale? I'm not trying to force you to do something. Dr. Lee just wants to make sure you're healthy. I'm sorry, I know this is probably...” I started to say, before she made a beeline for the bathroom. 

I chased after her, hoping that she wouldn't end up locking herself in there. 

To my astonishment, she was already standing on the scale. It read 103 lbs. 

That was good. I had managed to put on almost 15 lbs on her in the last two weeks. 

I was delighted. She was physically healthy again. Lizzie however, didn't look so happy. 

That was troublesome. 

Why wouldn't she be happy that she’s getting better? 

She walked off the scale and went straight for the bedroom. 

She didn't come back down until I called her for dinner. I had made her another plate of cheese fries, extra cheesy, just like she liked them. 

She just stared at them, she made no move to eat any of it. 

I didn't understand why. 

Then, I realized that she was probably sick of cheese fries. 

“Sorry Lizzie. You're probably sick of these, I can make you something else.” 

“No. I won't eat this!” she screamed. 

I paused and looked at her. 

I was beyond confused at the moment. I just wanted her to keep eating so she could be healthy. 

“Okay Lizzie. You don't have to eat this. I will make you anything you want. I can order you anything you want. Just tell me...” I started to say, before she got up from the table, with a force great enough to knock her chair back. 

“No! I will not have your devil child!” she screamed, before picking up the plate and throwing it against the wall. 

Then…she marched back upstairs. 

I just stood there, appalled. 

I didn't know what in the world she was talking about. 

We haven't even had sex, let alone talk about bringing children into the world.

I was debating going upstairs and explaining to her how the birds and the bees work…but then I remembered something my mother told me. 

Shit. Matt must have been trying to get her pregnant. 

How was this related to food though? 

I needed to call Dr. Lee. 

“Yes, that appears to be something that Matt was probably trying to do as a method of keeping and controlling her. I'm just as perplexed as you are, in regards to how that would be connected to her eating habits though. Unless...” Dr. Lee said. He sounded like he just had an epiphany. 

“Unless what?” 

“She was a psychology major, right?” 

“Yes,” I replied curtly, hoping he would get on with it. 

“She is a very smart girl indeed. Brilliant actually. Not that I'm condoning what she did by any means,” Dr. Lee said, as if in deep thought again. 

“Dr. Lee, can you please share whatever it is you're thinking?”   

“Although Matt did use starvation tactics as a way of controlling her, but I think that came after she had already begun doing that herself. I never really understood why Matt would starve her to the point that she could have almost died, but it makes perfect sense now. Lizzie must have started starving herself, at first, because it was something that she wanted to do. Matt eventually turned it into a heinous method of control. It didn't start out that way though.” 

“That doesn't make any sense. Why would Lizzie intentionally starve herself?” 

“She did it as a way of preventing herself from becoming pregnant. Especially since she was trapped and had no other options at her disposal. She knew that anorexia would possibly lead to stopping her cycles all together, making the chance of conception nearly impossible. That's how much she did not want to get pregnant.” 

Poor Lizzie, that's horrible. 

Not that I blame her. 

I mean, I know a thing or two about how awful it was to have a rape result in a pregnancy…being that I was the product of one. 

“Listen Brandon. I'm just going to put it out there. I know you and Lizzie aren't even thinking about children now, that would be asinine. We don't even know if she will end up still needing long-term treatment in an institution. However, I'm fairly certain that Lizzie won’t ever want to have a child, period. This had to have been a very traumatic experience for her. In fact, if she ever became pregnant, it could actually end up making everything worse. It would not be wise.” 

I had no intention of doing that to Lizzie. 

In fact, I was beginning to feel like I had both a wife and child already; given her behavior. 

Lizzie, all on her own…was more than enough for a lifetime. 

“Don't worry, I would never do that to her. As soon as we get back, I'm sure she'll make an appointment for birth control. She used to be on it...before Matt took her. Besides, there has to be condoms around here somewhere. I mean, not that we are at the point of having sex, at all. Trust me, I've got it all under control.” 

“Alright sounds like a plan. Remember, just let her have the control. Sex is going to come up Brandon. It's a fact. Just trust your instincts. Prove to her that you are nothing like Matt and you would never hurt her. I'm sure everything will be fine,” he said, before hanging up the phone. 

My mind was still trying to wrap my head around everything that Lizzie had been put through. 

How could I prove to her, besides not having sex with her, that I wasn't trying to get her pregnant? 

How could I make her understand? 

I sighed, before I went back into the kitchen to clean up the mess. 

“I'm sorry Brandon. Please don't punish me,” Lizzie's voice interrupted me, as I was cleaning the floor.

I looked up at her. She was bowing her head and shaking. 

It pulled on every single heart string of mine. 

I couldn't help myself, I got up and pulled her into a giant hug. 

I was worried that I was going to send her into a panic attack, but to my surprise, she hugged me back. 

“I would never punish you Lizzie. I love you. I will never hurt you. I promise,” I said while cupping her face in my hands. 

“I was scared. I didn't want to have his baby. I was scared to eat. It's all fuzzy in my mind...but I think that's what happened. I'm sorry.” 

“You have nothing to be sorry for. I will never do what he did to you,” I said as I watched her take a seat at the table. 

“Can I have something to eat? I'm really hungry.” 

“Of course. I'll get right on it,” I said before I turned to the fridge.




 

Chapter 69 (Lizzie)

 

I had a flashback.

I remembered that Matt was trying to get me pregnant. 

I thought Brandon was trying to do the same thing to me, but he wasn't. 

He was just making me food, trying to teach me how to swim...and being nice to me. 

He wasn't the bad guy like Matt said he was. At least I don't think so. I wasn't even scared to hug him. 

At night I started having these dreams, or flashbacks of the past. 

They weren't long and they confused me more then anything; but they told me that Brandon wasn't the bad guy. 

They told me that Matt was actually the bad guy. 

 

***

 

“Let this serve as a reminder to you of everything that I can take away. Let it remind you that he will never save you again. Let it remind you of who really won.” 

I woke up in the middle of the night shaking. 

I laid on the floor and tried to take deep breaths. I remembered that it helped to ease my anxiety. 

It was working, until I heard the loud boom of thunder and saw the crack of lightening when I looked out the window. 

It reminded me of something else, but I couldn't figure out what. 

It also made me jump. 

I lifted my head and looked over to Brandon, he was fast asleep in the bed. 

Would he be upset if I crawled into bed with him? 

Would he punish me just like Matt? 

I heard another loud boom of thunder then- louder than before. 

I quickly ran over to the bed and hid under the covers. 

“Lizzie? Are you okay?” Brandon asked, he sounded worried. 

I must have woken him up from his sleep. 

“Please don't punish me, I'm sorry. I'm just really scared. I didn't know what else to do,” I pleaded, continuing to bury myself under the covers. 

“I will never punish you,” he said before he draped his arm over me. 

I quickly fell asleep after that. 

It reminded me of something, something I had experienced before with him. 

I felt like I was actually safe. 




 

Chapter 70 (Brandon)

 

Don't get me wrong, I loved that Lizzie finally felt safe enough to sleep next to me, but I hated these horrible flashbacks she was having. 

Dr. Lee told me that I was doing everything right so far and that it was amazing progress. 

Especially, given the fact that she finally began to trust me enough to start sleeping next to me. 

She had slept next to me for the past two nights so far. 

I missed the feeling of waking up with my arms wrapped around her. 

I closed my eyes and breathed in the scent of her.

God, I love this woman. 

Then, she leaned in closer to me. 

That's when I realized that this might end up being a problem for me after all.

Lizzie was starting to look and even act like herself more and more. 

I was finding it hard, to keep myself from wanting her. 

Especially since she only walked around in her underwear or bikinis. 

Again, most men wouldn't see a problem with this. 

Normally, I would consider myself the luckiest man alive…except I knew I couldn't cross that boundary. 

I was good at maintaining control in the past, but after you go through the experience of thinking that the woman you love had died. You realize that every moment could easily be taken for granted. 

My sex drive...was starting to go into overdrive. 

I didn't expect that to happen, not here anyway. 

My self-control was starting to diminish with every day that passed, because every day…she would start looking and acting more like herself. 

She was slowly becoming Lizzie again. 

I needed to get control over this, and fast.

I quickly jumped up from the bed and headed straight for the shower. I made it an ice cold one. 

When I got out, I noticed that Lizzie wasn't in the bed anymore. 

I changed into my swimming trunks, since I knew she would probably be by the pool anyway. 

I headed downstairs and was amazed to find her cooking.

She had never been the biggest cook in the past, but she knew her way around the kitchen. 

Whatever she made was always really good too. 

I stood there and watched her in awe. 

My breath caught, she looked so relaxed and beautiful. 

She looked at me and arched a brow. “Are you going to stand there all day and watch me, or are you actually going to eat?” 

I laughed and shook my head before taking a seat at the table. 

She made eggs and homemade blueberry pancakes, my favorite. 

She proceeded to serve them to me while wearing her bikini. 

Her voluptuous breasts were back again...and they were as distracting as ever. 

Brandon, you need to calm the fuck down. She's not something to pounce on. Remember all that she's been through, I told myself. 

I quickly ate and tried not to look up at her. 

“You know, you do have regular clothes here. You are allowed to wear them. In fact, I would prefer it if you did.” 

“Why? I mean, I will if you want me to. I have to do as you say. I just figured if I was going out to the pool, it would only make sense to wear my bathing suit.” 

She had a point, with the exception of needing to do whatever I said. 

I had to correct that. 

“You do not have to do what I say. I do not own you. You're right though…it makes sense to wear your bathing suit. I'm sorry, I'm being an idiot.” 

She giggled and got up from the table to clear it. 

 

***

 

After we went outside to the pool. I tried to demonstrate for her how to swim a few times. 

“I don't know Brandon, I don't want to learn,” she said while looking down. 

I wasn't going to let it go, I needed her to learn how to save herself. 

She would never be Lizzie again if she couldn't. 

“Can you come over here by me?” I asked, expecting her to decline. 

She took a few steps forward in the shallow end of the pool and reached for my hand. I took it and met her halfway. 

“Trust me. I won't hurt you,” I whispered, hoping not to frighten her. 

She nodded her head. I gently picked her up, opened my arms and put her across them. 

I told her to start kicking her legs and moving her arms. She did. 

“Okay, now we're going to go a little deeper this time,” I said before taking a few steps toward the deep end. 

She started shaking. 

I picked her up and held her right side up in my arms. She started trying to crawl up and over me. 

She was starting to resemble a kitten who was put in water. 

It was cute, but it made me sad. 

I didn't want to traumatize her more than she already was. 

She wrapped her arms around my neck and wrapped her legs around me. 

I held onto her…and then, I was the one who started panicking. 

I felt myself begin to lose control. 

She looked down and traced the outline of the scar over my heart. 

Then, she lowered her head and planted a kiss over it. 

The sweet gesture, combined with the feeling of her lips on my skin…sent all my blood rushing below my waist. 

This probably had to be one of the worst moments for it to happen. 

I was trying to get her to trust me and if I thought with my other head, it would ruin everything. 

I quickly carried her out of the water. 

“I'm sorry, I didn't mean to make you mad.” 

“It's not your fault. You didn't do anything wrong, at all. Let's go have lunch.” 

She gave me a weird look and shrugged her shoulders.




 

Chapter 71 (Lizzie)

 

Brandon was starting to act strange. 

Not in a scary way, just in a way that I didn't really understand. 

The scar over his heart made me sad, so I wanted to be sweet. 

Then, I felt him through his swimming trunks in the pool, and I knew he wanted me. 

I wasn't scared though. I actually wanted him to do what Matt did to me. 

I mean, not exactly. 

I just wanted him to have sex with me...not hurt me. 

I didn't expect to feel like that. At first I was upset; but then I realized that Brandon had never hurt me before.

Even if he was behind the bathroom incident. Something told me there was more to the story, and that maybe I had even forgiven him for it in the past?

I was starting to trust him. 

I don't think he's the bad guy like Matt said. I think Matt was wrong. 

Why didn't he want me though? 

Matt had always done whatever he wanted to me, whenever he wanted. 

Why didn't Brandon? 

I didn't know if that frustrated me, or made me trust him even more. 

I was starting to have more dreams and flashbacks. 

Sometimes I would have images of Brandon and I together in that way, and I would get really turned on and   excited. 

Then, without warning, images of Matt would come into my mind. It would terrify and confuse me. 

Sometimes I wanted Matt, or rather, I wanted some of the things he did to me. 

Sometimes he would make me feel good. 

I didn't make any sense to me. 

If what Matt had done to me had been so bad, why did some of the things make me feel so good?

I remembered how he used to tease me, start to make me orgasm…then stop and laugh at me. It really hurt me. 

It was a horrible feeling.

I sat at the kitchen table and watched as Brandon cooked us something to eat. 

He still had his bathing suit on. 

My eyes grazed over to his abs and then his arms. 

I found it hard to breathe when I did that. 

I don't think I've ever wanted another person like I wanted him. 

It was like I must have always wanted him, in another life or something. 

These feelings were scary, but I couldn't control them. 

He stopped and smiled at me. 

That dimple of his. I could stare at it forever. 

His looked concerned for a second and then he smiled again. 

His honey eyes, they were so kind and beautiful. He was beautiful. 

My mind suddenly flashed back to images of Matt. I remembered that he was supposed to be the only person I wanted.

It was getting harder to remember that, every day that went by. 

“Are you okay? You look confused about something,” he said, while handing me a plate. 

Should I do what Matt always wanted me to do to him, with Brandon?

I knew it made him mad, but he wanted me in the pool. I know he did. 

Maybe he would want me to do that now? 

Even if he didn't…I wanted to. 

I got up from the table and got on my knees. I then reached for the drawstring of his bathing suit. 

He paused and stared at me wide eyed. 

He didn't protest this time though. I decided to keep going. 

I reached inside his shorts, and pulled him out. His size was impressive, I was surprised to find I didn't remember that about him. 

He groaned softly and closed his eyes…he definitely wanted me. 

I opened my mouth and started to move my head forward. 

That's when he stopped me. 

“Lizzie, no. Stop. Just eat your lunch. You have to stop. Now,” he yelled, before hiking his shorts up and running upstairs. 

I got up off the floor and went to the table. 

I don't understand why he yelled at me. I was only trying to thank him for being so nice to me. 

I was only trying to do what Matt had wanted me to do to him. 

Why wasn't he acting like Matt?




 

Chapter 72 (Brandon)

 

	“I almost didn't stop her, Dr. Lee. Maybe this was a bad idea. I'm a horrible husband.” I said, flustered.

To be honest I was scared as fuck. 

I can't believe what I almost let her do. 

“Brandon, would you stop beating yourself up. You're her husband. It's only natural to want your wife. You two had a very intimate relationship in the past, so of course that attraction is still there. You're only human...and so is she,” Dr. Lee said.

He sounded like he was trying not to laugh.

I didn't find it amusing. 

“I can't do that to her. I will never force her to do what Matt did.” 

Good thing I went down to the beach to talk to Dr. Lee this time. 

“How do you know she didn't want to herself? I mean, I'm not going to lie to you. The lines can get blurred in her head, when it comes to what she feels for you and the hold that Matt still has on her. However, maybe some part of her wanted to experience that with you. Especially if she's having all these flashbacks and dreams. It may mean that things are starting to come back to her, including her desire and love for you. Stop beating yourself up about this. Like I said, you're human. Just keep showing her how much you love her and care for her. That's all you can really do,” he said before hanging up.

I sighed and made my way up the beach, heading back toward the house. 

When I reached the backyard, I looked up and noticed Lizzie sitting on the diving board. 

She looked like she was in deep thought. 

I pulled up a lounge chair and sat by the pool. She stayed up there for a really long time. 

The sun was starting to set, it was time for her to eat.




 

Chapter 73 (Lizzie)

 

“Lizzie. I''m sorry, but it's time for you to eat dinner,” Brandon called up to me. 

I quickly climbed down off the diving board.

We went back inside and I watched as he prepared dinner.

He was making something other than cheese fries for us tonight. 

He said I needed something a little more nutritious. 

I fought the urge to tell him that what I needed was him. 

That wouldn't make any sense. I was supposed to want Matt, even if he was dead.

The more time I spent with Brandon though, combined with the brief flashbacks of moments with him…made me want him. 

What if he hurt me like Matt said he would? What if I did something with him, and he stopped...or stopped and laughed at me? 

My mind flashed back to an image of Brandon and I sitting at a table. I think it was at Matt's house…it was when I first noticed that dimple of his. 

He made me tingle as he swept his thumb over my lips. 

When I came to, Brandon was now sitting at the table with me.

Two plates were in front of us, but I didn't care about food.

I wanted to have that feeling that he gave me again. 

“Brandon?” 

“Yeah?” 

I reached my hand over the table, he looked surprised. 

I then swept my thumb over his lips. 

He closed his eyes. 

I couldn't tell if he was happy or sad. He opened his eyes and smiled at me.

He looked like he was lost in thought. 

Maybe he was thinking about the same thing that I was? 

He grabbed my hand and kissed it. It made me blush. “Lizzie you really need to eat. That's the only thing that I'll ever encourage you to do for now,” he said, as he let go of my hand.

I wish he would understand that I would do whatever he wanted. 

Just like I did whatever Matt wanted.

I shrugged and started eating my food. It wasn't cheese fries, but it was still good.   

 

***

 

After dinner, we sat in the living room.

I was attempting to watch television with Brandon, but I wasn't really into it. 

I kept having all these mini flashbacks of moments between us, but they were so brief. I didn't understand what they all were supposed to mean. 

“I followed you to college. I flew to Europe for you. I've almost killed for you. I've left you, only to come back for you. I've gone into hiding for you. I've torn myself inside out for you. I'm about to go fucking vegetarian for you. Do you think I would do all that because I felt a sense of obligation to you? No. I did that because I'm in love with you.” 

The only thing I was certain of now, was that Brandon wasn't the bad guy that Matt had said he was. 

Matt was very wrong about that.

“You're not the bad guy Brandon. I'm sorry that I said you were.” 

His eyes met mine and he smiled. 

Then he came over and gave me a hug. 

I wasn't sure if the hug was more for my benefit or his. 

Either way, it felt really good. I couldn't help but breathe him in. 

He smelled like a mix between a cool spring morning, combined with pure masculinity. 

It was a smell that both comforted me and turned me on. 

After that we finished watching the rest of the television show. 

I yawned. I felt exhausted, my mind was in overdrive lately. 

I didn't even realize that I had drifted off to sleep.

I felt Brandon pick me up off the couch and bring me upstairs to the bedroom. 

I felt safe, and protected. 

I opened my eyes slightly, he looked like he was pondering what to do about the bikini I still had on. 

He decided to leave it on and tuck me into bed. 

Brandon joined me and draped his arm around me. I closed my eyes and fell back to sleep.   

 

***

 

I tossed and turned a few hours later. I was having a bad dream, or at least I thought it was. 

I wasn't so sure. Matt was holding me up against the wall, and he put his hand inside my underwear. 

I tried to push him away, but he continued.

I found myself growing wet and I wanted him to continue.

Only I wanted Brandon to do it this time.

I think. No, I was sure I wanted it to be Brandon. 

I couldn't help myself, I reached over for Brandon's hand and brought it down.

I felt him wake with a start. 

The front of him was pressed against my back and I felt him grow hard as I arched my body against his. 

I kept my hand over his, urging him to do what I desperately needed at that moment. 

My mind was going back and forth between what had been done to me by Matt and what I wanted Brandon to do to me now.




 

Chapter 74 (Brandon)

 

I woke up to Lizzie's hand over mine. 

At first, I just thought she needed comfort and I didn't think much of it…until she brought my hand down lower. 

I didn't do anything, I was afraid. I didn't want to do anything to upset her or cause her to panic. 

That's when she started pressing herself against me. 

I instinctively grew hard and I tried to control myself. 

It wasn't working. 

I tried to will my body to stay still and wait for the moment to pass.

It was working…until she kept pushing my hand down lower while pressing herself against me. 

Obviously I knew what she wanted, but I didn't know if it was something I should do.

I mean, I wanted to do it.   

I wanted nothing more, than to hear the sounds of Lizzie screaming and moaning my name as I made her come. 

It was my favorite sound in the whole entire world. 

Nothing turned me on more…besides being deep inside her. 

She brought my hand down inside her bikini bottom. 

I had to bite the damn pillow beside me. 

I may have been able to say no in the past, but my will was not what it once was. 

She almost died, I thought she had.

I thought I would never be with her like this again.

I thought she had been taken from me for good. 

I thought I was never going to see her again and she was gone forever. 

How do you turn away the woman you love like this?   

I couldn't, my heart wouldn't let me…along with the other part of my anatomy.

She kept urging my hand inside her. 

“Please. I need it,” she begged. 

I gently stroked the outside of her delicate lips with my finger, giving her a chance to think about it and make sure it was what she really wanted.

Her breathing became labored and she pushed my finger inside her. 

That's when my breathing started to match hers and my heart started racing. 

Then, the guilt of what I was doing hit me. 

She was too fragile, too vulnerable. 

I removed my finger and she began to whimper. “Don't stop. Please don't punish me.” 

Fuck, she said the one phrase that always killed me.

I slipped my finger back inside her. 

She was wet. So much more than I’d expected her to be. 

I heard her sigh as she began to writhe against me, making me even more hard. 

I bit the pillow again, willing myself to not jump inside her. 

This was about her and what she needed at the moment. 

I began lightly stroking her as she sighed. 

She started grinding her body against mine and I almost lost it. 

It took every ounce of self control I had left, not to pounce on her…even if she wanted me to. 

I knew she wasn't ready for that yet. 

I slowly increased my speed as I lightly circled her clit, feeling her grow even more wet.

I knew she was close.

I knew her body. I knew how to make it respond to me. 

Her loud moans filled the room. Combined with the feeling of her velvety wetness, it was intoxicating. 

I never thought that I would be able to come from just doing something to her, but if she continued like this…I was going to. 

I missed her, I missed this. I needed it as much as she did now. 

I needed to show her how much I wanted her and loved her. 

I needed her to come back to me and come for me. 

“Please let me come,” 

I then did what she asked and sent her over the brink. 

She started moaning and her hips bucked against me as I felt her come.

I was almost right there with her. 

Almost. 

Until I heard her scream out Matt's name.

It was like a punch to the gut and it knocked the wind right out of me.

I was prepared for many things. I thought, I was able to handle anything she threw my way. 

Anything but that. 

Doctor Lee was right. This was brutal. 

It bruised my ego and my heart. 

She had never called out his or anyone else's name before…only mine. 

In fact, it had been the other way around with Matt. 

She wasn't my Lizzie anymore, she was his. 

She was still held captive by him and it made me physically sick. 

I got up off the bed and went downstairs. 

I slept on the couch. I couldn't sleep next to her. 

With the way I was feeling…I wasn't sure if I'd ever be able to again.




 

Chapter 75 (Lizzie)

 

I didn't mean to call out Matt's name. I wanted Brandon, but I had a flashback of Matt in the moment. 

Unfortunately, after Brandon left the room I began to have even more flashbacks of Brandon and I. 

Longer flashbacks this time. Flashbacks that made me understand why I had just hurt him so much. 

“Lizzie. I love you, more then anything. I brought you here, because I wanted to give you a happy memory. I want you to know that I will never fail to protect you again, ever. I will do anything I have to, in order to keep you safe, you never have to fear this place, or anywhere else again. I promise, I will never leave you again. I will always be right by your side. I will strive everyday for the rest of my life, trying to make you the happiest person in the world. I will love you through all the pain, if you allow me to. Will you make me the happiest man alive, and marry me?”

He was in love with me.

I quickly had another flashback. 

“I know that nothing in the world would make me happier, than spending the rest of my life with Brandon. I trust him and I love him with everything I have in me. I needed to listen to my heart. Yes!” 

I was in love with Brandon…and he was in love with me. 

He saved me from Matt, he wasn't trying to hurt me. 

He rescued me. He married me. 

He saved me.

I needed to call Zoe. I needed to make sure I wasn't hallucinating all of this. 

I looked around for Brandon's cell phone. I found it on the nightstand. 

Zoe picked up on the second ring, she sounded tired. Crap, I didn't mean to wake her, I just needed to know. 

I told her everything that I had a flashback about. I told her all of my feelings. 

Then I asked her if it was real. 

“Yeah Lizzie-Liz. It's all true. You're coming back to us. Being with Brandon is working, he was right.” She sounded like she was tearing up. 

“Zoe, I think I made a horrible mistake…again.”

I told her what had happened earlier. 

“He'll understand Lizzie-Liz. It's not your fault. He'll be hurt by it, but he will get over it. Maybe not the next day, but he will. It's not your fault. You didn't do anything wrong,” she said, before hanging up the phone. 

I had another question…but I knew it was something I needed to ask Brandon. 

He was the only other person in the room when it happened. 

I needed to know if I killed Matt. 

That was the only thing that my memory couldn’t recall. 

That was the missing piece. 




 

Chapter 76 (Brandon)

 

I didn't wake up until the next afternoon. 

I guess that the events of last night, along with all the tossing and turning I did, exhausted me. 

Needless to say, I wasn't in the happiest of moods.

I looked outside and noticed that Lizzie was perched up on her diving board. 

I decided that I didn't want to sit out there with her today.

I would just rather look out the window of the bedroom and keep an eye on her. 

I needed to be away from her.

I knew I should call Dr. Lee, but he would just tell me that he had warned me that something like this could happen. 

My feelings about it wouldn't matter.

A part of me knew that I had no reason to be upset about it, it wasn't really her fault. 

But, it reminded me of what I had seen that night through the bar window. 

I had been so busy trying to find and help Lizzie, I never had a chance to get over it…or deal with the pain it caused me.

It brought back all of my feelings about it. 

Matt hadn't raped or manipulated her then. I saw it with my own eyes. 

I had no choice but to…she made me see it all. 

She set me up to see it all. 

I don't know if I would be able to handle having sex with my wife, while hearing her scream out his name every time…for the rest of my life. 

That was a tall order to ask any married man to do, or any man…period. 

It was our first sexual encounter since marriage and it was ruined by Matt. 

I didn't know if I wanted to be in a marriage that would be tainted by him either. 

We only had a few days of our honeymoon left at this point. 

For the most part, I had accomplished what I set out to do.

Lizzie wasn't acting like she was insane anymore. 

She still didn't remember everything that happened though.

She still wasn't fully back to being Lizzie….her eyes had told me so, but all that could just be worked out with some therapy. 

She didn't need to be institutionalized at this point, I was almost positive now. 

We could just get the marriage annulled when we got home. 

Hell, we hadn't even consummated it…it was a no brainier. 

It would be the best option all around.




 

Chapter 77 (Lizzie)

 

Brandon didn't come outside to watch me today. 

I never thought that something like that would bother me, but it did.

I guess I can't really blame him. I would be plenty upset if he called out another girl's name in bed. 

Brandon would never do that though…he was always faithful. 

He was always perfect…with the exception of that one mistake he made. 

He had gone over and above to repent for it though. 

I had truly forgiven him. I didn't see his mistake when I looked at him anymore. 

I just hoped he would be able to say the same about me. 

After I talked to Zoe, I remembered what happened that night at the bar. 

I may not have wanted Matt ever again after that night, but I wanted him that night. 

It didn't matter that I thought he was the new Matt, it still happened. 

I hurt Brandon. I crushed him. I shattered him. On purpose. 

I broke him and he still rescued me. He still saved me. He still married me. 

I know I had a lot of my own issues to work out and lots of things that I needed to process and put together…but there was one thing I was now sure of. 

I love Brandon, with all of my heart and soul. 

Even the parts of them that were blackened by all that Matt did.

I could only hope and pray, that we would be able to come out of this stronger. 

We were married now…that had to mean something. 

That had to mean that we still stood a chance, despite all the horrific things we had been put through.

I needed to talk to Brandon. 

I needed to make him see how much I needed him and how sorry I was. 

I remember overhearing my parents conversation about how they thought that I had died. 

Did Brandon think that too?

I couldn't even imagine how I would feel if Brandon ever died. I don't think I would ever be able to recover. 

I got down off the diving board and ran upstairs to the bedroom. 

I found him sulking in a chair looking outside the window.

“Brandon, can we talk?” 

I was hoping that he would realize, that although I wasn't 100% me again…I was still in here. 

I was just trying to find my way out of this hellhole my mind was trapped in…and I was almost there. 

“What's wrong?” he asked, without turning around to look at me. 

“About last night, I'm sorry...” I said, before being cut off. 

“I don't want to talk about that. I don't want to ever talk about it. That, or what happened at the bar. In fact, you'll probably have to ask Zoe about it. I won't be able to tell you,” he said coldly. 

I wasn't frightened by his tone. I was sad though. 

“Brandon, I remember everything that happened that night. I'm sor.” I started to say again, before he interrupted

“Good. Then you'll understand why it's probably best that we just go our separate ways after we get back home. I will always love you Lizzie. You are the love of my life. I will never deny that. No one can ever take that place in my heart. Too many things have happened between us though. Too many painful things, most of them my fault. I will always be sorry for what I did to you, it was the worst mistake of my life. However, I don't think we could ever have a successful marriage- because it has already been destroyed before it was built,” he said, before getting out of the chair and walking out the door.




 

Chapter 78 (Lizzie)

 

I lost him. He would never be able to forgive me.

It didn't matter that I forgave him…it wasn't a contest of who messed up more. 

I hurt him so much, he wouldn't be able to be with me ever again. 

I knew what that pain felt like, because I had felt it before. 

It took me ripping his heart out…to realize just how much I loved him. 

Maybe he needed that, maybe that would make him come back to me.

I may not recall every single thing about myself yet…but I do know, that I am not a person that grovels. 

However, I would for him. 

If that's what it would take to bring him back to me. Screw my pride. 

I know that I would come off desperate and pathetic. 

People would probably cringe if they ever heard that I begged him to stay with me.

To hell with them though, if they didn't understand, then they obviously have never loved anyone as much as I love him. 

I walked into the kitchen. He was making himself a sandwich

”Did you want one?” he asked, not even bothering to look at me. 

“No. I want you and I want to talk to you,” I said, hoping that he would look at me. 

I needed him to look into my eyes. I needed him to see that I was almost back again. I needed him to see that I was his, all his. 

“Lizzie. I've already told you. Just let it go.”

“No. I will not!”

He walked over to the table, sat down and proceeded to ignore me. 

I put my hands on my hips and tapped my foot. 

Yeah, I was having a temper tantrum now. 

That wasn't going to make him realize how sorry I was though. 

I got down on my knees in front of him. 

“Goddammit, Lizzie. Stop. I already told you. No! I don't want that from you. I am not him!” he roared, while sending his plate across the table crashing to the floor. 

“I know you're not,” I said, dropping my head to rest on his knee. 

“Then what the fuck are you doing?” 

“I'm sorry, Brandon. I'm sorry for last night and that night at the bar. I'm so sorry.” 

Then I started crying hysterically.

I heard him take a deep breath. 

He was silent for a few moments as I continued to cry while still kneeling before him. 

He tilted my chin up. “Lizzie. I don’t need you to be sorry, I need you to tell me that you didn't actually want him. Tell me that he manipulated you somehow. Not after that night at the bar, I know what he did after that. I'm talking about that night. Please, just tell me that you didn't want him. Tell me that you didn't want to hurt me like that. Tell me that everything I saw and heard, wasn't fucking true.” 

I cried even harder then. 

I knew it would be easy to lie to him and blame it all on Matt. 

I knew he would believe me...and I knew that it might even fix everything. 

However, I also knew that lying to the person you love…would only end up in disaster.

“I wish I could, Brandon. But that night, I wanted him. I'm so sorry. I did want to hurt you, but not that much. At least, not anymore at that point. I never thought you would ever be there. It kills me that you saw everything. Even so, I still wanted him. I can't and I won't lie to you,” I said while sobbing so hard I could barely breathe. 

He looked confused for a moment before   he stood up. “I'm sorry. I just can't.”

I grabbed his leg, I didn't want him to leave. 

I wanted him to know how sorry I was.

“Please, Brandon, please. I'm sorry. That was the worst mistake of my entire life. Please, forgive me.”

“I need to think. Just stop. Let me go,” he said, while bending down to remove my hands from around him. 

Then I looked up and watched as he walked out the door. 

Now, I had lost him…for good.




 




Chapter 79 (Brandon)

 

I wanted to forgive her.

I should forgive her.

I just couldn't let myself at that moment.

I really wanted to ask her what she meant, when she said she never thought I would be there…but I was too caught off guard by her admission. 

I thought that actually hearing her say the words, would make me feel better and I'd be able to put it past me. 

I was wrong...it only infuriated me more. 

I needed to get out of that house. 

I went to the beach. I had no desire to go back. 

She had wanted to hurt me...and she did. 

She wanted to hurt me, even though she knew how much I was already hurting over everything.

The worst part was that she wanted him. 

She wanted him. She had forgiven him back then…but wouldn't give me the same courtesy. 

She couldn't see past my one horrible mistake. 

I know that she would only end up staying with me because of all I had done for her recently. 

Not that I regretted doing anything. 

I don't even regret marrying her, because she didn't belong in a fucking mental institution. 

However, I know that I couldn't stay married to her. It wasn't fair to her, or me. 

I knew she would never forgive me. 

Hell…I can't even forgive myself. 

I just keep replaying that night at the bar over and over in my mind. 

I keep hearing her tell him that she wanted him and loved him, over and over again. 

Even though we couldn't be together… I would still make sure that she was okay.

I would let her know that if she ever needed me, I would be there for her.

I will always love her, always. 

That would never go away. 

I walked back into the house and up to the bedroom. 

It was already late and I knew that she would be sleeping. 

I opened the door and saw that she was curled up in a ball on the floor beside the bed. 

She was passed out cold. I didn't want her sleeping on the floor. 

She never deserved to have to sleep on the floor.

I gently picked her up and put her in the bed and covered her up with a blanket. 

I noticed that she had changed into a pair of pajamas. 

The first real clothes that she had ever worn while here.

Go figure…when we only had four more days left of our honeymoon. 

I kissed her on the forehead.

I didn't want to hurt her. I never want to hurt her again.

Despite how much she wanted to hurt me.

I watched her open her eyes. 

Now I felt bad for waking her. I didn't want to do that either.

“I'm sorry Lizzie. It just hurts too much. I will always be there for you, whenever you need me. I just don't think that we should attempt to make this work right now. I need time. You need time. We both need to sort out our feelings,” I said, hating that my words were hurting her. 

They sure as fuck were hurting me. 

She started crying again and it gutted me.

I wanted to take the words right back.

I was going to lose her, but I needed to let her go. 

I needed to let her go and find someone who would never hurt her the way I did. 

She grabbed my hand. “I understand. You're just being honest. I wish, I would have been honest with you and said the same thing to you 9 months ago. I swear to you though, I didn't want you to witness that, ever. You can have your ring back. I know you wanted it back before and it’s yours. I really need to tell you something else though. I know that right before you were about to die, Matt gave you a chance to say your last words. I heard those words. I heard what you said. It didn't make sense to me then, but it does now. Brandon I forgive you. Even though you don't want to make it work. I need you to know that I forgive you. Not because of everything you have done for me, but because I only see how much I love you, when I look at you now. I don't feel the pain of what you did to me anymore. I only feel all the love in my heart for you,” she said, before taking off her ring. 

I wouldn't accept it back. I just couldn't.

My ring belongs on her goddamned finger.

What the hell is wrong with my head? 

Did she just say that she forgave me? 

That she didn't see the horrible person I was when she looked at me anymore? 

That she only felt love in her heart for me, and none of the pain I caused her? 

Fuck! I was making a mistake. 

A mistake that would undoubtedly, be right up there with the worst one of my life. 

I can't let her go…not if she loves me just as much as I love her.   

I cupped her face in my hands. “Lizzie. I never took your engagement ring back. It is yours, forever. I love you. I'm sorry. I'm an idiot. I want to work this out…if you're willing. I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with you.” 

I knew I still had something else to tell her and ask her though. 

“I also never wrote that horrible note either in case you were wondering. I do have to ask you something. What did you mean when you said that you didn't want me to witness that? You text me yourself and told me to meet you at the bar that night. You said that if the door was locked to just wait for you outside. I thought we were going to talk about stuff.” 

She looked confused. “You never wrote me that note? You never took my engagement ring back? You got a message from me to meet me there, that night?” 

I was about to answer but then she put her hand up…stopping me. 

She paused for a few moments…and then...she looked really angry. 

She looked so angry...I became nervous. 

Christ, I hope my question didn't trigger a psychotic episode. 

I mean, the woman has killed before. 

She got up from the bed then and I saw her go into the closet. 

I silently prayed that she didn't have a weapon of some sort hidden in there.

I have never seen her this angry before…and that was saying a lot.

She looked downright homicidal. 

I was starting to wonder if I should give Dr. Lee a late night phone call. 

She came back out wearing my hoodie over her tank top and pajama pants. The same one I gave her on that horrible day.

Then, she grabbed the blanket off the floor and wrapped it around her head. 

Now, I was the one who was confused.

She stomped out of the bedroom. 

I didn't like the look in her eye. 

Angry- yet dead, that was not a good combination. 

Now, she did look like she might belong in an institution…one for the criminally insane. 

I grabbed my cell phone, just in case and I followed her. 

She charged for the diving board.

I was ready to go in after her. 

I love this woman, and I was not willing to lose her again. 

I would get over what happened at the damn bar. We would have a lifetime to work through it. 

“Stay down!” she shouted from the top of the diving board. 

Her statement only made my stomach drop. 

Shit. My anger had caused this most recent breakdown of hers. I'm sure of it. 

“Please Lizzie. Don't do this. I'm not willing to lose you over him, again. I love you. You are my wife, and I'm so sorry that I ever talked about ending it. I'll never say it again.” I gestured between us. “This is for life, me and you. Everything will be okay,” I said slowly, before I was cut off. 

“Brandon stop. That is not why I'm doing this. And stop talking to me like I'm a damn crazy person,” she screamed, before she began jumping up and down on the diving board. 

Shit, that definitely sounded like something the real Lizzie would say.

She wasn't back though, not yet anyway. 

It would take a long time for that to happen. 

I looked up and she began jumping even higher on the diving board. 

Then, she took the hoodie off and threw it in the pool before putting her blanket back over her head. 

Shit, this definitely wasn't good. 

“I never text you to meet me at the bar Brandon. Fucking Matt did. Matt wrote that note. Matt took my engagement ring and gave it back to you. Matt set you up to watch us that night. Matt tried to destroy me.” 

Then she threw her blanket in the pool. 

Did I hear her correctly? Did she just actually say his name now, multiple times? 

Yup, this was definitely a psychotic break. 

“It's okay baby. I'm sorry. Of course you didn't. I believe you,” I said, as gently as I could.

“I swear to god, Brandon— if you keep talking to me like I'm crazy, you'll be the next one I shoot and kill.” 

Did she just threaten me? 

Why the hell did it make me want her even more? What the hell is wrong with me? 

Then I realized. 

It was because that…without a doubt sounded like something the real Lizzie would have said. 

It couldn't be though. It hasn't even been a full month yet. 

Yup, I had driven her back to this point. 

Dr. Lee was right, if I didn't control my temper it would only make things worse, and it had. 

“Fuck, Lizzie. I'm so sorry I yelled earlier.”

Then, she took of her pants. 

Yeah, she was going back to nowhere land. 

I had no one else to blame but myself for this.

“Brandon would you stop it. Stop talking to me like I'm a bomb that's about to go off any second. I need to do this.” 

Did she just say something about a bomb? 

Okay, it was definitely time to give Dr. Lee a call now. I got my cell phone out and was ready to call, when she spoke again. 

“He has taken everything from me. Every fucking thing. He won't be able to take this away from me though. Never again. I will never fear him or anything else, ever again. It fucking ends here!” she screamed, before she dove right into the water.

It happened so fast, I barely even had time to react. 

Fuck, she was trying to kill herself again.

I jumped in the pool after her. 

I had to save her. 

I went under and looked for her, I couldn't find her. It was so dark out I couldn't see anything under the water. I was losing air quickly. 

How could I save her if I ended up drowning myself? I quickly lifted my head up, before going back under the water. 

That's when I felt an arm grab me and lift me up. What in the world? 

“Brandon, stop. I'm fine, I'm okay. You taught me how to swim, remember?” she asked while swimming around me in the deep end. 

I have never been more shocked in my entire life then at that moment…including when I saw her kill Matt.

“How is that possible? You didn't want me to teach you. I never even saw you swim on your own before.”

She began swimming in a small circle around me.

I just watched her.   I was mesmerized by her. 

“I didn't want to sink anymore,” she said, before splashing me.   

She had finally saved herself. 

“Lizzie. I love you. You're the most fearless woman I have ever met.” 

“Good thing you married me then, huh?” she asked, before she began swimming around me in an even smaller circle, resembling a shark. 

I was certainly beginning to feel like I was her prey now.

Not that I minded. God, she's sexy. 

“Yes. It was the best thing I ever did. Even if I didn't think so a few hours ago. I still don’t regret doing it. I'll never leave you Lizzie. Even if you are a little bonkers now,” I teased as she started laughing.

It was music to my ears. I missed that laugh of hers. 

She swam over to me. 

Then, she grabbed me and backed me up against the wall of the pool. 

I couldn't help myself, I had to kiss her. I missed her, even if she still wasn't her.

I parted her lips, I had meant to be soft and tender.

Instead it came out passionate and hungry…and she matched every bit of that hunger. 

I knew, I couldn't survive without her, she is my world.

We kissed until we were both out of breath. 

I cupped her face in my hands. 

That's when I saw it. 

Her eyes, she was Lizzie again. She was back. 

She was back and in my arms again.




 

Chapter 80 (Lizzie)

 

“You're back.” Brandon said in awe.

“I'm back and we have some unfinished business Mr. Rivers. Don't think I forgot about that time you left me high and dry in my bedroom.” 

He smirked. “I'm sorry Mrs. Rivers. If my memory serves me correct, I didn't exactly leave you very dry,” he whispered in my ear, sending tingles down my spine.

“I need you, now. If you turn me down. You're going to need to find yourself a new wife.”

I needed him to take me, or rather…I needed to take him. 

“I can do that. One one condition though. Actually two. One, never talk about me finding another woman, there is no other woman for me Lizzie. Trust me. Two, are you sure you're ready for all of this? Do you really want this? I would never want to ma...” he started to say, before I put my finger to his lips. 

“I am ready,” I said, while stripping off my wet tank top. 

“And...I do.” 

I was hoping he wouldn't overlook the real meaning behind those words.

He grabbed me and kissed me while I wrapped my legs around him. 

Then he stopped. 

“Wait. Do you want to get out of the water first? I mean, I didn't really want our first time as a married couple to be in a pool.” 

“I can't think of a better place than right here…right now. Now shut up and make love to me Brandon,” I said, as I watched that sexy dimple of his pop out.

He slowly started kissing my neck. I tilted my head back and closed my eyes.

I missed his touch so much. 

He brought my chin down to look at him as he traced his finger down my breasts. 

He looked both primal and nervous. 

Like he was scared of losing control…but I knew he wouldn't hurt me.

I was going to have to remind him of that. 

I reached for the drawstring of his shorts and I removed them. 

He was rock hard and ready for me. 

I moved my hand up and down his shaft with one hand and lightly cupped his balls with the other while he moaned.

He quickly untied my bikini bottom before slipping his finger deep inside me. 

That's when I started moaning. 

I reached for him again. 

I needed him inside me. He started stroking me with even more fervor then. He was on a mission, and I knew exactly what it was. 

His bent down, took my nipple in his mouth and slowly sucked as his hand traveled up to my clit. 

I reached for his neck urging him to continue.

I wanted him to hear loud and clear, who's name it was I was going to be calling out. 

“Come for me,” he growled, as he continued stroking me, turning my insides to liquid and leaving me panting. 

His touch sent me over the threshold, with lightening speed. 

I screamed his name so loud, I was sure that people could hear me from across the ocean. 

I reached for him mid climax and wrapped my legs around him, pulling him inside me. 

I heard him groan as he began thrusting, causing water to splash all around us. 

He reached down and grabbed my behind before pushing himself deeper inside of me. 

I rocked back against him as he immersed himself in my wetness. 

“God, I missed you baby,” he groaned as he pulled back slowly before ramming into me hard. 

I felt myself get lightheaded as he began to pick up speed, his balls hard and heavy against me now. 

I gasped as he fastened his hands onto my hips and continued driving into me, propelling me to another orgasm. 

I arched my hips and tightened myself around him. 

He locked eyes with me again as he brushed his thumb along my lips while I screamed his name.

I whispered his name again, as the surge of his own release poured into me. 

We stayed like that for a few moments, neither one of us wanting to disconnect with the other. 

His hand gently grazed down my back and I buried my head against him. 

I had never felt more complete, or safe in my entire life. I was whole again. 

He carried me out of the water and we made our way back inside the house. 

He gently laid me down on the bed…and it wasn't long before we were submerged in one another again. 

 

***

 

“Lizzie, I missed you so much. When I thought you had died…it was the worst moment of my entire life. I spent months and months looking for you. I didn't want to give up. It wasn't until the memorial service that I lost hope. I couldn't feel you anymore. I thought you were really gone. I ran back to the bathroom stall at the school…I held your engagement ring in my hand and lost it. I didn't think I would survive it,” he said, as we laid naked and entwined in one another. 

“You had a memorial service for me? That must have been horrible. I didn't know you looked for me that long. I figured you would still be too mad at me. Matt said you would. It was horrible being in that apartment. All of my beautiful memories with you were destroyed.”   

“Lizzie, I'm so sorry. I promised to always keep you safe and protected and I failed. It's another thing I'll never forgive myself for. You are my world, I never want to lose you. I know I can't ever undo what he did to you, but I can't wait to make new memories with you. A   lifetime of wonderful, beautiful memories,” he said before kissing my forehead.

“You didn't fail. You saved me. Even more, you taught me how to save myself. You saved me in ways, I never even knew existed.” 

“Lizzie, it was all you. You are the unstoppable force. You and only you. I'm just the man who's hopelessly in love with you. You saved yourself—all on your own. Hell, you saved me. I know you don't remember that moment, but if you ever do and you need to talk about it, please talk to me. I never want you to feel alone.” 

“I know and I will. I promise. However, I do have a more pressing question that I need an answer to.”

He sat up and appeared nervous.

“Did you marry me with a blanket over my head?”

He started laughing. 

He laughed so hard, I didn't know whether I wanted to kick him or kiss him. 

He laughed so hard, I was about to push him off the damn bed. 

When he finally came up for air he answered my question. 

“Yes, I did. I'm crazy about you, even when you're crazy. Judge Smith asked if I was sure about going through with it. He asked me if I wanted to crawl out the window and escape. I told him that I've never been more sure about anything in my entire life, then marrying you. However, if you ever cross paths with him again. You are a deaf person who can hear, but never wanted to learn sign language. Thank Zoe for that one,” he said, before cracking up again. 

I hit him with a pillow. “Judge Smith? From my trial? Good lord, Brandon. And I did thank Zoe. Don't you remember when I thanked her in the hospital room?”

“You weren't you then. I don't understand. You mean, you knew what was going on?” 

“No you dummy. Not really. I mean, I was trapped inside myself. Zoe was the only one who realized, and she helped me.”

“That girl is as crazy as anything, but you two do have some kind of connection. She said it's a kindred spirit connection, and I believe her. Trust me, Zoe got me through some of the toughest times of my life, and she played a huge role in finding you and bringing you back to me. By the way, she also says we're soulmates, and I believe that without a shadow of a doubt.”

“Zoe's a very smart girl. She knows what she's talking about. Can she move in with us?” 

I couldn’t help but laugh out loud while recalling the time Brandon had asked me to move in with him. 

“After everything she's done, yes. I don't know if she wants to move four hours away from Brookville, but fine. Done. Whatever it takes to make you happy,” he said while throwing his hands up in frustration. 

“Four hours away from Brookville?”

He gave me a sheepish smile. “Oh yeah, Lizzie. I should probably fill you in on a few things, huh?” 

“Okay, I'm all ears, but first—Make love to me again,” I said before wrapping myself around him. 

“Anytime,” he growled as he bent down to kiss my neck while he smacked my behind. 

 

It was finally starting to feel like a real honeymoon.




 

Chapter 81 (Brandon)

 

Surprisingly, it wasn't as hard as I thought it would be, convincing Lizzie to move four hours away from Brookville.

It was actually harder to convince her to go back to school for psychology.

I told her there was a really good psychology program at the local college here…but she said she didn't feel qualified anymore.

I told her that if anything, she was even more qualified now…given the fact that she almost ended up in the loony-bin herself. 

She responded by hitting me over the head with a pillow and agreeing to give it a try. 

When our plane landed, I had another surprise for her. 

I wanted to take her to Brookville and have a party at the bar with everyone who had helped find her. 

I can't lie, I also wanted to show off just how well my plan had worked after all. 

Marrying Lizzie was the best decision I've ever made in my entire life. 

“Now that is a walking miracle,” Eric said, as he tapped his glass of water against mine. 

“Yes, she is.”

I watched Lizzie from across the room, she was literally glowing with happiness. 

“I told you if anyone could save her it would be you,” my mother said as she leaned into Eric.

Hmm, their date had obviously become something more serious now. 

I wasn't sure how I felt about that. 

She looked happy though, and that's all I ever wanted for the two women I love most in this world.

Besides, Eric was a good guy. 

He would never With my father, but something told me that wasn't what his intentions were.

I think my father would want my mother to find happiness…so I decided it would be best to not get myself riled up about it. 

Being with Lizzie, brought a sense of calm and peace into my heart, despite how much she drove me wild herself. 

I smiled at my mom before I walked over to Zoe. “You did it. You brought our girl back to us.” she said before giving me a hug.   

I smiled and looked over at Lizzie while she talked to her parents.

I was the luckiest man in the world. I had everything I ever wanted.

She was safe and happy…and I was her husband. Nothing could make me happier.

She was more than I ever deserved and then some. 

 

***

 

After everyone had left it was time to clean up. 

Lizzie wrapped her arms around me. 

“Thank you for everything, Brandon. I'm so lucky. Can you do one more thing for me though?” 

She then coyly started to unzip her dress. 

Part of me was a little mad because of what happened here in the past, but the other part of me…the lower half, couldn't resist her.

We made love right there on the bar…and there was no doubt in my mind who was making her come then. 

She knew the way to my heart and how to stroke my ego…among my other parts. 

After we were done...I remembered something that Dr. Lee had told me. 

It hit me like a ton of bricks and if I wasn't careful…I would ruin everything. 

“Lizzie. You have to make an appointment for birth control and stuff. I just wanted to remind you,” I said, hoping she wouldn't yell at me and tell me to mind my own business. 

“Yeah I know. I have an appointment in like three weeks. It's the closest they had.” 

“Okay, well in that case. Let's go home,” I said before pulling her into another kiss. 

Yeah, this woman was definitely all I needed in this world.




 

Chapter 82 (Lizzie)

 

I had to hand it to Brandon, continuing my psychology education was exactly what I needed to start feeling like myself again.

Having a few sessions with Dr. Lee helped too. 

We were finally working through everything that I had been through. 

The flashbacks were practically non existent now.

I finally knew the real reason behind why I pulled the trigger in the first place.

It was something that I could more than live with myself for. 

Even in my deteriorated mental state, my heart and my mind, somehow knew that I loved Brandon. 

When Matt made him say his last words, it sparked something deep within me. 

I wanted to save him. I needed to save him. 

I still haven't told Brandon about it though.

I wasn't planning on keeping it from him, but I needed a few weeks of newlywed bliss that didn't revolve around Matt.

I think we both deserved it.

Brandon was right, the local college did have a good psychology program. 

It wasn't Penn State, but I was still receiving a great education.

I now had a newfound respect for mental illness, and rape survivors in particular. 

“I think after I graduate, I want to open up my own office and help victims of rape and sexual abuse,” I blurted out one night over dinner.

I had been trying to think of a way to tell him, without upsetting him, or bringing up Matt.

“I think that's a great idea. You're the most amazing woman in the world, you know that,” he said, giving me one of his big dimple smiles that made my heart race. 

He had a much better reaction than I expected him to.

I expected him to start cautioning me and mentioning my flashbacks…but his temper was practically non-existent lately.

He was happy and calm all the time now.

I loved seeing him so cheerful and carefree.

I knew he loved his new job with Detective Smalls and the force.

I knew that he loved coming home to me, safe and sound every night, even more.

I had a feeling, that was the real reason behind his new found peace. 

It was a weight off both our shoulders, not to have to be on the lookout for Matt…or have any horrible secrets weighing us down. 

After dinner, I joined him in the shower. 

He gently washed my body. 

His eyes closed just like they always did when he passed that one spot on my left hip. 

I think he hated Matt's branding even more than I did. 

It always was a sore spot…especially during sex.

I would be swept up in the moment, as his head would travel down south, planting soft kisses…then he would just stop and stare at it. 

He never said anything, but I knew it was really bothering him. 

Matt was still finding a way to hurt the one person I loved the most. 

I was determined not to let that happen anymore. 

Luckily, I had a kindred best friend who knew a thing or two about tattoo's and happened to be a fabulous artist. 

“Zoe. Can you come hang out tomorrow? I have a really big favor to ask you, but I think it's one that you're going to love.” 

“Sure Lizzie-Liz. I actually have an art show around that area tonight, so I'll already be close. I'll stop by in the morning.”

***

 

The next day, I set Zoe to work.

I told her a general idea of what I wanted, but I told her to use her judgment, I trusted her. 

I trusted her so much…she wouldn't even let me see what it was until after it was all done. 

Her friend, the tattoo artist, said it was ‘bad ass’. 

I arched my eyebrow up towards Zoe and she started laughing at me. 

“Trust me Lizzie-Liz, both you and Brandon are going to love it,” she said, holding my hand as the needle went to work on my skin. 

It didn't hurt, I just needed to support so I wouldn't have a flashback. 

Not that I had been having any of those lately. 

It took about an hour and then it was done. 

I jumped up and sprinted toward the mirror. 

I saw a heart on the outside, with flames shooting out from it. It almost looked like it was in 3D, it was captivating. 

Inside the heart, the word ‘Fearless’ was written in pretty, yet strong letters. 

It was perfect. 

Zoe was right, I loved it and I was sure Brandon would too. 

It was him who started calling me that in the first place, after all.

I wrapped my arms around Zoe, and thanked her a million times over. 

I really could never thank her enough for all that she's done for me. 

Every time I tried, she would just wrap her arms around me and tell me that I never needed to thank her. 

We would both start tearing up, until one of us would bring up the time she had chased Brandon around with her bat…and our tears would soon turn to non-stop laughter.

 

***

 

I got home before Brandon did, I decided it would just be best to surprise him with it.

I figured if I tempted him to take off my clothes, he was bound to notice.

I decided to make us dinner. A heaping large tray of cheese fries. 

We hadn't had them since the last day of our honeymoon and over 3 weeks had gone by since then. 

Besides, I could never resist them.

In fact, it was cheese fries that ended up putting most of the weight back on me during the month long honeymoon. 

I decided to check how much weight I had put on recently. I jumped on the scale: 126lbs.

I was only 4lbs away from my normal weight now. 

Crap. On second thought- maybe I needed to cool it with the cheese fries after all. 

I knew I was a lot healthier now, but I kind of liked not having to be self-conscience in a bikini during our honeymoon.

I made my way back toward the kitchen as Brandon walked in the door. 

“Something smells good,” he commented, before removing his work gear. 

Man, he looked sexy in a uniform. I mean, it wasn't identical to an official police uniform, but you would never know unless you were up close. 

I stopped and stared at him. 

Yeah, he looked more than good enough to eat...that's for damn sure.

I didn't even realize I was staring, until I saw Brandon blush and his dimple made an appearance. 

“Lizzie. Why are you staring at me like I'm a piece of meat?” He smirked. “Not that you eat meat.” 

I bit my lip. Part of his charm was the fact that he just didn't see how incredibly good looking he was. 

Too good looking for words. 

“Well, your meat is the only kind I crave,” I said, while winking at him. 

He walked behind me and put his arms around my waist as he whispered, “Let's eat dinner first. Because I already know what I want for dessert.” 

He smelled different. It was still the cool spring morning and masculinity, but there was something else. 

“Duh Lizzie,” I mumbled out loud. 

I realized that it was probably the cheese fries I had baking in the oven.   

He raised his eyebrow at me. 

“Sorry. It's nothing. Let's eat,” I said while pulling the tray out of the oven. 

“You feeling alright Lizzie? You look tired today. Your school load isn't too strenuous right? Maybe you should switch to part time?” he asked gently, afraid to offend me. 

That was the only part of our relationship that I was missing. It seemed as if he still walked on eggshells around me sometimes.

“Brandon, stop treating me like I'm fragile. I'm fine. It's bad enough that you got Dr. Lee to agree with you about me not working and going to school. If I don't go full time, I'll go out of my mind. Again.” 

He smiled before pulling me into his lap. 

“I'm sorry Lizzie. I'm just worried. I want to make sure that you're happy and healthy.”

I grabbed a cheese fry and stuck it in his mouth. He bit into it savagely, causing me to laugh. 

“Well I have to say, I'm very happy that cheese fries were able to put all the weight back on you.” 

I knew it was harmless, but I found myself getting upset with his comment. 

“I'm not hungry anymore,” I said as I got up from his lap. 

“Lizzie. You're not seriously upset with me because of that, right? You're gorgeous. I'm just happy to have you back…all of you,” he said, sounding like he was stumbling over his words now. 

I put my hands on my hips and glared at him. “All of me? Really, Brandon?”

“No. I mean, like the way you looked before...everything. Christ Lizzie, you've never been this sensitive before. What is going on with you?” he asked, looking at me like I was a bomb that was about to go off. 

He was right, I was becoming one of those women. 

I never was this sensitive before, I needed to chill out.

I took a seat at the table. “I'm sorry. You're right. I'm getting my period soon or something.” 

“Well then, hurry up and finish your dinner,” he said, before giving me a sexy smile. 

I laughed and rolled my eyes. I grabbed a cheese fry and stuck it in my mouth. I must have had a bad one, because they didn't taste as good as they usually did. 

In fact, they tasted a little off for some reason. 

“Do these taste okay?” 

“Yeah they're good. Same as always Lizzie.” 

I pushed my plate away, I just wasn't interested anymore. 

Brandon looked at me hard before he spoke.

“Okay, Mrs. Rivers. We have a problem and I have to take care of it, pronto,” he said, before picking me up. 

“Brandon what are you doing?”

“You need to be reminded of how incredibly, beautiful, sexy and alluring you really are. As your husband, it's my duty to show you how much I love every single part of you. You need to be reminded of exactly what it is you do to me, ” he replied, his tone deep and sensual now, as he carried me into the bedroom. 

“Is that so?” I breathed.

He slowly unbuttoned my shirt. “Mhh. Every part of you.” 

“What is it exactly…that I do to you?” 

“You make me lose control,” he whispered, while taking my hand and placing it on the bulge now forming in his pants. 

I unbuckled his belt and and dropped to my knees. 

I saw him wince.

It was still the one sexual thing he refused to let me do to him since we've been married. 

“Brandon. I want to do this. Please.” 

He looked conflicted.

I got up and pushed him on the bed, hoping it would be a little easier for him to go along with now. 

“Lizzie. You know you don't ne...” he started to say, before I dropped down between his legs and took him in my mouth. 

He started breathing hard as I licked the length of him before licking his balls. 

I relaxed my throat and took him in deeper.

“Fuck...Lizzie,” he rasped. 

I curled my tongue around his shaft and licked the pearlescent drop of precum that had formed at his tip. 

I felt him sit up before he picked me up off the floor. 

He laid me down on the bed and unzipped my jeans. 

“As much as I love that. I need to show you how much I love every part of you, remember.”

I closed my eyes as he traced a finger up my thigh. 

He lowered his head and buried himself between my breasts. “God, I missed these,” he said, while caressing my mounds with his lips, before he sucked on my nipples and groaned. 

He reached down and grabbed a handful of my behind. “I missed this even more,” he said, lightly spanking me as I giggled. 

He then laid his head down over my heart.

“I missed this the most though,” he said before planting a tender kiss there. 

I smiled at him.

He lowered his head, slowly licking down my stomach as I arched my back. 

He planted a sensual kiss on my right hip bone, before moving over to the left one. 

“What's this?”

“I got a tattoo today. Zoe designed it. Do you like it?” 

“I love it. Almost as much as I love you. It's incredibly sexy. It also makes it even more irresistible for me to do this now,” he said, before ripping my panties off and nuzzling his head between my legs.

“Brandon!” I yelped, as I curved my hips up. 

I closed my eyes and was even more stunned when he rolled me around on top of him, so that he was the one laying down. 

He must have sensed my hesitancy at the movement. 

“I told you what I wanted for dessert. Now sit on my face,” he growled, before moving me up so that my thighs were now straddling his face. 

I screamed out in ecstasy, as his skillful tongue swirled around my clit, making my head spin. 

He gripped my thighs, while his tongue greedily tasted all of me. 

I felt the stirrings of an orgasm deep in my belly and I tilted my hips over him as he moaned.

I reached my peak, as he lapped up all of my juices in a wild frenzy. 

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he lifted me up and placed me on top of his now raging hard on. 

He raised my hips briefly before he slid into my slickness, merging us together and making me cry out in pleasure again.

My eyes met his then. His chin was now damp and he gave me a cocky smile, dimple and all. 

I bit my lip as he held onto my hips, continuing to rock me against him. 

I began to throb as I felt the twinge of another climax sweep through me.

I trembled as my walls tightened around his thickness, while I screamed his name.

I felt his body convulse as his own climax emptied into me. 

 

***

 

“I will never get tired of doing that,” he whispered as he positioned me so that I was laying across his chest. 

“I'm a very lucky woman then.”

“No. Lizzie, trust me. I'm the lucky one.” 

“Brandon, I love you. We're both lucky to have one another. Okay.” 

“Okay, Mrs. Rivers. You win,” he said before I fell asleep in his arms. 

 

***

 

“I can't wait until you have my baby.”

I shot up in a cold sweat with the flashback of Matt's words. 

I hadn't had a nightmare or a flashback in over 3 weeks. 

This was definitely the scariest one to date. Brandon woke up beside me then.

“You're safe baby…you're safe,” Brandon said as he gently rubbed my back. 

I fell back into the bed as he wrapped his arms around me and held me all throughout the night. 

 

***

 

The next morning, I looked over and was surprised to find that Brandon had left for work already. 

I checked the clock and realized that it was now the early afternoon. 

I had slept through all of my classes for the day. 

Shit, I've never done that before. 

A bolt of panic crept into me. 

I checked the calender, I had an appointment scheduled for two days away from now. 

I reached over for my phone and called Zoe. 

“Zoe, I need to see you.”

“Hey Lizzie-Liz. Uh-oh did Brandon not like the tattoo?” she asked, worry in her voice. 

“No, he loved it. A little too much if you know what I mean,” I said, while remembering the previous night's passion fest.

“Oh whew, that's good. Yeah, I'm in Brookville though. Do you really want to drive four hours away?” 

“Yup. I'm leaving now. I could use the drive, I need to clear my head.”   

I called Brandon to tell him that I was on my way to see Zoe. He sounded busy.

“Okay. Have fun. I love you. Call me if you need anything. Wait, if you're leaving now, you won't be home until late tonight,” he said, the realization zapping him out of his distraction. 

“Yeah. I know but I really have to go. Okay, bye. Love you too,” I mumbled, before hanging up on him and scrambling for my car keys.   

 

***

 

I reached Brookville in 3 hours and 35 minutes.

“Lizzie-Liz, you don't look so well. You okay? Should I call Brandon?” 

I shook my head. “I think I'm pregnant,” I said, before bursting in tears. 

Zoe looked confused briefly, but then she pulled me into a giant hug. 

“Okay. We'll get a test. We'll find out. Let's go now.” 

 

***

 

Five pregnancy tests later, and my worst fears were confirmed.

I was in fact, pregnant. 

I felt my heart rip apart with the realization that even in his death…he had still managed to win.

I knew this was Matt's baby.




 

Chapter 83 (Brandon)

 

I had been pacing the floors of our apartment for the past two hours when Lizzie finally walked through the door. 

I had a gut wrenching feeling that something was very wrong. 

My feelings were confirmed when Lizzie looked up at me. 

She looked devastated and my heart jumped in my throat.

What happened?

I thought she went to see Zoe today? 

Did she have a bad session with Dr. Lee or something? 

Whatever it was, I knew we would be able to get through it. 

She looked at me, started sobbing and then ran straight for the bedroom.

I was taken back for a few moments, before I followed her.

When I walked in she had a blanket over her head. 

Fuck, we were back to this now? 

“Lizzie? What's going on? Talk to me baby. I love you. Whatever it is, I will get you through it,” I said, as I gently rubbed her back.

“Brandon I'm sorry, but you won't be able to help me through this. Not this. Especially you,” she cried out through sobs.

I felt nauseous with that statement. 

What in the world could be so terrible that she wouldn't let me help her through it? 

We had already made it through the worst. 

Matt was gone, I saw it with my own eyes. 

I needed to know. 

I ripped the blanket off her head. She just curled into a ball and continued crying while holding her stomach. 

“Are you sick or something? What the hell is going on!” I screamed, even though I hadn't meant to, but my anxiety was reaching a peak now. 

She cleared her throat and finally sat up on the bed. 

I breathed a sigh of relief that she finally appeared ready to tell me. 

“Brandon. I'm so sorry.” 

I knelt down in front of her on the floor and took her hands in mine. “Lizzie. Whatever it is, I will be here for you. Please, just tell me. You're scaring me.”

“I'm pregnant.” 

I let go of her hands and stood up.

I took a deep breath. 

Fuck! This was all my fault, Dr. Lee had told me. 

After I reminded her to make the appointment, I just put it out of my head.

Fuck! The honeymoon. 

I was so excited to have her back, I got swept up in the moment…or moments.

I was the reason for this breakdown she was currently having and going to have. 

I caused this. I made a horrible mistake, again.

“This is all my fault. I wasn't thinking. I should have been more responsible.”

“Brandon. What are you talking about? This isn't your fault. This is his doing, not yours.” 

What was she talking about? 

I saw the chart, she wasn't pregnant in the hospital.

Shit, with what she had done to her body she had all but made sure of it.

I was the one who got her physically healthy again...and then I went and did this to her. 

I decided to come clean about looking in her medical chart. 

“Please don't be mad at me. I broke into your medical chart at the hospital. I'm sorry, I know it was wrong. I just needed to find out what was going on with you. You couldn't talk to me. I love you and I wanted to help you. That's how I knew that you were being sent to a mental institution. However, I also saw that they ran a pregnancy test on you. It was negative. Like I said, this is all my fault,” I said while looking down. I was too afraid to see the pain in her eyes with my newest mistake. 

“Brandon I'm not mad at you. I understand. I know it must have been really frustrating and upsetting not to know what was going on then, especially given the fact that I couldn't tell you. You need to know something though. I know they don't really teach guys this type of stuff in school. However, just because the test in the hospital didn't show up positive for pregnancy then, it doesn't mean that I wasn't at that time.”   

I don't consider myself stupid by any means, but I didn't quite know what she was saying. 

She was right, this stuff was out of my league.

Logically, if a test is negative, that means that it's negative, right?

She seemed to sense my confusion before she spoke.

“Okay, this isn't going to be easy to hear, but you deserve to know the truth. I may have gotten down to an unhealthy weight. But my cycles never stopped though, or at least they didn't until later during the month I was rescued or something. I was so mentally fucked up then, I didn't even realize. Furthermore, Matt had unprotected sex with me, almost every other day. It soon became every single day though, especially when I was in that mental state and he had me brainwashed. The test at the hospital was probably just too early to confirm it then. You and I only started having sex three weeks ago. We even started using protection after our night at the bar…with the exception of last night. Technically, I shouldn't even be having symptoms like I'm having yet, if it was yours. I wouldn't be far enough along. I'm so sorry Brandon.”

The weight of her words were finally starting to hit me.

I had to back up and hold myself against the wall for support.

She swallowed hard and continued. “I even had a flashback of Matt telling me he was going to get me pregnant last night. That's why I was so scared. That's how I knew.” 

She took a deep breath. “Brandon. It's Matt's baby. I'm sure of it.” 




 

Chapter 84 (Lizzie)

 

Brandon just stared at me, for what seemed like hours. 

I couldn't even imagine what he was thinking. Especially given the situation with his own mother.

He had that same expression on his face, the one he had when he saw Matt and I together at the bar that night. 

He looked shattered, all over again.

He slowly walked out of the bedroom. A few moments later, I heard the front door slam shut. 

He was gone. Just like I had expected him to be. I wasn't even mad. Beyond heartbroken…yes.

However, I couldn't ever expect him to stick around for something like this. 

There's no way that he could father and raise Matt's child, despite the fact that his own father stepped up to the plate. 

His dad didn't even find out the truth until almost 13 years later. 

He had already been raising and loving Brandon as his own then. 

Honestly, I wasn't even sure if I could raise Matt's child myself. Even given the fact that the child would be half mine. 

What if the child had his evil eyes? 

What if the child grew up to be a rapist and a sociopath, or a psychopath? 

Did I really want to be responsible for bringing a child like that into the world? 

How would I ever be able to look into my child's eyes and tell them that I loved them, while knowing how much I hated their father? 

How would I ever be able to tell my child what their father had done to me? 

How would I ever be able to tell my child that I was the one responsible for killing their father? 

How would I ever be able to tell my child that a part of them…was pure evil?

Ironically, there was only one other person in the world who would be able to understand my dilemma. 

Unfortunately, she didn't even know the truth regarding her own son. 

A small part of me envied her for that. I wish I didn't know. 

I wish more then anything that this was Brandon's child. I wish I could pretend. 

I want nothing more then for this to be Brandon's child. He would make an amazing father and I love him more than life itself.

Matt had still managed to take another thing away from me. 

Matt had won once and for all.   

I looked down at the floor. “I fucking hate you!” I screamed, while stomping my foot on the ground. 

The loud crack of thunder from the sky startled me then. 

I knew I still had to keep pushing forward, I was strong, I was fearless. 

However, I needed to fall apart right now. 

Then, I could concentrate on picking all the broken pieces back up. 

I laid back down on the bed, and cried myself to sleep again. 

 

***

 

“What do you think we should name him? Should we name him Brandon, since he's already the unwanted child.” 

Matt's evil words, woke me up in the middle of the night. 

I looked out the window, and the rain was still coming down hard.

I glanced over to Brandon's side of the bed, he wasn't there.

I walked out into the living room, hoping that maybe

I would find him sleeping on the couch. He wasn't there either.

I went back to the bedroom and I looked in the closet and saw that his uniform for work and a few other things were now missing. 

He must have come back when I was sleeping. 

He must have left for good. 

I knew it was for the best. 

 

I laid back down on the bed and I put my hand to my stomach. 

“I won't let you feel unwanted, despite what you're evil father said. I'll make sure he won't win. I promise,” I said, out loud. 

Then, I went back to sleep. 

I was beyond exhausted. 

 

***

 

The next day I woke up in the late afternoon. 

I went to the fridge and hungrily gobbled up whatever food we had.

Then, I felt another wave of tiredness wash over me. 

This baby was now starting to drain me just as much as their father had. 

“Demanding and persistent little thing aren't you? It's okay though, we'll make it through this. I'll get us through this. Your father might be pure evil, but you're half of me too. Lets hope my genes win,” I said as I patted my tummy. 

Then I heard my cell phone go off. 

I scrambled to answer it, secretly hoping it would be Brandon. 

“Hello?” I answered, without bothering to look at the caller ID. 

“Lizzie. Hi honey, it's your mother in-law. Listen, I'm in the area and I would really like to come by and talk with you. Is that okay?”

I closed my eyes with the sad realization that after this conversation she would no longer be considering herself my mother in-law, before I spoke.

“Sure. Absolutely. I'm home, come by whenever you want.”   

 

I was startled by a knock at the door only five minutes later. 

I answered and there was Mrs. Rivers, carrying a bag full of what looked to be food. 

Whatever it was, smelled delicious. 

“Hi sweetie. I wanted to bring you some food. I was hoping we could talk for a little while, if you're up for it?” she asked, nervously.

I smiled at her, and she smiled back. 

Her eyes met mine. The beautiful, kind, honey brown, of Brandon's eyes. 

It only made me miss him even more. 

“Of course. Come in. You didn't have to bring me anything though. I mean, I can't lie whatever you have in that bag smells amazing,” I said, as my stomach started grumbling.

I brought plates over to the table, along with silverware, as she unloaded whatever was in that mouthwatering bag. 

I took a seat, and looked down.

Blueberry pancakes, Brandon's favorite.

I tried to hide my sadness at the fact that I would be telling her this devastating news over Brandon's favorite meal. 

I stomped my foot on the floor, hoping that Matt would somehow feel it. 

She gave me a curious look then, it was a look Brandon would give me. 

A look that told me she somehow knew what I was thinking, even though I hadn't told her. 

That was weird.

My nose basked in the aroma that filled the room. 

I was starting to salivate. She seemed to sense this. “Oh honey. Please eat. It's for you. It's all for you.” 

The woman didn't have to tell me twice.

I slammed three pancakes down my throat before she started speaking again. 

These pancakes put my craving for cheese fries to shame.

“Blueberry pancakes were my favorite food when I was pregnant with Brandon you know.” 

I almost started choking.

This news was only going to make the impending conversation that much harder. 

“I craved them constantly. I literally just pigged out during my entire pregnancy. I mean, in addition to all the crying that I did. Lord, I thought Bradley, Brandon's father, was going to have me seek therapy. I was sensitive about every little thing,” she said smiling appearing in deep thought.

I smiled too, I could definitely relate to her on that one.

Too bad this wasn't Brandon's baby though. 

I started tearing up at the thought, before I willed myself to keep it together, and stomped my foot on the ground again.

That seemed to break her out of her thoughts. 

“You know. I actually think that's why Brandon's so sensitive. On the inside of course. One would never know because of the anger that always seems to get the better of him though. However, as I'm sure you know, he's very sensitive. He has a heart as big as the ocean. Probably because I cried an entire oceans worth of tears, during my pregnancy. As I'm sure you can relate.” 

How did she know? 

I wanted to ask her, but I just started blubbering. 

She smiled at me and handed me a tissue.

“I didn't want to upset you Lizzie. I promise. That is not the reason I came here.” 

“How did you know?” I asked, through sobs.

“Brandon came to see me in the middle of the night. Scared the heavens out of me. He was worried about you.”

So that's where he went last night? But why? 

“Listen Lizzie. I know more than you think. I know how frightened you are. I know the pain. I know that this situation isn't ideal by any means. I know that you're scared that evil will win, I was too,” she said, reaching across the table for my hand. 

I softly nodded my head, that's exactly how I was feeling. 

“Luckily I had Bradley by my side to help get me through it. Just like you will have Brandon.” she said, before I cut her off. “No Mrs. Rivers. I can't let Brandon raise this baby. I can't, it wouldn't be right. I mean, if things were different and it wasn't Matt's then maybe. However, I've already put him through so much. He's already saved me more times then I can count. This is something I need to do on my own. I just can't put him through this. I mean, I wish more then anything that this was his child. He would be an amazing father, he's so protective and caring, and loving….” I said, before she cut me off. 

“So then let him be all of those things for you and your baby. What makes you think that he can't be? Sweetie, that's how the evil doesn't win. The Rivers men have a way of taking what they love and protecting it with every bit of their hearts, all of it. Their hearts conquer evil, because they will go fighting every step of the way against it. Even if they end up making a big mistake while doing it.” 

What was she talking about?

Did she know what Brandon did? 

How? Zoe's the only one who knows besides Brandon. 

An overwhelming feeling of sadness washed over me.

I didn't want her to know what Brandon did. 

He wasn't that person, he made a horrible mistake. I had forgiven him. 

“I know Brandon thinks that Bradley found out the truth when he was twelve, and technically he did find out then. However, I knew he had his suspicions far before then. I knew he had suspected that I was raped after it happened. I knew he suspected that I was manipulated and blackmailed and taken by Mathew Senior long before then too. In fact, I had all but told him. He had a way of getting it out of me, without me actually saying the words to him. I was too scared, I didn't want Mathew Senior to harm him, or worse. However, Bradley   knew, and he wanted revenge. I begged him not to. I had him promise me that he wouldn't say a word about it. To Mathew senior, or Brandon. It was safer that way. Going up against Mathew Senior would be the most dangerous thing he could do. For him, and for Brandon. 

“Each year that passed though, I could tell that it just gnawed at him. He was only remaining friends with Matthew Senior to plot his payback, and again, I told him to stop it. He said that he needed vengeance for me, and for our son. Even if he wasn't biologically his. That Brandon was still his son no matter what. That Brandon was like him, he could tell. He could feel it. They had a very special bond, a bond that I can't even begin to explain. Biology got it wrong, but in every sense of the word Bradley was very much Brandon's father. It takes a special man to raise a son that's not biologically theirs. In fact, I kept pushing for a DNA test, but Bradley wouldn't hear of it. He didn't want it. Obviously that had changed at some point, I guess. Anyway, he promised me that he wouldn't do anything to put himself or Brandon in harm's way. He seemed to settle down. Except for that awful argument he had one night with Matthew Senior, I think you've heard the story.” 

Whoa, this is news to me. 

I thought she was never supposed to find out the truth, Brandon's dad had specifically asked Brandon not to tell her.   

“I thought he had kept his promise to me, until I found out that he died. He left me a note, apologizing for his mistake. Begging me to forgive him for putting me and our son in harm's way. He also said, that he told Mathew Senior to kill him and leave Brandon alone. To leave his son alone. He said that he had a trust fund with some incriminating evidence on Mathew Senior...and in the event that Brandon or I were ever harmed, that it would be used against him. He apparently, told Brandon not to use the evidence against Mathew Senior, ever. Not unless he, or I were in trouble or harmed, what have you. Brandon obviously didn't listen though. Or he tried to find his own way to seek some type of vengeance. I'm not exactly sure, Brandon looked like he was about to throw up when I asked him about it last night. He couldn't get the words out.” 

That's when I felt like I was about to throw up. 

Brandon broke his one and only promise left to his father because of me?

Obviously his mother had known…but he didn't know that.

I stomped on the floor again, hating how Matt was still ruining everyone's life…even while burning in hell. 

“Anyway. I came here to tell you that you shouldn't be scared Lizzie. Not if you have Brandon by your side. Just give him a chance. He came to see me last night to ask me to talk to you. He said he wanted you to talk to someone who would understand all your fears. He knows you won't let him raise this baby, even though he wants to. Yes, a part of him is a little frightened. Unlike Bradley, who only had suspicions to go on. Brandon knows almost every detail of what Matt did to you. However, he knows that he is just like Bradley, and he would be able to do that for you and your child. He loves you that much. That said, he wants you to make the decision that you truly want to make. He said that he understands if you don't love him anymore. He said something about being worried, that you'll only see Brandon's big mistake when you look at the baby. Whatever that means. It doesn't make any sense to me, but I figured I would tell you,” she said, looking up at me curiously. 

Yup, that would be something Brandon would say. 

He still doesn't believe that I have forgiven him…he still keeps punishing himself. 

“Thank you Mrs. Rivers. I really appreciate it. I have a lot of thinking to do. I have no clue what decisions I'll make though. I have a doctors appointment early tomorrow. I'm just worried about my baby right now. I need time to think. I'm sorry. Thank you so much for speaking to me. You have no idea how much I appreciate it.” I said, reaching for her hand.

She met my eyes then.

It was like an unspoken bond was made between us. 

We were the only ones in the world who knew exactly what the other had gone through. 

Tears welled up in both our eyes then, and we got up from the table and gave each other a big hug. 

“Oh sweetie. No matter what decision you make, if you ever need to talk, or anything. Please, reach out to me,” she said, before she walked out the door. 

 

***

 

“So, I understand you originally came here for birth control, but now you're expecting. When did you take a test?” Dr. Gold asked me as she jotted some things things down on a pad.

“A couple of days ago,” I replied, while looking at the floor and sniffling.

“Lizzie. Something else is going on here. You look extremely upset. It's more than just first time mother jitters. Maybe I can help ease some of your fears, talk to me.”   

She was right.

Even though there was nothing she could do to ease my anxiety, I told her what had happened over the last 9 1/2 months. 

She had tears in her eyes and she excused herself for a few moments so she could check my chart from the hospital. 

I heard the door open again and she came in with some sort of ultrasound machine. 

“Now, I know we have already taken your blood work, I've put a rush on it. However, since you say you think you're about 8- 12 weeks along now, we should be able to see something on this thing.”   

I laid back and closed my eyes.

I wasn't ready to see Matt's baby yet. 

I knew in time, I would be.

In time, I would be strong enough. 

I just couldn't do it right now. 

“I'm sorry, Lizzie. I'm having trouble finding the right spot. Hold on, just give me a few moments.”   

I became hopeful for a moment, before remembering that I had taken another test this morning with the doctor…it was still positive. 

I heard her hum for a second, before she spoke. 

“There. I found it. Although, to be honest, it's barely even visible to the naked eye. Or should I say they. This does certainly explain your early symptoms though,” she said smiling. 

Wait, what? I had to be hearing things. 

This couldn't be happening. 

“Doctor. What exactly are you saying?” I asked, feeling like I was about to pass out and the thought of having two of Matt's babies now. 

“Lizzie, honey. I'm saying, that In my expert opinion. It looks as though you are about 3 weeks along, Very early. In fact, what I'm looking at, although tiny. Are two sacs, basically. Lizzie it looks as though you're having twins. I can't confirm for sure, until a DNA test, but I'm fairly certain that these are your husbands babies after all. Especially given the physical from the hospital that I had a chance to look at earlier. You weren't healthy enough to conceive when you were held captive technically, although you still did have a cycle. However, whatever your husband did on your honeymoon worked. You became very healthy, very fast. You're body reacted by kicking your cycle up a notch so to speak. It's unusual…not impossible though. Yes, it definitely appears as though you're having twins…my guess would be sometime in mid February actually.” 

I'm having Brandon's baby…babies. 

I was beside myself at the moment.. 

“So, all of my gorging on cheese fries? It wasn't because I was pregnant after all, it was just because I really wanted them,” I stated in awe, although I had meant for that to be an inside thought.

The doctor laughed. “I guess. Do you have any particular cravings now?” 

“Blueberry pancakes. In fact, if you don't mind. I really want to get some right now,” I said, before jumping off the table. 

“Okay. I will call you with your blood work results. Also, make an appointment for a couple of weeks from now. I want to see a lot of you during this pregnancy. I want to make sure everything goes smooth, for you and the little ones.”

“Okay. Thank you. You will. Hopefully you'll meet my husband too,” I said, before opening the door and running out of there. 

As much as I wanted blueberry pancakes…I had an ever bigger craving at that moment.

I needed to see Brandon.




 

Chapter 85 (Brandon)

 

“Rough night?” Eric asked, before handing me a cup of coffee. 

“Yeah you can say that,” I mumbled, before finally deciding to tell him the news. 

“She's strong Brandon. She'll make the right decision. Either way, you have to stop blaming yourself all the time. Especially if she has already told you that she has forgiven you. How can you be there to protect her, and love her when you can't even fully let yourself. You're so wrapped up in your own guilt, you won't give the good memories a chance to start happening. You keep tarnishing your own marriage.” 

I knew he was right, like he usually was. 

However, I just don't know how to forgive myself for what I caused. 

Especially if Lizzie was going to have a lifetime reminder of it. 

I know, I will raise that baby the right way and show him how to be a good guy. 

I can teach him right from wrong…because lord knows I've learned, but I know that she won't let me. 

I'm so frightened of this baby being a constant reminder of the position I put her in and all the pain that I caused. 

Not that she'll even give me a chance to try in the first place. 

I don't deserve it.

I was lucky to even have a second chance. 

“The only reason she even married me was because she was technically insane for the moment. She'll probably end up going insane again. Dr. Lee told me it would end up happening if she ever became pregnant. Hell, she's already having bad flashbacks again. It's all my fault, even if Matt was the one who got her pregnant. I was the one who put her in that situation when I choose her from the very beginning. Even though I tried with all my heart and soul to stop everything that ever happened after that dreaded day. This is all my fault, all of it. I never deserved a chance at happiness with her, ever,” I said, before taking a sip of my coffee.

Eric lifted his head and started to say something but he was cut off. 

“Brandon Rivers, I've warned you once already and I'm warning you again. Stop talking to me and about me, like I'm a damn crazy person. Furthermore, if you don't learn to forgive yourself, because lord knows, I already have. You will be the next person I shoot and kill!” Lizzie's voice boomed as she came running into the precinct. 

Shit, she sounded angry.

She sounded just like she had that night. 

Everyone in the precinct stopped and looked at me then.

Eric chuckled and gave me a nod, before he walked across the room. 

Damn pregnancy hormones.

She's never been one to cause a scene before. 

Either way, I still need to tell this woman how I feel about her… it might be my last chance.

I stood up from my desk then.

“I don't know if I should be scared or turned on by those words. Lizzie, you are hands down the most frustrating, challenging woman in the entire world and I would go to the end of that world to bring you back to me…all over again. Please give me a chance to raise this baby. Please give me a chance to be the husband that you deserve...” I started to say, before she cut me off.




 




Chapter 86 (Lizzie)

 

“Babies,” I corrected him while watching the look of shock spread across his face.

He reached for my hand and walked me outside of the precinct then. 

“Okay…Babies. I can handle that. I can handle anything for you, Lizzie. I know you can never truly forgive me, but I will spend the rest of my life making it up to you. I'm so sor.—” he started to say, before I cut him off again. 

“Brandon. I've left you, only to come back for you. I've torn myself inside out for you. I married you, and I have every intention of staying married to you. I saved myself, because of you. I lost my mind, and I still somehow, managed to save you. I've killed for you. You think I would do all that…if I truly didn't forgive you? If I didn't truly love you.” 

“You mean, you remember that day? You killed Matt for me? Oh god. Lizzie, I'm,” he whispered as I stomped my foot on the ground. 

“Brandon, shut up. I have something important to tell you. Actually two important things to tell you. One. Yes, I did kill for you. Somehow, my heart and my mind knew I wouldn't be able to live without you. I thank god, everyday now, that the bullet missed your heart by a half of centimeter. That heart is mine, that heart protects me, with all the life and love it has beating through it. That heart will protect our babies, with all the life and love beating through it. The babies that are yours. Well, the doctor is 99% sure they're yours anyway. My now insatiable appetite for blueberry pancakes, tells me she's right, too. My heart tells me these babies are yours.” 

He smiled at me then. His dimple lit up the entire parking lot. 

“Lizzie, I—Thank you. Thank you for forgiving me. Thank you for loving me. Thank you for marrying me. Thank you for having my babies. Thank you for saving me,” he said, before he pressed his lips to mine and wrapped me up in his arms. 

His big, strong, and protective arms.

The arms that I'm the luckiest women in the world to have wrapped around them.




 

Epilogue

 

“Nope, sorry. Let them just stay safe inside me forever. I'm not ready to be a mother, Brandon. I can't do this!” I shouted, as the wave of another contraction finally stopped trying to rip me apart. 

“Baby, just breathe. You can do this. I believe in you. Come on. In and out, in and out. Just like the lamaze classes told us. Do you want a picture to focus on? ” Brandon asked, for the 10th time that hour while in the delivery room. 

“Zoe. Would you tell him to shut up!” I screamed, as the rush of another contraction began to sweep through me. 

“Brandon, you should probably listen to her. It's best that the babies be brought into a calm and tranquil environment. If the mother is upset, then the babies will be full of anger. Kind of like how you used to be,” Zoe said cheerfully, before she started laughing.

Brandon shot her a look of annoyance before he focused back on me. 

“Listen, Lizzie. You can push these babies out. I know it's been 6 hours already, but you can, and you will make it through this. I will get you through this. Just try a little harder and stop giving up.”

He reached for my hand again. I swatted it away. 

“Brandon, this is all your fault. I will never forgive you for making love to me on our honeymoon, even though I really, really wanted you to. I blame you for this, right here.” 

Brandon lifted his head and gave me a big smile…fucking dimple and all.   

That did it. 

“Zoe. Get your bat!” I screamed, as I began to feel a sensation that can only be described as a cinder block trying to pass right through you. 

“I see the first baby’s head is out, and it looks like their shoulders are trying to come out next. It's time to really start pushing now Lizzie.” Dr. Gold's voice said, as she sat on a stool between my stirrups, and placed her hands out. 

“No. I can't. I don't want to. I'm scared,” I cried out, through sobs.

Brandon's eyes met mine. “Goddammit, Lizzie. You are the most fearless woman on the planet. Now  remember that and start pushing,” he commanded, while grabbing my hand. 

 

A half hour later, I was  the proud new mother of two perfectly healthy babies. 

The most breathtaking babies I had ever seen in my life, even when they were covered in goop. 

I looked at Brandon as he held them and his face lit up in another smile. 

Zoe walked over to me. “You did it Lizzie-Liz. Now can you please, finally tell me what names you decided on. I mean, they are my god babies. I'd like to know what to call them.” 

She jumped up. “Oh! Did you choose the name Raining Flowers, for the girl   like I suggested?”

Brandon looked at me, shook his head, and mouthed the words “No.” 

We had already decided on both babies names, but he was nervous I was going to back out at the last minute. 

“Brandon hand me our babies. Please.” I asked, as I saw him sulk. 

He had been holding them non-stop since they were born. He looked the happiest I had ever seen him. 

I needed to hold them now though. I missed them already. 

Plus…I was going to have to come clean to Zoe.

Raining flowers, is pretty…but I needed a name with more meaning behind it. 

Brandon handed me our daughter first. 

She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. 

She had Brandon's eyes already…or she was going to. I could tell. 

Brandon was going to have his hands full when she reached her teenage years. 

The thought of that made me giggle out loud. 

“This is Zoe Marie,” I said, as I introduced our daughter to Zoe. 

I had named her after Zoe and Brandon's mother. Two of the most kind and beautiful women, I had ever met.

Two women that I had the strongest connection to.

I wanted to pass that on to our daughter. 

Zoe started tearing up.

I rested our daughter against my chest as Brandon handed me our son. 

Yup, I was going to be the one who had my hands full during his teenage years. 

His green eyes looked up at me in awe…my green eyes.

I said a silent prayer, and smiled.

Even though the DNA test…despite Brandon's protests on having it done in the first place; had proved without a shadow of a doubt, that these were Brandon's babies. It was a weight lifted off my shoulders…especially given the genes on that side of the family. 

“This is Bradley Eric.” 

I wanted to pass Brandon's strong connection to the two men in his life that had the biggest influence on him to our son. 

I looked over at Brandon as his face filled with pride.

I smiled back at him, before focusing my attention back to my beautiful babies. 

They both looked up at me in wonder then. 

“I'm your mom. I really hope you like cheese fries,” I blurted out, through tears.

I was feeling like an idiot for a moment…until I saw it.

I looked at Zoe for confirmation, she nodded her head in astonishment. 

I gasped as Brandon came over to me.

Zoe quietly left the room to give us all a moment alone together.

Both babies smiles grew bigger in that moment…and I saw it again. 

They both had it. 

A single dimple. 

There was no doubt in my mind, who these babies were going to take after now.

I couldn't have been more proud. 

I love these babies with all my heart and soul, just as much as I love their father.

“You know Lizzie. I didn't want to tell you this before. I was afraid you would start crying even harder, or tell Zoe to get the bat again…but I just realized the date today. We had your memorial service a year ago today,” he said nervously. 

He looked like he regretted telling me now. 

I reached for his hand. 

Brandon sat next to me on the bed and held our daughter as I continued holding our son. 

He was right, it did cause me to tear up…but not because I was upset with his realization.

It was because I knew…that in that moment. 

I was the one who had won. 





The End
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Pain. It hurts us. It pushes us. It punishes us.

Or, for the few poor souls out there like me...it defines us.

I'm not a good person.

There are no redeeming qualities about me...not anymore.

Any that I had, I'd given to the devil on the night that changed everything.

The night my baby sister died.

The night I murdered her killer.

Yes, I've taken a life...and I would do it again in a heartbeat.

And I would never, ever, have an ounce of regret for being who I am.

Until her.

 

My name is Jackson Reid. There are two things you need to know about me. The first- is that I'm in love with Alyssa Tanner. The second- is that I'm a murderer.

 

 

My name is Alyssa Tanner, but you probably know me as the whore who caused her step-father to lose the election for New York City Mayor.

And you would be right- because the day the world branded me a slut I decided to become one.

You think you know all there is to know about me because you've seen what I look like naked.

Believe me, you haven't even cracked the surface.

What you don't know- is my past, because I've been forced to keep it a secret to ensure my safety.

What you don't know is my pain.

Because if you did- you'd be dead.

I bet you think you know how this story will unfold...but trust me, you really have no idea.

 

Warning: This is a full-length, novel. (100,000+ words.) Due to strong language, some violence, and explicit sexual content, this book is not intended for readers under the age of 18. (less)

 

 

Prologue (Jackson)

 

Pain. It hurts us. It pushes us. It punishes us.

Or, for the few poor souls out there like me...it defines us.

I'm not a good person.

There are no redeeming qualities about me...not anymore.

Any that I had, I'd given to the devil on the night that changed everything.

The night my baby sister died.

The night I murdered her killer.

Yes, I've taken a life...and I would do it again in a heartbeat.

 

I grew up in Boston. For the most part, I was just an average hard working kid trying to make it into the professional world of MMA fighting.

My mom kicked the bucket when I was 18 from a heroin overdose, and if you know where my father is...well then, give that asshole sperm donor a big 'fuck you' for me.

It's safe to say that Lilly was the only family I had.

She was four years younger than me, and I spent most of my life either looking out for her or bitching about how annoying she was.

After our mom died, it was just her and I.

Who am I kidding...it was her and I since day one.

My mother's death changed nothing.

In fact, Lilly's high school didn't even question when I was the one who stepped up and filled in for all the parental duties.

 

Here's where I fucked up.

I let my best friend date my little sister.

Mike was training to become a professional MMA fighter as well.

We all grew up together, and one day, I caught him making eyes at Lilly...or rather, her making eyes at him.

Obviously, I put an end to that shit as soon as it started.

When she was 14.

The next four years were filled with them making constant googly eyes at one another, but other than that- we were like the three musketeers.

Lilly would even watch us train...she was like our own personal cheerleader.

I'd see her innocent blue eyes and strawberry blonde curls routing for us at every single session.

 

On her 18 birthday...I caved.

"I'm in love with your sister and I swear to god, I'm going to marry her one day," Mike said as I choked on my beer.

Before I even had time to knock him out or protest...Lilly's 5'1, lanky frame bounced into the room and landed beside Mike.

She grabbed his hand and looked up at me. "I love him, Jackson."

I grunted and downed the rest of my beer before I reached over and grabbed Mike by his shoulders. "Outside...now."

He let go of Lilly's hand and followed me out to the porch.

The old wooden swing seat creaked under our weight when we sat down. "You're 22...she's 18."

He laughed. "I know. But it's really not that much of an age difference anymore, especially now that she's legal.” He looked down at his feet. “Besides, I've loved her since she was 14."

My stomach knotted and I balled my fists. "That's disgusting."

He rolled his eyes. "Obviously, I didn't do anything about it, asshole,” he said. “It’s not like that. It’s more than sex."

My entire body tensed at those words and I stood up. 

I was about two seconds away from knocking his lights out when he shouted, "Which we still haven't had, I swear!"

We both breathed a sigh of relief then. "Look, I know I'm going to spend the rest of my life with her. Now the only question is whether you're going to be happy and support us, or if it's going to come to blows and we're going to ruin a friendship over it. Not to mention, possibly ruining your relationship with your sister."

I shook my head. "You're a fucking prick."

He gave me a wry smile. "No, I'm not, Jackson. If I was, you would have knocked my ass out already. You know I'm a good guy. You know I'll take care of her. I'm your best friend for crying out loud."

I crossed my arms over my chest. "You hurt her, I'll kill you. You knock her up before she's 30, I'll kill you. If you cheat on her, I'll kill you. If you ever make her cry...I'll kill you."

He looked me in the eyes. "If I ever do any of those things; then, I wouldn't want to live anyway." He paused. "So, does this mean we have your blessing?"

I halfheartedly gave a nod as I heard Lilly come bouncing out the front door.

Her smile was infectious and her eyes were gleaming.

She wrapped her arms around me tighter than she ever had before.

"I love you, big brother...this is the best birthday ever!"

I sighed and returned her hug.

 

***

For two years Mike kept his promise.

He treated her like gold and I'd never seen Lilly happier.

Both Mike and I continued to train hard, trying to make it big in the MMA world.

We trained at one of the best gyms and had a coach who swore our big break was right around the corner.

He was right.

Mike was closing in on a deal with a big time sponsor, and I was about to sign a pretty big endorsement deal with a sponsor myself.

My first professional fight was scheduled for one week away.

At almost 24, my dreams were finally coming true.

 

I was so wrapped up in my own world...I never noticed the signs.

I never noticed when my sister’s innocent blue eyes lost their sparkle.

I never noticed when her bubbly personality changed.

I almost didn't notice when she stopped showing up to watch us train.

"What's up with my sister? I haven't talked to her in like two weeks. She hasn't shown up here lately...why is that?" I asked Mike as we headed to the locker room after a training session.

Mike shrugged. "I don't know, she's been studying really hard. I think she wanted to go shopping today. She said something about wanting to get a new outfit for the big fight next week."

I laughed. "Yeah, I guess that makes sense. Her boyfriend and big brother are having their first professional fight on the very same night."

I knew that no matter how hard Lilly's intense course load at Harvard was, she wouldn't miss the fight for the world. 

He looked down and I watched as he shifted his weight from foot to foot. "Yeah..."

Something was off.

I put my hand on his shoulder. "What's going on?"

He shrugged me off and walked toward the showers. "Just a little nervous is all," he called out.

I finished showering before he did.

I walked over to our lockers and proceeded to get dressed.

He stupidly left his locker half open...and that's when I noticed it.

A tiny bottle of something that wasn't labeled...along with a needle.

It didn't take a genius to figure out what it was.

Steroids.

I swiped it from his locker and waited for him to come out.

"What the fuck are you doing, Mike? Are you trying to ruin your career before it even starts?" I screamed.

He looked around the locker room. "Keep your fucking voice down. What if coach hears you?" he hissed as he reached for the bottle.

I pulled back. "Over my dead body. No way am I letting you ruin everything you've worked so hard for. What the fuck is the matter with you? I never thought you would do something like this!"

He punched the locker beside him. "Everybody in the sports industry uses, Jackson. I'm going to stop after I win the next few fights...it's just enough to put me on the map."

"You're an idiot. You're about to sign a deal with a big sponsor! You don't think they're going to test you for roids? Even more than that, you're ruining the integrity of the sport. All sports. Passion is what should be flowing through your body...not this shit."

"Look, some of us don't have it like you do. Some of us need a little help from time to time. And I’m not the only athlete to ever try it, most have. It’s just a little pick me up."

I shook my head and glared at him. "This isn't a 'pick me up', this shit will send you straight to hell in a hand-basket. Train better, work harder...don't do this shit."

He sighed and slumped down on the bench. "You're right. I fucked up, I've just been so nervous and I'm second guessing myself. I don't want to lose."

I sat down next to him. "I understand. What makes you think I'm not feeling the same way? This is a huge deal for us, and it's normal to be nervous. Use that nervous energy as positive fuel. This shit will ruin your life."

He nodded. "Don't tell Lilly about this, please."

"I won't. Besides, if she knew, the fight next week would be the least of your worries. I'm pretty sure she'd kick your ass so bad you wouldn't be able to train for weeks."

He grinned and began changing into his street clothes. "Yup, you're right about that. God, I love that woman."

 

***

 

Blood.

So much blood. Everywhere.
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