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~One~

 

ALANNAH

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“How could this be happening to me again?” I was no one special. Not in a million years could fate be so cruel again. The hope of ever being saved was now a thing of the past. It had been days since I last saw Roman. I didn’t even know where I was or what Winston and the other man would do to me. 

 

It had to be revenge. Even though I never saw Stuart, I was sure that he was a part of it. He swore he would get back at Roman. If I could convince them that taking me was a mistake, maybe, by some miracle, they would let me go. 

 

Ever since I was a little girl, I didn’t know where I belonged. All I ever wanted was to be with my father. I deserved a better life than this one. I should have had the chance to go to school, college, maybe even get married and have children. Instead, I was locked in a cage like a dog, wondering what would happen to me next. 

 

Covering up with the blanket that I was so graciously given, I curled up into a ball and closed my eyes and thought of no one but Roman. Winston might have taken away any hope of ever being free, but he would never take away the memories I’ve shared with Roman. 

 

Just as I was about to fall into a deep sleep, I heard footsteps coming toward me. Sitting up with my blanket still covering my body, I stared through the bars and waited for whoever it was to arrive. It wasn’t hard to see that one of the men was Winston. The other man walking behind him was much taller than Stuart so it couldn’t have been him. I wished I could see his face. 

 

When Winston and the other man walked up to the cage, I realized that I knew the man with Winston. Even though I had only seen his face once, it was a face I wouldn’t forget. He was Roman’s business partner.

 

“Alannah, I hope your new home isn’t too uncomfortable,” Winston smirked.

 

“I should have known you would do something like this. Where is Stuart? I’m sure he isn’t innocent in this.”

 

“Stuart should be of no concern to you. Get up. We have only a short time to get you ready.”

 

“What do I need to get ready for, Winston?” I hissed. “And you.” My eyes fell to Brian. “Roman trusted you. You are his partner. How could you do this to him?”

 

There was only a laugh from Brian. He acted as though I said something funny. I didn't find any humor in what I said. Brian was Roman’s partner, and he trusted him. They had known each other since college. How could he betray him like that?

 

“You have no idea what you are talking about, Alannah. Roman is not the man you think he is.” There was hatred in Brian’s words. I didn't understand why he would say such a thing.

 

I refused to go with Winston and Brian, but Winston made it very clear he was in control. He entered the cage and pulled me to my feet. His hand came across my face, and the look he gave me was that of a cold-hearted man. As bad as my cheek hurt, the words he spoke hurt even more. “You will never see your precious Roman, pet. You belong to me now.”

 

“I will never belong to you.”

♥ ♥ ♥

 

If I had been smart, I would have let Winston think I was his instead of expressing my anger. As he dragged me up the stairs, I wasn’t sure what was worse, the pain he inflicted on me or fearing what he would do next. 

 

Left in a room that wasn’t much better than the cage that I had spent the last couple of days inside, Winston locked the door, leaving me with no hope of escape. Unlike the cage, at least there was a window in the room. It didn’t matter, because I didn't know where I was and the only thing I could see was tall trees and a road leading beyond them. At least I knew what time of day it was. Based on the amount of light left and the position of the sun, it would soon be dark. 

 

Loneliness was my only company, and all I could do was look out the small window and wait for my fate to arrive. Darkness began to fall when I noticed a car coming down the dirt road. As the car came closer, I tried to see who was inside, but the windows were dark. It didn't matter. The car never got close enough so I could at least see the driver. One thing was for sure, whoever was inside had money. I hadn’t seen many limousines in my lifetime, but I knew that only rich people rode in them.

 

As the car drove out of view, my attention shifted to the door when I heard someone fumbling with the lock. The door was thick, and unlike the bars that had kept me a prisoner, I couldn’t see who was on the other side. When the door swung open, a heavy-set woman stood by the doorway. I hadn’t seen her before, but knew that she must work for Winston. 

 

When she lifted her head, she made my breath hitch with fear. Her hair was pitch black and pulled into a tight bun. Only a few strands of hair dangled across her face, and those were gray and stringy. She didn’t seem to be too concerned about her oral hygiene, based on the condition of her teeth. If I had to guess, she wasn’t too keen on using a toothbrush. Her teeth were yellow and rotting away, and not
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"No one would ever know just how

much I was willing to give up.”






