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Prologue




The moment he was in his room, Daniel
retrieved his hidden cell phone and smiled. Tonight he and Elijah,
his lover and best friend, would see each other again. Then,
suddenly, the door flew open with such force that it hit the wall
and bounced back again.

 


It happened so fast that before Daniel could
react, two of El Shaddai’s inner circle stepped into the room,
grabbed him, and dragged him out. “What are you doing? Where do you
take me?” Daniel exclaimed. “Shut up, or I’ll make you!” growled
one of the two enforces. So, Daniel knew that if he didn’t keep
quiet, they would hurt him badly. It wouldn’t be the first time
that he was severely beaten.

 


After the first beating, El Shaddai had come
to his room and explained why he was punished. Daniel was eleven
then and hadn’t understood why he was punished for obeying the
leader. El Shaddai had ordered him to go to the women’s common room
to let his mother know their leader wanted to see her.

 


Daniel knew it was forbidden ever to enter
the common area for women, but since El Shaddai had personally
ordered him to do so, he did. After bringing his mother to El
Shaddai, Gregory, and Frank, beat him severely; both men belonged
to their leader’s inner circle.

 


El Shaddai had explained that a man or boy,
under no circumstances, was allowed to enter the women’s common
room, ever! Daniel hadn’t said anything because it would only mean
extra punishment. Plus, he wasn’t able to speak after the beating
he got.

 


He had been unconscious for days and had two
broken ribs, his face had been black and blue, and Daniel hadn’t
been able to open his eyes for more than a week. His mother had
watched when Frank and Gregory entered the room and began beating
him. She hadn’t moved so much as a muscle. The woman had watched
for a minute, then turned and left.

 


Hadn’t she seen the fear in her boy’s eyes,
silently begging her to step in, to help? It was then that Daniel
knew he was truly alone. His mother had been a fanatic from the
moment she and Jerry, Daniel’s father, had joined El Shaddai’s
cult. However, Daniel had never dreamed that she would abandon him
as she had done back then.

 


Then he met and befriended Elijah James, and
after some time, they became lovers. Daniel had been twenty-five
and Elijah twenty-four when they had met. That was three years ago.
Now, Daniel was dragged into, what everyone called the dungeon, and
for the life of him, he didn’t know why. He hadn’t done anything
wrong, well, not that he was aware of anyway.

 


When he was thrown into the dungeon, he saw
El Shaddai standing in the corner. That wasn’t good because the
leader rarely came down to the dungeon. “What is going on?” Daniel
whispered, trembling with fear.

 


El Shaddai didn’t acknowledge him; instead,
he said, “Bind him.” Pointing to the ceiling. Daniel looked up, and
fear spiked when he saw the meat hook. He stared at El Shaddai, his
eyes wide with fear. The leader smiled, and it wasn’t pretty; no,
it was downright evil.

 


Daniel still didn’t know why they had brought
him to the dungeon, but he knew he would soon find out. He was
stripped of his clothes, leaving only his briefs, then they cuffed
him. He started struggling, but a jab in the ribs made him stop,
and before he knew it, the cuffs were attached to the meat
hook.

 


Furthermore, he was beaten severely, and
Daniel didn’t know how long he was tortured; it could have been
days, hours, or even minutes. He wondered how many ribs they had
broken this time. Then, to his horror, the door opened, and Elijah
was dragged in. Was the man still breathing? Daniel couldn’t tell
because his lover wasn’t moving.

 


He wanted to call for him, but Daniel had
screamed so loud during the torture that he’d lost his voice; he
wasn’t even able to whisper. They threw Elijah on the floor right
in front of him. El Shaddai looked at him with cold, emotionless
eyes; it was when Daniel realized that the man didn’t have a soul.
His eyes were empty, void of humanity.

 


Daniel began to fear for his life when he saw
Elijah lying motionless on the floor, his eyes wide open; he knew
what that meant. El Shaddai had done his best to keep his followers
from connecting with the outside. However, Daniel and Elijah had
found a way to access the internet. He vowed that he would escape
or die trying if he survived the night. He knew some men who had
tried to escape, were caught, and never seen again. But, anything
was better than living under the rain of terror from their
leader.

 


Daniel knew nothing about the outside world,
as El Shaddai called it. So the thought of escaping to this unknown
world was frightening. Even so, everything was better than
staying.

 


El Shaddai stood before him as he whispered
the words Daniel feared so much. Because every time the words were
spoken, it meant more pain and torture. Daniel had been lowered to
the floor and was now on his knees, head down. El Shaddai put his
finger under his chin, forcing him to look up. So, Daniel didn’t
resist but kept staring at the floor; he wasn’t allowed to look his
leader in the eyes. “Look at me,” El Shaddai whispered, and Daniel
did because he knew he didn’t have another choice. He also knew he
would be severely punished because he obeyed his leader.

 


El Shaddai stood before him and said in his
famous soft but deadly voice. “Do you know why you’re here?” Daniel
shook his head because he had no clue. “You sinned when you had sex
with Elijah. As you can see, he has already paid for his crime; now
it’s your turn.”

 


Daniel didn’t understand because El Shaddai
had sex with not only women but men as well, and he could know
because El Shaddai had summoned him numerous times to his quarters.
Moreover, Daniel had been disgusted and nauseous whenever the
leader had touched him. After the abuse, he felt so dirty, to the
point that he would rather die than be abused by that monster
again.

 


El Shaddai leaned toward his face, looked
into Daniel’s eyes, and whispered, “What is our motto?” With a
trembling voice that was laced with fear, Daniel answered, “Pray
and obey.” “Do so, and I might let you live,” El Shaddai said,
nodding at Frank and Gregory, who smiled evilly, then the leader
left. Frank and Gregory were ex-navy SEALS who had been
dishonorably discharged. That was all Daniel knew about the two
bastards. He didn’t know what a SEAL was, but he knew the two were
dangerous and loved to torture, maim, and kill.

 


Daniel didn’t remember much of the previous
evening; he only knew they had murdered Elijah, his precious
Elijah. He lay on the bed and tried not to move because the pain
was unbearable. Daniel suspected that at least some ribs were
broken. He couldn’t see properly because his eyes were swollen
shut. His entire body and face were battered and bruised. But
Daniel was now, more than ever, determined to escape and get as far
away as possible from El Shaddai. The man was a power-hungry,
cold-blooded murderer, a psychopath.

 


******

 


Daniel stared out the window, knowing he
would escape from the compound tonight or die trying. It had been a
week since he was beaten and tortured, and luckily he was now able
to walk again. Daniel knew he would have to run once he climbed out
of the window.

 


It was very dark because the moon was hiding
behind the clouds. His heart was hammering in his chest, and he was
scared to death. However, he would try to escape tonight. He knew
that if they caught him, they would kill him. Well, better dead
than face another day in hell.

 


Daniel debated whether to take his belongings
or just run and leave everything behind. But, if he ran and someone
saw him carrying his belongings, they knew what he was up to. So,
Daniel decided to run and leave everything he owned behind. Well,
he didn’t own much because El Shaddai didn’t allow it.

 


Daniel lived in the main building, which was
shared with many young men between the ages of fifteen and thirty,
and El Shaddai’s guards ensured everyone behaved. That way, he
controlled everyone. The guards had El Shaddai’s permission to
punish those who jumped out of line.

 


Daniel knew that getting out of the building
undetected was nearly impossible. It seemed that the guards were
everywhere, all the time. There was only one possibility to escape,
and that was to jump out of the window. However, Daniel’s room was
on the second floor, so if he jumped and broke his leg, he would be
caught, and they would kill him, slowly.

 


Daniel had opened his window, and now he was
waiting. The guards made their rounds and would pass every ten
minutes, so that left him with little to no time. Nonetheless,
Daniel would give it a try. He was abused in so many ways,
physically and sexually, and he’d had enough. Daniel had often
considered escaping but never had the courage to do so. His fear of
El Shaddai’s wrath had been petrifying. But Elijah’s murder had
made all the difference. Now, more than ever, he was determined to
get away from El Shaddai and his rain of terror.

 


Daniel saw the guard pass and waited a few
minutes, so the man wouldn’t hear him when he hit the ground. He
was shaking, and his heart was racing, but he climbed out of the
window and jumped. When Daniel touched the ground, he rolled over
to break the fall. He hadn’t broken his bones when jumping down,
which gave him the necessary courage. He looked left and right, and
then he ran toward the forest.

 


Daniel just ran; he didn’t feel the twigs and
branches hitting his legs, arms, and even his face. For how long he
had been running, he didn’t know; it wasn’t until he gasped for air
that Daniel stopped. When he finally caught his breath, he glanced
around and noticed a dirt road ahead.

 


Headlights were coming his way, and Daniel
had almost made himself visible to stop the car. However, his gut
feeling told him to hide because it could be the guards searching
for him. By now, they should have noticed that he was gone. So,
Daniel retreated into the woods again; the bushes and trees would
provide shelter. When he was far enough away from the dirt road,
Daniel lowered himself against a tree. He was tired, so damn tired;
he would close his eyes just for a second or two.

 


When he opened his eyes again, the sun was
shining brightly. He stood and continued walking to, where? Well,
he didn’t know and didn’t care. All he wanted was to get as far
away as possible from El Shaddai and his guards. Daniel walked
until it got dark, then sat down and fell asleep. He didn’t even
notice that he had fallen asleep at the edge of a road.


Chapter 1




“You deserved it, bastard,” Lucas growled as
he put his rifle in the bag, zipped it close, and left the
abandoned building. His target had killed three young girls and got
away with it because of a technicality. Well, the scumbag would
never hurt anyone ever again. He would be arriving home somewhere
around midnight, but Lucas didn’t want to make a stop. All he
wanted was to go home.

 


“What the hell?” Lucas whispered as he saw
the heap alongside the road. Was that a human? Surely not, or was
it? Lucas slowed and then stopped the car when he saw it was indeed
a human.

 


He exited the vehicle and walked toward the
seemingly unconscious person. He knelt beside the body and saw that
it was a male, and he was breathing. Lucas tried to wake him, but
the man was unresponsive. Shit, why was this happening to him? He
tried again to wake the man, and this time he opened his eyes.

 


“Hey, are you alright? What happened?” Lucas
asked; he spoke in a low voice because he didn’t want to spook the
man. He got no answer, but Lucas saw the terror in his eyes and
wondered what had happened that put that amount of fear in the
man’s eyes.

 


It wasn’t until Lucas said that he would take
him to the hospital that he got a reaction. The man shook his head
and tried to move away from him. “No no, stay down. I’m not going
to hurt you, but I really think you need a doctor,” Lucas softly
said. He kept his distance because the man seemed terrified of him.
What the hell had happened that this man was so afraid?

 


“Alright, no doctor,” Lucas promised when the
man tried to move away from him but failed. Even though the man was
a stranger, Lucas’s heart broke at seeing the terror in the man’s
eyes. “Look,” he said when the man stared at him. “It’s obvious
that you can’t stay here. Plus, I really think you need to see a
doctor,” he added. And again, the man reacted as soon as Lucas
mentioned the doctor.

 


Lucas sighed inwardly because he was at a
loss for what to do; he couldn’t leave the man alongside the road.
Also, he couldn’t take him home because he didn’t know the man.
Lucas would never take a stranger home; being an assassin, he was
extremely cautious. “Leave me alone. Go away,” the man suddenly
whispered, startling Lucas. “Yeah, no, I can’t do that. You need
help, and I can’t leave you like this,” Lucas said. “No,” said the
man before he lost consciousness again.

 


The assassin didn’t like the idea of taking
home a stranger, but the humanity in him urged him to do so anyway.
If he were a fugitive, Lucas would hand him over to the police.
However, he would give him all the help the man required if he was
innocent.

 


 


Lucas watched the man for a while; he
couldn’t believe he had brought this stranger into his home. It
wasn’t like him. Well, it was done, and now he would see it
through. For a minute, Lucas debated if he should hand the man over
to the authorities, but somehow, he’d dismissed that thought even
faster than it had entered his mind.

 


******

 


For a moment, Daniel felt like he was in
heaven. He was enveloped by softness, and it smelled so good.
However, the wake-up call was abrupt when he saw Lucas enter the
room. Daniel jumped up from the couch and immediately went down
again, grabbing his head because he felt dizzy, and the headache
was killing him. His whole body hurt so much that he wished he was
dead.

 


“Easy now,” Lucas whispered while keeping his
distance. Then, in a soft, soothing tone, he went on. “You’re
dehydrated, so that’s why you probably have a huge headache. Here,
drink this; it will make you feel better.” Daniel eyed the glass
that was filled with blueish liquid. He shook his head because blue
fluids couldn’t be good.

 


“It’s just a sports drink to help you feel
better. After that, you can tell me your story. Now drink; it will
do you good,” Lucas gently urged. Daniel shook his head again
because he wouldn’t drink this funny-colored stuff.

 


Lucas sighed; why had it happened to him? It
was now that Lucas noticed the clothes the man was wearing. What
the fuck? He decided not to mention it, but it had Lucas thinking.
Something didn’t add up. Then it hit him. Was this guy Amish? “Are
you Amish? Did you run from your family?” Lucas questioned gently.
“As long as you’re not a criminal, I will help you in any way I
can,” the assassin offered. This time he got a response. “No,” the
man said quietly.

 


So, the man wasn’t Amish, but judging by his
clothes, Lucas knew there was a story. It was like he had stepped
out of an old movie. Plus, the clothes he wore were at least two
sizes too big. He decided that he wanted to know that story. That
thought made him frown because why was he so adamant about helping
this man? To find out more about this stranger.

 


“Alright, then tell me who you are. Where
you’re from, and what happened to you?” Lucas tried again to get
some information out of the man. This time the man looked
thoughtful, and Lucas hoped he would finally start talking.

 


Daniel had never been so scared in his life.
Was this some sick game El Shaddai was playing? Well, he wouldn’t
drink that blue stuff, no way. He looked left and right; could he
escape? He needed to get out of this place.

 


“Look, why don’t you start by telling me your
name? It talks so much better,” Lucas tried. It didn’t sit well
with him that he had a man in his home whose name he didn’t even
know. But he was sure this man wasn’t a criminal; he looked
terrified and was poorly dressed. No, this was someone on the run.
But the question was, where or who was he running from?

 


Somehow, Lucas wanted to know everything
about this man, this stranger. However, since he refused to talk,
there was little he could do. The man didn’t trust him, and he was
terrified of him. But why? Lucas sighed and saw that the man
flinched as if he expected Lucas to start beating him at any moment
now.

 


“What can I do to make you feel more at ease?
I can only repeat what I said before. I won’t hurt you, and no one
will get to you as long as you are in my house. But at least let me
know your name, so I don’t have to call you that guy,” Lucas gently
urged, smiling warmly at the man. To his astonishment, he was
rewarded with a small but genuine smile.

 


Lucas noticed the man still hadn’t touched
his sports drink; he took the bottle, poured some into a glass, and
drank it. “See, nothing bad happened. So, please drink because you
look like death warmed over,” he softly said. The man frowned and
hesitated for a short moment before he finally reached for the
glass. Lucas watched closely as the man brought the glass to his
mouth and took a small sip.

 


The assassin nodded approvingly and stayed
silent for a while, hoping the other man would finally start
talking. But unfortunately, the man kept quiet but eyed Lucas with
curiosity. “I prepared the guestroom, so you can shower and get
some sleep,” Lucas offered. He had made the bed and put fresh
towels in the adjacent bathroom while Daniel was still
unconscious.

 


“Why?” said the man. Lucas frowned. “Why
what? I don’t understand,” he softly replied. “Why are you so kind?
You don’t even know me.” Lucas looked thoughtful and raised one
eyebrow because he didn’t have an answer. Why was he so kind? Why
had he taken the stranger home?

 


“Good question, to which I don’t have an
answer,” Lucas said. The man looked at him in disbelief. “I really
don’t know. I’ve never taken a stranger home before. I honestly
don’t know why I’m helping you. Maybe because I didn’t want to let
you die in the ditch,” the assassin replied. Lucas eyed him
intently. “Are you ready to share some information about yourself?
Like, your name and how you ended up unconscious alongside the
road?” he gently urged.

 


Daniel was confused because this was too good
to be true, so what was the catch? Why was this man, who didn’t
even know him, so kind? He wanted nothing more than to tell this
man everything he had gone through. However, something held him
back. He finally said, “If I tell you my name, you can use that
against me. You could inform the leader, and he would come and
collect me. I don’t want to return; I’d rather kill myself.”

 


That got Lucas’s attention. “This is
confusing. Why don’t you start by telling me your name? I don’t
know anything about what you called him, a leader?” Lucas said. He
got no answer. Daniel was hesitant because he knew El Shaddai knew
many people, and maybe he knew this man as well. “Alright, let me
show you your room. You need sleep to heal your body,” Lucas said
when the man closed his eyes for the third time.

 


Lucas had examined him while Daniel was
unconscious. He couldn’t find anything broken, which was good. But,
the man’s body was black and blue, and lacerations and Lucas saw
wounds that were cost by a whip. Seeing the man’s body made his
blood boil, and at that moment, he was ready to kill the
perpetrator.

 


Daniel knew that he didn’t really have a
choice because he was dead on his feet. He wouldn’t be able to run
if El Shaddai would enter the room right this moment. Well, either
he woke up the following day and still be a free man, or he would
find El Shaddai in the room. He was so tired that he couldn’t think
straight anymore. Right now, Daniel didn’t really care because all
he wanted was to sleep for a month. “Daniel Askew,” he whispered
right before his world turned black.


Chapter 2


When Lucas opened his eyes, it was still dark
outside. A look at the clock told him it was four in the morning.
That meant he had only three hours of sleep, which wasn’t a
problem. Why was he awake? Then he heard it; it was Daniel
screaming and begging him not to hurt him. The assassin hurried out
of the bedroom and into Daniel's room. And, sure enough, the man
was having a nightmare, and it must be a bad one.

 


It didn’t happen often, but Lucas wasn’t sure
what to do. He wanted to comfort the man, but what if he scared him
even more by sitting on the edge of the bed? “Hey, Daniel? Buddy?
Wake up; you’re having a nightmare. Know that you are safe; no one
is going to hurt you,” the assassin spoke softly, soothingly. After
a few minutes, Daniel calmed down; he didn’t even wake up.

 


Lucas quietly left the room and returned a
moment later with a jar. He carefully sat on the edge of the bed
and opened the jar. Daniel lay on his stomach, which wasn’t strange
because he had been whipped so many times that his skin was raw.
The ointment would prevent infections if it wasn’t too late
already. Lucas didn’t know how long Daniel had been without medical
care. He gently rubbed the ointment on Daniel’s back, starting at
the shoulders and then slowly down to his calves. The bastards had
whipped his entire backside from shoulders to feet. Daniel didn’t
even stir.

 


A strange feeling hit him, and the assassin
couldn’t tell what it was, which wasn’t that strange because Lucas
had never shown feelings or emotions, not really. So, he dismissed
it and went into his room again.

 


The next time he opened his eyes, it was
eight in the morning; he got out of bed, took a quick shower,
dressed, and headed into the kitchen. Coffee, he needed lots of
coffee. For a short moment, he had considered peeking into the
guestroom, but the man was already terrified, so better leave him
alone. He debated for a brief moment if he should tell Daniel about
him having a nightmare, but then decided against it. Because what
good would it do him?

 


It was noon when Lucas heard the door to the
guestroom open. “There’s coffee if you want,” he said. That way, he
was letting the man know he had heard him leaving the room. The man
was standing in the doorway: he didn’t enter the kitchen.

 


Lucas’s eyes softened when he said, “If you
want to leave, you’re free to go. I won’t hold you against your
will, but I prefer you stay and tell me your story. It’s obvious
that you could use some help.” That seemed to do the trick because
the man entered the kitchen and eyed the coffee machine with
curiosity. “Help yourself,” said Lucas as he sipped from the hot
brew.

 


Daniel didn’t move but caught Lucas off guard
when he suddenly spoke. “Did. Did you put something on my back?”
Daniel asked in a soft voice. Lucas nodded. “I did because you
don’t want to get those wounds infected. I used an ointment that
will help your skin heal faster,” Lucas explained. “My name is
Daniel,” he said while staring at the coffee machine. Lucas waited
patiently. “I. I don’t know how to operate that machine,” he
whispered, looking terrified. “I know that your name is Daniel
Askew. You told me so the previous evening,” Lucas informed the
man, who looked shocked and frightened.

 


The assassin smiled reassuringly, pointing at
the coffee machine; he chuckled, “It’s not so strange because it
took a while before I knew how to make a decent coffee using the
machine. The damn thing is complicated.” The assassin stood and
moved to the machine as he eyed Daniel. “How do you want your
coffee?” he asked.

 


Daniel’s eyes were huge; the man had cursed.
Was he the devil? Because El Shaddai had told them the devil had
many faces. Still looking terrified, Daniel answered nonetheless.
“I… don’t know.” Lucas frowned because how could someone not know
how he wanted their coffee? He wondered where the man had come
from.

 


“Do you take milk and sugar?” Lucas asked as
he sighed inwardly. He was an assassin and a damn good one, but now
he felt like he was in over his head with this man, Daniel.

 


Daniel eyed Lucas, and he seemed more
terrified by the minute. “Have you ever had coffee before?” Lucas
questioned as gently as possible. “I can make tea or hot cocoa if
you like that more,” he offered. Relief was visible on Daniel’s
face, and his body relaxed; Lucas took that as a good sign. “I like
tea, please,” Daniel said in a soft voice, eyes down. “Alright, tea
it is,” Lucas said.

 


They sat opposite each other, drinking their
hot beverages. “You must be hungry. When was the last time you ate
something?” Lucas carefully inquired. He knew to tread carefully
because the man still looked afraid. Well, at least he didn’t look
terrified anymore, which was a big plus. Because maybe now he would
share some more information about where he came from and why he was
on the run. Lucas knew Daniel was on the run, but from what or who?
He couldn’t protect him if he didn’t know Daniel’s story. Wait?
What? Where had that thought come from?

 


Why would he want to protect someone he
didn’t know? He was an assassin, and soon he would have another
assignment. Well, shit!

 


“At least a day and a half ago,” said Daniel,
startling Lucas. “Oh, alright,” said Lucas as he stood and began to
open the cabinets. He had already done some grocery shopping while
Daniel had been asleep. Lucas asked how Daniel liked his eggs and
was flabbergasted when the man told him he didn’t know. He was even
more stunned to hear that Daniel had never eaten eggs before.

 


So, Lucas cooked breakfast and put two plates
on the table. “I made scrambled eggs with bacon and mushrooms, hash
browns, and toast,” Lucas explained. “I know, toast,” Daniel said.
“Well, just try everything on the plate, and if you don’t like
something, then don’t eat it, okay?” Lucas said, smiling
gently.

 


It turned out that Daniel liked everything
that was on the plate and ate with gusto. He hadn’t even known how
hungry he was until his first bite of scrambled eggs. Damn, that
tasted good, and what Lucas pointed out as hash browns were
delicious. There was even butter and marmalade.

 


Lucas began to clear the table, and Daniel
was quick to help, only he had never seen a dishwasher before, so
he put the plates and cutlery on the counter. He looked uncertainly
at Lucas for guidance. The assassin now assumed that Daniel knew
little about how people lived. It was something that aroused his
curiosity even more.

 


Lucas switched the dishwasher on and motioned
for Daniel to follow him into the living room. The man hesitated
for a moment, but then he followed. Lucas eyed Daniel and softly
said, “I hope that by now, you realize that if I wanted to harm
you, I could have done so already?” Daniel kept his eyes to the
floor when he softly said, “I guess.”

 


“Are you ready to trust me?” Lucas said,
before putting one finger under Daniel’s chin to lift his head, so
the man had to look him in the eyes. However, the moment his
fingertip touched Daniel, the man stiffened, and that terrifying
look had returned.

 


Lucas knew that he had made a big mistake,
and now he was convinced that the man had suffered physical abuse,
to say the least. The assassin pulled his finger away from Daniel
and eyed him intently. “I’m not going to hurt or betray you. I
could have done so when you slept, but I didn’t. How about you tell
me a little about yourself?” Lucas softly urged.

 


When Daniel stayed silent, Lucas said, “Look,
I don’t know what happened to you, but it’s evident that it wasn’t
pretty. I want to help you, but I need to know what I’m up against,
so I can prepare.” That earned him a curious look from Daniel, and
the man looked thoughtful, as if he hadn’t thought of that
possibility.

 


“You want to help me? Why? You should send me
away because you don’t know me, and trouble will follow wherever I
go,” said Daniel in a barely audible voice. Lucas briefly thought
about that, then said, “You are in trouble. It’s obvious that
someone abused you. The clothes you wear are very old fashion, like
ancient. So, don’t you think it’s about time you tell me where
you’re from and why you’re on the run?”

 


Daniel knew that he needed to tell the truth
or leave. But, if he left, then where should he go? Daniel knew
nothing about ‘the outside world,’ as El Shaddai had called it. At
least it seemed that Lucas was an honest man. But could he bring
danger to his place?

 


Daniel knew how ruthless Frank and Gregory
could be; they loved torturing and maiming people. However, Lucas
really seemed to be a nice guy, and Daniel couldn’t risk that they
would kill Lucas because the man was innocent.

 


Lucas patiently waited because he saw that
Daniel wanted to trust him, but something held him back. “I know
you’re afraid and not ready to trust me, but I need to know what’s
up. I really need to know what to take into account.” Lucas paused,
then added, “Plus, you need new clothes.”

 


Daniel frowned. “What’s wrong with my
clothes?” he questioned. It was the first real reaction Lucas had
seen from the man. “Well, you look like you could participate in
Little House on the Prairie,” Lucas replied because he didn’t know
how else to put it. It looked like the man had come straight from a
movie set.

 


Daniel looked confused. “What’s a House on
the Prairie?” he hesitantly asked. “Don’t you
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