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    To my husband

      

    


The chilling metal bit into her back and grounded her in the sheer reality of her situation. Her eyes, no longer so maladjusted to the debilitating darkness, allowed her to peruse the cracked, splintering walls, the dirt floor, the windowless room. How long had she been there? Four days? Five? An eternity?

It was impossible to tell, and she didn’t want to know anyway. Tears slinked out of her eyes, crawling down her cheek that most certainly was marred by blood and dirt. She hadn’t seen herself since the ordeal had begun and didn’t want to. Mirrors were for reflection and for admiration, not for disappointment. 

A drip of water clambered to the ground relentlessly in the corner, the noise like a metronome of irritation. The sound was so deliberate, so reliable, it almost could be the same drop over and over. Perhaps she was stuck in a time loop, in a circle of hell unlike anything she could’ve imagined in her life before. In her old life, she thought. It was as if her timeline was split into two now: who she was before the incident, and who she was depreciating to now.  She wriggled her wrists, wanting so desperately to swipe at the tear, to scratch her irritated scalp where the first cut had happened. It was not water or food or fear that ran rampant in her system now—it was the most basic, trivial human need to scratch her own body. 

She smirked in spite of herself, thinking how far she’d fallen from the girl they used to call high-maintenance, the one who was specific about the pumps of syrup in her latte and the shade of her nails. Caked in grime, her hands were now stiffened at her side where they’d been for the duration of this hellish nightmare. She knew it was no use but couldn’t stop herself from trying to wiggle out of the leather straps. Her fingers tingled from the effort, the straps so tight that her entire arm ached. 

She settled back to stillness, the silence other than the irritating drip enough to drive her mad if she wasn’t already. She dreaded when he came back, knew pain awaited her or maybe death. But still, the quiet, maddening terror of being alone, forgotten, and unable to even scratch her own head usurped all other thoughts. With nothing to occupy her mind, it raced to all sorts of places even darker than the musty basement she was locked in. The blackness of the space couldn’t compete with the darkness she’d unearthed in her own being—for in the solitude of the damp room, immovable feelings of regret, of guilt, of sorrow came flooding in. 

A noise above shattered her thoughts and broke into her memories. Her heart leaped, her stomach falling like the time she’d ridden that godawful roller coaster at his insistence. Her body instinctively froze, pain radiating from the wounds from last time. The gauzy gown he’d put her in that first night was never enough to shield her. In fact, it was almost worse having the translucent fabric grazing her body and reminding her of how thin of a layer of protection she had. 

More clattering about. Was he making breakfast? On days he got up early, it seemed like it was a worse day. She squeezed her eyes shut, not knowing if she could handle it for another moment, another day. Were they looking for her yet? Was he on the trail, her knight in a T-shirt and jeans ready to save her from the monster who had entrapped her?

At night, when she was suffering from the wounds, she would sometimes imagine the scenario that would play out. Scott would have jumped into the investigation that the detectives deemed impossible. He would have refused to believe she would leave on her own volition. He would somehow track down her footsteps on that path, the tire tracks of the beat-up truck that had swerved and hit her. He would investigate every person in the vicinity until he came across the monster who had stolen his beloved. He would run in and rescue her in every single way.

Other times, when the pain from the slicing and dicing got too bad, she would fall victim to the heavy moroseness that is hopelessness. How could he ever find her? Who would ever find this house in the middle
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