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Chapter 1

 

“Hi, I'm Zoe. I guess you must be my roommate?” 

I looked up as a pretty girl with bright red hair, held her hand out toward me.

I shook her hand.   “Hey, I'm Lizzie...Liz.” 

“Okay, Lizzie-Liz, which side of the room do you want?”

I looked around the small, plain room. Each side of the room had a small desk and a small twin sized bed. 

In all honesty, it really didn't matter what side I choose. I was just happy to be here. 

I dropped my bag on the floor. “Um, I'll take the one on the left?” 

My parents had dropped me off early this morning, but I was afraid to start unpacking anything because I hadn't met my roommate yet. 

“Alright, should we get to it then?” 

I had assumed that she had meant unpacking, so I opened a box of mine and started pulling various things out. 

“No silly-goose, I meant girl talk,” she said smiling. 

Girl talk? I hadn't had a girl talk in a very long time.

The last girl talk I had was with Miranda and it was long before we ended our friendship. God, how I missed her, she was the only person I could ever talk to and confide in. 

Well, before I had started lying to her and ruined our friendship forever. I wasn't looking forward to having a personal talk, especially with a girl I hardly even knew. I don't like to talk personal…period. 

Duh, Lizzie, that's why people have talks, so they can get to know one another.

Taking a deep breath, I replied. “Sure.” 

“Okay, where are you from?” she asked, while motioning for me to sit down with her on the bed. 

This question was easy at least. “Brookville.” 

She looked confused by my answer. That was expected.

“It's a really small town in the mid-west. Where are you from?” 

“New York City,” she replied, her eyes gleaming. 

She definitely had that city vibe about her. Her clothes were loud and bright, she had a few visible tattoo's and piercings and her demeanor was so open and easy-going. 

It seemed like such a big contradiction to me and my life. 

“Do you like art?” she asked, anxiously awaiting my reply. 

“Yeah. I'm not good at that sort of thing, but I can appreciate it,” I answered, hoping that I wasn't sounding like a total dud. 

She motioned her hands up toward the sky. “Art isn't something that you're good at. Art is something you feel.” 

“Oh, of course. I mean, I don't feel anything, so it's just not my thing.” 

God, I must sound like a lunatic. 

She arched her eyebrow up at me. “What's your major?” 

“Psychology,” I replied, realizing that now I definitely sounded like a weirdo.

That's when she burst out laughing. “Shit, you're a funny chick Lizzie-Liz. You really had my wheels turning there. A psychology major who lacks feeling. How poetic.” She was now laughing so hard she doubled over.   

“What's your major?” 

“Art, but that's kind of obvious, huh?” she asked, motioning to her clothes. 

Art. Yeah, I should have seen that coming from a mile away. In a way I was envious, I wished I had the talent to express myself the way that artists did. 

“So what do you like to do for fun?”   

Fun? I barely even knew what that was. For the most part, I had spent most of my free time studying, trying to get to exactly where I was now.

I was about to tell her that it was fun working at my parents diner, when I realized how strange that would come off. 

“I like to read,” I answered, after deciding that it sounded close enough to studying…without making me sound like a total loser.

“Okay, I can dig it.” She looked down at her nails. “Is there anything you want to ask me?” 

Crap, I knew that whatever I asked her, she would probably want an answer to from me as well. I had to tread lightly. 

“Um, what's your favorite color?”

“Black...yours?” 

“Green,” I answered, feeling awkward now. 

She grinned. “So do you have a boyfriend, or a girlfriend, or any fun ex drama?” 

My mind drifted back to Brandon and the last night that I saw him. 

He was, in my mind at least, the closest that I had ever come to having one. I certainly would never consider Matt as having been a boyfriend. 

Deep down a part of me would always wish that Brandon was my actual boyfriend, but he was right with what he said that night. 

I needed to experience life and meet new people. I needed to make some happy memories. 

Didn't mean that my heart hurt any less over it though. 

As hard as it was, I was moving on. Every week that passed seemed to get easier and easier.

At least, when I forced myself not to think about it. 

The last time I had heard from Brandon was via a post-card. I only knew it was from him because he had signed his name on it. 

I text him and thanked him for it…but he never responded. 

Between the highly impersonal post-card and the un-responded to text, I assumed he had obviously moved on and thought it best we didn't communicate any further. I closed my eyes, to stuff down the twinge of pain at that thought. 

“It's okay, you don't have to talk about it. I understand how difficult it can be to relive the past,” Zoe said, while giving me a sympathetic look. 

Her statement couldn't have been more true. If she only knew even one iota of my past. Which of course…she never would, because I wouldn't ever talk about it. 

This was a fresh start for me. I nodded at her thankfully. 

“So, what's your favorite position?” she then asked, her eyes gleaming as she sat up in anticipation.

Oh boy.




 

Chapter 2

 

The first two weeks of college were going smooth. The workload kept me interested and busy.

I was thriving with my new found independence. 

I had even found a very part-time job working at the college library one night over the weekend.

It wasn't much, but I really enjoyed it. I didn't even mind that it was a Saturday night shift. I was used to working during the weekends, it seemed like second-nature. 

“Oh my god, that totally blows. How are you gonna get laid?” Was Zoe's response after I had told her the news regarding my new job. 

I wanted to point out, that working one night a week would hardly qualify as a sexual barrier, but I thought better of it. 

As much as I was getting used to Zoe and even looking forward to hearing some of her crazy stories…we couldn’t be more different in our pursuits of happiness. 

Zoe was…well, Zoe was a nymphomaniac.

In fact, I should probably give credit to Zoe for my new job. Half the reason I even got hired for the night shift at the campus library in the first place, was because I was there so often. 

I had accidentally walked in on her so many times; I knew what her orgasms sounded like from down the hallway now. 

As soon as I heard it, my body would just automatically assume the position, turn, and walk straight to the library like I was on autopilot. 

“Yeah, well. It’s okay, I really don’t mind.” 

“How could you not wanna get laid? Listen to your body Lizzie-Liz!” she cried, while floating her arms above her head dramatically and closing her eyes. 

She was definitely a pure artist through and through, eccentricity and all. 

“Trust me, my body doesn’t need or want sex.” 

“That’s not what your dreams say. Well, at least sometimes,” she replied, while studying my face. 

Those damn dreams. I have no idea why, but ever since I left Brookville, I’ve had the most horrible dreams. 

Well, sort of. Some nights my mind would dream about all the heinous things that Matt had done to me…those nights were the worst.

Other nights, I would dream that Brandon came to rescue me, then we would end up having some amazing, hot and rugged sex afterwards. 

Apparently, my body liked to betray me and I talked in my sleep. 

Talk about embarrassing. 

“Yeah,” was my only reply. 

Luckily, Zoe accepted the fact that I didn’t really like to talk about personal matters; it never stopped her from divulging everything to me though. 

I was learning quite a lot from her.

Like the fact that there was a position called the ‘wheel-barrel’ and that giving a ‘rim job’ had absolutely nothing to do with being a mechanic. 

In addition to Zoe’s education, I was enjoying my Psychology courses as well. 

My professor, Dr. Thomas was a genius and he always challenged us to think outside the box. 

In fact, it was during one of his lessons that I figured out why I was having these dreams in the first place.

My subconscious was suppressing my history with Matt, and Brandon too, for that matter. 

Until I learned to deal with it properly, they would most likely continue...but I had to be ready to do that first. 

“Come to a party tonight?” Zoe asked me, interrupting my thoughts. 

“I don’t know, Zoe, I should probably study.”

“Lizzie-Liz, I’ve looked at your quizzes. You’re acing everything, don’t you think you deserve to have a little fun?” 

I should probably be annoyed that she went looking through my stuff, but perhaps she was right about the fact that I needed to go out. 

That’s what Brandon had wanted me to do in the first place…right? 

 

***

 

Hours later, I found myself standing in front of the mirror, wearing more makeup than I ever allowed myself, and fidgeting while I tried to pull up the low-cut, very tight, crop top that belonged to Zoe. 

Once I had finally agreed to go to the party with her, she had acted like it was her freaking birthday and I was her gift, while going to town on my hair and makeup. 

I shivered at the thought of the word ‘gift’, bringing me back to that infamous night. 

“Come on Lizzie-Liz, time to go out and have some fun,” she cried out before leading me out of our dorm room.




 

Chapter 3

 

“Come here often?” a voice asked, as I was standing by the keg at the party Zoe had dragged me to. 

I was trying to be a fly on the wall and observe everything going on around me, it was mildly entertaining. I was witnessing people’s social behavior and trying to apply it to one of Dr. Thomas’s lessons from earlier this week. 

“Uh, I’m gonna go with No? I mean, I don’t even know the person who dorms in this room,” I said, as I looked up at the face of the person who had asked me. 

He was, what I assume; most girls would consider attractive. 

Tan and buff, reminding me of one of the Jersey shore guys. 

“I meant here, like the school,” he said, as he smiled at me and offered me a beer.

I was about to decline, because I had given up drinking for good…but I decided I could at least hold the cup and look like I fit in. 

“Thanks,” I replied, while accepting the cup from him. 

He leaned his arm against the wall above my head. “So, are you gonna answer my question? Or am I gonna have to cry myself to sleep tonight, while I kick myself for messing up a chance to get to know a pretty girl like you?” 

God, that was cheesy. But there was really no reason for me to be a bitch to him when he was only trying to be friendly. 

“Yeah, I’m a student here. Psychology major actually.” 

“Beauty and brains, always a winning combination. Looks like I hit the jackpot tonight.” 

I had no idea what I was supposed to say to that. I was no good at this flirting thing. 

Then, I remembered that Zoe had told me to use my eyes to communicate, like a game of peek-a-boo.

She also told me to use my breasts to communicate, but I certainly wasn’t going there. 

I fluttered my eyelashes at him and looked down, positively convinced that I probably looked like I had some sort of weird twitching condition. 

“That was the most adorable thing I think I’ve ever seen,” he said before laughing. 

“Thanks, I think?” I replied, my cheeks now blushing bright pink. 

“Nope I was wrong. Now that was the most adorable thing I’ve ever seen.” 

He reached for my hand. “Come outside with me, it’s hard to hear with the music so loud.” 

“Don’t you think I should at least know your name before I go running off with you. Which no offense, but I’m not doing. I’ve seen enough lifetime movies to know not to go running off with a stranger at a college party.”   

He smiled. “My name is Jeff and don’t worry, I’m not taking you far. Just outside   the hallway…which is perfectly safe. I promise.”

I guess the hallway was perfectly safe. There were people constantly coming in and out of the party dorm room. Plus it was starting to get really loud in here. 

“Let me just tell my friend. I mean, no offense Jeff, but I just wanna cover all my bases,” I said, before searching the room for Zoe.

I could have sworn I heard him say “I wanna cover all your bases too,” under his breath, but just as I was about to call him on it, he spoke. 

“Okay, that’s not a problem at all. I’ll even meet her too, so she knows what I look like.” 

He then walked across the room with me to find Zoe, who was giving a lap dance to some guy sitting on a mini-couch. 

I felt rude for intruding but I wanted to be safe. 

“Zoe, I’m sorry. I really don’t mean to interrupt,” I said, my pink cheeks now taking on a maroon color. 

She briefly paused her dance. “Not a problem babe, what’s up?” 

“This is Jeff,” I said as Jeff waived. 

“I’m just going right outside in the hallway with him to talk for a few minutes.” 

Now, I was starting to feel like I was being way too dramatic about this whole thing. 

“Uh. Okay? Sure. Have fun.” She laughed, and continued her dancing. 

Jeff’s hand reached for mine before he led me across the room and out to the hallway. 

“So, what’s your name pretty girl?” he asked while twirling me up against a wall. 

“I’m uh. I’m Liz,” I answered, suddenly feeling nervous.

He tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear.   “So Liz, why haven’t you taken a sip of your beer yet?” 

I had forgotten that I was even still holding the cup. I decided to come clean.

“I’m sorry, I’m just not a big drinker.” 

“But it’s only beer. Just have a sip.” 

Why the heck was he being so persistent about me drinking? I mean, it was only a cup of foamy beer, even a lightweight like me wouldn’t get drunk off of just that.

“Sorry. I should have been more straightforward. I don’t drink, like at all. I only accepted it because I didn’t want to be rude.” 

“So if you don’t want to be rude, then drink the beer,” he said while motioning to the cup. 

That’s when it hit me. This fucker must have slipped something in my drink. 

“No, I told you. I don’t want it, but thanks all the same.”

He took the cup out of my hand and put it toward my lips.“Oh, just drink the damn beer.” 

“No. Thank you,” I replied, my tone now sharp, before I turned back to the door. 

I felt him grab my hand to pull me back to him. 

I was getting ready to knock the cup out of his hand and start yelling at him...when I heard the fire alarm go off. 

Everyone started rushing out of the room and flooded the hallway. 

Then, I felt Zoe grab my hand and lead me down the stairs.

I looked back and Jeff was nowhere in sight. 

Out of the corner of my eye I thought I saw a familiar face. 

I could have sworn- that I had seen a dark haired man with kind, honey brown eyes and the most kissable lips I had ever seen….with one beautiful dimple.

I could have sworn I saw Brandon. 

I shook the thought out of my head. It couldn’t have been him.




 

Chapter 4

 

I did see Brandon that night. I saw him in my dreams. 

I was taken back to that night at prom. I was unconscious after Matt had choked me, but this time instead of being dragged under the bleachers by him- Brandon had taken me back from his arms and led me to safety. 

“You have got to talk to someone about those,” Zoe said after I had woken up.

“Huh. What are you talking about?” I asked, stifling a yawn. 

“Dude. I don’t know whether to purchase a firearm, or start touching myself,” was her only reply. 

“Still not being any more clear, Zoe.” 

“Okay. At first when you start out, you’re screaming bloody murder. Like I’m talking…at the top of your lungs bloody murder. Like some CSI victim shit.” She paused, appearing to be lost in thought before continuing. “Then, all of a sudden you start moaning and writhing all over the bed. It’s like: No! No! No!….Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh god yes!” she screamed, as she began writhing around on her own bed. 

Shit…it was worse than I thought. 

“I’m sorry, Zoe, I know that must be really annoying to have to deal with. I’ll try to figure something out. Is there something I can get for you? Maybe like ear plugs or something?” I finally said, while getting up to get dressed and grab a coffee before class. 

“No. It’s all good,” she replied, before I headed out. 

“But if you really want to do something for me. Please, hook a sister up and introduce me to whoever this Brandon guy is,” I heard her say as I shut the door behind me. 

 

***

 

“Defense Mechanisms. Who can tell me the difference between Suppression and Repression?” Dr. Thomas asked the class, his voice bringing me back to reality.

We were doing a review and I had started dozing off in class, which was something I had never done before. 

These damn dreams were starting to become a serious issue now. 

“Anyone?” he asked again, his voice sounding annoyed now. 

He looked down at the class roster. “Fine. Hmm. Let’s see.” 

“Elizabeth Winter,” he said, while looking around the room. 

Crap. Think Lizzie. “ Um. Repression is when the brain unconsciously excludes painful memories or thoughts out of the consciousness. Suppression is a conscience effort on the person’s part, to exclude the painful memories or thoughts,” I replied, hoping that it was enough for him to move on to the next person. 

“Very good. Now which one of those, do you think is, shall we say, more dangerous or harmful to a person and why?” 

Crap. This wasn’t out of our chapter notes, he wanted to see if I could think outside the box. 

“Uh. Repression? I mean, if you don’t have the information, or even know what the real problems are, because your conscious chooses to withhold a vital piece of information from you, such as memories, thoughts or actions. You never know what the consequence of that could be somewhere down the line. You never know what the real danger could be,” I answered, hoping that I didn’t royally screw it up. 

“Class. Do we agree with Ms. Winter’s opinion? If not, does anyone care to debate it?” Dr. Thomas asked the class. 

I looked around; everyone nodded their heads in agreement with my statement. 

Whew. Score one for Lizzie. 

“Well, Ms. Winter. Although that is a very well-thought out opinion and you certainly make a valid argument. It’s been my experience that suppression is actually the more harmful of the two. Now, do you know why?” 

I didn’t, so I shook my head. 

“It’s because the person suppressing is aware,” he replied, before moving on to the next topic. 

After class I decided to talk to Dr. Thomas.

I wasn’t about to go into any details about my own life or anything…but maybe he knew something that could help me. 

“Dr. Thomas, I’m sorry to bother you,” I said as I walked down the stairs of our classroom. 

He looked up when he saw me approaching. “Not at all Ms. Winter, what can I help you with?” 

“Um. Well, let’s just say that a person is choosing to actively ignore painful memories and thoughts. You know, suppression. She’s doing a really good job of it for the most part, but then she starts having dreams or flashbacks of the memories. Sometimes the dreams are false too, like a different outcome completely. How would she get through that? How would she just make it go away? How could she make the flashbacks and dreams stop?” I asked, wanting to kick myself for using ‘she’ in my question. 

“Well, Ms. Winter. That’s easy. She needs to confront the problem, or the person. Head on. That’s really the only way to get closure and move on.”




 

Chapter 5

 

I had been at Penn- State for about 6 weeks now.

I loved my classes. I loved the knowledge. I loved the campus. I loved the atmosphere.

I even loved my crazy roommate. 

I couldn't even remember the last time I had felt so at peace with my life.

College was everything I could have ever hoped for and more.

I smiled at the sun as I strolled through the courtyard, sipping on an iced coffee while waiting for my next class to start. 

I watched a group of dancers perform. I listened as the student council told people their goals for the semester. I watched the drama club perform a skit. I listened to the poetry club recite beautiful rhymes.

I looked ahead as I saw the football team parade around in their uniforms, giving one another high-fives.

I closed my eyes and breathed in the refreshing, first-of-the fall air.

I was so enamored by my surroundings, I didn't even notice that someone in a blue and white uniform had slowly make their way towards me. 

Whoever they were, they sure had charisma by the bucket loads. I couldn't keep my eyes off them…even from so far away. They now had my undivided attention. 

I smiled at them—and since I was feeling extra friendly today. I waved at this fascinating mystery man. 

My eyes were glued to them as they in turn waved back to me. 

I was so captivated, I never noticed that another person was now walking toward me, until they started picking up their pace. It was now lightening speed. 

Almost like they were charging right for me. 

I looked up as the person charging toward me finally appeared right before me.

“Hey, I'm sorry. You don't know me, but we're in the same class. Professor Thomas's psych 101 class to be exact. Anyway, you forgot your notebook in class today; so I wanted to make sure that I caught up with you, so I could give it to you.” 

I looked up as this talkative guy with sandy brown hair and friendly features handed me my notebook. 

“Thank you, I really appreciate it,” I said, while fishing around for my bag so I could put it back where it belonged.

I finally decided to just set it on top of my bag and put it in later. 

“Oh no problem, it was my pleasure. Look, I know this is gonna sound weird and all, but can I maybe, take you out for a cup of coffee sometime?” he asked, anxiously awaiting my reply. 

Not wanting to be rude and because I was thankful for my notebook, I agreed. 

“By the way, my name is Dave.” 

“Hi Dave, I'm...” 

“You're Liz Winter,” he said, finishing my sentence. 

I took a deep breath, because honestly…this interaction was starting to creep me out a little bit, and I didn't know why. 

I mean, he seemed nice enough. 

My intuition was telling me that something was not right, and that I needed to listen to it and get the hell out of there. 

He must have sensed the shift in my sudden deterring demeanor.   “Your name, it's on your book silly, see? Here, look,” he said while bending down to pick up my notebook. 

Feeling like an idiot now, I looked up at him to apologize. 

That's when I noticed that the football guy I was flirting with before, had taken off their helmet. 

Their shiny blond hair glistened in the sun, and my eyes dropped down meet theirs. 

Their dark eyes stared back at me. Darker eyes then I had ever seen before…except for him. 

That's when I realized who it was I was looking at. 

“See? I'm not like a psychopath or anything Liz, ha-ha get it? Because you know, we're psych majors,” I heard Dave say, right before I took off running. 

I ran and I kept running. 

I ran all the way to the administration building on the opposite side of campus. 

“Hi, I’m sorry to bother you,” I said out of breath, to the friendly woman who sat behind a computer. 

“You’re no bother sweetie. What can I help you with? Is everything okay?” she asked, finally looking up at me. 

“Admissions. Does the school keep a record, like a list or something of all the students currently enrolled, and do you have to be a currently enrolled student to be on the football team here?” 

“Well, yes we do, and yes you do. So yes, to all of the above.” 

“I need to know if there is a student currently enrolled by the name of Matt Star. It’s really important. He was in a football uniform if that helps.” 

“As much as I would like to help you, I’m afraid I’m not at liberty to divulge that information. Especially for some girl who has a crush on a football player, that’s how dangerous things happen. That’s how people get stalk…” 

I cut her off, I needed to know. My life, my safety and my new found happiness and peace depended on it. 

“I do not have a crush on this person, trust me,” I said as my eyes started tearing up. “Please. I really need to know. It’s so important.” 

I was now starting to visibly tremble. 

“Okay, let me look. Just don’t tell anyone that I did this. I could lose my job,” she replied nervously, before typing away on her computer. 

“Nope, no Matt Star is currently enrolled here, or ever, for that matter. No Matt Star on the football team either. I’m sorry, I wish I could be more helpful.” 

“No, thank you. I really appreciate it, more than you’ll ever know.”




 

Chapter 6

 

I was now convinced I was going crazy. 

If I wasn’t careful, the only psychology education I would be receiving, would be via the inside of a mental institution. 

“So, you’re sure everything is okay, right? “ Dave asked me, as we sat in the small café on campus. 

I had finally decided to grab that cup of coffee with him, it was the least I could do. Especially after I had run away from him like some nut case. 

In fact, I was surprised he even still wanted to go at all. 

“Yeah. I’m sorry. I’ve been having some really bad dreams and they’re really starting to screw with my head,” I replied, surprised at how I was being so candid with him. 

“Oh, do tell. I’ve done a lot of research on things of this nature, I would love to hear.” 

Good job, Lizzie. You just walked right into the eye of the storm. 

I knew I couldn’t tell him about my actual past- but I was hoping that if I told him about the dreams, from an objective and detached standpoint, that maybe he would be able to offer some kind of solution. 

As much as I respected Dr. Thomas, there was no way I could take his advice and confront Matt head on. That would be the equivalent of provoking a bear at the zoo, and then releasing it from it’s cage. I shuddered at the thought. 

“If you’re not comfortable I totally understand. I just thought that maybe I would be able to offer some advice,” he said before taking a sip of his coffee. 

Taking a deep breath, I told myself to just get it over with. 

“Well, the dreams start out with a man…” I started, trying not to laugh at myself after using the term ‘man’. 

Matt was a pure monster through and through. 

“The man takes me, like you know kidnaps me, holds me hostage…that sort of thing. He ties me up, gags me. He rips my clothes off, the whole nine yards.”

I now had Dave’s complete attention at this point. 

“At first, I’m screaming ‘No’. I'm trying to fight back as hard as I can. Then, the man turns into someone else completely. And I end up enjoying myself, like really enjoying myself.” 

Dave cleared his throat before he spoke, “Well, how often do you have these dreams?” 

“A few nights a week, but they’re starting to increase now- both in duration and frequency. I’d say every other night at this point,” I replied, hoping that he’d be able to offer something that would be of some use. 

“Well Liz, I have to admit that I’ve never studied dreams of this nature before. However, I’m very dedicated to the cause now. I won’t spend a single night not thinking about what you told me, until I come up with a reason or a solution. You have my word.” 

Yeah, way to go Lizzie. You’ve just acquired yourself yet another pervert to add to your growing collection now. 

“Um. Thanks. I have to get to work now. Thanks for the coffee,” I said, while putting my jacket on and getting ready to leave. 

“No problem. And just so you know, if you ever wake up in the middle of the night after one of these dreams. Feel free to give me a call, I’ll come right over and help you out anyway that I can,” he said before I walked out the door. 

 

***

 

I was now beginning to see why I had been so eagerly offered a job working Saturday nights at the library.

There was absolutely no one around. There wasn’t even anything to do.

I had spent the first two hours organizing and putting books back in their rightful place. Then I spent the next hour dusting off tables and bookshelves.

I was bored out of my mind at this point…I decided to start reading a book.

I was so engrossed in a tale about a girl from the countryside, running away with a handsome rich billionaire. I hadn’t even heard the knock at the door. 

During late night hours, you needed to have a student ID to get into the library, hence why the door was locked. 

The second knock finally brought me out of my book. 

As I walked up to the door, I noticed a really tall figure wearing a dark hooded sweatshirt. 

That’s not creepy at all, I thought, as I was getting ready to unlock the door. 

That’s when the dark figure had turned their head up to look at me. 

“Cupcake…err um, Lizzie. I really need to talk to you,” Matt said, as he looked right at me through the glass door. 

No, this couldn’t be happening. 

He had promised that he would leave me alone for good. 

Yeah Lizzie, because psychopaths are known for keeping their word, right? 

I immediately got my cellphone out. “Go away! Leave me alone, or I’ll call the cops!” 

I didn’t have time to think about the fact that I had just said the very thing, that I was threatened from the very beginning, never to do. 

“Lizzie!” he yelled as he banged on the glass door.

“I mean it Matt!” I screamed as I ran away from the door. 

I couldn’t call the cops. It had been so long at that point. 

Not to mention, that so many people from Brookville thought I was in an actual, sexual relationship with Matt of my own free will. 

I knew they’d never believe me.

I was so scared to walk back out of that library by myself, I ended up staying the entire night. 

It wasn’t until I heard people shuffling out and about around me that I finally felt safe enough to leave.




 

Chapter 7

 

“You know, when I told you about your dreams. I never meant to offend you to the point that you’d start sleeping elsewhere,” Zoe said as I opened the door to our dorm room, feeling so tired I could barely stand. 

“I know. I’m sorry. I was studying while working at the library…I just kind of ended up falling asleep there,” I responded, hating myself for how easy it was to jump back into my old habit of lying to those I care about again. 

She gave me a look of concern before she spoke, “It’s cool. I just didn’t want you to think that I didn’t want you around or anything. I know you aren’t exactly the open book that I am, but if you ever need to talk- I’m here for ya, Lizzie-Liz.” 

I wish I could tell her everything that I had been through. 

I might have been more open to it, had Matt not come pounding on the door of my life again. Both literally and figuratively. 

“Thanks. I just really need to get a little shut eye right now.”

“Okay, I’m going to the movies. I have a date today.” she said as she stood in front of the mirror and put some red lipstick on.   

That’s weird. Zoe didn’t do dates. 

At least, not the kind of dates that consisted of movies. Well, other than porn, or the home movies she was staring in herself. 

“Oh. Have fun,” I said before slipping underneath my covers. 

“Yeah. I mean, I really like this guy. I haven’t even slept with him yet. He’s got some depth to him, ya know? I’m hoping he’ll let me show him that I have a lot of depth to me as well, like when I’m deep throating him all night,” she said, before winking at me and heading out the door. 

 

***

 

“Antisocial Personality Disorders.” Dr. Thomas’s voice echoed throughout the class, while we all eagerly sat up in our seats. 

There wasn’t a psychology student in the room who wasn’t waiting for this moment. 

We were finally getting to the down and dirty stuff….at last. 

I held my breath, because I knew what was coming...and I knew exactly who it was I going to be thinking about during this lesson. 

“The two most common ones are; Sociopathy and Psychopathy. Does anyone know the distinct differences between the two?” he asked the class. 

When no one offered up an answer, he continued, “Sociopaths. In general- the traits they exhibit are as follows. They are easily agitated and prone to violent outbursts. They tend to be uneducated, although very cunning and manipulative. Although, it is difficult to form attachments to others, many are able to adapt into society. They are usually able to bond with one particular person, or social group. They have no regard for the rules of society or the rights of others. In fact, many of their crimes are committed spontaneously, even appearing disorganized and unplanned.” 

Okay, so I was wrong. Matt wasn’t a psychopath. He was a sociopath. It all made sense now. 

Violent outbursts? Check. 

Uneducated but manipulative? Double check. 

Bonding to a particular group? Football team, check. 

No regard for rules or the rights of others? Definitely check. 

Unplanned and spontaneous crimes? 

Hmm. I thought back to the night of the prom. After he had choked me, he did say that the night hadn’t gone as planned...and something about making love to me by the lake, instead of raping me behind the bleachers. Ugh…Check. 

“Psychopaths. Now they are my personal favorite to study, if I’m being honest,” Dr. Thomas continued. “They are able to fit in, appearing normal and blending into society without standing out. Charming, even. However, they are unable to form emotional attachments. But, one would never know this fact. They mimic others emotions, taking them on as their own. Trust is of utmost importance to them. They are often very educated, and observant of their surroundings. Many of them play their role so well, that they have close relationships with others, with the other party being none-the wiser. They plan out their crimes with explicit detail, remaining   cool, calm and collected under pressure. They are highly organized in everything   they do, and rarely offer any clues for law officials to figure out,” he finished. 

That sounded like Matt too. Well…sort of. 

Okay, so Matt was definitely more of a sociopath…rather than a psychopath.

I made a mental note to use the correct terminology in the future with regard to him. 

Dr. Thomas’s voice interrupted my thoughts. “Can anyone tell me the root cause of either or both of these disorders?” 

“Psychopathy is due to genetics, and sociopathy is the result of nurture,” Dave’s voice had answered in back of me. 

“Yes. Very good. Sociopathy is learned behavior rather than innate behavior. Sociopaths are capable of empathy in some situations, where psychopaths aren’t. In general, psychopaths are more dangerous than sociopaths, due to being able to dissociate from the reality of the situation.” 

Well, that’s refreshing. Sort of. 

Matt was definitely a combination of the two disorders, that’s for sure. 

Which in my mind, actually made him even more dangerous. I really needed to call my parents. 

 

***

 

I ran back to my dorm room after class. I needed to make sure that my parents were okay. 

“Hello? Lizzie-Bear? How are you?” my father's voice answered, after picking up on the second ring.

“Hey Dad, I’m good. How’s everything by you guys over there?” I asked, hoping to hear something good, instead of what I was fearing. 

“Oh, you know…it’s okay. I mean, the diner isn’t looking too good right about now…but that was to be expected.” 

Chills ran up my spine. 

“What do you mean? What happened? Are you guys okay?” I asked, panic in my voice. 

“Yeah. Lizzie-Bear we’re fine. The new waitress on the weekends though…she’s got a couple of screws loose. Either that or a severe equilibrium issue. She’s dropping more food then she’s serving. So, the diner really isn’t looking too good right now. There’s food, plates and cups all over the floors these days,” my dad said as I stifled a giggle. 

“Hold on though, I’ll put your mother on the phone. You take care of yourself now baby. Trust me, if college life isn’t treating you so well; you always have a job at the diner,” he finished, before he handed the phone over to my mom. 

“Hey sweetie!” my mother's voice eagerly greeted me on the opposite end of the phone. 

“Hey Mom, I miss you,” I said, my voice starting to crack now for some reason I couldn’t pin down. 

“Oh baby, I miss you too. How’s everything going? Is everything okay?”

“Yeah Mom, everything is fine. I just wanted to make sure you were okay. I worry about you guys.” 

“Oh, honey. You’re so sweet. Now, don’t take offense to this. You know you are mine and your father's world. However, since you left things have been good. I mean, we miss you so much…so please don’t go thinking that way. But I gotta tell ya, your father and I have been relieving our teenage years lately. In fact, if we don’t let up soon, you may even come home to a new little brother or sister,” she said, her voice sounding way too eager for what she was saying.

She was starting to sound like Zoe.

“Mom, come on. That’s gross,” I said before telling her I loved her and hanging up the phone.




 

Chapter 8

 

Another week had gone by without so much as a word from Matt.

I was secretly hoping he decided to just give up and go back to Brown. Or back to whatever hole in the ground he had crawled out of. 

I knew I needed to be on my guard though. 

In fact, I never left the dorm room now without my trusty mini can of pepper spray on my keychain. 

I wasn’t going to stand by and let him put me in a powerless position like last year.

I was going to fight back with all of my might, come hell or high water and I’d already been through hell. 

At least, that’s what I told myself as I walked over to the library and prepared to work another night shift. 

I still had another hour left before I had to restrict access and lock the doors. 

For once the library was a little on the crowded side. 

I guess mid-terms scared even the biggest of party animals and made them simmer down a little. 

“There’s really not much to do right now. I mean everyone’s studying. There’s no point in trying to put the books back, they’ll just be right back out 5 minutes later.” 

I looked up as Teri, my boss at the library, gave me my instructions for the rest of the night. “In fact, if you wanna study yourself for a little while, that would be fine too. I know how crazy you kids get around midterm season,” he   continued, before putting his jacket on and handing me my library official badge. “Just make sure you check the ID badges in another hour or so before locking up,” he finished, before walking out the door.

An hour later I was so absorbed in my physics textbook, I had almost forgotten what Teri had told me. 

I looked around and realized that the crowd had significantly diminished now. There were only a few people left in the library studying at a table. 

I walked over and politely asked to see their badges before I locked the door. 

I looked around and decided to clean up. There were stacks and stacks of books and papers everywhere. 

As I was putting books back into their place, I noticed movement at one of the bookshelves in one of the back aisles. 

My heart started beating faster. 

Calm down, Lizzie, you’ve got this. I told myself as I started investigating.

“Hello?” I called out, trying my best to keep my indoor voice in control. 

No response. 

“I’m sorry, it’s after hours, I need to see your school ID badge,” I called out again, a little louder now. 

The movement shuffled and changed direction then. I was not in the mood for games. 

I decided to look through one of the bookshelves. This way they wouldn’t be able to see me walking towards them and I’d be able to corner them.

I said a silent prayer that it wasn’t Matt behind this as I got myself in position to crouch down behind a tall bookshelf.   

That’s when a pair of strong arms grabbed my wrists and twirled me around, backing me up against the bookshelf before pinning my arms above my head. 

Due to me being pinned against the bookshelf now, I couldn’t reach for my pepper spray…but I sure as hell could kick my legs. 

So, that’s exactly what I did. I kicked them so hard in the balls, they let go of me and fell over in an instant. 

“Fuck!” the voice shouted. 

That’s when I looked down to see who my attacker was. 

That’s when I noticed it was Brandon who was doubled over in pain right in front of me.




 

Chapter 9

 

“So, how you been Lizzie?” Brandon’s voice cried out. He was obviously still in a significant amount of pain. 

“Oh my God. Brandon? Are you okay? I mean, what the hell are you doing here?” I shouted. 

“Dinner. I wanted to ask if you wanted to go grab dinner,” he groaned, his voice deep and raspy now. 

He then slowly started to rise back up…he was only half hunched over now. 

“I’m so sorry, I had no idea it was you. Are you okay!” 

His dimple slowly made an appearance. “Yeah. I mean, I was still undecided about having kids, but you’ve made that decision for me now, so thanks.” 

God, Brandon would make some beautiful babies, I thought to myself, before realizing that I was starting to drift off. 

That’s when I looked up and noticed that the few people in the library had now gathered around us wondering what all the commotion was about. 

I said the only thing I could think of. “What? He didn’t have an ID.” They shot me a look of horror before leaving the library all together. 

My attention focused back on Brandon. “Can I get you something? Ice? What can I do? Do you want to go to the hospital?” I asked, wincing as my mind flashed back to when he had found me in the bathroom that day. 

He must have noticed the shift, because he reached out for my hand then. “No, I’m okay. I mean, I’ll never sneak up behind you while trying to pull you into a passionate kiss again, but I’ll live,” he answered, before standing up fully towering over me now. 

Brandon, passion, kiss? That’s a whole lot of sexy to take in. My cheeks flushed bright pink at the thought and my insides turned to mush. 

Why was he here? Why was he suddenly talking about kissing me? 

The last time we saw each other he had rejected me, then he ignored me. 

Nope, I was not going to let my mind go there and start giving me false hope again. 

The last time I did that my heart broke into a million pieces. Pieces that he still had every last one of. 

He wanted me to move on and that’s exactly what I did. 

So no, there would be no passionate kisses allowed from the likes of him. At least, not if I could help it- which of course, I probably couldn’t. 

“Lizzie? Where’d you go? Come back to me,” Brandon asked, while snapping his fingers in front of my face. 

I moved his hands away. “I’m right here, the question is…why the hell are you?”

He looked taken back for a second, before replying, “I told you, dinner. I’m hungry, let’s go.” 

“No. I can’t. I’m sorry, I’m working.” 

If he thought he could just waltz in here, flirt with me, all while acting like nothing happened between us, and pretending everything was all hunky-dory now. Well then, he had another thing coming. 

This was not the same Lizzie that he walked out on in Brookville. 

“Okay, well what about lunch tomorrow?”   

“Yeah, okay fine,” I responded. 

Clearly my mind was not caught up to the same speed my heart was…or maybe it was the other way around. 

 

***

 

“Va-Va Voom, Lizzy-Liz. I was wondering when you were gonna let the girls come out to play,” Zoe’s voice called out as I was scrutinizing my appearance in the mirror.

I decided that since Brandon wanted to do lunch. We were going to do lunch and I was gonna look damn sexy while we did it. 

He was used to Lizzie, ‘the baggy t-shirt nerd’. I needed to prove that I had changed. 

My outfit was definitely mild. At least, compared to anything that Zoe wore…but it wasn’t what Lizzie in Brookville would ever wear. 

I gave myself one last glance in the mirror: low cut tight sweater, tight jeans that made my ass look great, some mascara, heavy eyeliner and lip gloss. 

Yup, I was ready to go.

“I’m meeting someone for lunch today,” I said while grabbing my jacket. 

I wasn’t planning on wearing it, but the fall east coast weather was beginning to get brutal.

“Oww, go get em’ girlfriend. Maybe we can double date soon, huh?” 

“It’s not a date, Zoe. It’s just lunch.” 

“Mhhh. Well, you go have fun on your not-a-date. I know what that means,” she said while winking at me as I closed the door.




 

Chapter 10

 

“Wow, Lizzie. You look...” Brandon said, as I met him in the courtyard.

I was expecting a compliment. Perhaps a generic statement. I don't know…something. 

However, I was not prepared to hear the next words out of his mouth. 

“You look different, not like you. I don't like it,” he finished. 

Was he freaking kidding me? 

“Gee, thanks. I'll tuck that away in my things that I could give a shit less about box. Okay?” I replied. My anger was definitely getting the best of me at this point. 

I was not feeling in the least bit hungry anymore. 

“So what are you even doing here anyway? You never told me.”

“Let's go to lunch, we can talk.” 

“I'm not hungry anymore, we can talk right here. Take a seat.” 

He sighed and gave me a look of annoyance   before reluctantly taking a seat. 

Yup, this was the same ol' Brandon I was used to now. 

“I'm getting scouted. Penn's trying to recruit me for the football team. Full ride and everything,” he said finally. 

“Oh, so have you made a decision?” 

Brandon being a permanent fixture around here would complicate things. I wasn't sure if it was a good complication, or a bad one. 

“No, I haven't decided yet. I'm supposed to give them my decision tomorrow. That's how long I'll be here for. Well, unless I decide to stay,” he answered, looking at me curiously. 

“Well, do you know which way you're leaning towards yet?”

I needed to know. 

“I mean, being here does have it's certain advantages…but no, I haven't decided yet,” he replied as his gaze subtly shifted down toward my chest. 

Wow, had he finally noticed that I had a pair of breasts? He had always been nothing but respectful towards my body.

Yeah Lizzie, and you're doing a swell job of chasing that away.

Just when I was starting to feel like maybe I was overreacting and I should join him for lunch, he spoke. 

“Lizzie. You should probably cover up and put your jacket on now. I mean, it is like 45 degrees out here. Don't you pay attention to the weather? This isn’t Brookville.” 

“I don't need it, I'll be going back up to my dorm now,” I said turning to leave. 

“Wait, Lizzie. Let me buy you lunch.” he protested. 

“No. I don't even want you to buy me a candy bar out of the damn vending machine. Why should I? Your attitude sucks.” 

I was about to walk away when I noticed Dave walking toward me. 

Crap. This was definitely not what I needed right now. 

“Liz, Hey. So I've been thinking about all those crazy sexual dreams you've been having all the time,” he said, as I watched Brandon arch his brow up out of the corner of my eye. 

Yup Lizzie. You should have just went to lunch. 

“I think you have some sort of sexual need, one that you're not getting.” 

My face was now resembling a tomato. 

“Really Liz, it's nothing to be ashamed about. S&M is highly popular these days and I would be happy to help you out. Anytime you want actually. I just draw the line at sticking things up my ass. Been there done that, didn't end well,” Dave finally finished. 

Brandon's face was now in a full blown smile…dimple and all. He was obviously highly amused with this exchange taking place right before him. 

I will never know why the next statement had come out of my mouth. I claim temporary insanity. That, and I just really wanted to get rid of Dave once and for all. 

“Thanks Dave. I really appreciate it but I'm…I'm in recovery.” 

I watched as Dave and Brandon both looked at me curiously then. 

Well, go big or go home right? 

“I'm a sex addict. A big, big time sex addict. I'm talking like hundreds of guys… in a day. I've been trying really hard to overcome it all, but with you talking to me like this. It's bringing up all sorts of memories. I feel myself slipping and I really need someone to be strong for me and keep me from falling off the wagon,” I said as I watched Brandon's mouth drop open. 

“Oh God, Liz. I'm so sorry. I had no idea. This all makes so much sense now, like why there are always two guys in your dreams instead of one.”

I gave a quick smile to Dave and continued the walk back to my dorm, purposely leaving Brandon behind. 

I was halfway there when I heard his footsteps behind me. “So, Liz…” he started.

I didn't like that name coming out of his mouth. It bothered me, and I didn't know why. I continued walking. Being as his legs were much longer then mine, he caught up to me in no time. 

“I see not much has changed, has it? Still lying about sex stuff, huh?” he asked, after catching up to me.

I wanted to fool him and tell him that everything I told Dave could be true now. Brandon hadn't talked to me in months. He had no idea what was going on in my life now. However, I knew that he would figure it out and just like last time it wouldn't end well. 

“So what's with the dreams? What goes on in them? Who's in them?” he asked, as we reached   my dorm and I fished through my bag for my key. 

“I'm not telling you, it's none of your business.”

“Lizzie. Come on, talk to me. I don't want it to be like this between us,” he said, before his thumb grazed over my lips. 

That did it. I opened my mouth to start screaming, when the door opened. 

I turned around to see Zoe staring at us. Crap.




 

Chapter 11

 

“Lizzie-Liz what's up babe? Who's this?” she asked while eying Brandon, like he was a cool, tall drink of water in the middle of the Sahara.

I entered our dorm room while Brandon followed close behind me. 

“I don't remember inviting you in,” I snapped as I turned around to face Brandon.

He leaned in closer to me.   “I don't remember you not inviting me in.” 

Zoe's eyes were as big as saucers now. She turned her head from side to side, eagerly watching the exchange between Brandon and I. 

He nodded his head toward Zoe. “Why don't you introduce me to your friend?” 

Breathe Lizzie. You can introduce Zoe to Brandon, just not the other way around. It'll be fine, you just have to get him out the door before he says his name. Piece of cake. 

“That is my roommate, Zoe,” I said before I started shoving Brandon out the door. 

He wasn't even budging at this point, but I wasn't giving up.

Zoe had taken a seat now. She sat in wonder at the show going on in front of her. 

Brandon laughed. “Lizzie, come on. You know you haven't even moved me an inch right? So just stop.” 

“No, you stop,” I gritted through my teeth as I continued to try and shove him out the door. 

I looked back over to Zoe, she was now fanning her hand in front of her face. 

That's when I heard it. “So, what's your name?” Zoe asked, looking at Brandon, still fanning her face. 

Brandon took a step toward Zoe as I stumbled. 

“Hi Zoe, I'm Br—” he started to say…right before I jumped on his back. 

“Lizzie, what is the matter with you?” he grunted, as I wrapped my legs around his waist holding on for dear life, trying to lasso him out the door. 

Zoe was now fanning her face and panting loudly.

“Fine. Have it your way. I can think of a lot worse things, than having you wrapped around me all night,” Brandon said as he held out his hand toward Zoe. 

“Hi, Zoe, I'm Brandon,” he said, while shaking her hand. 

Okay. This is fine. Maybe Zoe wouldn't remember all of my dreams starring Brandon. 

Zoe's mouth hung open as she pointed to Brandon. “Wait, no. Is this thee Brandon?”   

Crap.

Brandon turned his head up and looked at me curiously then. 

Lie. I should lie. 

“Nope. Different one completely,” I said, hoping that it would make her stop asking any more questions. 

Hopefully we could drop the subject completely, and Brandon would just leave. 

“Oh. Wow, that's a shame. You guys have some serious chem-is- try!”   

Okay, that's not so bad, maybe she'll drop it now. 

“I would have totally thought that this would be thee Brandon that makes you scream out in ecstasy and practically orgasm almost every single night in those crazy ass dreams you have. I mean dude, you really have to see her go at it. If she wouldn't be so mad, I would upload it on you-porn,” she said looking up at Brandon now, who was looking highly amused at the moment. Stupid dimple out and all.   

Fuck my life. I don't know how this night could have gotten any worse.

Zoe finally stood up and went to grab her jacket. “Well, dolls, I have to go now. I have a date with the guy who still won't let me suck or fuck him. I think I'm gonna have to pull out some of my bondage stuff soon.” 

She eyed Brandon. “It's too bad you're not like, thee Brandon, because she could really use a good pounding out if you know what I mean.”   

She turned to walk toward the door…then she stopped abruptly. 

Walk out the door Zoe, just walk out the door. 

“Hey...wait a minute,” she said, turning back around now. 

Brandon turned us around so that we were both now facing her…seeing as I was still on his back and all.

Zoe then put her hands up, assumed a fighting stance and started making fists toward Brandon.

He looked highly confused at that moment...as was I. 

“Is this him? Is this that no-good-rat bastard? The other guy from your dreams? The bad guy? The one who hurts you?” she asked right before she karate chopped Brandon's leg.

He winced and I almost fell off of him, but he caught me. “Zoe, No. This isn't him!” I yelled. 

She had now taken out a baseball bat from underneath her bed…she looked like she was about to make Brandon her pinata. 

Brandon was now walking us around the room frantically trying to dodge Zoe's swings. 

“Can you please calm her down,” he grunted. 

“What's the safe word, Lizzie-Liz? Tell me the safe word and I'll stop. Until then this fucker's gonna get it. I always look out for my friends,” she shouted before she took a swing at Brandon.

Uh. We didn't have a safe word. 

“Tell her the safe word, Lizzie…just tell her the goddamn safe word,” Brandon growled. 

“We don't have one,” I replied, my voice starting to shake now because of all the moment. 

“Well figure it out, Lizzie— the sooner the better,” he said as he continued to dance us around the room. 

“Vibrator?” Zoe swung. 

“Wheel-Barrel sex position?”   Zoe swung again. 

“Rim Job?” She swung again. 

“What the hell is the matter with you girls?” Brandon roared, moving even faster now. 

“Um...uh. New York City!” I offered.

Zoe finally stopped swinging. 

“You cool now, Lizzie-Liz? I really have to leave,” she said, sounding out of breath as she dropped the bat. 

“Yeah, It's cool,” I answered before she walked out the door. 

Brandon gestured to the door.“You're definitely letting me take you out to dinner tomorrow night. Especially after that.” 

“Yeah, no problem.” 

“Well, as much as I hated being on the other end of that. I'm glad you have friends who are looking out for you,” he said, turning his head up and smiling up at me, beautiful dimple and all. “You know, you're the only one who I would take all this physical abuse from- that I've been subjected to over the last two days.” 

That's when I started laughing. 

Not one of those cute girly laughs, but one of those wheezing, borderline asthma attack, hurt your ribs kind of laughs.

I couldn't remember the last time I had a laugh like that, if ever. 

I must have laughed like that for a full five minutes, at least.

I had forgotten I was still on Brandon's back, until Brandon reached around for me. He then swung me around so that I now had my legs wrapped around the front of him.

“I had to see you laugh. I didn't want to miss it. It's the most beautiful thing I've ever heard or seen,” he said before walking us over to my bed to sit us down. 

“You mean with me looking like this and all?” I teased, remembering what he had said earlier.

“Lizzie, I know that came out wrong before, I'm sorry. I meant that you don't have to wear tight, low cut shirts and makeup to impress people. You're beautiful the way you are, you always have been,” he said, before his thumb swept across my bottom lip causing me to blush.

“Why shouldn't you kiss me?” 

It was his turn to blush now. “You remember that?” 

“Yeah. I remember everything about you.” 

Get it together, Lizzie. You know how this story ends, I reminded myself. 

He looked up at me and took a deep breath. “Because it should be your choice to kiss me, I mean if you wa—” 

He didn't have time to finish that sentence. I pressed my lips against his. 

I felt him tilt my chin and part my lips. 

I reached up and grabbed his neck as he gently swept his tongue against mine.

His hands grazed the small of my back before he grabbed my ass and pulled me even closer to him while he let out a moan that sounded primal. 

I wanted to pinch myself to make sure I wasn't having another one of my dreams, but I knew it wasn't. 

The real thing was so much better.




 

Chapter 12

 

We had been making out on my bed for over an hour at this point. 

When I tried   pushing for more, Brandon cupped my face in his hands and told me that we needed to go slow, before he started kissing me again.

I didn't know if that made me what him more or less. 

Who was I kidding? It was Brandon, of course I always wanted more. 

When we finally came up for air, I laid on his chest as he lightly stroked my arm, sending little shivers up and down my spine.

“I've wanted you to do that ever since that stupid math question drinking game last year,” he confessed, before kissing the top of my head. 

“I've wanted to do that since the first time you pulled me aside at the diner and told me that Matt was an asshole, but he wasn't all that bad,” I said, before realizing exactly what it was I had just said. 

I had completely forgotten about Matt until that moment. 

I didn't know if I should tell him that Matt had come to find me.

I didn't even know if he was going to stay. 

I decided against it. I wanted his decision to be based on what he really wanted.

I didn't want him to choose to stay, because he felt like he needed to rescue me. Lord knows, he had already done enough of that already. 

I felt his whole body stiffen at the mention of Matt's name and he stopped grazing my shoulder. 

Yeah, Matt was definitely a mood killer. 

“I'm sorry. I didn't mean it the way it came out. I've wanted to kiss you for a long time now. That's all I meant by it,” I said while looking at him and trying to innocently flutter my eyelashes like Zoe taught me. 

I figured if there was ever a moment to try it, it was now. 

I heard him laugh softly. The sound made my heart soar. 

“I know, Lizzie, I wasn't mad at you. I was mad at me. I'll never forgive myself for all the things I stood by and let him do to you.”

I sat up then. 

“There's no reason for you to feel that way, Brandon. Please, don't ever take the blame for the things that he did to me. He did it, him. There was no way that you could have known, especially when I was lying right to your face about it all the time. He's the one to blame for all of this, not you. Don't you dare give him that power over you. He's not worth it,” I said while poking him in the chest. 

“I like this Lizzie, she reminds me of the girl you were before,” he paused, looking nervous now. 

I finished his sentence for him, “Before Matt happened to me.” 

“Yeah, Lizzie I'm sorry. I didn't mean it.” 

“Yes you did. And that's okay, because it's the truth. I'll never be whole again. I'll never fully be that girl, because he ripped that part of me away, and it's gone for good. I know that. The only thing I can do is prevent him from taking any more of me. I will never let that happen again. And, Brandon? We really have to stop tip-toeing around each other's feelings and apologizing for every little thing we say. We've never done it before, why are we doing it now?”

“Wow, Lizzie…” he said, his voice raspy. 

“What?” 

“You're beautiful,” he said as he reached up to pull me back down to kiss him. 

Just as things were starting to get hot and heavy again, he stopped.

“I have to ask you some things, Lizzie. I really need to know.” 

I sighed. “Okay. But just so you know, I might not be ready to answer some of those questions right now. So, please respect me and don't push me if I don't answer you. I don't want to lie to you or make you believe something that you shouldn't...or any of that this time around.” 

“Okay, I understand,” he said while kissing my hand. 

“First, the question I've been asking myself every single night before I go to sleep. What exactly, did Matt do to you? Like…details.” 

“I'm not ready to talk about that. Maybe someday I will be, but that day isn't today,” I responded, while he nodded his head in understanding before he sat up.

“Okay, well my next question then. What are these dreams you're having? Who are they about? What are they about? Who's in them?” 

“Well I'm not really sure but they are both violent and sexual in nature. And they involve both you and Matt,” I said, as his expression changed from one of concern to horror. 

“Clearly this is bothering you, so maybe I shouldn't go into detail.” 

“No, please continue. If you can. I don't want to force you.”

“Okay, well, usually I'm tied up, bound and gagged. Matt has usually violently ripped my clothes off. However, the good part of these dreams is you. In my dreams Matt never gets to finish, because you save me. Then, you make me feel really good after,” I said before looking down and blushing. 

“Okay, I have another question,” he said, after another moment had passed.

“Shoot.” 

“Kiss me?” he asked before we fell back into bed and kissed all night until the sun had come up. 

 

***

 

I heard Zoe creep in the door around 5am, it looked like she had finally gotten lucky with her date.

She smiled when she looked over and saw Brandon's huge body sprawled out over my twin bed sleeping as I lay on top of him. 

“See, chemistry,” she whispered before she got into her own bed and went to sleep.




 

Chapter 13

 

“You know, I know it's not, like thee Brandon, from your dreams. But I think this big guy right here, may just be your cure,” Zoe's voice had woken both Brandon and I up then.

Brandon, understandably so, had looked a little nervous when the first thing he saw when he opened his eyes was Zoe's face peering down over us. 

Zoe assured him the baseball bat was safely tucked away and he laughed. 

God, seeing him in my bed when I first woke up, is something I could totally get used to. 

Stop it Lizzie. He still hasn't made his decision yet. 

Just live in the moment, even if it was only one night. It was the best night of your life, be grateful for it, I reminded myself. 

“Good morning…or um afternoon,” Brandon said while tilting my chin up to look at him. 

I smiled. “Zoe thinks you're my cure. Apparently sleeping in your arms makes the nightmares all go away,” I said snuggling into him while he kissed my forehead. 

I was suddenly feeling really guilty for lying to Zoe. I felt the sudden urge to come clean. 

“Zoe.”

“Yeah, Lizzie-Liz?” 

“Please don't hate me, but I lied to you. This is the Brandon from my dreams. I'm sorry I told you otherwise. I'm sorry I lied to you.” 

“It's all good babe. I know you have your secrets. Even more, I know you have your reasons for your secrets. You'll tell people when you're ready and I'll be right here waiting with open arms when you do,” she said before giving me a smile. 

“However, if you want to make it up to me, can you please meet my man tonight? All I do is talk about my adorable roommate Lizzie-Liz and he can't wait to meet you.” She paused while looking at Brandon. “Don't worry, dude—I talked about you too last night, since you're the reason I was late for our date and I definitely told him that she was now taken. We're recruiting another girl now for our threesome,” she said before winking at me. 

I shook my head and laughed. “Zoe, I love you. Of course I'll meet him” 

“Let me ask Brandon what time I'm supposed to go to dinner with him,” I said looking up at Brandon.

His brows drew together. “I have the meeting at 7pm tonight, it should go fairly quickly, so is 8pm okay?” 

I tried not to think about why it would go quickly. I looked at Zoe. “9:30 okay?” 

“Yeah, Lizzie-Liz, I'm just gonna bring him to the dorm quick to meet you before we go out for the night. There's no rush, have fun tonight,” she answered before grabbing her stuff for the shower. 

“As much as I would love to stay in bed with you all day. I do have to get ready for that meeting,” Brandon said as he got up out of bed. 

I watched as his beautiful, perfect amount of muscles, body moved across the room to put his shirt on. 

Then it hit me. I really didn't want him to leave. I wanted him to stay. 

Not to rescue me, but to be with me.

I had spent so much time being afraid of Matt and forcing myself to think of all the reasons Brandon and I couldn't be together; I never actually let myself picture what it would be like to really be with him.

Now that I got a taste of what it could be like, I never wanted it to end.

I closed my eyes and hoped that the answer he would give me tonight would be the one I was wishing for. 

I don't know how my heart would take it if it wasn't. 

 

***

 

I had taken extra special care with my appearance as I got dressed to go to dinner. 

I had chosen a short, but classy, black dress and I wore my favorite strappy black heels. 

I let my long dark hair hang loose. 

I didn't apply much makeup, but enough to enhance some of Brandon's favorite features. 

I looked in the mirror and told myself to be confident and strong. 

I reminded myself that whatever was meant to be, will be. 

I had already made it through some really bad shit in my life, I could handle this. 

I couldn't let it break me. I had become too strong for that. 

 

***

 

“Wow, Lizzie. You look beautiful. I know I'm always telling you that, I hope you never get tired of hearing it,” Brandon said as he greeted me. 

I smiled at him as I closed the door behind me and walked down the hallway. 

We held hands, and made small talk as we walked around the campus before heading to the parking lot. 

I tried to tell myself to relax and calm down, but there was something about knowing that he already had the answer to something I really needed to know that was killing me.

I needed to know if he was going to stay…I had to. 

My anxiety had finally decreased by the time we made it to his car. 

That's when I noticed it. 

His suitcase was in the backseat. 

I mean, the logical part of me told me that he was only here for a couple of days, so of course he would have to go back and pack up. It made sense for him to have his suitcase packed in order to go back and pack up for school. 

I couldn't shake the thought out of my head though. He wouldn't pack his suitcase…if he wasn't leaving tonight and he wouldn't be leaving tonight unless he didn't accept the offer after all. 

“Your suitcase is packed,” I mumbled while standing outside his car, not wanting to get in. 

“Yeah, why wouldn't it be?” he answered looking confused. 

“You didn't accept the offer.”

He looked down, purposely avoiding eye contact with me. 

“Tonight's dinner, wasn't a date. It was another goodbye. And you didn't come to see me because you wanted to- you came looking for answers…as usual. And you didn't have sex with me last night, because you know…with me being damaged goods and all. It wouldn't have been the right thing to do, knowing you weren't going to stay…knowing we wouldn't have any kind of future together,” I said while taking a step towards him and forcing him to look me in my eyes. 

“Lizzie. Stop, it's not like that. You're blowing this way out of proportion. Just relax and have dinner with me,” he said before pulling me into his arms. 

God, he smelled so good and I wanted him so much, too much.

I couldn't help myself, I pinned him against the car and started kissing him. 

I felt his hands caress me all over my body, not even caring if anyone saw. 

Let them look, I needed this.

His tongue danced with mine and I leaned in even closer to him pressing my leg between his. 

I felt and I knew how much he wanted me. 

I needed to stop this now though, before it got even worse. I needed to do what Brandon had originally done during our last night together in Brookville. 

I needed to stop this…before it hurt too much to do so. I needed to let him go. 

I needed him to find his own happiness, even if that happiness had nothing to do with me. 

“Brandon, no,” I sighed as he immediately brought our kiss to a rapid halt. 

“I need to know the truth. Did you accept the offer or not? Please don't lie to me,” I said before taking a step back from him. 

He took a deep breath, and finally answered. “No, Lizzie, I didn't. I didn't take the offer.” 




 

Chapter 14

 

Brandon reached for my arm and tried pulling me into another embrace again. I pushed him away from me. 

“Please, Lizzie, don't do this. Just hear me out.” 

“No. Why should I?” 

We were now all alone in the dark parking lot. The sky above had started drizzling lightly. I had even heard thunder once or twice.

I tried not to let the irony go unnoticed.

“Because, Lizzie, I love you,” he said reaching for my hand again. 

“Well, you've said that before. Didn't matter then, though, did it? You still left me and it doesn't matter now because well…big shocker. You're still leaving me. It doesn't take a genius to figure out, that you loving me, is always followed by you leaving me. Cause and effect, it's as simple as that.” 

“Goddammit Lizzie! Would you just hear me out for one second?” he screamed, his anger now building up to a point that I knew all too well. 

“No! I've heard you out before remember?” I heard you out, and you still broke my heart into a million fucking pieces.” 

He finally looked at me then, his expression full of surprise. 

“Oh, I'm sorry. Did you not think that it hurt me? Did you think that the broken girl couldn't feel anything anymore? Did you think that what Matt did to me made every single part of me numb? Because it didn't. I felt every single piece of my heart shatter when you broke it. Just like I always feel every single ounce of love for you whenever you're standing in front of me, because you're the one still holding all the pieces.”

“Lizzie, I'm sorry. I didn't know. I didn't know that I was the one who broke your heart when I left that night. I thought I was doing the right thing for us, for you. I wanted you to live life and make happy memories,” he said before   reaching for my arm. 

“Well I did. I was living my life and I was making happy memories. Until you showed up. Now let me go,” I said as he released my arm, and finally…let me go. 

I knew what I said was harsh. It was so harsh I couldn't even bear the thought of looking up at him after I said it, so I just continued walking and he let me. 

It was for the best, things would always end like this with Brandon. 

He would never stick around long enough to offer me any kind of stability or trust and that's what I needed the most.

I mean, he had left me, just hours after the biggest breakdown I ever had in my entire life back in Brookville. 

If that didn't prove that we weren't compatible. Well then…I don't know what did.

 

***

I had been walking around the campus for awhile, in the cold drizzling rain.

I didn't even care, I just needed to walk.

I decided to look at my cell phone to check the time and I cursed when it read 10:05pm. 

Dammit. I was late for Zoe, and she was the only one I had now in my life. 

I rushed back up to the dorm room. 

My hair and clothes were now damp and cold. Fighting a chill, I finally got my key out and opened the door. 

That's when I saw him. He was sitting right on my bed.

“Cupcake,” Matt said, his dark eyes staring at me. 

“Babe. I told you after we meet Lizzie-Liz…then we can go out and get cupcakes. Geez, I know they're your favorite, but try to have a little patience,” I heard Zoe's voice say before she finally came into view. 

“Oh. Hey, Lizzie-Liz, there you are. Wow, babe you're soaked. You want a towel?” Zoe asked completely unaware of exactly what was happening at this moment. 

“Zoe, come here please. Now,” I said in a calm but firm voice, while warning Matt with my eyes, that if he wanted me, he better not touch her. 

“Silly, you're still standing in the doorway, just come inside,” she said, even more oblivious now, even though Matt and I had never stopped making eye contact since I opened the door and saw it was him. 

“Zoe, now,” I said curtly, making sure she heard the sharp tone in my voice. 

She looked startled as she made her way over. 

“Look, don't ask questions. Run and knock on the dorm room next door…any dorm room. Stay there and do not move. Do not open the door for anyone. Stay there and hide out. Do you understand me?”

I briefly unlocked eyes with Matt, to lock eyes with her. 

“It's him. Go and go now,” I said before she ran down the hallway and knocked on a door, until someone let her in for safety. 

That's when I ran.




 

Chapter 15

 

I ran as quickly as I could, adrenaline pulsing through me like a cannon. 

I ran so fast, I had even managed to outrun Matt. I ran like my life depended on it…because it did. 

Think Lizzie, think. Where can you run to? Where’s a place to run and hide, a place he won’t be able to get to you?

Duh. The library. 

It was after hours, so he definitely wouldn’t be allowed in.

I was suddenly grateful that I had sent Brandon off, he was safer that way. 

No doubt, that if Zoe was unknowingly telling Matt all about me, she had mentioned that I was with someone named Brandon. He would put two-and-two together. 

Once I saw the library on the horizon, I sped my pace up. 

I knocked on the door, hell; I banged on the door. No one answered. 

“Great, this is perfect,” I said out loud to myself, before I was interrupted.

“Yes, it is. Just like you,” I heard Matt’s voice say behind me. 

I turned around to face him. 

The sky flashed lightning then, followed by a loud crack of thunder. Rain had started to fall heavy all around us. 

I had pepper spray on my keychain, which I was still holding in my hand. I held it up toward him as he took a step back. 

“Cupcake. I love you. I just need to talk to you,” Matt said, hesitancy in his voice now. 

“I am not your fucking cupcake, and there’s nothing that could come out of your mouth that I wanna hear. Unless it’s the sound of you in excruciating pain while getting what you finally deserve.”

“Lizzie. Please, just listen,” he pleaded.

It reminded me of how I pleaded with him when he raped me and manipulated me. 

“No. You listen to me,” I said my voice strong and taking on a sinister tone now, reminding me of Matt’s usual tone when he took control of me. 

Dr. Thomas had said I needed to confront my problem head on, it was the only way for closure. Well here he was. No time like the present. 

Matt took another step back as I took another step forward, the pepper spray in my hand still pointing toward him. 

“You raped me. You raped me and stole my virginity while I begged you not to. You made me look into your evil eyes and tell you that I loved you as you did it. You threatened my family’s business…you threatened their life if I told a single soul. You blackmailed me, you manipulated me. You turned me into someone that I never wanted to be. You took something from me that I can never get back,” I said taking another step closer to him, rage in my voice like I had never heard before. Except for that night at the prom- I thought before I continued. 

“You ruined my prom. I was having one of the best nights of my life and you took that away from me too. When I pushed you off me, you choked me so hard I blacked out. You threatened my friends safety…all the people that I care about. You made me hurt Brandon and you threatened him too. You made everyone think that I was nothing but a slut who wanted you. You made everyone I care about…think I was a liar. All while you forced and manipulated me into doing things that I never wanted to do. What you feel for me isn’t love Matt...it’s destruction,” I finished as I watched him look at me in anguish now.

He took a step toward me then. 

“Lizzie. I’m so sor…” he started to say, before the loudest crack from a punch that I had ever heard, landed right against his cheek- causing him to pass out cold against the wet concrete. 

I looked down.

Brandon was on top of him holding him by the collar. “I will fucking annihilate you and then…then I’m going to kill you!” he said his voice so deep and dark, it caused a shiver to run down my spine.

I wanted Matt to pay, but not like this. Not at the expense of Brandon.

Matt had already taken enough away from me, I couldn’t let him take Brandon from me too. 

“Brandon, No!” I shouted as I walked over to him. 

Brandon completely ignored me as he moved his hands across Matt’s throat slowly cutting off his air supply. 

Fuck, he really was going to kill him…then I would never see him again. I couldn’t bear the thought of that.

“Brandon, please!” I shouted at the top of my lungs my voice cracking as I pleaded with him.

He finally looked at me.

“If you love me, stop. If you love me like you say you do then show me. Show me by walking away from him and not from me. Please, don’t let him take another thing away from me. Please, don’t let him take the person that I love the most away from me,” I pleaded with tears in my eyes. 

I looked down as he removed his hands from around Matt’s throat.

Then he got up and walked over to me. 

“Okay,” he said as his thumb grazed over my lips.




 

Chapter 16

 

Brandon held me the entire night. Neither one of us saying a word, after making sure that Zoe was safe and sound. 

For once, Zoe didn’t say anything either. She only hugged me before she went to sleep in her own bed. 

Brandon held me so tight in his arms…I could hardly breathe, it was like he was scared to let me go.

He barely even slept that night. In fact, I’m pretty sure he didn’t get any sleep at all. 

 

***

 

“Brandon, you have to let me go,” I said when I woke up in the morning, 

Brandon’s arms were still wrapped around me tight. 

“No, Lizzie. I can’t, especially now,” he said before holding me even tighter to him. 

“No, Brandon. I mean, I have to go to the bathroom.”

He sat up in bed. “Okay, so I’ll go with you.” 

“Um, that’s a little ridiculous, don’t you think?’ I questioned, trying not to laugh. 

“Nothing is ridiculous when it comes to protecting you,” he said as his honey eyes started to take on an ebony shade. 

Oh boy. This wasn’t good. 

“Look, if it makes you feel any better. I highly doubt Matt will ever come near me again. Matt probably won’t even remember his own name after what you did.” 

“Okay fine, but I’m standing right outside the door,” he said before he walked me down the hallway and to the bathroom. 

He refused to let me go in by myself without checking it out first, much to the delight and shock of a few girls who happened to be standing there at the moment. 

When we walked back inside the dorm, Zoe had already left for class. 

Brandon and I protested, but she took her baseball bat with her. She muttered something about being from New York, so it was all good. 

She seemed distant, guilty and apologetic. 

I wanted to explain to her that I knew all too well how Matt worked and that it wasn’t her fault, but she just brushed me off. 

It seemed like Matt had destroyed yet another friendship for me. 

“She’ll come around, just give her time. Trust me, I know how she’s feeling right now. She wants to distance herself because she’s mad at herself. She feels guilty for not protecting you. She’s feeling like she failed you,” Brandon said while sitting on my bed and looking up at me. 

“She shouldn’t. It’s not her fault, she had no idea. She had no idea…because I never told her what happened.”   

Brandon shook his head. “You don’t understand, Lizzie. When you really care about someone, it eats you up alive to know that you weren’t there for them when they really needed you. It eats you up alive knowing that you might have even been responsible for it, because you didn’t prevent it from happening in the first place,” he said, now leading me to believe that it wasn’t Zoe he was talking about anymore.

I knew exactly what he was referring to and he needed to hear me loud and clear right now. 

“Brandon stop and look at me.” 

After he looked up I continued, “Stop blaming yourself for that day in the bathroom. You didn’t know what he was capable of. Hell, I didn’t even know exactly what he was capable of then. You were his best friend, of course you trusted him. You were in a difficult position and you put your faith in your friend. You thought that he would do the right thing. It’s not your fault that he didn’t keep his word. It’s not your fault about prom either. You tried to stop him then, but I lied to you and told you that I wanted him. Heck, I kissed him passionately right in front of you to further prove my point. There was nothing that you could have done. You tried to get me to speak up. You tried harder than most people would. You protected me as much as you could, with what little you had to go on. It wasn’t your fault. In your own way, you did save me,” I finished before I walked over and sat down on the bed next to him.

“Lizzie. I was going to kill him. I thought I could handle hearing the truth about what exactly happened between you two. But as I stood there, hearing you speak about everything that he did to you. Well, it was the worst thing I’ve ever heard in my life. That was the worst moment of my entire life. Right up there with the day I found out that my father had died,” he said looking at me with sadness in his eyes now. 

“How did you know? Why were you at the library in the first place? Not that I’m not grateful that you were, I’m just wondering.” 

“I knew because I followed you. I watched you walk around the campus in the rain, in the darkness. Which wasn’t the smartest thing to do by the way,” he said while raising his eyebrow up at me, before he continued, “I didn’t want to bother you, I just wanted to make sure you were safe. I knew how you could get. I knew you needed time to walk around and clear your head.” 

“Okay, but I went back up to the dorm room. Why didn’t you leave then? And how did you end up at the library? I didn’t even know I was going to end up there.”   

“You’re right. I watched you go up to your dorm room. And technically…I should have left then. I knew you didn’t want me hanging around you anymore. Shit, Lizzie. What I’m about to tell you is going to sound really bad. I’m just begging you to give me a chance to hear me out this time.” 

I stayed silent. After all he had done for me, the least I could do to was hear what he had to stay. 

Taking a deep breath, he finally continued, “I never went to Brown Lizzie. I never started college at all. I couldn’t. I know Matt well enough to know that once he becomes obsessed with something, he won’t ever let up. I knew he would never keep his word about staying away from you. Even after I confronted him in Europe, threatened him and demanded that he stay away from you,” he said looking at me like he was waiting for me to catch on. 

Well, that definitely explains why the letter had gone missing now. 

It also explained how he knew that Matt had promised to stay away from me. 

“I beat him to within an inch of his life back in Europe. To the point that he was in the hospital for weeks. I needed to make him understand how serious I was about him staying away from you and letting you go. I wasn’t stupid enough to trust him though. I knew he would eventually come looking for you again…he was too obsessed. I needed to see if he had finally heeded my warning. So, I rented an apartment right off campus and I hid out and kept an eye on you for a few weeks. I wasn’t trying to interfere with your life, I promise. I just wanted to make sure you were living your life and you were happy- the way you deserve to be. I just wanted to make sure you were safe,” he said before I interrupted him. 

 

“You pulled the fire alarm that night. The first campus party I ever went to, there was a guy who slipped something into my drink. We were out in the hallway and he kept trying to get me to take a sip. I was starting to get scared, but then the fire alarm went off and everyone started flooding the hallway. I thought I saw you then, but I told myself that it couldn’t be, but I was right, it was you,” I said softly.

I was shocked at all the things I now hearing, but I still needed him to finish what he had to tell me, and I wanted him to answer my question I had asked before.

I looked up at him, my eyes urging him to keep talking. 

“ Yes. I pulled the fire alarm. I never had any intention of interfering with your life…aside from Matt. However, I couldn’t stand by and let that prick take advantage of you. The whole point of you being here in the first place was to make happy memories…not add to the collection of bad ones. You were doing a pretty good job of warding him off. I was proud of you for standing up for yourself. I was proud of you for not drinking and standing your ground. It was obvious with the way he kept urging you to take a sip that he had done something to it. He was much bigger than you Lizzie and even though you were in public with him, it would only be a matter of time before you passed out if he got you to take a sip. 

“So, I pulled the fire alarm. I was planning on taking you away from him myself and blowing my cover, but Zoe had already done that for me,” he said, smiling before continuing. “I will admit, after seeing what type of roommate you had, I was a little nervous. I mean, she’s nothing like you. I didn’t know what situations she would end up exposing you to, but I knew that it was your life and I could only interfere so much.”   

Okay, so he was only trying to protect me. 

His intentions were noble, like they always were...but that didn’t explain why he decided to let me know he was here in the first place. 

“We’re drifting off topic now. Can you please finish explaining about the library?” I asked, before pausing, “But first can you please explain why you decided to let me know you were here after all. What changed? What happened?” 

“He happened. I was getting ready to leave you alone for good. Everything seemed to be going well for you. At least, as far as I could tell. Matt hadn’t come to bother you and I thought I had succeeded. You were smiling and always in a good mood. You looked so beautiful and carefree while sitting in the courtyard that day, it took my breath away. You looked like you were finally at peace and I knew I did the right thing by letting you go,” he said while squeezing my hand. 

“Then, I saw you run away suddenly. You looked petrified. I thought it was because of that guy Dave and I was getting ready to have a little talk with him. However, you weren’t looking at him. You were looking at a guy in a football uniform. I was hoping it was just a flashback and not what I was fearing, but I had to know for sure. I needed to stick around a little longer and find out. He struck only a few days later. This time, I knew it was him. I couldn’t reach the building fast enough. I was praying that you wouldn’t let him in, and luckily you didn’t.”   

Well, that now explains why Matt didn’t do anything more then bang on the door twice and yell at me.

“You should have seen the look on his face when I dragged him off, he had no idea I was here. It was really satisfying to scare him and put fear in his eyes, it felt great to be one step ahead of him, this time,” he said smiling before he continued. “Unfortunately, I knew that also meant that he wasn’t going to leave you alone after all. I needed to become a permanent fixture in your life so he would go away for good and I could keep you safe. So, I contacted one of my Dad’s old football buddies who also happens to be one of the assistant coaches of the football team here at the school. Ironically, they just so happened to have an unforeseen opening for a wide receiver…my position. Apparently, their wide receiver had recently been attacked. He was found in the locker room severely beaten and naked. He's gonna be out for the rest of the season…at least,” he said, pausing briefly to let me take in everything that he was saying.

 

My stomach dropped as I had the sudden realization who was behind that attack, the poor guy. Yet another victim on Matt’s path of destruction to have me. 

“Matt,” I said softly as Brandon nodded his head. 

“That’s what I’m thinking. That’s how he was able to steal a uniform and scare you that day. He’s ruthless, Lizzie. He’s not too bright- but he’s manipulative and dangerous. I mean, look what he did to poor Zoe. He’ll stop at nothing to get to you. The only person that’s ever been able to stop him in his tracks seems to be me…which I’m more then happy to do. I was his best friend for his entire life. I know him better than he knows himself. Well, most of the time.” 

“So, can you finish what you were saying about last night?” 

“Right. After watching you walk up to your dorm room. I was going to leave and go back to my apartment. It was clear you didn’t want me around anymore. So, I was thinking that maybe it would be best to leave town for awhile. As much as I didn’t want to. I had planned on giving Matt one final scare, one that would make sure he stayed away forever before I left for good though. However, I lost tabs on him during the last couple of days. I was um…I got a little distracted. 

“Anyway, I was getting ready to go back to my apartment. That’s when I saw you run out of the building like a lightening bolt. I knew something was obviously wrong. My suspicions were confirmed when I saw Matt chasing after you. You guys were way ahead of me already, so I ran as quick as I could to catch up. The fear of what he was going to do you kept fueling me forward. However, just as I was reaching the back of the building, planning to ambush him and get him off guard…I heard you. I heard everything you were saying to him and it stopped me in my tracks. I could barely breathe. I mean, I had my suspicions Lizzie, but it was much worse than I thought. Hearing that he had choked you to the point that you passed out. Hearing how he raped you the first time and that he made you tell him you loved him as he did it. Hearing the way he threatened you and your family and friends. It killed me. Then, I heard him speak. He acted like he could just apologize to you and all would be forgiven. He acted like you deserved to hear him out after all that he did to you,” he finally finished, looking at the floor now. 

Well, needless to say, I had a lot to process. There’s no way I could sort out all my feelings about everything that I had been told in those 20   minutes. It wasn’t enough time.

There were two things I knew I was sure about though. 

One, Brandon did care about me, he was not only the hero in my dreams, but he was my hero in real life. 

I still couldn’t shake this nagging thought. He only cares about me so much, because he feels so guilty and responsible, at least on some level, for what Matt had done. 

He wasn’t with me because he wanted to be, he was only with me because he felt an obligation to me. 

I highly doubt that Matt would come after me again after what Brandon had done.

If he ever did, I finally felt strong enough to go after him myself now. 

I wasn’t scared of him anymore. 

I had proven that to myself last night. 

Brandon mentioned that he was going to leave last night. Maybe for his own good, I needed to let him.

I needed to let him live his own life, just like he did for me.

“Lizzie. Can I ask you something?” Brandon asked, interrupting my thoughts. 

“Sure.” 

“Will you finally, for the love of God, go to dinner with me tonight? I’m going to die of starvation soon.”   

“Of course. It’s the least I could do. Just let me take a shower and get ready first,” I said before getting up to grab my stuff for the shower.

“I’m coming,” he said. 

I bit my tongue, in an attempt to hide exactly what was on my mind, when he said those words.




 

Chapter 17

 

Brandon wasn’t kidding. He followed me to the showers. 

I was pretty sure that the girls on my floor were now starting to get annoyed with him, despite his looks and charm…especially because it was clear that I was the only girl he looked at. 

I caught Zoe walking down the hall while Brandon went in to patrol the showers. 

“Zoe. I want you to know that you don’t need to hide from me. Nothings changed. I’ll never be mad at you, you couldn’t have known. Please, don’t ruin our friendship over this.” 

“Lizzy-Liz! Are you kidding me? Ruin a friendship with you? No way. I feel guilty, yeah, but why would I want to lose you over this? That wouldn’t make any sense. I meant what I said. I know you’ll tell me everything when you’re ready. I’m not going to stop being friends with you though, even if you’re never ready to tell me. That’s just not who I am. I care about you too much to lose you. And I think Brandon does too for what it’s worth. In fact, I think you should go in there and show him how much you care about him…if you know what I mean. I’ll patrol the doors,” she said before winking.

Hmm, that certainly sounded like a plan. At the very least he deserved that, before he left, right? 

I was on a mission now. 

“Oh hey, it’s all clear,” Brandon said, after I walked into the bathroom. 

I put my stuff down on the shower ledge. “Thanks.” 

“Okay, I’ll be right outside that door. If you need anything don’t hesitate to get me.”

He began making his way toward the door. 

“I need you.”

He stopped mid-stride and looked around the room. “Is everything okay?” 

His obliviousness was actually endearing and it only made me hornier. 

“Yeah. Everything is fine. More than fine actually,” I said before I undid the drawstring to my sweatpants. 

He looked caught off guard then. Which only fueled me on.

“Okay, I’ll be right outside the door,” he said, turning to leave. 

“Stay. Don’t leave.”

Brandon turned around then. He had that look on his face that told me he was holding himself back and controlling himself. 

The same one he had at the lake house that night. 

I wanted him to know that this time, it wasn’t Matt behind this seduction. It was purely me now. 

He stood against the wall…his expression revealing nothing. 

Since I was now reminded of the lake house, I decided to put my own little twist on it this time.

“Brandon, do you know how sexy you are?” I asked as I slowly lowered my pants to the ground. 

His eyes now locked with mine…his expression still controlled, like he was purposely restraining himself. 

“Do you know what you do to me? How you make me feel?” I asked as I slowly brought my shirt up over my head and tossed it to the floor. 

Brandon now looked like he had finally figured out, exactly what I was doing. 

He glanced down briefly and his breathing became labored. 

“Do you know how much I want you?” I asked, as I reached around for the clasp on my bra and let it drop to the floor. 

“Lizzie, you don’t have to d—” 

“Shhh. I know,” I said bringing my finger to my lips before continuing on.

I only had one more article of clothing left, my boy short underwear. 

Had I known I was going to have a chance to seduce Brandon today, I would have dressed accordingly. Not that he seemed to mind at the moment. 

“Do you know all the dirty, filthy thoughts I have when I’m in bed and I start thinking about you?” I asked before removing my boyshorts. 

I looked at Brandon and he swallowed hard. 

I reached inside and turned on the shower head before I stepped inside, letting the water cascade down over me. 

Brandon’s eyes never left my body. 

I needed to turn it up a notch though. He was only one syllable away from losing control, and I knew it.

I brought my hand up between my breasts and let it slowly trickle down past my lower stomach.

“Especially when I’m touching myself,” I said as I brought my hand down, spread my legs, and slowly started stroking myself while looking at him.

That did it. Brandon moaned and quickly stripped off his shirt. 

His pants and boxers followed soon after, which caught me off guard. 

It was the first time I had ever had a glimpse of him completely naked. 

My God, everything about this man was perfect. It was my turn to moan.

He stepped into the shower stall with me, grabbed my face and kissed me.

The kiss became more intense and he let go of my face and put both his hands on either side of the wall beside me, locking me in. Like I was trapped in a sexy cage of just him. 

My tongue melted with his as I slowly nibbled on his bottom lip. 

I heard him groan as I felt his erection press against my stomach, rock solid now. 

Rock solid and…very impressive. 

I brought my hand down and grabbed his length. 

Just as I was preparing to slide him into me, he stilled. 

“Lizzie. No,” he rasped.

There it was, the phrase I had become so used to hearing from him. 

Rejection again and when I least expected it. It was like a slap in the face. 

‘Why not, Brandon? Why not now? I mean, come on,” I growled taking him by surprise. 

“Lizzie. I want you. So much,” he said as he glanced down at his still rock solid erection. 

“It’s obvious, but I can’t. Not now. Not like this. Not here… ” 

It took me a moment to catch on to what he was saying. 

Then it hit me like a ton of bricks.

We were in the bathroom. 

He didn’t want our first time to remind me of anything having to do with Matt. 

The thought brought tears to my eyes. 

“Lizzie, I’m sorry. I’m not trying to hurt you, I swear,” he said before moving his thumb across my lips. 

“I know, Brandon. I understand, but for the record. When I’m with you, especially like this. You’re the only person I’m thinking about.”

“Do you want me to leave?” he asked, taking a step back from me. 

I grabbed his hand. “No, please don’t leave,” I said, closing my eyes because I knew I meant it in more ways than one.

He moved behind me, grabbed my waist and pulled me into an embrace before giving my shoulder a kiss. 

It was exactly what I needed…it let me know that he was here and that I was safe.




 

Chapter 18

 

After Brandon and I took turns gently washing one another in the shower, we headed back to my room. 

Zoe started fanning herself again when she saw us both in our towels. 

The three of us stood there laughing together for a few moments, while recalling her chasing him around with a bat before she left to go out to a party. 

“Where are we going tonight? Anywhere fancy?” I asked while looking through my side of the closet, unsure of what to put on for the night. 

“Um no, Unless you want to. But for what I originally had planned, you can wear anything you like,” he answered, as if reading my mind, like he always did. 

I laughed out loud when I had finally made my decision. 

I pulled my jeans up over my hips, threw a tank top on and reached for his hoodie. 

The same one he gave me that day…the same one I slept in almost every night for a month after the day Matt raped me. 

“You still have that thing?” he asked, looking repulsed before wrapping his arms around me. 

“Of course, it was all I slept in after. I used to pretend I was sleeping right next to you. I mean, now I realize that actually sleeping next to you is so much better then the hoodie.”   

I saw a change in his demeanor briefly before he smiled. “I like sleeping next to you too Lizzie,” he said before kissing me.

We made our way down the hallway, holding hands and smiling at one another. 

He held the door open for me as I got into his car, and we drove away, but we didn’t go more than a mile or so off campus. 

It didn’t seem like there were any restaurants down this way. 

I was even more confused when he turned into a double gated community complex.

Then, I realized that he was taking me to his apartment. 

I had a million questions, but I told myself to be quiet. 

I was determined to let Brandon finally enjoy a night with me without causing an argument or going hungry. 

As if pulling the thought out of my head, he spoke, “I hope you don’t mind. Every time I made reservations at a restaurant in the last few days, we never showed up. I figured this was a safer option.” 

He parked the car and took my hand as we walked into his apartment. 

When we walked through the door, I was taken back, it was gorgeous. 

Gorgeous and expensive looking. Way too expensive for someone who was about to turn 19 in another month. 

“This was your hide out spot?” I asked while running my hand along the black marble counter top. 

Brandon closed the oven and turned around to face me. He appeared uncomfortable now. 

“My Dad left me a trust fund. I got it when I turned 18.” 

Hmm. I didn’t remember Mr. Rivers, or Brandon for that matter as being particularly wealthy. 

I mean, I had never seen his house or anything, but I had always assumed his family was middle class, same as me. 

Brandon certainly never carried himself like he came from money. 

Then I remembered that Matt and Brandon had been best friends since they were born. 

Matt came from money and flaunted it around obnoxiously, but Brandon clearly didn’t. 

It actually all made sense now, seeing as how both their fathers had been football god’s. 

Both their fathers had even made it to the pro’s for awhile...of course he was loaded. 

And their Dad’s were obviously close, hence why they were too, right from the very start.

“Lizzie, you’re doing that thing again. Come back to me,” Brandon said while reaching for my hand.

“Oh, sorry. I’m here.”

Brandon went back to fiddling around in the kitchen.

I would have never guessed he knew how to could cook.

It made him even sexier, if possible. 

I peered over his shoulder to see if I could find out what he was making for us. 

I couldn’t because he kept blocking it, so it would be a surprise. 

I sighed and went to go sit down on the sofa in the living room.

I looked around. Yeah, this place was definitely nice. 

Was he a decorator too? Everything looked like it came right out of a catalog. 

From the big screen television, to the big black leather couch. It was beautiful, but it didn’t really have that home type of vibe. 

No pictures, no personal belongings out...except for a kindle tablet on the coffee table and a laptop on a mini table in the far corner. 

Lizzie you dummy. This was just a hide out spot for him. Why would he bother decorating it? He probably didn’t have time, because he was too busy saving your ass.   

An hour later Brandon finally said dinner was ready.

I sat down at the marble island, now turned table in the middle of the kitchen. 

He had lit a few candles and set the table for us, the ambiance was breathtaking. 

“Well, he definitely doesn’t fail in the romance department,” I said or rather I thought, but apparently I had said it out loud. 

“Well, that’s reassuring, huh?” Brandon said before setting a tray down on the table. 

I sniffed and I tried to hide my disappointment.

I already knew what it would be before I looked down. 

A medium-well steak sat still sizzling in front of us. 

It was probably a bad time to mention that I was a vegetarian. 

I tried to fake a smile, I thought it looked pretty convincing, until Brandon spoke, “You don’t like steak?” he asked looking at me curiously. 

I bit my lip while briefly debating whether or not I should lie to him and fake a stomach ache. 

Brandon gave me an odd look before he spoke, “No. You’re not one of those. You worked at a diner. A diner that specializes in serving burgers for crying out loud.” 

Channeling Zoe again, I fluttered my eyelashes and looked up at him. 

“Lizzie, you are hands down the most frustrating woman in the world,” he said before laughing. 

“Now it makes sense why I never saw you eating the food at your parents diner. Well, except for the fries.” He gestured to the table. “Is there anything on this table that looks appetizing to you? Anything that you’ll actually eat?”.

I smiled seductively and said, “Well…I can think of one thing.” 

Brandon blushed.

“So I guess I need to go out and purchase all special stuff for you now, huh? That and throw out the milk and cheese.” 

“Um. I’m a vegetarian…not a vegan. There’s a difference. And don’t you dare throw out the cheese. Cheese fries are my favorite food in the entire world. My parents even tried paying me in them once,” I said, laughing while recalling the memory. 

“Cheese fries, huh? That I can do. Give me a little while,” he said before hopping up from his seat and going toward the fridge.

I was about to protest, when it hit me. 

“Wait Brandon? Why would you throw out milk and cheese? Why would you go shopping for new food, especially for me? That doesn’t make any sense. You didn’t even take the offer.”

Brandon looked guilty and he took a deep breath before walking over to my side of the table. 

“Lizzie. That’s what I wanted to explain to you last night, but you didn’t give me a chance. You never let me take you out…you never let me talk to you. You just said mean and hurtful things and left me.”

“Yeah, well. How does it feel?’ I asked, immediately wishing I could take those words back as soon as they were out of my mouth.

Brandon backed away from me slowly before turning around and walking out of the kitchen. 

“Good job Lizzie, you’ve really blow it this time,” I said out loud to myself.

“You talk to yourself a lot, huh?” Brandon asked as he walked back into the kitchen. 

He then leaned up against the counter and folded his arms in front of his chest. 

His biceps were now bulging through his t-shirt, distracting me for a few moments. I forgot that Brandon had even asked me a question briefly. 

”Sometimes. I mostly just think a lot to myself. I’m always in my own head. Probably why I’m a psych major.” 

“Well, if you could learn to let me in on the thoughts that go through that beautiful head of yours, things would be better for us.”   

“I can try to do that. Now can you please explain to me what’s going on with the offer? And the cheese and milk for that matter, because I’m really confused.” 

Brandon’s dimple made a brief appearance, before his expression turned serious. 

“I didn’t take the offer. But that doesn’t mean that I’m not staying.” 

I started to open my mouth to question him again, but he cut me off. 

“Goddamnit Lizzie, let me finish for once. It doesn’t mean that I don’t want to stay. Well, if you want me to that is. I didn’t take the football offer, because I don’t want to play football anymore. I mostly did it for the memory of my Dad. That, and everyone had expected me to play once I grew over 6 feet tall. Mostly, it was my way of staying close to him. He played wide receiver too. I know he would have been happy and proud to see me out on the field,” he said while tilting his eyes down to look at me. 

I had started tearing up, sniffles and all.

I couldn’t help myself. Brandon never talked about this kind of stuff. Plus, he wanted to stay. That was news I really wasn’t expecting to hear. 

“Stop crying and let me finish. I don’t want to play football anymore, but I want to stay here with you and I want to attend College here. They have a really good criminal justice program. The whole thing with Matt…it made me realize that I want to put the bad guys away,” he said waiting for a response. 

I was still sniffling away. So much so, Brandon had to hand me a tissue. 

“Lizzie can you please just stop crying. This is not the way I wanted to ask you to move in with me.”




 

Chapter 19

 

I had to be hearing things. I could have sworn Brandon just said that he wanted me to move in with him. 

That didn’t make any sense. Yup Lizzie, you’ve gone full on bonkers now. 

“You’re not crazy Lizzie, that’s exactly what I’m asking you,” Brandon interrupted my thoughts, making me think that he was now starting to know me better than I knew myself. 

“Like roommates?” I asked, wishing I could smack myself on the head after. 

“Uh. Well, I’ll take what I can get…but I was hoping for a little more than that,” he said, his dimple taking center stage now. 

“You mean like a relationship? Like a real one?” I asked, in utter disbelief. 

I never had a real boyfriend before. 

I mean, Brandon was the one person I always thought of as one, but that’s just because of my feelings for him, not because he actually was one. 

“Fine. You want me to ask you officially? Will you be my girlfriend? And will you…as my girlfriend, be willing to move in with me? Christ, this feels like high school. Do you want me to write it down on a piece of paper for you? Check the box labeled ‘yes, maybe, or no’, Lizzie,” he said before throwing his hands up in frustration. 

I already knew my answer to one of his questions, despite my concerns. 

The second question, I wasn’t so sure about.

I loved living with Zoe, I liked my independence. I liked the college experience. 

However, I loved Brandon. I decided to be honest with him, for once. 

“Box yes for the first question...provided I can ask you a question first. And box maybe for the second question...provided I can ask you a shit-load of questions,” I responded, after what seemed like hours had gone by. 

“You drive a hard bargain, Ms. Winter, but fine. Ask me anything you want.” 

“Okay, regarding your first question. Are you sure? I mean, are you sure you don’t just feel a sense of obligation to me? I just don’t want you to be with me because you feel that you have to.”

“ Lizzie. 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!” he shouted, thoroughly agitated now. 

Hmm, he had a point. 

“Thank you for clearing that up. In that case, I would love to be your girlfriend then,” I said while looking up to see his dimple pop out again. 

“Now, regarding your second question. I have a bunch of questions, so get ready.” 

“Of course you do. Shoot,” he said before shaking his head and smiling. 

Well here goes nothing, I thought to myself, before I took a deep breath and started my interrogation. 

“Are you sure about this, Brandon?” 

“Yes.” 

“How do you know you’re sure?” 

“The same reasons I gave you for your last question Lizzie. ” 

“Don’t get rid of the cheese and milk.” 

“That’s not a question, but fine, happy to. Done.” 

“How will I get to class?” 

“We drive Lizzie, the campus is only a mile away. And I will walk you back and forth to each one of your classes. I’ve already lined up my class schedule to match the same times you have classes. ” 

“How did you find out my class schedule, Brandon?” 

“The secretary at the admissions office is very nice.” 

“Are you only doing this to protect me because you’re scared of Matt?” 

“That’s a trick question Lizzie. I’m not scared of Matt, but I’m scared of what he could do to you. So in a way yes, but it’s not like that.”

“How will I afford the rent here?” 

“You don’t, I pay.” 

“I don’t like that.” 

“Again, that’s not a question, Lizzie, but tough shit deal with it. This place is extremely secure and gated. Plus, the security guards in this complex know to be on the lookout for Matt.” 

“Will you ever have sex with me?” 

“Goddammit, Lizzie. Is that all you ever think about?” 

“Answer the question, Brandon. A girl needs to know.” 

“Yes, Lizzie, I plan on having lots of sex with you…when the time is right.” 

“Right side of the bed or left?” 

“I take the side closest to the door, so left.” 

“Your left or mine?” 

“I don’t know, the left. I just told you the side closest to the door.” 

“When do you want me to move in? “ 

“The sooner the better, anything else, Lizzie?” 

“Can I have my cheese fries now?” 

“They’re in the oven, give it another 5 minutes.” 

“Who’s gonna tell Zoe? Ohh! Can she move in with us?” 

“You can tell her, I’ll go with you. And no, because she won’t like it here.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean, Brandon?” 

“Christ Lizzie, I don’t want a bunch of guys coming in and out of the apartment, especially with Matt on the loose. This is a safe haven, got it?”

“Is that a question?” 

“Did it sound like one?” 

“Yes.” 

“What?” 

“Yes, I’ll move in with you, but I want my cheese fries, and I want to tell Zoe sooner, rather than later. I don’t want to keep this from her.” 

“Fine, anything else Lizzie?” 

“Yes. Kiss me, Brandon.”

“Anytime.” he said, as he made his way over to me, scooped me in his arms, and kissed me until I felt dizzy.




 




Chapter 20

 

I’m pretty sure, that if I died and went to heaven, it would be exactly like what the last 4 weeks with Brandon have been like. 

In my wildest dreams, and trust me, I’ve had some wild ones staring him. I never imagined it could be like this. 

He’s so caring, attentive, loving, and protective. I don’t even mind that he leaves the toilet seat up. 

Zoe took the news well. Well, sort of. She briefly chased Brandon around with the baseball bat again and threatened to use it on him if he ever hurt me. 

She’s even come over to the apartment a few times for girl talk. She’s been one of the greatest friends I could have ever hoped for. 

I was still acing all of my classes and Brandon was doing well in his. 

Everything was so perfect. 

Except for two things. 

Brandon started subtly mentioning whenever he got the chance, that I should go to the police about Matt and tell them what happened. 

I tried to tell him that no one would believe me. I had an entire town against me.

He wasn’t convinced though, all of his criminal justice classes wouldn’t let him see things my way. 

The second issue was slowly driving me insane. 

We still hadn’t had sex yet.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. Brandon is the world’s best kisser. 

Not that I’ve had a lot to go on, but what he could do with a kiss had me dying to find out what he could do with more. My dreams were so sexually explicit at this point, they would make a porno star blush.

On the bright side, they only involved Brandon now. Zoe was right, he was my cure for the nightmares.   

I was more than happy with Brandon, but I was tired of waking up in the middle of the night practically dry humping his leg. 

I had even gone on birth control while I anxiously awaited. 

Since it was his birthday today, and the holidays were quickly approaching, making it the season of giving. I knew exactly what kind of present I’d be giving to him. 

The plan was to go out to dinner for his birthday and then a college holiday party after. 

Little did he know…I hadn’t planned on attending either function tonight. 

After a long and very helpful, girl-chat with Zoe. I was more than prepared to have my way with him. 

In the element of surprise, I dressed in a sexy, very skimpy red dress. My red push up bra, thong, and garter belt were safely hidden. I was ready to do some damage.

I walked out into the living room, giving my most sexy walk. 

I found him sitting on the couch, thoroughly engrossed while reading something on his tablet. 

I sauntered over to him. 

I had to clear my throat before he finally looked up and did a double take. 

“Oh, hey babe…Um, Lizzie? Don’t take this the wrong way, but please tell me you’re not wearing that tonight. It barely even qualifies as a bathing suit. That is the shortest dress I’ve ever seen. Did you and Zoe go shopping together again?” he asked, while putting his tablet on the table beside him. 

“Yes, but don’t worry. This is for your eyes only,” I said moving closer to him. 

“I wanted to give you something for your birthday, kind of like a present.” 

He sighed.   “Lizzie, you don’t have to get me a present. I have everything I need. You are here, with me, safe.” 

“Brandon. I want you. I’m going crazy, if I don’t have you soon, I’m going to explode and not in the way that I was hoping to tonight,” I said before skimming a finger up my thigh.

“We have reservations for dinner. We have a party to go to.” 

I put my finger to his lips. 

“Listen, you can go to those, I’m not. You can go out...or you can stay here with me. While I do this,” I said before reaching for my zipper and slowly stripping off my dress. 

He eyed me up and down. “Lizzie, you’re making it really hard…” 

“Good, that’s the point.”   

“But the books. They say to give you time and not to push you. I’m not supposed to put you in a position where you feel out of control,” he said before putting his head in his hands. 

I was confused, but then I realized. “Is that what you’ve been reading on that damn thing?” I asked pointing to the tablet.

“Yeah. I wanted to make sure we didn’t go too fast. I didn’t want to end up hurting you, or causing you to have flashbacks. You’ve never had sex willingly before. You’ve had rape,” he said, his tone now disgusted. 

I sighed, this was not where I had seen the night going. 

“Brandon. I know myself better than you and I’m ready. I’ve been ready. You’re hurting me by rejecting me.” 

I was prepared for him to start arguing with me again, but he stood up and began kissing me. 

Slowly he parted my lips. His tongue found mine as he pressed his body in closer to me and grabbed my waist. 

“Lizzie, I don’t want to do anything you may not be ready for yet, but I do want you…badly,” he whispered in my ear before reaching for my hand and bringing it to the front of his jeans. 

He was hard, solid and ready to go. 

The fact that he actually brought my hand there instead of moving it away, sent me over the edge. I kissed him and pressed against him.

I was so worked up I ended up sending us both back on the couch.

I straddled him and I ground myself   against him. I heard a deep, primal moan escape from his mouth. It was the hottest sound I’d ever heard.

Purely masculine, pure ruggedness, pure Brandon.

“God, you are so fucking sexy,” he groaned as he grabbed my ass. 

His mouth caressed along my neck before he dipped lower to skim across my breasts. 

I reached up and removed his shirt, there was too much clothing between us. 

I ran my hand along his perfectly defined abs and over his package. 

He cupped my breasts and reached around for the clasp of my bra, moaning as he released them. 

Then he stopped. 

“I swear to god Brandon, if you do this to me again…” I started. 

“Lizzie, relax. I have no intention of stopping you. In fact, I’m going to make sure I won’t be able to,” he said, while reaching around for something beside the couch. 

“I’m confused. What are you doing?”

“Look, I don’t have the will to stop you anymore. I can’t. I don’t want to, but I want you to have the control. Everything I read in those books said it was important for people who have been through what you have. I love you so much and I want you…but I never want to force you into anything. So, I’m gonna do something I’ve never done befo…” he started to say before I cut him off. 

“Brandon you’re not forcing me. Would you just take me already!” I screamed.

“No, but you can take me. I won’t be able to stop myself anymore Lizzie. I don’t trust myself. I want you too much, so here. You take the control. It’s the only way I’ll know that I’m not forcing you into something. It’s the only way I can give you the control and protect you. In case I can’t stop,” he said before handing me a rope. 

This was not something I expected. 

Especially from someone like Brandon. He’s the epitome of masculinity. 

However, it made me want him even more to know how much he loved me. 

Control is not something Brandon can give up easily, that’s for sure. 

I took his hands and I tied them up above his head as he sat on the couch. 

I brushed my breasts across his face and he ran his tongue along them slow and seductively, instantly making me wet. 

Just knowing I had him like this, knowing that I was finally about to have him the way I always wanted, brought my arousal to dangerous levels.

I stood up and removed my thong as he looked at me hungrily, almost feral. 

His breathing became deeper as I unzipped his pants and slide them down over his hips, taking his boxers and pants off in one motion, springing his erection free. 

He sucked in a breath as I ran my tongue along the ‘V’ of his lower stomach, and gently cupped his balls. 

“Jesus Lizzie, you keep doing that and I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to keep it together,” he groaned while dropping his head back. 

I grazed my tongue along the head of his shaft and looked up at him. He moaned deeply as his eyes locked with mine, looking at me with so much craving it sent a jolt right through me and I felt myself grow even more wet.

I opened my mouth wider and took him in deeper. I couldn’t take all of him without choking, but I did my best. 

I watched as his wrists strained against the rope, his body begging to take over the control. 

I relaxed my throat and took him in even deeper as he grunted fiercely. 

“Lizzie…I need to feel you,” he moaned his tone a mixture of pleasure and pain.

I stood up and positioned myself over him. I grabbed his length, and slowly brought him inside me.

It hurt briefly until my body adjusted to accommodate his size.

I let out a gasp as he filled me.

I rotated my hips over him before finding the perfect rhythm. 

He kissed my neck, then lightly traced his teeth along my collarbone as I sighed. 

“You feel so good,” he growled as I rocked my hips over him.   

I slowly continued riding him, it wasn’t long before I started to feel the first stirrings of an orgasm.

I looked up at him and blushed, suddenly feeling embarrassed. 

“Come for me Lizzie. Let me feel you come for me while I’m inside you,” he rasped as his eyes met mine and I ground myself against him harder. 

His words and the movement sent me over the brink as my walls clenched tightly around him, rendering me unable to keep the rhythm up anymore. 

Brandon lifted his hips and drove into me harder and faster, picking up the pace. 

I felt the burst of pressure release and I screamed out in pleasure so severe, it took both Brandon and I by surprise. 

I rode the final wave of my orgasm while breathing his name with Brandon finding his own release then. 

 

***

 

Moments later…I laid on top of him. My body completely drained. 

“That was hands down, the best birthday I’ve ever had. It was so unexpected. Thank you,” Brandon whispered. 

I smiled, until I remembered that I still had him tied up. “I’m sorry, I forgot.” 

“Yeah, I was hoping you’d get around to that sooner or later,” he said as I untied his hands. 

Soon after he picked me up and carried me into the bedroom. 

He pulled me to his chest and wrapped his arms around me, holding me close the whole night. 

I finally knew what it was like to lose myself, while giving myself to someone completely...because I wanted to.

It was the best moment of my entire life.





 

Chapter 21

 

“Something is different about you Lizzie-Liz. You’re glowing,” Zoe said, as I sat down to meet her for lunch.

I blushed and smiled while I looked down at the floor. 

“Finally. I’m so happy for you,” Zoe squealed as she got up to give me a hug. 

“Tell me everything. I mean, if you want to.” 

A couple of weeks ago I had finally broken down my walls with Zoe and told her all about Matt. 

I talked, she listened, we cried…and then we sent Brandon out to get us ice cream. 

It was so cleansing to be able to confide in another, it felt great to have a true friend again. 

I gave her a smirk. “Well, before or after I tied him up.”

“That’s my girl. You make me so proud,” she said fanning her eyes.

We burst out laughing in the middle of the dining hall. We laughed so hard, we didn’t even hear Brandon come up behind us. 

He sighed “You told Zoe about tying me up didn’t you?” 

That only made Zoe and I laugh even harder. 

“Okay, that’s it. Say goodbye to Zoe, we have a very important matter to attend to,” he said before he picked me up, put me over his shoulder and patted my butt. 

“Good-Bye, Zoe. Have fun on break. Have a good holiday. Call me. I’ll see you in a week,” I sung out while waving at Zoe while Brandon carried me out of the dining hall, truly making a spectacle of us. 

The three of us were laughing so hard now, I was convinced we looked like lunatics. 

Then...I stopped laughing.

I saw Matt in the distance through the glass windows. 

He looked like he’d been standing there and watching us for while, and he looked pissed. 

Matt hadn’t shown up in over a month at that point. I didn’t know whether or not to tell Brandon, I was afraid he’d kill him for sure this time. 

He’d also be furious if I didn’t tell him. 

I decided it was the safest to just wait until we got home.

Brandon carried me out of the car and into our apartment. 

He pressed me up against the wall and started kissing me passionately. “God, I want you,” he growled as he started unbuttoning my shirt.

It seemed like the events of the other night had unlocked something in him…not that I was complaining. 

I just didn’t think that now was a good time to tell him about Matt spotting us anymore.

I didn’t want to tell him after sex though either, because then that would ruin what we just had. 

When is the perfect time to tell someone that their ex best friend, turned sociopath...who’s obsessed with your girlfriend, is still on the loose? 

“Lizzie. Are you okay? I knew this was too soon. Dammit,” he said before putting me down. 

“No Brandon. It’s not that, trust me. It’s Matt.” 

“Yeah, I know. Kind of obvious. This is exactly why I didn’t want to do what we did the other night,” he said as he shook his head in frustration. 

Ouch, that hurt.

“Oh. So you didn’t like what we did the other night? Well, thank you for going along with it. How considerate of you,” I said before I ran into the bedroom, slammed the door, and flopped down on the bed. 

A few moments later Brandon came in and sat down next to me.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that. I was afraid of this happening once we started having sex though.” 

“Brandon. I didn’t have a flashback. I told you, I only think about you when I’m with you like that.” 

“So then what happened? Talk to me.”

“In the dining hall, I saw Matt. I didn’t know when to tell you…” I started to say. 

“How about at that exact moment Lizzie. Seriously? Are you fucking kidding me?” he roared getting up from the bed now. 

“I didn’t tell you then because I didn’t want you to get like this and end up killing him. I wasn’t going to keep it from you though. Don’t worry, I’m not lying to you again.” 

“Lizzie. I didn’t accuse you of lying to me. I just want to make sure you're protected. I’m trying my hardest to stay one step ahead of him…and keep you safe and happy…and do well in school. It’s a lot,” he said while rubbing his face. 

Now I felt guilty. 

Just when he was starting to act carefree, and we were starting to act like a normal young couple in love, Matt comes along and ruins it. 

Just like he ruins everything. 

I had to fix this. 

I got off the bed, went over to him and wrapped my arms around his waist. 

“I know, I appreciate it, and I love you. Please, tell me what I can do to help. I want you to have fun. I want you to do things like you did in the dining hall and what you did against the wall before. I need that. Just tell me what I can do.” 

“You can go to the police,” he replied as he gently rubbed my shoulders. 

“Brandon, you know I can’t. They won’t even believe me. There’s no evidence, there’s no one to back up my story. It wouldn’t even go to trial.”

“You have me. You have me to back up your story. You have me to protect you. I’m not saying that it will go to trial or anything, but it’s at least worth a shot. It’s the only way to stop him. At least for a little while. I won’t force you, but I think it’s worth a try,” he said before he kissed my forehead. 

Well this is certainly not how I wanted to spend my Holiday break. 

I wouldn’t be stupid enough to tell the Brookville   police department though. I knew Matt’s family had major influence over them. 

Either way, I knew there was someone else, or rather two people, that I had to talk to before I went to the police. 

“Okay. I’ll do it. Just let me tell my parents first. They should hear it from me. I’ll tell them the last day before we come home so I don’t ruin the holidays for them. Then, I’ll come back and we can tell the police department here…not that it’s going to amount to anything, but I’ll try.” 




 

Chapter 22

 

“Mom, this is Lizzie, my girlfriend I’ve been telling you so much about,” Brandon said as he took my hand and introduced me to his mother. 

I only met her once at the funeral for his dad, but she seemed nice. 

“Oh. She’s beautiful. It’s so nice to meet you Lizzie,” she said before taking my hand out of Brandon’s and putting it in her own as she led me to the couch. 

Brandon just laughed and rolled his eyes as he watched.

“It’s nice to meet you too and thank you,” I said, blushing. 

I could see clearly now where Brandon acquired his honey, kind eyes and his dark hair. 

His height must have come from his father's side, because she stood eye-level with me. 

“Is my boy treating you well? If not, you let me know and I’ll take care of him for you,” she said as she smiled in Brandon’s direction. 

“Oh, yes. He’s amazing. Way more than I deserve. You’ve raised a remarkable son.”   

“I see now what you mean about the low self-esteem,” she said while raising an eyebrow toward her son. 

Geez. I didn’t know they were that close.

He took a seat next to us on the couch. “Yeah mom, but she’s coming around.” 

“Lizzie, you have no reason not to feel confident. You are beautiful and brilliant from what I hear. And we all know how hard it is to impress that one over there,” she said while nodding her head in Brandon’s direction. 

I couldn’t help myself, I started to giggle. The woman had a point. 

“I’m going to finish up dinner. You two relax yourselves,” she said before she wrapped her arms around Brandon and he pulled her into a big bear hug. 

It was clear that he had so much respect and love for his mom. 

In fact, she’s probably the reason he has so much respect for women in general. 

I tried not to look around and stare, but his house was huge.

Pictures lined the walls and the mantles. I got curious, so I got up and walked around. 

There were pictures of Brandon and his Dad fishing, camping and one of Brandon missing his two front teeth. I giggled out loud. 

“Hey, what’s so funny?” he asked before he came over to me and put his arms around my waist. 

“I’ve never seen you not look perfect before. The picture made me giggle.”

“Trust me, I’m not perfect, Lizzie. I make mistakes like everyone else.” 

 

***

 

After dinner at his Mom’s, we decided to stop by the diner and surprise my parents. They were excited to see me. 

My mom was especially excited to see Brandon, but my father…not so much. 

Then, it hit me. 

I’ve never introduced them to a boyfriend before, so this was as new to them as it was to me. 

“Lizzie, you look so happy. It feels so good to see you this way, especially after the way you left. Oh, that reminds me. Your friend stopped in here a few hours ago asking for you. He said that he wanted to talk to you because he’s enrolling at Penn next week. He said something about wanting your opinion regarding the safety of the school,” my mother said as she cleaned the countertops. 

“He?” I asked, briefly wondering if it could be Sean or Bill, but they were both attending Cornell.

I looked at Brandon, he shrugged.

“Yeah. You know that blond football player, the tall guy. You guys used to bicker sometimes. I used to think he had a crush on you actually. Big mouth, demanding…but charming.   Not, that Brandon isn't charming,” she finished, before looking up at me. 

My stomach dropped to the floor then.

“Matt?”

“Yeah, him. He said he was sorry to have missed you, but he’ll be sure to catch up with you at Penn. He’s on his way there tomorrow…which is kinda strange if you ask me. I mean, who goes to college on Christmas?” my mother continued, completely oblivious to the change in the atmosphere with Brandon and I.

I looked up at Brandon and he gave me a hug. 

“Don’t worry. It will be okay. We’ll get the police involved. We’ll have them on our side. Plus, you have me. I’m not going anywhere Lizzie.” 

“Police? What’s going on?” my mother then asked, looking nervous. 

“Mom, I have to tell you and Dad and something. I didn’t want to do it today, but I guess there’s no point in keeping it from you anymore. Can we go home now?” 

 

***

 

The next few hours were difficult to say the least. 

I told them everything, while trying to hold the worst of it back.

Brandon held my hand the entire time, until my father got up and started pacing around the house. 

He looked like he wanted to punch something. I had never seen him like that before, he was always so calm and happy go lucky. 

My mother started crying hysterically then.

I looked at Brandon…I didn’t know what to do, I couldn’t calm the both of them at the same time. 

So, Brandon went to go find my Dad and I attended to my mom. 

There are no words to describe having to hold and console your mother because her heart is broken over something that happened to you.

It was like it was happening all over again. 

About an hour or so later Brandon and my father walked back inside. 

My father appeared much calmer, and it seemed like him and Brandon were somehow closer now. 

My mother held me and stroked my hair. 

It was so late by then, I was exhausted. 

I expected my parents to tell Brandon to stay on the couch…but they surprised me. 

“Go up to Lizzie’s room with her. No funny business young man, but just keep watching over her like you have been,” my father said, much to the shock of my mother and I. 

“What did you say to my Dad?” I asked as I was crawling into my bed, still stunned that Brandon was next to me. 

“I told him what he needed to hear. I told him the only thing that could make a father feel better after hearing something like that.” 

“What?” 

“Revenge. I told him that I beat the ever-living shit out of him multiple times now. I told him about Europe, I told him about the library. I told him that I’ve been looking out for you and protecting you.” 

He swallowed thickly. “He wasn’t too happy when I told him we had moved in together though.”     

“You did what?”

I didn’t know if I should cry or laugh at that point. 

“Well, I thought you told them already. I should have probably guessed that you didn’t though. You never really open up to anyone. You’re always trying to protect them. You’re always so worried about other people getting hurt,” he said as I put my head on his chest. 

“So how badly did my Dad react when you told him?”

“He was a little aggravated at first, but then I told him about the security. I told him that I always drove you to school and walked you back and forth to class. He seemed to actually think it was a good idea after that. He feels helpless, Lizzie. He feels like he failed to protect you. I know a thing or two about that. He started to feel better after I went into gory detail about all the times I kicked Matt’s ass though. He even laughed,” he said before I fell asleep in his arms. 





 

Chapter 23

 

The day I had been dreading had finally come. Going to the police. 

Going into every detail about what Matt had done, and hoping that they believed me. 

Brandon held my hand the entire time then as well. 

When they seemed skeptical, he started throwing terms around like ‘statue of limitations’ not being up. 

He said they had an ethical duty to uphold the law. 

Then, he told them about Matt stalking me. 

He said that if they failed to protect me and something happened to me after we reported it…it would look horrible. 

Especially because I was a young girl attending an Ivy League school. He said the media would be all over it. 

That seemed to peak their interest then. 

One of the detectives was really nice. Brandon seemed to take a liking to him to.

He broke down the facts, as hard as they were to hear. 

He said that they could definitely charge Matt for the bathroom rape, what happened at Prom and the stalking. 

However, if it ever went to trial…the defense was going to rip me apart on the stand…especially when it came to what happened the night of the math game and at the lake house.   

Lot’s of people had seen me, or rather heard me enjoying myself with him the night I tutored him…despite the alcohol and manipulation. 

Everyone had also seen me dancing and drinking with him that night at the lake house as well. 

Every single person in Brookville thought we were a couple and I had acted like we were at the lakehouse. The worst, was the fact that I never told a single soul. 

No one but Brandon…and technically I hadn’t even told him, but he didn’t mention that fact to them. 

It was going to give the potential jury reasonable doubt. 

The detective wished me the best and said he would do what he could. 

We would know in a couple of days. 

 

***

 

“Baby, I’m so proud of you. You amaze me every single day,” Brandon said before taking my hand and walking me into our apartment.

I needed to do something to keep my mind off of the events of that day, and that thing was Brandon.

I walked into the bedroom and pushed him on the bed.

I climbed on top of him and started writhing on him. 

He was smart enough not to stop me, but he did have me handcuff him to the bed. 

It would have been funny to see the fuzzy cuffs around his big wrists, if it wasn’t so   sexy. 

I stripped off his clothes insatiably and mine followed suit shortly after.

I was so wet…I didn’t even need foreplay, but I still wanted to have a little fun. 

I slowly traced his thigh while taking him into my mouth, sucking him so deep and with such need, he cried out my name. 

“You’re killing me. I’m gonna end up ripping these handcuffs right off,” he said before making the bed posts rattle.

I continued sucking him deep and hard, while lightly cupping his balls and moaning.

“Holy. Fuck. Lizzie. If you don’t stop and put that tight little pussy of yours on my rock hard cock right now. I’m not responsible for my actions,” he grunted, his voice low and deep. 

I had never heard him talk like that before, it was such a turn on. 

Not wanting to disappoint, I did exactly that. 

I positioned myself on top of him, but only enough to let the tip of his shaft in.

I loved the reaction I provoked from him before, I wanted more. “It’s on,” I said as I began circling around his tip, purposely teasing him. 

“Dammit, Lizzie, you know what I mean. Don’t tease a man like this, especially when he’s in fuzzy handcuffs. It’s just not right,” he said looking at me like an animal in heat. 

“Tell me what you want from me, say it again. I want to hear it. It turns me on.” 

“I want you. I want my hard cock deep inside your tight, sweet, wet, pussy and I want it now. Dammit,” he said, his tone a mixture of frustration and arousal. 

“Yes, sir.” 

I slid all the way down as he moaned.

I continued to rock and bounce against him, getting more wet with each thrust. 

“Who’s is it, Brandon?” I asked, bringing my fast pace to a slow standstill, wanting to make him lose control again. 

“Fuck, Lizzie. You’re driving me crazy.” 

“Who does this tight little pussy belong to? Who’s is it?” I asked seductively before speeding up my pace.

“It’s fucking mine. All mine. Only mine,” he growled looking at me savagely. 

Then, he lifted his hips and drove into me hard and deep, beating me at my own game while making me scream his name.

I met his rhythm and clenched myself around him until we both cried out in pleasure together, while coming in unison. 

“Lizzie. I always knew you were sexy and beautiful…but my God, you are down right addicting,” he said as I uncuffed him. 

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just blushed and fluttered my eyelashes up at him. 

He wrapped me in his arms and kissed me. “I love you Lizzie.” 

“I love you, Brandon, Who’s is it?” I asked before laughing and hitting him with a pillow. 

He snatched the pillow from me and ran his thumb along my lips. “It’s Mine. All mine.” 

 

***

 

The next day at school I saw Matt. 

Thankfully he wasn’t in any of my classes, but he was officially an enrolled student. 

I had to remind Brandon that since we went to the police, he really needed to calm his temper down now when it came to Matt. 

He never had a chance to get me alone though. Brandon would be at my side in an instant and Matt would back up and walk away. 

Luckily, I was able to work out a little of Brandon’s frustrations while I handcuffed him to the bed every night. 

Matt couldn’t get to us, he couldn’t hurt us. We were unbreakable.   

 

***

 

I had been having so much fun with Brandon, I didn’t even notice four days later that police and news reporters showed up at the school.

I thought something bad happened, until Brandon and Zoe came rushing over to look for me.

That’s when I turned and looked. 

In the middle of the courtyard, they arrested Matt. 

He was the one in handcuffs now. He gave both Brandon and I his signature evil glare. 

I looked up and noticed the look Brandon gave him in return.

It was a look of slaughter and obliteration, only further enhanced by his dimple making an appearance. 

It chilled me to the bone.





 

Chapter 24

 

The state prosecutor had decided to take the case after all. 

It shocked all of us, especially me. 

I couldn’t fathom that someone believed me and actually wanted to help me. 

I was astonished that someone besides Brandon and I were brave enough to go up against Matt. 

Matt got out on bail the day after he was arrested...but he never came near me or the school again. 

We spent the next three months preparing for trial. 

My lawyer was a sassy, take no crap kind of women. 

She didn’t strike me as the sweet and cuddly type at all, she kind of reminded me of my former vice principal, Mrs. Sanders. 

I found out later, that she herself went through a similar experience when she was younger...but she didn’t go into any detail about it. 

She gave me the same advice that the detective told me that day at the police station.

The defense attorney was going to tear me apart on the stand, and I needed to be prepared for the worst. 

She told me to just tell the truth, answer as honestly as I could, and to let her handle the rest. 

She told Brandon the same thing…especially because of the fact that he was the one who carried me into the bathroom that day. 

The defense attorney, and Matt’s money afforded the very best; were going to have that information for dessert. In addition, to making it seem like I was some disgruntled ex girlfriend who was going after him for his family’s fame and money. 

The hardest part, was giving her all the names and contact information for all my former friends and acquaintances in Brookville.

It was nerve wracking to know what they would think, and what they would say on the stand. 

It caused me so much anxiety…I no longer received straight A’s in my courses. 

I wasn’t failing any of them by any means, but there was definitely a subtle, yet noticeable difference. One that Brandon pointed out. 

“Lizzie, listen. I know you’re nervous, but please don’t let the upcoming trial get the best of you. Your grades are starting to drop, all of them, in every single class. Now, while I work hard to maintain my B average, you used to maintain your straight A’s as easy as breathing.” 

I just mumbled something about being tired and said I needed to go to bed.

I gave him a kiss goodnight and tried to ignore the sadness in his eyes. 

The trial was starting in a few days, and it was all I could think about for the last couple of months; especially with it now being so close to the actual anniversary of when it all began. 

It got so bad, I had dropped another few lbs and was starting to lose interest in sex. 

As amazing as it is handcuffing Brandon to the bed, I needed more. I needed to be taken.

I wanted to be the one handcuffed and tied up now, but I knew Brandon would never go along with it. 

He would think I was insane. I probably was.

I mean, what kind of person would want something like that after going through everything that I had? 

The body wants what the body wants though, and as much as I tried to ignore it…my dreams wouldn’t let me. 

Without warning, Matt had started appearing in them again, sans Brandon this time. 

The fact that I was finding myself now enjoying what Matt was doing to me in the dreams, turned my stomach when I woke up.

It was something that I vowed to keep from Brandon, it would hurt him too much. 

The only person I could confide in about it was Zoe, she never judged when it came to sex, she never judged me when it came to anything at all. 

Zoe felt that what I was starting to feel currently, was because I was in a situation beyond my control, I was powerless. 

She said that it was my body’s own way of taking the control back. It was my body’s way of trying to put myself in a position of control, by deriving pleasure from it. Like a self preservation of some sort. 

She said that because I trusted Brandon so much…I was probably craving for him to do to me what Matt had done to me, in order to cope. 

She also said that I should confide in Brandon about it and tell him what I really needed from him, but I just wasn’t brave enough to do so. 

I don’t know if I would ever be. 

“Lizzie, will you go on a trip with me? It will only be for a day, maybe two. I talked to the lawyer, and she said it would be okay. Spring break starts tomorrow, so it won’t interfere with our classes,” Brandon said interrupting my thoughts before I drifted off to sleep. 

“Sure. What time do we leave? Where are we going?” I asked trying my hardest to fake interest in what he was saying. 

“Early tomorrow morning and you’ll see. Try to be open minded about it, please. I love you and I only want the best for you. Just put your trust in me, can you do that for me?” he asked before getting into bed and wrapping his arms around me. 

“Yeah, sure,” I mumbled before drifting off into sleep, preparing myself for Matt’s arrival.

 

***

 

I was more then confused the next day, when we ended up back in Brookville. 

I wasn’t paying attention at the airport, and I had fallen asleep on the plane ride. 

I wasn’t aware of anything going on, until I had woken up and looked out the window just as we were landing. 

Brandon took my hand as we walked across the airport to the rent-a-car building.

I was ready to protest and say that my parents could just pick us up…but then Brandon put a blindfold over my eyes and asked me to trust him again. 

I was starting to think that maybe Zoe had talked to him about all the sexual things I was secretly craving.

I was getting excited…that’s when the car came to an abrupt stop. 

Brandon walked over to my side of the door and picked me up.

He then put me over his shoulder, reminding me of the fireman’s pose he carried me in on that dreaded day. 

I still had the blindfold on, so I couldn’t see a thing, but I knew that we must have gone up a flight of stairs at some point. 

My stomach dropped when shortly after the stairs, he made a sharp left and opened a door. 

I didn’t even have to take the blindfold off to know where we were. In fact, I didn’t want to. 

Why would Brandon bring me back here? Why would he do this to me? 

“Just hear me out for a second before you start screaming. I love you. Just trust me,” he said before he removed the blindfold.

My head felt dizzy and I felt like I was going to pass out. 

It was hard to look around. I had to lean against the wall and I closed my eyes to avoid looking at the handicapped stall. 

When I finally opened them again, Brandon was down on one knee in front of me, holding a velvet box in his hand. 

I started feeling dizzy for a completely different reason then. 

“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 every day 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?” Brandon finished looking more nervous than I had ever seen him before.

In fact, he looked like he was only a second away from being the one to pass out now. 

I told myself that I should probably think it over, and make a logical decision. We were young and shouldn’t go rushing into anything, but my heart wouldn’t listen. 

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 screamed, with tears in my eyes. 

He then put a big, very expensive looking, princess cut diamond enclosed in an antique setting, on my left ring finger.

I couldn’t breathe, it was gorgeous. Almost too gorgeous, I couldn’t stop staring at it. 

I didn’t even notice when Brandon picked me back up in his arms like I was a baby and carried me back out to the car. 

What Matt had done to me in that bathroom, couldn’t have been further from my mind now. 

I was even more stunned when we he drove up to the diner after that. 

We walked in and I was suddenly greeted by dozens of people cheering for us.

I spotted Zoe who couldn’t stop smiling. My parents looking so much happier than I had last seen them and Brandon’s mom looking ecstatic for us. 

I also noticed Miranda, Bill and Sean in the crowd smiling. I started crying for a separate reason entirely then. 

Brandon gave me back everything that Matt had ever threatened and took away from me, all in that one moment. 

He gave me my friends, my heart in one piece again, beating only for him. 

He gave me good memories.

He gave me strength and courage. 

He gave me my life back.




 

Chapter 25

 

“All rise, for the honorable Judge Smith,” a voice commanded the courtroom as I stood up. 

Brandon sat beside me and held my hand. He also blocked my view of Matt.   

The day was here, I couldn’t back down. 

My lawyer told me that I would be the second to last person called to the stand, Matt would end up being the last one called to give his testimony. 

My lawyer listened to Brandon when he told her that Matt would end up hanging himself on the stand because he wouldn’t be able to hide his obsession with me. 

She thought it would be a good note to end on and I agreed with her. 

Unfortunately, that meant I had to withstand days and days worth of hearing other people's accounts of what happened between Matt and I. 

Miranda talked to me after the engagement party, she didn’t want me to be mad at her if Matt’s defense attorney put her in a corner. 

I told her to tell the truth…I said the same to Sean as well. 

I didn’t want anyone lying for me. I knew all too well how horrible it was to be put in that position. 

“The prosecution calls a Ms. Miranda Scott, to the stand.”

Miranda stood up, and held her right hand up before taking a seat. 

My lawyer started in immediately. “Ms. Scott, how long have you known Ms. Winters?” 

“I’ve known her since I was 8 years old. We’ve been best friends since then,” Miranda said looking confident. 

“Seeing as you have been so close throughout the years, would you say that you would be a good judge of character when it comes to Elizabeth Winter?” 

“Oh yes. Lizzie. Um, Elizabeth, is an amazing person. She’s caring, sweet and hardworking.”   

My lawyer nodded. “Has she ever been known to tell a lie, or make up stories?”   

“No, never. Well, not until a few months before we graduated high school. Her behavior was strange and unexpected. I started catching her in lies and I didn’t understand it. It wasn’t like her at all. We had always told each other everything,” Miranda said looking nervous now. 

“Was there something in particular that she had lied about that upset you? Something that, let’s say, a teenager would never hesitate to tell her best friend...unless they were ashamed, perhaps scared? Something like a defining moment in a young girl's life,” my lawyer asked.   

“Objection,” the defense attorney called out. 

“Overruled. The defense will get their chance to cross examine. Continue with the questioning, but watch that line you're treading,” Judge Smith said, as he turned his head to look at my lawyer. 

“Answer the question please, Ms. Scott.” 

“Yes, there was something in particular that she hid from me that upset me. Lizzie’s never been the type of girl to be sexually active. She’s always been a late bloomer. Even so, she always told me about everything that she did, as best friends do. So, I was upset that Lizzie never confided in me that she started having sex. Not once in all those months, had she told me. Lizzie would never do that unless something bad was happening, that’s just not who she is,” Miranda continued, before being cut off. 

“Permission to cross examine?” the defense attorney asked. 

“Fine.” 

“So, Ms. Scott. Obviously, you did at some point come to find out about Ms. Winters sexual activities. Can you please tell me, when and where you were at that time you had absolute confirmation?” the defense attorney asked. 

My stomach dropped, I was told to expect this, but the real thing was so much harder. 

I was now thankful that I had asked my parents to sit outside the courtroom for most of the questioning, they didn’t need to hear what Miranda was about to say. 

Brandon gripped my hand even tighter, he knew what was coming. 

I moved my head and looked over at Matt, I couldn’t help myself. 

He glanced over and gave me a sinister smile…at least I think it was me. 

I couldn’t tell if it was meant for me or Brandon. 

“Yes. I was at Matt’s lake house. I was worried about Lizzie. She was supposed to go to the lake house after prom with us, but she backed out. She wasn’t answering her cell phone either, which had been another thing she recently started to do. So, I called her mom and found out where she was. She was so excited at the beginning of prom. It wasn’t like her to not tell me if she had a change of heart or made other plans. She even grabbed her bag for the weekend out of my car without speaking to me,” Miranda insisted, before stealing a glance at me. 

Her eyes begged me to forgive her for what she knew she would have to say soon. 

I nodded my head, letting her know it was alright- all would be forgiven by me. 

“Can you describe to me, exactly what had transpired at Matt’s lake house. Please describe in detail what you had witnessed. Paint the courtroom a picture if you will of what you may have disrupted, or walked in on,” the defense attorney then said. 

Matt’s lawyer was a shark, I should have expected nothing less.

Miranda appeared even more nervous. “I walked in Matt’s room, without knocking on Matt’s door. People downstairs had told me that Lizzie was up there, with both Matt and Brandon. I knew Brandon was a good guy, but Matt had been mean to Lizzie in the past. I was worried about Lizzie.” 

“Please answer the question, Ms. Scott.” 

“I’m getting to it. This isn’t easy for me to say you know. Anyway,I had walked up to Matt’s room. And when I opened the door, Lizzie was on her knees. She was performing oral sex on Brandon, while Matt was fondling her breasts,” she finished, looking down at the floor. 

“Did it look like it was consensual?” 

Miranda swallowed hard. “Yes, it appeared that way. I suppose.” 

“What happened after you interrupted?   Did you talk to your friend about what had just transpired?”   

“Yes. I did. I left my boyfriend Bill and my friend Sean outside, they saw what I saw. Lizzie looked mortified, understandably. She couldn’t even look at me, she held her face in her hands. It was the most miserable I had ever seen her. Brandon looked incredibly embarrassed and zipped up his pants. However, Matt made a joke, he acted like it was funny. I asked him if he could leave while I talked to Lizzie alone, but he told me no. He said that since I had barged in, he was staying while I talked to her. I asked Lizzie if that was alright with her and she shrugged. 

“She was so visibly upset, it broke my heart. I asked her when she started having sex in the first place, especially because she had still been a virgin for as long as I remember. She wasn’t saving herself for marriage or anything, but it was something she prided herself on. It was something that was special to her. She mumbled that it happened in April or May, she said she wasn’t quite sure. Which surprised me even more. This was not the girl that I knew anymore. Something was definitely wrong. I asked her who it was with and she vaguely pointed in the direction of where both Matt and Brandon were sitting. I had my suspicions that she always had a thing for Brandon. Even though they never talked much, she would have told me if it was Brandon. Besides, he looked about as shocked as I was while hearing what I was asking her. I looked over at Matt and he smiled at me, that’s how I knew it was him. Lizzie hated Matt though. He always teased her. They never got along, except when she tutored him for his Math final. She never would have lost her virginity to Matt, not willingly at least,” she finished. 

The defense attorney sighed. “I have no more questions for this witness Your Honor.” 

The trial had begun on a Friday, so we had the weekend to go home and rest. 

I was more than thankful for it. 

Hearing Miranda’s testimony was brutal. I couldn’t imagine what mine was going to be like.




 

Chapter 26

 

It was now Sunday morning, we would be returning to court the next day. 

My lawyer also had warned me that Kristy had agreed to take the stand for Matt’s defense attorney. 

It was not good news, to say the least. 

I needed an outlet, I needed a release. I needed Brandon to take me and make me his. 

When I found him, he was taking a shower. He had been quiet for the most part all weekend, aside from telling me that he loved me and making me food. 

I knew he needed a distraction just as much as I did, maybe even more. 

I decided to make that happen. I needed him to want me, I needed him to make me forget. 

I stripped off my clothes and joined him in the shower, surprising him briefly. 

He kissed me and started to wash my body. I brought his hand down between my legs. That’s when he paused. 

“Okay, just wait until we get out. I’ll put the handcuffs on.” 

“Can you put them on me?” 

“Lizzie, no. That’s not what you need, especially now. You take the control remember? It's just better that way for now. Maybe in the future…after the trial and stuff…” he started to say, before I cut him off.

“Brandon no. I need you. I need you to take me. I need you to show me how much you want me. I need you to take control of me. I need you to fuck the pain from him away and make me forget,” I shouted before getting out of the shower. 

“What? I told you I would never hurt you. I’m trying to protect you, I love you,” he said, before getting out of the shower and running after me. 

I ran to the bedroom, I needed to clear my head and go for a walk. 

I needed him to give me what I was so desperately asking for. I threw on a bra, undies, and pulled a pair of sweatpants up over my hips. 

He came in after I was throwing his hoodie over my head. I didn’t even care that I hadn’t dried off yet, I needed to get out of there. 

“Lizzie, what are you doing? Where are you going? You’re soaked, you can’t leave like that. Give me a second and I’ll go with you,” he said while frantically putting on a pair of jeans. 

“No! I don’t want you to go with me. I need to be alone. Matt’s not allowed within 500 feet of me, except in a courtroom, I’ll be fine. You can’t give me what I need, so I need to figure out another way to clear my head. Just let me go,” I said while shoving past him.

He looked hurt and upset. I felt bad, but I needed to calm down so I didn’t hurt him anymore.

I walked for over two hours that day. I didn’t go far, I just walked around the gated complex, so many times I lost count. 

I wasn’t crazy enough to put myself in harms way, a restraining order was only a piece of paper at the end of the day.

After I got to thinking, I started feeling really bad about what I said. 

Brandon was only trying to do right by me. He knew the trial would make me especially fragile, and he didn’t want to rock the boat. 

With a heavy heart, and an apology ready to leave my lips, I opened the door to the apartment. 

The lights were dimmed. It was almost spooky.

I didn’t think that Brandon had left, but maybe he had. 

I turned to put my keys on a table by the front door, when someone grabbed me. 

I started to scream, until Brandon whispered in my ear, “It’s only me. I’m giving you what you want, but be forewarned that if it isn’t, you better tell me now. You have one chance to back out and this is it. I hope you’ve really thought this through. Once I start…I am not stopping, do you understand me?” 

I nodded my head yes. God, I needed this. 

He was in jeans and no shirt. He looked rugged, seductive, and uninhibited. 

He picked me up and slammed me against the wall as I wrapped my legs around him.   

“These clothes, they need to be off, now,” he growled, before he ripped his hoodie off of me. 

He cupped my breasts, harder than he ever had in the past. 

He dropped his head and buried himself between my mounds. 

He moaned before he lifted his head, briefly reaching around to undo the clasp of my bra. 

I wrapped my hands around his neck, urging him to continue. 

That’s when he seized my wrists and pinned them above my head. 

“No. I’m in control now, remember? These beautiful tits of yours are mine. Every single part of you is mine. You just enjoy and do exactly what I tell you to,” he said before dipping his head lower and nibbling on my neck. 

I was now dripping wet, eager with anticipation. I’ve never seen him lose control, not like this.

He carried me over to the kitchen table before bent me over it, my face now pressed up against the cool marble.

I had no idea what he was doing, I wanted to ask, but I didn’t want to interrupt either. 

He then moved his hands over my thighs and tore my sweatpants off, shredding them. It took me by surprise and I gasped. 

He bent himself over me and pulled my hair as he whispered in my ear. “Do you know how long I’ve wanted to do this to you? Do you know all the filthy thoughts going through my head right now? I’m going to fuck the pain right out of you like you asked, but first…first I’m gonna have a little fun and do things to you...that you couldn’t even dream about sweetheart,” he said his tone sultry and low. 

A mixture of nervousness and excitement ran through me. 

It wasn’t really a question, but I nodded my head in agreement anyway. 

He then descended until I felt his breath against my lower back. 

He bit my ass and grunted while he removed my panties.

I saw him tuck the material away in his pocket, I wanted to ask why, but I knew better. 

He was on a mission, and I wasn’t going to sabotage it. 

I then felt a sharp sting as he smacked my ass before he spun me around to face him as he looked me up and down with fire in his eyes. 

He looked at me like I was prey that he just captured. 

He lifted me up on the table and laid me down. He slowly traced his fingers up my thighs, finally stopping over my core, his fingers lightly teasing my outer lips, tormenting me. 

I started writhing around. I gasped, when he took both my wrists in one of his hands again, this time using his other hand to pull my thong out of his pocket. 

He secured my wrists with it, tight…tighter than I thought he would. Like he was waiting for me to try to escape. 

It only turned me on more. 

He lowered his hand again and plunged a finger deep inside me. He started stroking me gently, using an upwards motion as I sighed.

I could feel myself about to go over the threshold. I started shaking as he sped up the pace, diving into me, not letting up. 

“Who makes you feel this good? Who do you come for?” 

“You do. I come for you, only you.” 

“Then come for me,” he commanded before he ran a finger over my bundle of nerves.

I screamed out his name as he sent me over the edge. 

“That’s one,” he said, as he removed his finger from me. He then stuck it in my mouth, making me taste myself.

“Scoot down to the edge of the table and spread your legs for me. I’m craving something that only you can give me,” he said as he took a seat in front of me.

I didn’t know what he planned to do, but I soon found out, when his tongue flicked my clit.

It was so unexpected, I cried out in pleasure again. 

His fingers spread me open as his mouth lightly grazed over my opening. Then, his tongue started ravishing me. 

His tongue began to twirl around my clit before he dove deep inside me, devouring me.

I saw stars as he made me cry out in pleasure I never knew existed. 

He lapped up all my juices, making my head spin. “That's two,” he said, his breath tickling my core, sending a tingle up my spine. 

Just when I thought my body couldn’t handle anymore, he began lightly suckling my clit. 

He lifted my hips off the table as he groaned.   

I screamed out as my walls clenched around his tongue during another euphoric release. 

I couldn’t move, I was so spent. 

Brandon gently kissed the inside of my thighs as I lay still on the table, letting me know that he still wasn’t finished with me yet. 

He slowly lifted his head and met my eyes, his chin now damp. 

“That’s three,” he said before he got up from his seat. 

I began to move up the table and adjust myself, embarrassed at how exposed I was in front of him. 

“Don't move. Keep those legs spread open for me sweetheart. I like looking at what’s mine,” he directed me, as he removed his jeans, revealing his enormous erection. 

I did as I was told, I wanted what was coming next. 

He slowly climbed up on top of the table. He buried himself between my breasts again, sucking and licking my nipples as he cupped them. 

I felt him move down lower, his lips lightly grazing over my core, teasing me again, until he stood before me. 

He reached for my legs and pulled me to him, bringing me to meet him at the edge of the table again.

I was expecting sweet and slow, but he entered me in one quick motion, making me gasp out loud.

He held my ankles in the air, as he hammered into me, filling me. 

He moved with such fury, I felt myself on the edge of another orgasm. 

He then slowed his movements down and locked eyes with me. “I didn’t tell you to come for me again, did I?” he asked, looking at me wild and primitive now. 

I shook my head, as he began to plunge into me deeper, until I moaned. 

“Now…you can come for me baby.” 

My body responded to him and I drifted away on another wave of elation as he kept filling me. 

I was so intoxicated by him, I didn’t even feel him flip me over on the table. 

“That’s four,” he said, as he smacked my behind before he bent me over until I was on all fours. 

I felt him brace himself briefly, grabbing my hips before he entered me, from behind this time. 

The movement so deep, so penetrating, so filling, I growled against the cold marble. 

He drove into me ferociously, groaning my name. 

I felt his hand reach around, until his finger lightly stroked my clit, while I sucked in a breath. 

His other hand then reached into my hair and he tugged. “I want to feel you come while my cock is deep inside you,” he commanded, as he tugged harder on my hair. 

My walls gripped around his thickness, as I exploded again while crying out his name in ecstasy. 

I felt his own body spasm against mine as he whispered “That’s five,” against my ear, before finally letting himself go. 

He gave me exactly what I needed and it was even better than I could have hoped for. 

“You know, you’re pretty addicting yourself,” I said, as we both lay on the table, intertwined in each other. 

“Good thing I don’t ever plan on stopping your fix then, huh?” he said smiling, as he pulled me closer to him. 

I stared at my engagement ring, shining brightly, even in the dim room. 

I had everything I could ever want and more now. 

I would get through the trial, I was strong enough.




 

Chapter 27

 

After standing for the judge. The trial continued exactly where it left off. 

Brandon still held my hand and blocked Matt from my view. 

I watched as Sean nervously took the stand.

“Mr. Anderson, I understand that you and my client had an altercation over Ms. Winter one day?” the defense attorney asked. 

“I wouldn’t go that far. It was more like an intense questioning. Lizzie had tutored Matt so he could pass his final and graduate. Lizzie’s mom thought she was with Bill, Miranda, and I the night she tutored him though. Apparently Lizzie got drunk and spent the night out, which was very unlike her. She never told her mom until the next morning, her mom had assumed she’d been with all of us. Her mom didn’t know she was at Matt’s house that night, none of us did at that point. 

“Her mom lectured us at the diner about the dangers of teenage drinking. We were confused but we went along with it. When we asked Lizzie, she started to speak, but Matt came up behind her and interrupted. He said that Lizzie was tutoring him and she got drunk and spent the night. I had feelings for Lizzie at the time, so I let my jealousy get the best of me and I started questioning Matt. I was upset that she spent the night with him. Matt didn’t like me questioning him and we started arguing briefly. Until Brandon stepped in and broke up the argument,“ Sean answered. 

“Broke up the argument how?” 

“He said that Lizzie spent the night on the floor in his and his girlfriend at the time’s room that night. He then led Matt away from the group and tried to calm him down, which everyone appreciated,” Sean finished. 

“I have no further questions Your Honor. I do however, have another witness to call. The defense would like to call Ms. Kristy Gray to the stand.” 

My stomach dropped. She would be all too happy to call me a slut and gladly tell the courtroom what she saw that morning. 

Brandon squeezed my hand harder. 

Kristy took the stand and smirked. 

This was not going to be good. 

“Ms. Gray. You are the former girlfriend of Matthew Star, right? You two had dated for about 6 months give or take. How would you describe your romantic relationship overall during that time?” the defense attorney asked. 

“Yes I am and yes we did. Everything was great. Matt was the most perfect boyfriend. Both caring and sweet...until he cheated on me with Lizzie.” 

“I see. Did you ever catch them together? If so, can you describe what you saw and the events that took place.”

“I came over to surprise Matt one morning. I knew he was stressed because he was studying so hard for the math final and all. I didn’t know that Lizzie was the one tutoring him though. I left his house the night before, because he said he needed to study. Anyway, I was his girlfriend at the time, so I just walked right in. I found him and Lizzie in bed together, naked. Apparently, they spent the night together. Brandon caught them in the act too, actually. I turned to confront Lizzie and she just ran away. She didn’t apologize or anything. She didn’t say a word.   Matt finally told me that Lizzie had been tutoring him. He said, that he had fallen in love with her. It was highly unexpected. I thought he was still drunk or something. He assured me it was the truth though. He also said that Lizzie felt the same way about him. I mean, how could she not? Matt was the QB of the football team, she was just a nerd with an attitude problem,” Kristy finished before stepping down from the stand.   

All in all, I guess Kristy's testimony could have been worse. I started to feel the tension release from my body, before the defense attorney spoke up again. 

“I have another witness Your Honor. I would like to call Ms. Heather Gibson to the stand.” 

“I wasn’t aware of a Heather Gibson. She’s not on the witness list Your Honor,” my lawyer interrupted. 

“Okay, I’ll call a recess and you both can discuss it. We’ll return in 30 minutes,” Judge Smith said before leaving the courtroom. 

I looked at Brandon, he didn’t look too happy. 

5 minutes before recess was over, my lawyer found me.   Brandon and her had talked briefly while I went to the restroom.   

“I’m going to allow it. I think her testimony will be more in favor for the defense, but she may end up letting something slip that may inadvertently help us. Lizzie, this is going to be hard. She’s going to talk about the everyone finding you and Matt in bed together, be prepared for the worst,” she said as we entered the courtroom. 

Brandon and I looked at each other, neither one of us were looking forward to this. 

“Ms. Gibson, first and foremost. Did Ms. Winter spend the night on the floor in you and Brandon’s room the night Ms. Winter tutored my client?” the defense attorney asked.

“No. No, she did not. She spent the night in Matt’s bed. Brandon and I heard her moaning loudly in the next room. Then, she screamed out Brandon’s name. It was all very strange, so Brandon went to investigate.” 

Crap, this was going to be horrible. 

“I see. Strange indeed. Can you explain to the court anything else that may have happened that day. Anything you may have witnessed?” the defense attorney asked.

“Well, I walked into the bathroom and saw Lizzie wrapped up in nothing but a sheet. She was talking to Brandon. I don’t know what they were talking about, but I will say that Lizzie did seem really upset. I don’t know the reason behind it though.”

“I see. Any other events involving Lizzie that you may have witnessed. Like at the lake house, perhaps?” 

Brandon squeezed my hand tighter then. 

“Yes. Matt had announced after prom that Lizzie was his girlfriend. Lizzie came up to the lake house and spent the night in his room, so we obviously believed him. The next night, Lizzie started acting even more promiscuous. She started dancing around the lake house in skimpy shorts and a shirt with her bra showing. She had been drinking, but Matt had actually started giving her water, so she didn’t get out of hand. She was dancing around making all the guys stare…including Brandon.” 

“Did anything else happen that night?” 

“Yes. Lizzie announced to the room…to Matt and Brandon in particular, that she was going to go skinny dipping. She was trying to get attention or something. It was pathetic,” Heather answered coldly. 

My stomach dropped, this was bad. Really bad. 

“Permission to cross examine?” my lawyer then asked. 

“She’s all yours,” The defense attorney said, smiling.

“Ms. Gibson I understand that you and Brandon had dated for around 4 months. You ended up breaking up at the lake house that weekend though, correct?” my lawyer asked. 

“Yes. That’s right.”   

“What was the reason for the breakup?” 

“Well…um, it was because of Lizzie. I was jealous. However, I started a rumor. Well…technically Matt had started the rumor…but I didn’t stop it. Matt found me while I was crying, about a half hour after Lizzie ran out the door announcing she was going skinny dipping. She was talking to Brandon alone outside. I was really upset, obviously. I confided in Matt...that Brandon and I didn’t really have sex anymore. I also confided in him that I heard him call out Lizzie’s name one night while I was performing a sexual act on him,” Heather said, while looking down at the floor. 

This was definitely news to me. 

I looked up at Brandon, his expression gave nothing away.

“I understand Ms. Gibson. Can you please describe how Matt had reacted to this news?” 

“Oh. He was furious. He had this look in his eye…it scared me. He told me that he would take care of Brandon for me. That’s when he started spreading rumors about him. He told others that I said that he couldn’t get it up and what have you. Matt was really mad. I mean, Lizzie and him were only together officially for less than 24 hours...but Brandon was his best friend for 18 years.”   

“I have one final question for you Ms. Gibson. Did my client Ms. Winter ever go skinny dipping that night? If not can you please tell the court what happened?” 

“No she didn’t. Matt ended up throwing her in the lake…but it turns out that Lizzie couldn’t swim. Brandon ended up jumping in to save her. Matt almost killed her,” Heather said as she got up to leave while everyone in the courtroom gasped. 

“I have no further questions Your Honor.”




 

Chapter 28

 

Today Brandon was supposed to take the stand. 

He didn’t say it, but I knew he was a wreck about it.

Seeing as he was now my fiancé and Matt’s former best friend of 18 years, everyone was dying to get him up on that stand. 

In fact, no one else was even lined up as a witness that day. I was supposed to go on the stand the next day…and Matt the day after me. 

The trial was all coming to a head. 

The defense attorney was to question first and the prosecution would cross examine and finish. 

“Mr. Rivers, the man of the hour. You have become a very important person pertaining to this case,” the defense attorney said. 

Brandon grinned. “It would appear so…seeing as I was your client’s best friend of 18 years and I’m currently engaged to Lizzie.” 

Matt looked over at me then- his eyes shot daggers across the courtroom. 

“Interesting indeed Mr. Rivers. Well, I guess we should just cut to the chase then, shall we? What happened during that infamous day in the bathroom and at the lakehouse? Please explain your involvement in the alleged bathroom incident first,” the defense attorney said.

“I wasn’t there during the actual incident in question. I was there before and after the bathroom incident. It was just a prank…originally. Matt always liked to tease Lizzie. We all thought he just wanted to torment her again. Nothing like this was ever supposed to happen.” 

“Okay. Please describe what happened from your perspective. But before you get into that…please answer this question. Who was the one who carried Lizzie to the bathroom on that day in question that this alleged rape happened?” the defense attorney asked. 

“I was. I carried Lizzie to the bathroom that day. It was on Matt’s orders…but I did it. Biggest mistake of my life…but I did it,” Brandon said, as everyone murmured in the courtroom around me. 

“Enough. Order in the court,” Judge Smith called out. 

“Please continue with the events as they happened that day Mr. Rivers.” 

“I carried Lizzie to the bathroom. There were about 8 other football players, besides Matt and I. Matt began teasing her as usual, but Lizzie stood up for herself like she always did. Then, Matt picked her up and passed her around the bathroom. That’s all that was supposed to happen…that’s it. That’s where the prank was supposed to end. He just wanted to embarrass Lizzie, so she’d quit going back at him when he made fun of her. She was the only one who ever seemed to stand up to him…she was starting to hurt his ego. She was. No, I’m sorry. Lizzie is and always has been fearless. 

“Anyway, Matt started passing her around the bathroom. He was supposed to let her down, but he lifted her top up instead. Then, he groped her. That’s when I interfered. I told him to stop. He told me I was being a buzz kill and a pain in the ass. Then, he kicked the rest of the guys out of the bathroom with the exception of Trevor, Jordan and I. He told me that I could either participate, or be his watchman outside the door. He said that if I wasn’t his watchman, he would get Trevor and Jordan to do it. Trevor and Jordan were known for groping girls at parties and getting carried away, so I thought I was protecting her. I never, ever, thought Matt would do something like this, ever.”

“What did you think he was going to do with Ms. Winter?”

“Well, I had him promise me he wouldn’t do anything too crazy.   Like I said, I never imagined that he would be capable of something like this. He’s done some stupid stuff in the past. He’s always been sort of a loose cannon, if you will. However, up until that point he was always a good guy. I would have bet my life on it. Not anymore. I know all too well what he’s capable of now,” Brandon said solemnly. 

“So what happened after Matt left the Bathroom? Describe the events that happened as they took place.”

“After Matt had left, I found Lizzie on the floor in the bathroom. Her shirt was torn off and her pants were pulled down. I helped her up and asked if she wanted to go to the hospital. I told her I would take her. She declined, but she seemed really out of it. I noticed that she was bleeding and I urged her to let me take her to the hospital again, but she declined. I didn’t know what else to do, so I carried her out of the bathroom. I brought her home and told her that if she changed her mind about the hospital to let me know. I told her I would take her. ”   

“What did you do after that Mr. Rivers?” the defense attorney asked. 

“I went over to Matt’s house and I punched him in the face. I gave him a bloody nose. He protested and told me to hear him out. He told me that Lizzie and him were a thing, sort of. He then played a recording…one that made it seem like Lizzie had apparently been very into whatever they did. He said that she was into rough sex and that she was   promiscuous, the whole nine. I knew Lizzie, but I didn’t know her that intimately…so I just accepted it,” Brandon said, sadness in his eyes now. 

It was breaking my heart to see him on the stand like this.

I already knew how guilty he felt, I knew he was hating this as much as I was. 

“I see. Have you ever caught Lizzie and Matt in bed together? I believe a Ms. Kristy Gray and a Ms. Heather Gibbons had suggested something like that.” 

“Yes. Lizzie was tutoring Matt so he could graduate. She has a big heart like that- always so worried about others…even those who don’t deserve it. Matt had decided to play a drinking game with math questions. For every one he got right, Lizzie was supposed to do a shot. I laughed, because I really didn’t think Lizzie would end up drinking a drop of alcohol that night. However, Matt as usual…unexpectedly ended up getting quite a few of them right. She ended up having around 7 shots of vodka that night, not a lot, but she was a little buzzed. At least, when I left the room to go to sleep that night,” Brandon said. 

He looked like he was trying to avoid talking about what he walked in on and heard that morning.

I couldn’t blame him. 

“I see. So you went to sleep with your former girlfriend Heather. Just you and her? I’m trying to understand why you lied and said that Lizzie had slept on your floor that night, when it was very obvious that she had willingly went with Matt to his bed,” the defense attorney then said, his tone antagonizing now. 

Brandon glared at him. “No, Lizzie didn’t sleep on the floor of my room that night. I only said that to de-escalate an altercation brewing between my buddy and some other guy. They were obviously both into Lizzie and it was about 2 seconds away from becoming a full on brawl.   Also, I wouldn’t say it was obvious that she willingly went into Matt’s bed. No one, but her and Matt   know what happened. Something tells me that Matt may have tricked her into it somehow.” 

“Tricked her how? Or are you just speculating because of your own feelings for Ms. Winter? It must be very hard to talk about your former best friend and your current fiancé being intimate together.” 

The defense attorney smirked. “Please tell the courtroom what you walked in on that morning.” 

Brandon looked like he wanted to rip the defense attorney’s head off. I knew this was going to be brutal, but this was getting ridiculous.

“I walked in after I heard Lizzie screaming my name. I thought she was in trouble or something. When I walked in, Matt’s head was between her legs. It was clear that something had happened between them,” Brandon said looking sick to his stomach. 

Matt then looked over at me and winked. I ignored him and turned my attention back to Brandon. 

“Did it appear as though, Ms. Winter had been enjoying herself? Did it appear that Mr. Star had made her orgasm? Did it appear as though Ms. Winter was safe and perhaps even very happy, with my client?” the defense attorney asked, not even bothering to hide his delight at the questions. 

“Yes, it appeared as though she had an orgasm. For the record- people can be raped and have an orgasm. It happens quite frequently in rape cases actually. It happens about 50% of the time even. Do some research. It’s people who think like you do, that make it so hard for victims to speak up,” Brandon snapped back, rage building in his voice now.

I locked eyes with him, willing him to calm down and keep it together.

“Mr. Rivers I want to get into what happened at the lake house. However, first- I would like you to tell me what happened at the prom. I understand a bit of an altercation actually happened between you and my client?” 

“Yes. Lizzie text me and said she wasn't feeling well, then I noticed that she had left the prom. I was worried about her, so I went to check on her. I walked down the hallway and I saw Matt yanking her by her arm, rather forcefully. Then, he picked her up. He seemed really angry with her. So, I followed them out to the football field where Matt had brought them. Then, I saw Matt pull her into a kiss that she clearly didn't want.” 

“Mr. Rivers. I want you to continue your story, but first I have to ask an important question. At this time, during prom. Did you have feelings for Ms. Winter? Were you in love with her then? Sometimes emotions can cloud the logic of the situation…it can make you believe things that you otherwise wouldn't. So continue your story, but please answer the question first.” 

“Yes, I had feelings for Lizzie at that point. I realized that I was in love with her then. I understand what you're insinuating, but I assure you Lizzie didn't want that kiss. However, when I confronted Matt on the football field…Lizzie lied and said that she did want that kiss.” 

“Let me stop you right there. So you're saying that Ms. Winter is a liar?” 

“No. You know what, fine. Maybe my judgment was clouded. However, it appeared to me that she really didn't want that kiss. When I walked on the football field. Matt whispered something behind her ear. Then, she told me that she wanted Matt. I was shocked and hurt, but what could I do? She asked me to leave them alone. So, with my tail between my legs I did. Matt text me about a half-hour later and asked me if I could bring Lizzie to the lake house. I thought it was weird, but I also wanted to see Lizzie, so I agreed. When I picked her up, I noticed her dress was torn and bruises were starting to form around her neck…she looked really upset.” 

“I see. On that drive, did you ever ask her what happened? Did you ever ask her if Matt had hurt her? Did you ever ask her outright if my client had ever raped her? I mean, my client insists that Lizzie wanted and desired the kind of sexual relationship they had, but what did she tell you?” 

I steeled myself, I knew what was coming.

Brandon cleared his throat. “During our drive to the lake house I asked her those exact questions. I asked her outright if Matt had ever raped her.” 

He looked down. “She didn't deny it…she actually never said a word to me. She just ignored me and got her compact out in order to attempt to hide the bruises that were forming.” 

That's not what happened.

Brandon confronted me, and I lied to him. I told him that Matt had never raped me. 

Shit, he was committing perjury!

He was obviously trying to protect me...but I never wanted him to lie on the stand for me. 

“Okay then, please continue with what happened at the lake house. From what I understand, it was a very interesting weekend for all involved. Please tell me your account of what happened that weekend Mr. Rivers.”   

“I dropped Lizzie off at the lake house. She went upstairs with Matt and I went to my room with Heather. I didn't see Lizzie or Matt again until the next day. Lizzie had been drinking the next day. She was wearing clothing that she normally wouldn't have and dancing around. It wasn't like her…but we all do different things when we're trying to cope...or make the best out of a bad situation. Then, she said that she wanted to go skinny dipping. I found it alarming, I was very concerned.” 

“Why is that Mr. Rivers?” 

“Well, Lizzie can't swim. I knew she either had to be very drunk, or very depressed. However, she never willingly went into the lake because she was forcefully pushed into it by Matt,” Brandon continued, before being cut off again by the defense attorney. 

“Did Matt know that Ms. Winter couldn't swim? Perhaps he was just trying to have fun with her. You know, tease her the way a boyfriend does to a girlfriend?” 

“I have no idea. It sure didn't look like he did it in a fun way. I knew she couldn't swim, so I went in after her. Matt haphazardly jumped in after I had already gotten to Lizzie. He attempted to pretend to help drag her out of the water, at least that's the way I saw it. He didn't even need to be there, Lizzie's barely past 5 feet tall. I had it covered,” Brandon said, looking agitated now. 

“I see. Please continue with the rest of the events that evening. I believe everyone in the courtroom needs to hear what happened,” the defense attorney said, his tone taunting again.

I looked at my lawyer and she gave me a nod. It was her way of telling me to hang in there, it would all be over soon. 

Brandon rubbed the back of his neck before he began. 

“Heather and I had broken up shortly after that, she was a nice girl, but I clearly had feelings for someone else. It was something that was bound to happen sooner or later. Anyway, I was drinking a few beers, drowning in my sorrows…especially after I heard the rumors that were circulating about me. I knew Matt had a hand in them, but I couldn't prove it. It's safe to say that our friendship was on it's way out at that point. Lizzie came up to me and we talked for a little while. I vented about Heather, stuff like that. Matt then came up to us and said that the three of us needed to talk. He brought us up to his room. 

“I didn't know what he was planning on doing, but I knew I wanted to protect Lizzie. He announced that he got me a present in order to make me feel better about the breakup. Then, he took a couple of cheap shots at me, but I brushed them off. 

“Anyway, he put some music on, and told Lizzie to walk over to him. Lizzie did as she was told, like she always did at that point when it came to him. She no longer stood up to him like she used to, she just did whatever he asked. She wasn't the same person anymore. It was killing me. 

“So she walked over, and he started making comments about her body, trying to get a rise out of me. I'm almost positive that he knew I had feelings for her at that point…he just couldn't prove it. He pulled her shorts down and told her to walk over to me. He wanted her to try and seduce me. She attempted to touch me, but I told her not to. I told her that I wasn't like Matt, and she didn't have to do anything she didn't want to. Matt got angry with me and raised his voice. He told me to just accept Lizzie performing oral sex on me and take it like a man. I protested, but he kept insisting. 

“Matt then told me that if I didn't let Lizzie do it, that he had six or so guys lined up downstairs and they would be receiving oral sex from Lizzie. He told me those were my choices. It was disgusting the way he was treating her.”

“Did you ever ask Lizzie if that would be something that she would be willing to do? With the six or so guys, or with you?   Did she agree and consent to do it?” the defense attorney asked. 

“I did, and she said…” He stalled. “ She said yes…but I knew something was wrong. There was no way that Lizzie would be willing to go along with something like that. That's not the type of girl Lizzie is. Matt obviously had something over her…or he was manipulating her somehow…it all seemed strange. She certainly wasn't excited at the prospect, that's for sure. I got mad, because I couldn't believe Matt would put her, or me, in that position, so I left the room.” 

“But you came back? Why did you come back? After you answer those questions please continue with your story.” 

“Yes, I came back. I came back because I saw that there was in fact a line up of guys downstairs. They seemed happy to see me walk out of the room, just like Matt said. I couldn't let her go through with it though. I had to protect her the best that I could. I loved her…I love her; so I walked back into the room. I know it sounds weird, but I knew Lizzie had feelings for me too. At least, I was pretty sure she did. I figured if she was going to have to go through with anything, it should at least be with someone who cares about her,” Brandon said as he locked eyes with me. 

“So, you went back into that room with intentions of having Ms. Winter perform a sexual act on you?”

“Yes, I did. When I went back, Matt turned his anger and frustration from me to Lizzie. He said really mean things to her. He told her that she didn’t know how to turn guys on, stuff like that. Then, he   told her to get on the bed and start touching herself. She told him no…she said that she was too embarrassed. She reluctantly ended up agreeing though. Matt started degrading her again. He told her she wasn't doing it right because she wasn't into it. It was horrible to hear and Lizzie started crying, understandably. 

“I'm not saying that what I did next was the right thing by any means…but I don't regret it. The woman I love was crying, while being put in a very vulnerable position. He wasn't treating Lizzie the way she deserved to be treated. So, I stepped up to the plate. He was going to make her do it anyway. I didn't want her to be ashamed of herself, I didn't want her to listen to the horrible things he was saying. I wanted her to know how beautiful she was. 

“So, I did just that. She stopped crying and we had a moment together. She completed the task that Matt had asked her to do. She even started to stand up to Matt again. Then, Matt insisted she perform oral sex on me again…she said that she would be happy to. She was back to her sassy, feisty self again, temporarily. She walked over to me and I reminded her that she didn't have to do anything with me that she didn't want to. Then, she attempted to kiss me. Matt became very angry then. He started yelling at me. He told Lizzie that she was supposed to suck me…not kiss me. He seemed like he had gone off the deep end. Even I was nervous. He told me that she was only doing this because he was telling her to. He said that he controlled her…and that it had nothing to do with me. And that's when I knew for sure,” Brandon said, before the defense attorney interrupted him and my lawyer stood up. 

“Permission to cross examine,” she asked smiling. 

“The defense is done with questioning,” the defense attorney said, annoyance in his tone now. 

“I'm sorry Mr. Rivers, but that's when you knew what for sure?” my lawyer asked. 

“That's when I knew without a shadow of a doubt-   that he had raped Lizzie and that he was continuing to rape her and take advantage of her. That all she was to him was something to control, something to use.   One thing led to another and that's when her friend Miranda walked in,” Brandon finished. 

My lawyer spoke then. “I would like to call Ms. Elizabeth Winter to the stand now,” she said. 

Crap. I hadn't expected to go today, but I suppose it was better to get it over with sooner rather than later. 

Brandon squeezed my hand, as we crossed paths. 

“Ms. Winter, I'm going to make this as painless as I can. Can you please describe what happened in that bathroom stall on April 29th? Describe everything in as much detail as you can and take your time if you need to.”   

I took a deep breath. Somehow just getting my testimony over with, actually made me more calm and helped eased my anxiety. Plus, Brandon inadvertently said most of my testimony for me. Brandon must have tipped my lawyer off, and they came up with this plan.

He knew the more that I thought about things...the more nervous I became. 

That made me love him even more.

“Yes. Everything happened exactly as Brandon had described before he left the bathroom. However, when it was just Matt and I…things took a turn for the worst. He pushed me in the handicapped stall. His friend , Trevor I believe, had already tapped my mouth shut so I couldn't scream. Matt took off his belt and tied my hands above my head. I couldn't move, I couldn't scream, it was petrifying. He called me names and then he started threatening me. 

“He said that he could burn my parents diner down and destroy them. He said he could destroy me. He said he would light a fire and make it look like an accident that they caused. He started to undo my jeans and he pulled them down before   he positioned himself over me. 

“I started crying, because I didn't want what was going to happen. He had started to enter me, but then he stilled himself. He commented on how tight I was and made a comment wondering if I was still a virgin. I started crying even harder. Then, he retracted himself.   He tried calming me down by saying that he was going to make it special for me. He removed the tape but warned me not to scream. He also undid my wrists. 

“I actually became hopeful that he was going to let me go…but he told me that he wasn't because he wanted it too much now. I pleaded with him not to do it…but he ignored me. Then, he told me that he needed me to do something for him. I know the defense team is so excited to pull out that tape…so let me just cut to the chase. Yes, I told Matt that I wanted him and that I loved him. I can’t deny that. However, I didn't tell Matt any of those things during sexual intercourse. I told him those things as he raped me and only because he made me tell him that.” I paused and looked at Matt, he looked down at the floor. 

I looked over at Brandon, he looked the saddest I had ever seen him. 

“Anyway, Brandon had found me after and you heard his testimony. All of that is true. A few days later Matt attacked me while I was taking out the garbage at my parents diner. He told me that he wanted to continue raping me etc. He told me that if I didn't let him, he would hurt my parents business…everything he said when he raped me the first time. I told him that I hated him and I meant it. There was one time and only one time that a sexual act was performed between us that I don't consider rape. Matt had performed oral sex on me one night. He told me to pretend that he wasn't the bad guy, to pretend that he was Brandon. And yes, I had an orgasm, but it was because I was thinking of Brandon and only Brandon.” 

I glanced at Matt again before I continued, he was still looking at the floor. 

“It seemed like Matt had left me alone for a week or two after everyone walked in on us in his bedroom. I had my old life back. I was excited to go to prom. It was one of the best nights of my life. Until, Matt text me. He threatened my friends. He was jealous of Sean, my friend who was my prom date. He kept telling me I needed to ditch Sean and meet him...or something bad would happen to him. You heard Brandon's testimony. What you don't know, is that what Matt had whispered in my ear was that I needed to get rid of Brandon. I loved, and love Brandon, so for his own safety I did,” I said before pausing briefly to look at Brandon. 

His eyes met mine and with a single look he told me how much he loved me from across the courtroom. 

It gave me exactly what I needed to keep pushing forward. 

“After I sent Brandon away, I got really mad at Matt. All my rage that I had pent up had finally released. I told him that I would never love him and that I would never want to be with him. I told him he was the most despicable man I had ever met. He still is. I told him to leave me alone. Then, I turned to walk away…I even made it halfway down the football field. That's when I felt someone strangling me. Matt choked me so hard, I passed out. 

“I woke up under the bleachers, with a gag in my mouth. Matt said that I had done enough talking for the night. He told me he loved me, while in the same breath he threatened Brandon, Sean, and my parents. He said that he was going to do something at the lake house to make sure that Brandon and I wouldn't want to be together anymore. 

“You all have already heard multiple testimonies regarding the lake house. No, I can't swim. No, I didn't care if I died. That's how much Matt had destroyed me. At the lake house Matt told me that he had a proposition for me. He told me that if I could seduce Brandon and Brandon took the bait…he would let me go for good. Brandon wasn’t falling for it at first. However, Brandon unknowingly came back and walked straight into Matt's trap. That said, I don't regret a single thing I did with Brandon that night…everything was consensual with him. Matt had led me to believe he was going to leave me alone. Then, he started stalking me at college. It was Brandon who protected me. It's always Brandon who protects me. Make whatever decision you want, but no matter what the end result is…I can't and I won't be destroyed by Matt anymore.” 

My lawyer nodded at me and I walked off the stand.

I grabbed Brandon's hand and we walked out of the courtroom.




 

Chapter 29

 

I had finally done it. I stood up to Matt.

I had told my side of the story. Nothing could hurt me now.

I wasn't even dreading his testimony tomorrow any longer. I had Brandon by my side. 

My world was perfect, and I couldn't be happier. I had beaten all the odds.

I was overcome with feeling, I needed to celebrate. I needed Brandon. 

I looked up, Brandon's eyes met mine and he appeared to need me just as much. 

We made our way into the bedroom. Emotion and longing filled the air. 

I stood in front of the bed, as Brandon walked over to me. He swept his lips across mine lightly, tenderly. 

Not before long, his tongue brushed against mine, teasing and enticing me to submit to my building desire for him. 

My chest heaved as he nestled his head between my breasts, taking my nipple in his mouth, while slowly drawing a moan from my lips. 

I felt his fingertips against my lower stomach as he unbuttoned my pants and they fell to the floor.

He kneeled down in front of me, as his lips planted affectionate, sensual kisses along my inner thighs. 

I felt his breath trickle along my core. Slowly, his mouth caressed me through the light fabric of my panties, further igniting my need for him. 

I glanced down as his teeth began to pull off the last of the barrier between us.

I exhaled sharply as two of his fingers spread me open for him, while his tongue brushed against my center, intentionally taunting me. 

He slowly, painstakingly, brought his tongue to my clit, enticing a gasp of pleasure from my lips. 

His tongue continued to probe my clit, now with a fervor so intense, I felt myself start to come undone. 

I writhed against his tongue, panting hard, as I erupted and cried out his name while he nuzzled in my wetness. 

My orgasm seemed to awaken a carnal desire in him as he pushed me onto the bed and pinned my arms above my head. 

His erection pressed against my opening, sparking another wave of arousal to wash over me. 

I felt a rush of heat between us as we locked eyes and he entered me. 

I raised my hips to meet his as he rocked against me, planting delicate kisses along my collar bone. 

He moaned softly as he began to thrust harder. I arched my hips in response to him, as his body began to coax another orgasm from me. 

He reached up then and interlaced his fingers with mine as he looked at me and whispered, “I love you.”

Tears sprung to my eyes and I screamed out his name as I climaxed, before feeling the trickle of his own eruption soon after. 

Brandon loved me through all the pain, just like he promised he would…just like he always had. 

 

***

 

“I'm going to grab some dinner for us, I have a feeling we'll be needing the nourishment tonight. Do you want anything in particular?” Brandon asked as I laid naked in our bed after another fabulous round of love making with him. 

“Nope, I have everything I want. I have you. Surprise me,” I replied, still in my blissful peace. 

“I love you, I'll be back shortly. Lock the door behind me and call me if you need me,” he said before stepping out. 

I locked the door behind him and dozed off to sleep in my happy delirium. 

I woke up a few hours later, in pitch darkness.

Hmm, this is strange.

I got up and walked through the house naked, hoping to entice Brandon into the next round. 

He wasn't anywhere to be found though…and the lights were turned down. 

I decided to check my phone to see if there was a message from him, but there wasn't. I dialed his number, and it rang a few times before going to voicemail. 

My stomach then dropped as my intuition tried to warn me that something was very wrong. 

“Calm down Lizzie,” I told myself out loud, as I walked into the bathroom to see if he was in there. 

He wasn't and I didn't notice anything strange. 

I decided to call Brandon again.

It was on the second ring, when a hand reached out and grabbed my throat. 

Excitement shot through me, hoping Brandon was behind me and he was ready to take me again. 

I soon realized it wasn't when another hand crashed down over my mouth…this time with a cloth on it. 

I told myself to stay calm and not give into fear.

Then, the darkness closed in around me, and I felt myself fade away. 

 

***

 

I woke up with a jolt, my vision hazy as I looked at my surroundings in the darkness.

Nothing looked familiar. It seemed like I was in an old, rundown basement with tons of various pipes overhead, it smelled faintly of old smoke. 

I looked up and saw that my hands were in fact, tied up to one of the big metal pipes directly over my head. 

I tried to scream out, but my voice came out muffled from the tape over my mouth. 

I started wondering if it was a dream, as I realized that I was now dressed in jeans and a tank top, and not naked like I had been before.

I stood on my tiptoes, trying to see if I could undo my hands from the big metal pipe they were currently tied to.

That's when a dim light flickered, lighting the room just enough to let me be able to see.

“Cupcake,” a voice called out, making my stomach turn. I already knew exactly who the voice belonged to. 

I then heard clapping in the distance. 

“You were magnificent today. Sexy, strong, beautiful. I think I fell in love with you all over again,” Matt said as he walked down the dimly lit staircase. 

“Cupcake. Oh, I'm sorry—Lizzie. I just want to talk to you. I have some information that I think you should hear. Had you let me talk to you earlier…it never would have come to this. Instead you had to make me the bad guy, again. What if I filled you in on some things you didn't know? I'll throw you a bone though and let you in on the first one. You're not here alone,” Matt said as he motioned for me to look down.




 

Chapter 30

 

I looked down and to the right of me. 

Brandon was chained up to a chair. He was passed out and tape was over his mouth too. 

My heart sunk in my chest at the sight. 

“Okay Lizzie, now get ready to scream. It's time to wake Brandon up. Something tells me, you're not going to want to miss this,” Matt said as he ripped the tape off of my mouth.

I screamed out at the top of my lungs, hoping that Brandon could hear me, and my worst fears wouldn't be confirmed. 

Brandon slowly bobbed his head before he opened his eyes.

Matt waited for him to look at me before he spoke. 

Brandon's expression was a combination of both shock and fear.

“Did you have a nice nap Brandon? Something tells me, at least from the naked state I found Lizzie in- you probably needed the rest.” 

Brandon grunted against the tape and tried to break out of the chains he was in. He was strong, but there was no way he was getting out. 

“So, you're both probably. Excuse me. One of you is probably wondering why I brought you both here. The other one already knows,” Matt continued, as he tilted his head in Brandon's direction. 

He must be extra crazy today, that's the only reason that any of this would make any sense. 

Matt walked over to Brandon and removed the tape from his mouth. “There's something that your boyfriend. I'm sorry. Your fiance, has been keeping from you. I think you deserve to know. Trust me Cupcake, I'm doing this for you.” 

Brandon tried to headbutt him, but Matt moved away too quickly. 

“Lizzie, are you okay? Has he hurt you? Did he do anything to you?” Brandon asked, his tone a mixture of concern and fury. 

“No Brandon. I don't think...” I started to answer before Matt cut me off. 

“Brandon, why would I hurt Lizzie? I love her. I mean, don't get me wrong. Finding her naked as I came up behind her was, tempting, to say the least. However, I have no intention of hurting her. At least no more then you will have after tonight.”

“What the hell is he talking about, Brandon?” 

Brandon looked at Matt like he wanted to kill him before he spoke. “Matt's a wacko remember? Don't believe anything he says. Remember how you feel about me. I will do everything I can to protect you. It will all be okay.” 

I blew out a breath, he was right. 

Matt is out of his mind. 

I could never trust a word out of his mouth.

“Really, Brandon—that's how you wanna play it? You're going to lie right to the woman you supposedly love? She deserves to know the truth. The whole truth and nothing but the truth. We're going to have the real trial right here. Let Lizzie be the judge,” Matt said.

Brandon tilted his face up to look at Matt, his eyes appeared to be pleading with him to stop talking. 

My heart jumped back in my throat. 

Why would Brandon give Matt a look like that?

You need to stop letting Matt get to you, this is what he does. You trust Brandon remember? 

Calm yourself, I told myself as I took another deep breath. 

“Lizzie. I know I'm the asshole…the bad guy. I'll never deny that. However, when the bad guy informs you that the person you love isn't the good guy after all…you really should listen to him,” Matt said as he locked eyes with me, sending a shiver down my spine. 

I shouldn't listen to Matt. Logically…I know this. 

What if he was right, though? 

What do you do when a sociopath warns you that the person you love isn't a good guy?

I looked over to Brandon, he looked away. He looked like someone had just torn out his heart and handed it to him on a silver platter. 

Something told me, that I was about to experience the very same thing before the night was over. 

“She deserves the truth, Brandon.” Matt said.

“I'm probably going to hate myself for saying this, but someone better start talking. Matt, what do you mean we're going to have the real trial right here? Your trials tomorrow asshole, remember?” 

Matt smirked. “Yes. I'm well aware. This isn't my trial though, cupcake. This is Brandon's.”   

“Brandon, please tell me this is just another one of Matt's delusions. He's really starting to scare me and I don't know what to think right now.” 

“Lizzie. I love you,” Brandon said while looking at the floor. 

It was the first time those words coming from his lips didn't make my heart flutter. 

Matt started laughing, it was an evil villainous laugh. “Yeah Brandon, good one.” 

“Someone fucking start talking. Now.”

Matt’s gaze focused back on me. “What happened last April 29th Lizzie?” 

“You know what happened. You raped me. You know what you did.” 

“Yes Lizzie. I know what I did. I wish I could take it back, but I can't. Everyone in this room knows what I did. We all know what I'm responsible for. We all know the part I played in it. The thing is, only two of us in this room know what part Brandon had in it.” 

Brandon swallowed hard and looked like he was two seconds away from tears. 

“Stop making him feel bad for carrying me into the bathroom that day. He feels bad enough about it. He only did it on your orders. 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.” 

I looked over at Brandon, his head was hanging low. My stomach dropped again.

“Doesn't it strike you a little odd how, I don't know—Guilty he felt after the whole thing?” Matt continued, before I interrupted him. 

This didn't make any sense. I had to get to the bottom of it. 

“Okay. Let's say for a second, I believe your fucked up delusions. You were still the one who raped me Matt. I know that for a fact. Why would you ever agree to go along with it? I mean, why would you agree to do something so horrible for another person in the first place?” 

“Because he's my brother,” Brandon whispered. 




 

Chapter 31

 

“Actually, I believe the correct term is half-brother,” Matt said, his tone sinister again as he looked at Brandon. 

I must be having a nightmare, that's the only way to explain what's happening right now. 

“So it's true then? You came up with a plan like this? Why? How the fuck could you do that to me? I loved you Brandon. I trusted you!” I shouted, my voice booming throughout the room. 

“Lizzie, please just let me explain. I know it's horrible. I know it's unforgivable. I know I'm not who you think I was—” Brandon started to say. 

“Yeah, you can say that again. Everything you told me was a lie. Nothing you say or do can ever make up for that. Why would you do that to me?” I asked, my voice cracking as I tried to swallow back a sob. 

“I'm so sorry. I know that the only thing I can do now is tell you everything. I owe you the truth, at least.” 

He swallowed hard before he spoke again. “Matt's father raped my mother. That's how we're half brothers. Our father’s, because I certainly don't consider that monster my father. Were best friends.” 

“Is it true?” I asked, looking at Matt, shocked that it was him that I was looking to for the truth now. 

“Yes, Lizzie. It's true. I didn't know about it until the beginning of last year, when Brandon told me. My father is a very bad person. I hate him, I've always hated him. Unfortunately, I wish that was the worst of it all,” Matt said, nodding his head towards Brandon.

Nothing they could say to me would ever make any of this okay, ever. However, seeing as I was tied up to a huge stupid pole thing, I didn't really have a choice but to listen. 

As usual, I was at the mercy of another person, or persons; as seemed to be the case. 

“Yeah, it gets worse. Not only did Matt's dad rape my mother. But he killed my father,” Brandon said before I cut him off.

“I thought your father died in a fire?” I asked, still refusing to look in his direction. 

“He did, Lizzie. A fire that Matt's dad caused. In this very house actually. Matt’s father owns it now, but it was my dad's get-a-way spot. His lake house. We used to go fishing here,” Brandon said glaring at Matt. 

“None of this makes any sense. How the fuck am I a part of any of this?”

“I'll get to that in a second, I promise. First, you know how I told you it gets worse? Well, here's how,” Matt stated, before nodding his head toward Brandon again. 

“The fire wasn't only supposed to kill my dad. It was supposed to kill me too. I usually went fishing with him. I had no idea, that it was murder or that I was supposed to be a victim until my 18th birthday. Remember how I told you I received a trust fund from my dad? Well, he left me a long note explaining what happened. It even explained his murder. The most disturbing being that my own mother has no idea that her husband, the man she loved, isn't the father of her child. She knows she was raped obviously…but she hid it. She kept it from my dad. She was scared, she didn't think anyone would believe her. Matt's dad was actually the one who admitted it, in a heated argument that they had once. 

“My dad was bragging about me, he was proud. Matt's dad wasn't exactly the doting father when it came to Matt, he thought he was a loser and an idiot. Which, he is of course—but it probably hurts hearing it from your own father. Anyway, Matt's dad got jealous and said that it probably wasn't even his kid in the first place. 

“Matt's father is the epitome of control and power, he needs to be the best at everything…needs to win at all costs. He's the worst and most dangerous man in the entire world, Lizzie. Anyway, obviously, my father wanted to know what he meant by that comment. Matt's dad had claimed that my mother and him had a one night stand. My dad didn't buy it, my mother isn't the type and she would never do that with his best friend. My father suspected that my mother was raped. It was the only thing that made sense, especially given exactly what type of person Matt's father is. He confronted my mother about it, 13 years later and she finally confessed that he had, in fact raped her one night long ago. He manipulated her, he blackmailed her, he got her to never tell a soul. My father couldn't bear the thought of telling her there was a possibility that I wasn't his. I mean, it was one night and my mother had done her best to move past it. She put it behind her and kept moving forward, she's strong and fearless like that…like you.” Brandon started to say. 

“Don't you dare. Just shut up and continue the fucking story. The only reason I'm even hearing either of you out right now is because I'm tied to this pipe above my head,” I said, my anger spewing out as I looked at Brandon. 

“I know. I'm just trying to tell you the truth about everything. I never want to lie to you again, even if that means losing you, which I know I will. Like I said—my father couldn't bear the thought of telling her his suspicious. Especially because my mother never even brought up the possibility after she admitted to being raped. So, he had a private DNA test done. It was a long shot. One night with a rapist, verse a marriage with the man she was hopelessly in love with. 

“Well, the results came back and the odds were not in his favor; or rather not in mine. He decided that he didn't want to destroy his family, or break his wife's heart. He had spent the last 13 years of my life raising me and loving me as his son. Why should the people he loved the most in the world suffer anymore? Especially at the expense of a controlling, manipulative prick. However, my father wanted to make the one person responsible pay, as they should have,” Brandon gritted through his teeth. 

“I can't believe I'm even asking this, but how? How did he make him pay? And how, or rather why did it end in murder? Not that I really care if it was you in that fire at this point, but your father saved my life once. He was a good man.” 

“He tried to take the one thing away from Matt's father that would hurt him. He tried to take his power and control away. He blackmailed him with the DNA results and he extorted him for a lot of money,” Brandon answered, looking at me like he was waiting for me to register what he had just said. 

“The money in your trust fund. It's all from Matt's father.” 

“Yup. He didn't spend a dime of it. He didn't even need it. However, he wanted me to have it. He felt if anyone deserved it, it was me. He put contingency's on it though. I had to be at least 18 years old and he had to be deceased. He wanted me to know the truth at some point in my life. He also asked me to never tell my mother, which I haven't. So, all seemed well and good. Clearly my dad and Matt's father were no longer friends...at least in private anyway. Matt and I had grown close though, especially since we literally grew up as best friends. We never knew any different. For about a year or so, Matt's father left him alone. My dad knew that he could never be too cautious though. 

“Matt's father always has to win…always. My father had a sneaky suspicion that Matt's father was getting ready for payback. He just didn't know when. Matt's father knew that we would go on fishing trips, and being as I would hang out with Matt, he knew exactly when those would be. Well, my father had a hunch. It ended up being right, when Matt's father met up with him and told him that he would end up killing him…and me. He even mentioned the possibility of a fire and making it look like an accident. Kind of like what Matt said to you. My father recorded the conversation, though….I have the only copy of it. He left it to me along with my trust fund. I have all the evidence, including him admitting to raping my mother. My father started getting distant from me during the last few months of his life. He was trying to protect me. He made plans to go on a fishing trip but he told me I wasn't allowed to go. I was devastated. It really hurt. I didn't know until my 18th birthday, that he only did it to save me. He saved my life by not letting me come here with him that weekend,” Brandon finished. 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing, that must have been so horrible for him to have to go through. 

No, Lizzie, this is the man who set you up to be raped. It doesn't excuse anything. 

“I'm sorry about your dad. Like I said, he was a good man—too bad he didn't pass it down to you. Now, can someone tell me how I fit into this fucked up situation?”

“I'll go first,” Matt began. “Since I am the person who ended up doing it to you. After Brandon's 18th birthday, obviously he had all this knowledge. Needless to say…he wanted revenge. However, I took his side. I was his best friend and I hated my father. I agreed to keep the secret…I felt really bad for him. I almost felt like I owed him in some way—” 

“Oh, so you raped me because you fucking owed him? How nice of you. I hate you. I hate both of you!” I shouted while trying to kick my legs up to hit one of them. 

“Let me finish. I felt bad for him, especially after finding out that he was my brother. I wanted to be there for him, as a brother. The first few months, I offered to do anything I could to help. I wish I never did now. I trusted Brandon…kind of like you. I never thought he'd turn the tables around on me. I never thought he'd hate me. 

“Anyway, In late April he said there was something I could do, something that would make him feel better. He said that if I did it, he would let it go.   I don't know why…well, I do now, but I didn't then. He told me to rape you. Just once. I wasn't supposed to physically hurt you…just do that. He knew we didn't get along at all, so I'd be more willing to go along with it. It was an odd request and I'm not an idiot like everyone thinks I am. 

“I protested but he flipped the tables on me. He said that he would blackmail me if I didn't. Or rather, he would blackmail me with my father's shit. Now, I hate my father. However, he's the one person I fear the most. I mean, just look what he did to Brandon's dad. He's a fucking murderer. I didn't even want to think about what he would do to me if he found out that I was the reason, he was getting blackmailed with everything that Brandon had on him. I had no choice. I had to do it. I had a feeling that Brandon was going to try to set me up for it. At least, I couldn't trust him not to try and get me arrested for it down the line anymore. However, I made sure I did something during the rape to have a chance to clear myself…in case I ever needed to.”   

“The tape. That's why you had me say what you did.” 

“Yeah, I'm sorry, Lizzie. I can't even—” Matt started to say. 

“Save it. I will never forgive you. Either of you. But I do have a question. If Matt's father was supposed to kill you, why didn't he?” I asked, turning toward Brandon, hating myself for how curious I was now. 

“Because I became his dream son. Well, sort of. I was everything that Matt wasn't. Plus, he never knew that I would find out the truth one day. He never thought I'd know the truth. I didn't even find out until years after my father died. Matt's father became my father in a way after that. I started looking up to him and taking advice from him. We got really close. Lizzie, what I did is unforgivable. However, can I please finish telling you the truth? You'll probably hate me even more, but can I please explain my involvement? You do deserve to know everything.” 

I shrugged, part of me didn't want to know and a part of me did.

He was right about one thing though, I deserved to know everything. 

“Okay. So yes, I blackmailed Matt into doing that to you. I don't know what I was thinking, actually I do, but it doesn't make it right. I was going to destroy Matt's life, and inadvertently end up destroying his father's reputation. That was the first part of my plan. What better way to get back at him then setting his first born son up with a big scandal like this…the very thing that he did to my mother. I mean, I had also planned on destroying his own life as well, but this was the first step in the overall plan. 

“I choose you, because you're strong, feisty, and brave. Brave enough to go after Matt and stand up to him. You were the only girl who ever did. I needed someone who wouldn't back down from him. None of the other girls at school would ever go up against him and they probably wouldn't mind sleeping with him in the first place. Hell, at least half the girls in our junior and senior class already had. However, after it happened. I couldn't live with myself. It was eating me up alive, that's not who I am. It only got worse after I actually fell in love with you. Karma really is a bitch,” Brandon said, looking down at the floor. 

“Don't you even. Don't either of you dare use the word love for everything you've done to me. Just finish telling me every fucking thing. I want to hear everything. Now.” 

Matt cleared his throat before he spoke. “I'll start. So after the bathroom incident. Imagine my surprise when Brandon showed up at my house. I confronted him. I told him that I knew what he was up to. I told him that I had beat him at his own game though. I hate being manipulated. Almost as much as my father does. I knew why he chose you, Lizzie, it hit me right after. It was for all those reasons he said. 

“You were and are a fighter. Brandon did look miserable though, he told me he regretted making me do that. He told me he wished it never happened. He promised me he wouldn't use the rape against me in the future. I couldn't trust him anymore though. I taunted him. I wanted to beat him at his own game. So, I played the tape for him,” Matt said, waiting for me to finish his sentence. 

“And he punched you in the face.” 

“No, that's not exac—” Brandon started to say. 

“Shut up, bro, you'll have your chance after I finish,” Matt interrupted. 

“Yeah. Now, this part doesn't make me proud of myself. I am an asshole. I blackmailed and manipulated you, because I knew it would destroy Brandon's original plan. Even though he claimed that he wasn't going through with it anymore. I wanted to make him suffer, I wanted to make him hurt. I knew how to do it to. I was going to do it through you. Brandon tried to tell me he was going to save you from me after he found out that I kept continuing to hang out with you. Something happened to him after that day, Lizzie. I don't know when, but the fucker got feelings for you. I couldn't believe my luck, it was going to be so easy to manipulate him now.

“ Until I fell into the trap too. I developed feelings for you. Somewhere between the locker room blow job and tutoring…I guess. I tried to trick my mind into thinking we were really together. It helped me get through it. However, Brandon started getting jealous, which only made the situation that much better for me. I knew he would never be able to have you. I knew his darkest secret. I at least stood a chance with you…or so I thought, if I could manipulate you into being with me, until you actually fell for me. I was planning on telling you about Brandon at some point in time. I wanted to look like the good guy first though, or at least not have Brandon look like he was,” Matt said before Brandon interrupted.

“Okay, before he finishes, let me explain myself now. I was sick over what happened. I fucking hate myself for it. Lizzie, I swear, though—I am in love with you and I will protect you. Matt manipulating you killed me and it ate me up inside that I was the one who caused it in the first place. He tried to tell me that he really developed feelings for you. I suppose on some level he did, who am I to judge?  However, after I fell in love with you…hell before I did, I knew I wanted to protect you. 

“I wanted to do everything I could to make an impossible situation right. I knew that he was still continuing to hurt you and manipulate you after that. I couldn't prove it, though, but I had my suspicions. After that day in the bathroom everything I did and said was the truth. I swear on my life,” Brandon said while turning his head up to look at me. 

“Everything you said and did was always a lie—because that's how it started. It started with the biggest lie. Now I know what Matt meant in that letter when he said that he wished he would have just fooled me better, instead of showing me his true colors right from the start. He was right in a way. You and I only stood a chance because of a lie. A fucking cruel set up. He was right when he called you a hypocrite at the lake house. You are. And he was right when he said you weren't a good guy. You're not. It makes sense why it took so long for you to have sex with me. It must have been difficult to have sex with the girl you set up to get raped, huh?”

“Lizzie, I love you. So much. I will spend the rest of my life proving it to you, if you just let me. I know you can never forgive me. I understand. I don’t want you to forgive me because I can never forgive myself. I fucking hate myself. I'm a horrible human being. I will live in torment every day of my life because of the pain I caused you. I'm so fucking sorry,” Brandon said, before I cut him off. 

“Don't even say it. I don't even know who you are anymore. Matt was right again. He said earlier that he could never hurt me as much as you have. No matter what he did or does to me—it will never hurt as much as what you did to me. I gave you my heart. I gave you my trust. I gave you my fucking soul. I gave you every single part of me. 

“You picked me up off the floor that day…you carried me home. You looked me in the fucking eyes and told me that you loved me…all while knowing you set this up, even if it was only that one time. Good, live in torment, Brandon—because I'll live in torment every day of my life now too. I loved you so much. I still do, it won't go away. It's there, it's there forever. However, its tarnished by hurt and pain. Our loved is ruined. What we had is ruined.” 

I nodded my head up toward my engagement ring. “That doesn't mean anything anymore.” 

“Please, Lizzie. I'm begging you. I'm pleading with you. Just let me spend the rest of my life apologizing to you. Not because I feel I have to, but because I love you more than the air I breathe. It's not going to be easy, I know that. I swear to you, though, every single word I said to you after that day…every single action after that one day, is because I love you. Please don't throw what we had away. Just let me spend the rest of my life loving you and protecting you.” 

“How are you going to protect me from yourself Brandon? You can't.” I closed my eyes. “Matt, please continue with your story. Especially with what happened at prom and at the lake house. I haven't forgotten about those and you already know that I'll never forgive you, or love you. But, I want to hear everything. Also, explain to me about Europe and coming to my college.” 

“Sure, Cupcake. Sorry…Lizzie. I'm a fucked up asshole. Nothing new about that. However, I developed feelings for you. I was afraid that you were starting to have feelings for Brandon though. Obviously I was right. Anyway, I wanted to stick it to Brandon. That's why I did what I did after the math game. I mean, don't get me wrong. I enjoyed it very much and I would love to do it again. Sorry, I know you're going to start yelling. Just let me answer everything you asked. 

“Prom. I lost my shit. I thought that maybe, in some way you were coming around. I thought that maybe you had feelings for me too. We started getting along after the math game, a little. I saw you at prom and I fell even more in love with you. In fact, you're the only girl I've ever loved. I didn't even think I had it in me. You're the only girl who calls me on my shit and challenges me. I know I'll never be good enough for you…so I don't pretend to be. I know you don't deserve someone like me, or Brandon for that matter. You deserve so much better than us. You deserve perfection, because that's exactly what you are. Loving you changes me. You make me want to be the good guy.” 

I sighed. “Matt. You're getting off topic again.” 

“Sorry, Lizzie. So during prom…I fucked up again. I fucked up big time. I was so afraid Brandon was going to have you. I blacked out after you told me how you really felt about me. It tore my heart to pieces. I blamed Brandon. He was the one who put me in this predicament. I took my anger on him out on you. I went postal. I hurt you and I hate myself for it Lizzie. I wasn't going to rape you though. I swore I would never ever do that to you again. In fact, under the bleachers you grabbed my hand and kissed me. I thought the stars had aligned or something. Everything I said to you under the bleachers is true. Everything I told you at the lake house after accidentally dropping you in the lake is the truth. I had no idea you couldn't swim. None at all, I swear it. It scared the shit out of me. 

“I wanted you to seduce Brandon because I wanted him to suffer. I knew it would kill him to have a taste of what it was like to be with you…all while knowing that he could never truly have you because of what he did. I wanted him to walk away from you and let me have you. I knew it would hurt him to have me manipulate you into doing something with him. I wanted to see if he cared enough about you to let me tell you the truth though. I was going to tell you right after but my mind got the best of me and the whole plan got fucked up. Plus, your friend walked in and interrupted. I don't know what I was thinking, except I wanted to hurt Brandon. I wanted all the control. 

“Also, I'm sorry about the things I said that night. I was only trying to piss off Brandon. I was only trying to win. Lizzie, you know how to turn guys on. You have two brothers in the same room declaring their eternal love to you forever for crying out loud. You know way more then how to turn a guy on. You know how to turn their hearts on. You know how to make a bad guy, actually two bad guys, want to be good guys. Loving you is magic. Loving you is enough to save someone's soul.” 

“Why didn’t you end up telling me after that night then Matt? You said that you were going to leave me alone for good. So why didn’t you just tell me the truth beforehand?”

“Because I didn’t want to hurt you anymore Lizzie. What Brandon said at the lake house after your friend walked in…it hit me hard. I realized that I had destroyed you. I thought about it all night. That, and it really bugged me about you not panicking in the lake. I never want to be the cause of you wanting to die. That defeats the purpose of loving you. I knew there was no future for us, even if you found out the truth. That's why I backed away. I had intended on leaving you alone forever, because that's how much I love you. I thought Brandon did to. 

“I went to Europe and I tried to forget you. I came to the conclusion that I never would forget you…but still was going to leave you alone. However, imagine my surprise when Brandon showed up on my doorstep, so to speak. He said that he was in love with you, big shocker. He said that he was going to protect you and he wanted to spend the rest of his life with you. 

“I told him…I would spill the beans. I felt you needed to know the truth, before you rode into the sunset together. I felt you deserved to make an informed decision knowing all the facts. I knew you could never love me…but I felt you deserved better then him. I still do...that’s why I started stalking you. He kicked my ass so bad, I can't even play football anymore. One more hit to the head and I'm liable to have brain damage or something. 

“Anyway, I still came to find you after I recovered. I still loved you enough to know that you deserved the truth. That's why I kept trying to track you down. Brandon even went back on his word about telling the authorities. He figured, that would at least keep me from telling you the truth…for a little while anyway. Now, I will serve my time for what I did. I deserve to. That's why I'm doing what I'm doing now. I probably wouldn't have a chance to after tomorrow. Hell, I'm even sorry about tying you up right now. I just didn't know how else to get you to listen to me. Oh, and I swear I didn't touch you when you were naked in your apartment. I sure as fuck wanted to. God, that was like offering a man a steak after not eating for two weeks. However, I actually put clothes on you…rather then took them off of you. Also, I never hurt or fucked your friend, I promise. Not that it makes you hate me any less. I just wanted you to know,” Matt finished, sounding out of breath now. 

Please let this be a nightmare. This can't be actually happening. 

“I woke up this morning with everything I could have ever wanted. I was strong enough to stand up to Matt and I had the love of my life by my side. Now, I don't know which end is up and my life is in pieces. I don't know how I feel about anything anymore. Actually I do…I feel sick, that's how I feel. Matt can you please let me out of these ties?” 

“Sure. I'm sorry. No problem,” Matt said as he walked over to me. 

“Lizzie. Please. I know you have a lot to think about. I love you. I can't say it enough. You are my everything. I would die for you, I would kill for you. I will do anything I can, to take away the pain. Please, just think about everything before you make any final decisions. I will do everything, and anything I can to make it up to you. I will be the man that you fell in love with. I will never, ever hurt you again,” Brandon pleaded, his eyes begging me to look at him. 

Don't look in his eyes Lizzie. It will only make things worse. 

God, I love him, but how can I after what he's done? 

What is wrong with me? How did it come to this? 

Just breathe Lizzie, just breathe. You have a lot of soul searching to do. Just don't respond to him. 

“Sorry, Lizzie, I'm just trying to get it out. It's tangled. Just give me a second. I'm sorry about all this,” Matt said, as he finally released one of my hands. 

Apparently, he was having trouble with the other hand.

Just when I was getting ready to leave this hell hole, I heard a strange sound. It sounded like a door opening above us. 

“What is that?”   

“Matt, please tell me you didn't tell him I was here. He's the only other person who knows about this place,” Brandon said, his expression concerned as he looked at Matt. 

Matt's face turned pale. “No. Look I hate you, but I'm not an idiot. I would never tell him that you were here. You already know why,” Matt said as he stopped releasing my hand and tried to listen. 

Great, perfect. Seconds away from freedom and these dummies are arguing. 

“Goddammit, Matt. Give me the key to these fucking chains now. He's fucking here. You know as well as I do, that he will fucking kill Lizzie. He won't hesitate, except to do something worse to her before he kills her,” Brandon said, pleading with Matt now. 

Needless to say, my attention was starting to focus on what they were saying. I looked down and saw Matt slip something into Brandon's hand, he looked like he was going to be sick. 

Brandon didn't look much better actually. I've never seen either one of them like this. 

If these two were scared, I don't even know what I should be feeling.

Question is, what, or rather who, would have these two so scared in the first place? 

Who were they even talking about? 

The footsteps upstairs faded briefly, before they got louder. 

They were starting to sound like they were coming down the stairs. 

This couldn't be good. 

I looked up and saw the biggest man I have ever seen in my life. He had to be at least 6'5. Older looking, but still massive. 

Blond hair and super dark eyes, he looked like a slightly taller, and bigger version of Matt actually. 

Then, he smiled at me and I saw it…a single dimple. 

Now, I knew exactly who it was they were talking about.




 

Chapter 32

 

“So, you must be the girl who has my two boys so riled up?” a deep baritone voice said. 

I didn't want to confirm or deny anything to this beast, so I just kept my mouth shut. 

I looked up, Matt was still trying to untie my other hand.

“Matthew, step away from her. Now.” 

Matt ignored him and started yanking even harder then. 

That's when he came over and reached for the back of Matt's neck and pulled him away from me. Matt's eyes pleaded with me that he was sorry.

“Mathew, why do you have Brandon chained up like an animal? Is that any way to treat your own brother? You really should learn how to play nice with your siblings,” Mr. Star said, as he dragged Matt's body over to the other side of me.

He then tied his hands up to the pipe above him with rope. 

Breathe Lizzie. You'll make it through this. 

“So, let me have a nice look at the cause for all this sibling rivalry,” Mr. Star said as he took a step closer to me. 

“Leave her alone, she has nothing to do with this,” Brandon shouted, a mixture of rage and nerves in his tone.

“Well, that's certainty not how I understand it. She was a part of the plan to bring me down…or at least try to. I know what you've been up to Brandon. A father knows his own son. I didn't interfere when it came to Matt, because quite frankly, I didn't really care to. Matt is a bonehead. It would serve him right to do a little time in prison. Maybe, he would even come out a real man.”

“You mean a rapist and murderer, like you?” Matt shot back, his signature evil glare directed at his father now. 

Mr. Star then walked over to Matt and slapped him hard across the face, leaving a red hand print across his cheek.

I shuddered, this man was scarier than anything I've ever seen before, and clearly, I've seen a lot. 

“Learn to shut the fuck up Matthew. Don't make me have to tell you twice. I won't be so kind next time,” Mr. Star said, focusing his attention back on me now. 

He took another step toward me. “Lizzie, I believe. That's your name right?” 

“I told you, leave her the fuck alone. Do whatever the fuck you want to with me. I'm the one you want. I'm the one who wants to destroy you. She didn't even have any idea what was going on. Let her go,” Brandon said, his tone sharp, his eyes intense as he focused them on Mr. Star. 

Mr. Star smiled. “You know, I would have been willing to let her go…before tonight. Unfortunately, she knows far too much now. She's a liability. Blame your brother for that. He's always screwing things up.” 

“Lizzie. I'm so sorry. I love you. I never meant to…” Matt started to say, before his father cut him off. 

“Love? Don't you boys know? Love is for the weak. She is your weakness. I'm going to do you both a favor and get rid of your weakness for you. Then maybe, I can finally have the family, the sons, I've always dreamed of. I'm going to do what needs to be done. I'm going to teach you both a valuable lesson, as a father should,” Mr. Star said before he took another step closer to me.

My stomach dropped and fear shot through me. 

I had to fight back, even if he killed me. I would make sure I went down fighting as hard as I could.

I remembered that I still had one hand free and I was going to use that to my advantage. 

“So, Lizzie. I prefer Elizabeth actually. Lizzie sounds like a little girl's name.” He smirked. “And clearly you are all woman. Do you mind if I call you Elizabeth? Not that I really care, mind you, but I want to at least have some manners,” he said as he swept his finger across my cheek. 

“Don't you fucking touch her. I swear to God, you hurt her, and I will fucking kill you old man. I will make you suffer. I will make you pay. I will make what I originally had planned for you look like a walk in the park,” Brandon said, his rage spewing as he turned to look at Mr. Star. 

“I don't respond well to threats Brandon. You should know that already. I mean, just look at what I did to your father. I'm sorry, your fake father. Obviously, things didn't end well for him. However, I did make him a promise before he died. Since I am a man of my word, I intend to keep it. I'll get into that later though. First, I would like to get well acquainted with the girl who stole both my boys hearts. Before I rip those hearts to shreds, of course.” 

“Leave me the fuck alone asshole. You're sick, you're twisted. You're a fucking psychopath. Don't you dare fucking touch me!” I shouted, as I brought my left hand to his face.               

I punched him so hard, my engagement ring sliced his cheek and caused him to bleed. 

“Well, I'm impressed. I love a good fight. You know Brandon, I can almost appreciate why you fell for her. She actually reminds me of your mother. She fought me just as hard. She was tough as nails and feisty too. The resemblance is uncanny,” Mr. Star said, as he wiped his cheek, and looked at Brandon. 

“Go to hell. I will fucking kill you, mark my words. You will never get away with this,” Brandon said, as he started moving in his chair, fighting as hard as he could against the chains. 

“Well, fortunately, it looks like you're in no position to make that happen right now. Looks like your brother did a good job with those chains, nice touch. However, what is this mess with Elizabeth? One hand tied up? Mathew, are you that dumb, you have no concept of how to tie a woman up the proper way? This is sloppy,” Mr. Star said, as he reached for my other hand.

I started to swing again, trying to land another blow to his face. He caught my hand in his this time. He thumbed over my engagement ring. “What have we here?” 

“Well, looks like I intervened at just the right time. I must say…it's quite beautiful. If you like that sort of thing. Looks like my money was well spent, Brandon. I'll tell you what, Elizabeth. I'll let you keep it. Call it a family token. It will be nice to have something to comfort you, while I'm taking care of business,” Mr. Star said, as he began tying my other hand up. 

Brandon grunted. “I didn't spend one dime of your money on that. The only thing I spent your money on was helping to ensure Lizzie's safety. That, and trying to get justice for everything you've done. Now, leave her the fuck alone. I already told you. I'm the one you want. Let her go. Man up, and deal with me.”

“Man up? Brandon, you don't know the first thing about what it takes to be a man. You are a boy. A boy who fell in love. A stupid mistake. I'll show you both what it is to be a man. I'll make sure you never fall in love again, either of you. I'll teach my boys how to be men. Love makes you weak. Control. Power. That makes you a real man.” 

“Dad, please. Lizzie is innocent. She's only here because of me. I'll man up and take the responsibility, it was my mistake. I was wrong. I was only trying to hurt Brandon. Please, don't hurt her,” Matt said, tilting his head up to look at his father. 

“Stupid boy. I'm not doing this to hurt Elizabeth, son. I'm doing it to hurt you both. You both messed up and you need to be punished. I'll make sure neither of you ever cross me again. I'll make sure, you both are never weak again. I'll make sure you both end up strong, just like your father.”

“Now. First things first. Let me see if my boys have the same taste in women as their old man does. So far, I'd say yes. She's feisty like I like them. Let's see how far and deep my genes run,” he said, turning his attention back to me. 

“I swear to God. I will make you hurt,” Brandon said, venom in his voice. 

“You may think that. Fortunately for me, I have all the control right now. Watch and learn son. Both of you will thank me for it in the end. Don't worry, I won't hurt you, at least for the next few moments. I only want to get better acquainted with you, for now. This is the easy part,” Mr. Star said as he grabbed my waist.

“Don't fucking touch me. Get your hands off of me right now!” I screamed as I started to kick my legs. 

“I really like how strong and brave you think you are. It's such a turn on. Unfortunately, all of your shouting is giving me a headache. It's making it hard to concentrate on the task at hand,” Mr. Star said, as he backed up to get a piece of duct tape and put it over my mouth. 

Great, now I was right back to where I started. 

I can't give up, though. He might rape me, but I've already survived that. I have what it takes, but I won't let him kill me. 

“So much better. Now where was I? Ah, yes,” he said before bringing his hand down to grope my breasts. 

“These are nice. Nice and full, yet soft. A great size. I'm a breast man myself. Obviously, my boys inherited that from me,” he said continuing to grope me. 

I started to scream out against the tape. 

“Please. I'll give you what you want. I'll give you all the evidence I have against you. I'll give you the rest of the money back. I've barely made a dent in it. You can have it all, and then some. I'll give you my fucking life…just stop touching her. Please,” Brandon pleaded, his expression in agony. 

“You still don't get it, do you? I don't care about that. I'm teaching you a lesson. Now shut up and pay attention. Class is now in session. Sorry, we got disrupted, Elizabeth. So far, your temperament is endearing. Your breasts are lovely. I haven't seen all of your body yet, but I'd say you're about 5lbs, maybe 10lbs, heavier than I usually like them. However, that's no bother. In fact, it only adds to your womanly body. I quite like it actually. I guess my boys have turned me on to something, who would have thought,” he said as he brought his hand around my waist and toward my behind. 

I tried to kick him again but he was pressed right against me. 

Now, it looked like I was trying to wrap my legs around him. I felt bile start to rise up in my throat.

“Oh. I do like that, Elizabeth. I've never been an ass man, but your behind is spectacular. It's firm, round…and yet, oh so very squeezable,” he said as he reached around to squeeze my ass. 

I couldn't help it, I looked over at Brandon. It was an involuntary response, I had become so used to doing that. 

I regretted it immediately. He met my gaze and looked helpless and sorrowful. 

There was so much pain in his eyes, it brought me to tears. 

He removed his hands from my behind and brushed them along my cheek.“Really, Elizabeth…tears? I never would have guessed you were the type.” 

His comment ignited a fury in me and I kicked my legs up at him. 

He fought back, but I ended up kneeing him right between the legs. Hard but not hard enough. He only grunted. 

“There she is. Welcome back. However, I won't stand for this violent behavior toward me,” he said, as he brought his hand up and slapped me hard across the face. 

It stung so bad, half my face felt like it was on fire and I could feel it start to swell up. 

Brandon and Matt started fighting against their restraints. “I'm going to kill you. Just you fucking wait,” Brandon said right before Mr. Star walked over to him and punched him in the mouth. 

Brandon lifted his head right back up, glared at him and spit blood at him. He was purposely trying to rile him up now to get the focus off of me. 

Matt caught on to the game and started taunting him then as well. “I'll even help him do it. You're not a man, you're a coward. I hate that I have your DNA, even more than Brandon does.”   

His father walked over to him and punched him hard in the stomach. I heard the crack of ribs, as he doubled over in pain. 

I closed my eyes, this was too much to handle, even for me. 

Unfortunately, their plan didn't work for long and Mr. Star soon focused his attention back on me. 

“Elizabeth, so far I've liked everything I've learned about you. Not to mention, you're very beautiful. Almost a perfect combination of innocence and sex kitten. Those big green eyes of yours are gorgeous. Those lips of yours, so full and alluring. Now, let's see what your other lips look like.” 

I stared at him wide-eyed and struggled against him. 

Matt shot back up, wincing as he did it. Brandon struggled so hard against his chains that he started moving his chair closer to us. 

Mr. Star moved him back, only he faced him directly in front of us now. 

He was making sure he had no choice but to watch everything he was going to do to me. 

Brandon's eyes looked glassy and he looked more furious than I've ever seen him.

Mr. Star came back toward me then and started undoing my belt. I kicked my legs up again, but that only ended up helping him with the struggle to take off my pants. 

I clenched my thighs together for dear life. “Open up for me, Elizabeth. You know I'll be able to rip those legs apart.” He winked. “You're only making this harder on yourself...and me.” 

I clenched my thighs even harder then. 

I glanced over at Matt. His wrists looked raw and red, he was trying his hardest to break out of the rope. 

I looked over at Brandon, he was twisting around, trying to contort his body somehow against the chains. 

It appeared like he was trying to figure out how to get his hand out of the chains without dropping whatever he held in it.

Matt and him seemed to be communicating something to one another with their eyes. 

Mr. Star then brought his hands to my thighs trying to rip them open.

I clenched for dear life then. I was no match for him though. 

After a few moments of struggle, he ripped them apart, sending a jolt of pain throughout my legs. 

His hand reached into my underwear before he jammed his finger inside me. 

“See, that's not so bad. You feel heavenly, wet even. Tell me, Elizabeth, have you had sex already this evening?” he asked, his tone sinister.

I closed my eyes and thought of the last time Brandon and I made love, just a few short hours ago. 

I choked back tears before I began to sob loudly, my muffled cries filling the room.

I didn't care if he would torment me over it, I couldn't control it any longer. 

A few hours ago my life was all I could ever hope for, now I wasn't even sure if it was even worth living anymore. 

Just when I prepared to succumb to the worst of it, I felt him remove his finger. I opened my eyes and Brandon yanked him back away from me. 

Somehow he had managed to unlock his chains. 

I looked over to Matt and his wrists were bleeding, he looked about a thread away from being released himself. 

I looked back over to Mr. Star and Brandon, they were struggling. 

Mr. Star then reached into his pocket and pulled out a gun.

He let one shot fire into the wall as a warning. It echoed throughout the basement and made my ears ring. 

Brandon punched him in the face before they struggled against each other harder. 

My muffled screams filled the room, even louder now. 

I couldn't watch him kill Brandon, I could never forgive Brandon, but I couldn't watch him die…my heart wouldn't let me. 

However, it didn't look like Mr. Star was aiming for Brandon. 

He looked like he was aiming the gun toward me. 

I closed my eyes, my fear wouldn't let me look. 

I should just accept my fate, it didn't mean I wasn't strong. It just meant that I was brave enough to let go. 

I heard another gunshot go off and I braced myself for the impact. 

I was ready to let go. 

I then felt a massive force collide against my body. 

The impact so powerful, the big pipe above my head broke and it sent me crashing to the floor. 

Unfortunately, whatever that wall of force was, it was now on top of me, crushing me. 

It hurt to breathe and I couldn't see a thing around me.

I heard another two gunshots in the distance echo throughout the room. 

I tilted my head up slightly and I realized that it was Matt's body on top of me, crushing me. 

He was limp, but I felt a very faint heartbeat, seeing as his chest was against my head. 

With all the adrenaline left in my body, I tilted my head out toward the side of Matt's chest. 

I saw Brandon   standing over Mr. Star, the gun in his hand was pointed at him. 

I glanced down, Mr. Star's body lay lifeless in a pool of blood around him.

I heard faint sirens in the distance, as my body finally gave into the darkness that surrounded me.




 

Chapter 33

 

 

Mr. Star was dead. 

Brandon did in fact, end up killing him that night.   

Mr. Star had intended to use that gun to kill me. He fired a shot right at me, but Matt threw himself in front of me and blocked it. 

It ended up going through him instead. He didn't end up dying, but he was still in a coma. 

It wasn't because of the gun shot though. 

The big pipe above my head that broke when Matt threw himself in front of me…landed right on his head.

It's been over a month since it happened, but the doctors aren't sure if he'll ever wake up. 

Matt's mom is refusing to pull the plug, because well…he isn't brain dead…he's just unable to wake up. 

She ended up moving out of Brookville and to the Caribbean. 

She really wasn't all that broken up about losing her husband. I can't say that I blame her. 

Brandon got sentenced yesterday. Manslaughter. 

He cut an amazing deal with the DA, and turned over all the evidence he had against Mr. Star. 

Unfortunately, even with all of that…it still wasn’t enough, given all of Mr. Star’s powerful connections.

He's only getting 5 years though and he'll most likely be out before that for good behavior. 

I couldn't go to the sentencing.

His lawyer contacted me and said that it would help his case if I showed up and testified, maybe he would only get 3 years. 

I just couldn't do it though. 

Instead, I wrote a very vague letter briefly detailing what happened with Mr. Star. 

Don't get me wrong, I'm grateful to Brandon for killing Mr. Star, he was an evil man, and he deserved exactly what he got. 

However, with everything revealed that night, I couldn't be anywhere near him and I wanted him gone. 

It just hurts too much.

I moved out of the apartment. His lawyer contacted me again- He said that Brandon would pay it up for the next five years for me. 

Brandon wanted me to stay, be safe, and finish my degree. 

I declined. 

My case against Matt ended up falling apart. 

Seeing as he was in a coma and couldn't testify the next day like he was supposed to, it was a standstill.

My lawyer told me that she would file for a motion or something legal that could get him convicted, or at least let the trial happen without him. 

I declined that as well.

What Matt did is unforgivable, Brandon too, for that matter. 

However, nothing can change what happened.

I'm just trying to keep my head above water. 

My grades plummeted and I may even lose my scholarship soon.

I just don't care about the things I used to anymore. 

One thing that I'm determined to do though? Rise above this. 

I am determined to come out of this stronger than I ever was and never be a victim again. 

My heart will turn black, and I will get my revenge. 

I look forward to the day.

It's only a matter of time. It's only a matter of circumstance. 

 

          









 

Epilogue

 

(Excerpt from “Against the Darkest Shadow’)

	

“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 that 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 then? 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.
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