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Chapter One: The Unbidden Adonis
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Rebecca Murray was a name crafted with the tender affection of Mrs. Murray, a token of unuttered volumes of maternal love. However, beyond the warm precincts of home, the world interpreted it with less sentimentality. Since her initiation into the halls of academia, Rebecca, a solitary musical soul, earned the moniker “Rebecca in Melodic Reverie.” To her peers, her existence was akin to a painting, where every stroke was tinged with the hues of poetic melancholy. Yet, who could truly fathom the silent sonnets of another’s soul?

It was the hour where darkness wore its most profound guise, where the night echoed with the creaking serenades of elusive nocturnal harmonies. “Ah,” Rebecca sighed, her ears graced by the tentative notes of a budding musician’s nightly toil. Three days prior, destiny had escorted her to this abode, a haven nestled in proximity to the resonating chambers of the adjacent music academy, where silence was a stranger, and nights echoed with unrestrained melodies.

For many, residing amidst this musical inundation was akin to a symphony of gentle tortures, precipitating midnight complaints to law's keepers. The academy’s environs were void of all but its dedicated pupils and patrons. For Rebecca, however, the enigmatic notes and chords weaving through the nocturnal air were lullabies. They were enigmas to be unraveled, silent songs yearning for corrections, a respite from the day’s tumultuous aria.

Fortune had often been a whimsical companion to Rebecca, casting shadows where light was sought. Evicted and bereft of her possessions, fate’s cruel jest was a familiar refrain. However, destiny, in its unpredictable composition, orchestrated a melody of grace. A haven, where aesthetics and affordability composed a harmonious sonnet, was found after mere encounters with two estate custodians.

Yet, this sanctuary demanded a price; three years of rent extracted in one solemn symphony. With a reluctant yet resolute hand, Rebecca reached into the depths of her savings and sealed the covenant.

As the ambivalent melodies of the night yielded to silence, slumber’s tender embrace serenaded Rebecca into its tender bosom.

Yet, sleep, in its ephemeral grace, was punctured. A sudden weight, a corporeal intrusion, marauded Rebecca’s serenity, and the acrid symphony of alcohol was the unwelcome overture.

Awakening in disoriented alarm, her hands found the unbidden guest - a substantive, and inescapably human intrusion.

“Wait,” the dissonance of realization struck her chords of perception, “this feels like... an arm?”

In the moon’s silvery sonata, eyes wide and alert, Rebecca beheld the intrusive relic - a man’s arm, robust and uninvited. Fear’s silent song held her breath captive, a hostage to the intruder's nocturnal serenade.

“Mmm...”

A muffled note of discontent rose from the depths of the intruder’s chords as his arm, confined too long, sought refuge around Rebecca’s waist. Panic's crescendo ascended; the sleepy mists dispersed; the lucidity of alarm unveiled the silent stage of confrontation.

Each ticking second was a note in the unuttered symphony of suspense. Yet, the intruder remained a silent composer, his rhythmic breaths painting eerie arias on the canvas of the night. Gradually, courage’s silent composition began to rise within Rebecca’s trembling soul.

In a choreographed movement, accentuated by the silent counts of one, two, three in the recesses of her mind, Rebecca’s foot found its mark, and the intruder was exiled beneath the bed.

“Thud—”

The symphony of collision and the intruder’s muffled aria of pain were met by Rebecca’s swift departure from the bed, her bare feet alighting with unprecedented grace, her stance a poised prelude to counteraction.

Silence composed its silent sonata once more, the intruder’s voice an absent melody. Curiosity and confusion led Rebecca to the switch; illumination unveiled the silent intruder - a man, clad in white and denim, his prone figure a silent overture to mystery.

Even though his visage lay concealed, his attire was a silent narrative - youth, unspoken and enigmatic, lay besieged beneath the judgement of the moonlight’s gaze.

She moved silently, each step as delicate as a waltz in the silent ballroom of night, retreating to the doorway before a swift escape to the bathroom. Armed with a mop, Rebecca returned, only to find the man still ensnared in the tender grips of sleep.

A twitch of irritation kissed the corners of her lips. Was this intruder so inept in his sinister craft, lulled to sleep within the very sanctuary he sought to violate? Was her allure so insubstantial?

Courage and affront stirred within her. She advanced, toe nudging against the man's still form, the mop’s rod prodding, unveiling the trespasser’s face. His eyelashes, a dance of delicate tendrils, framed the rugged prominence of a nose, marred by a graceful wound. A sinister ballet, where the grace of his fall drew lines of crimson against alabaster skin.

A silent lament whispered through Rebecca; such celestial form now marked, a silent testimony to the night’s eerie waltz. She chastised herself; was she, the sentinel, not as faltering in her role as he, the inept intruder?

A kick, fueled by a tumultuous symphony of emotions, drew a grunt from the silent intruder. Rebecca’s pulse danced to a dissonant tune; fear and anticipation a haunting melody. Yet the man remained silent, a ghostly serenade of breath the only testament to his living nightmare.

In the moon’s silent watch, Rebecca's trembling fingers danced upon her phone, a silent sentinel of salvation. Yet, as the numbers whispered of impending rescue, a firm grip encased her leg, drawing her into a silent reverie of terror and intrigue.

The intruder remained ensnared in his silent sonnet of sleep, an unwitting composer of nightmares and salvation, youthful tranquility masking the sinister dance of night’s haunting embrace.

The alarming symphony of the night waned; compassion, uninvited yet undeniable, stirred within Rebecca. To cast judgement and summon the heralds of justice would be to compose the final requiem for the slumbering soul's future.

A clandestine verdict whispered amidst the silent refrains of night’s haunting melody. The intruder, enigmatic yet vulnerable, was granted clemency. "Fortune favours you, to encounter my grace,” Rebecca’s whisper joined the silent symphony of the unfolding nocturne.

The imposing stature of the silent trespasser defied Rebecca’s silent aspirations of exile. A sonata of pragmatism and restraint choreographed her steps, dragging the man, a silent spectre of enigmatic intrusion, beyond the sanctuary of her silent abode.

His dark tresses, a silent testament to his nocturnal intrusion, swept away traces of forgotten solitude. In the silent watch of the moon’s ghostly embrace, Rebecca’s symphony of actions veiled in clandestine silence.

Alone amidst the haunting refrain of the silent night, the decision to descend further, a clandestine melody of precaution and unease, emerged. The man, a silent sonnet of enigmatic intrusions, was exiled amidst the haunting lullabies of the moon’s tender embrace.

Initially, Rebecca had intended to leave him in the stairwell; after all, the season was gentle, and the cold wouldn’t dare touch him. But a second thought streaked across her mind – what if vengeance coursed through his veins when the alcohol loosened its grip on his senses? It was safer, she decided, to drag him down another floor.

As she pulled him, wary of not letting his head collide with the harsh steps, Rebecca grasped his shirt, clutched around his shoulders rather than his legs. Her nails ached, the pain blossoming with every drag, each pull bringing them half a step closer to her intended destination. But just as victory seemed imminent, a sharp snap echoed; the man’s shirt, unable to withstand the torture of Rebecca’s pulling, ripped apart.

Suddenly empty-handed and unable to contain her momentum, Rebecca found herself unceremoniously seated on the cold, hard ground. Pain streaked across her, a silent gasp escaping before she muttered, “If you don’t make something of yourself, remember this fall and know you didn’t deserve my effort.”

Aware of the curious eyes that might discover her midnight endeavor, Rebecca dismissed her own discomfort, rising and preparing for the next phase of her clandestine operation. Her hands, however, could no longer grip his broad shoulders, and the torn shirt was a testament to a struggle, an ordeal beyond its fabric strength.

What to do?

Her eyes, darting, eventually settled on the man’s head. “Don’t blame me,” she whispered, the indignation making her words sharper. “It’s not my fault your shirt betrayed us both.” And with those words, she resumed her mission, dragging him by his head.

His neck stretched, elongating under the strain, invoking a pang of guilt within Rebecca. But she quashed it swiftly, rationalizing her actions as a kindness. A sore neck was a small price to pay to avoid the cold, merciless bars of a jail cell. Every thud of his body against the steps echoed a sonnet of sacrifice and salvation.

Finally, at the last step, victory was in sight. Rebecca's hands released their prisoner, ready to revel in her triumph. But a dull thud echoed, the man’s head meeting the concrete with an unforgiving kiss. A pained groan escaped him; terror gripped Rebecca, and she fled.

In the grey light of dawn, the man awoke, pain a constant companion. His gaze, bewildered and confused, danced across the unfamiliar surroundings of the stairwell. Memory, a fickle friend, offered fragments of a night drowned in alcohol, and the ephemeral glimpse of a retreating figure, painted in the tender hues of dawn.

Reality bit, harsh and cold. His shirt, torn and betraying a night of untold stories. He rose, a storm of confusion and questions raging, and made his escape down the stairwell, into the embrace of a world barely known. The realization hit - this was his new home, a sanctuary acquired but not yet christened.

Frustration threaded through his fingers as they raked through his hair. No, he refused to make his entrance into his new chapter like this, a spectacle of disarray. The old house, with its familiar walls and silent witnesses to his previous life, called him back.

Rebecca stretched gracefully; her movements imbued with a languor that radiated a serene beauty. She descended from the comforts of her bed and ventured into the bathroom. The solace of a single outfit she possessed was discarded before she immersed herself in the spacious bathtub’s welcoming embrace.

With her eyes closed, she indulged in a half-hour of tranquil solitude, only emerging, her skin flushed with warmth, when the clock's hands imposed their interruption. A glance at her only set of clothes, unwashed for two days and resting on the bathroom shelf, drew a wrinkle of disapproval upon her brow. The very thought of draping that unwashed fabric against her newly cleansed skin was unbearable.

A heavy sigh escaped her lips; shopping for new attire had become an inescapable necessity. However, only after the clock struck ten, having washed and dried the impure garments, did she begin to consider this imperative. A hollow grumble from her stomach prompted a yearning gaze towards the kitchen, yet modesty dictated a patient wait for dry clothing.

Wrapped in a light blanket, Rebecca retreated to the living room, the drone of the television offering distraction from her hunger and nudity. A symphony of clicks echoed ominously in the silent room. The locks on the door twisted and turned; every hair on Rebecca’s body stood at attention, terror stiffening her form.

The memories of the previous night's intruder still haunted her, but this daylight breach of her sanctuary was inconceivable. Yet, as terror held her captive, the door swung open to reveal Victor Lloyd, his visage familiar yet startling.

Gasps and surprises mingled as the blanket tumbled to the floor, unveiling Rebecca's vulnerable state for the second time in as many days. Victor, transfixed, struggled to comprehend the spectacle before him—a nude woman, in his home?

The door slammed shut, awakening Rebecca from her horrified trance. A shriek tore through the air as she scrambled for the fallen blanket and fled to the sanctuary of her bedroom. The phone, her lifeline, delivered her trembling voice to the ears of law enforcement. A supposed predator lurked in her living room.

Victor, impatient and bewildered, paced the floor. Unanswered questions swarmed like insistent bees, their stings of confusion exacerbating his vexation. The looming threat of forced entry into the room where Rebecca sought refuge intensified the charge in the air.

Every pounding knock against the wooden barrier marked the rhythm of escalating tensions. The veil of silence from within the room deepened Victor’s agitation. As the echoes of his final threat lingered, uncertainty swathed both occupants of the divided space.

“I’ll count to three, and if you’re not out by then, I’m breaking down this door,” Victor's voice, seething with anger, echoed ominously but was met with silence; it was as if the room beyond the door was deserted. Initially, his threat to break down the door was meant to merely intimidate Rebecca into emerging. However, her persistent silence left him with no choice but to contemplate calling the police. Just as he was about to pull out his phone, a loud bang resounded – the security door behind him had been forced open.

Before Victor could turn around, he was swiftly subdued by two police officers, his face pressed against the wall. A flurry of harsh criticisms ensued.

“So young and already up to no good...”

“Barely in his twenties and here he is, terrorizing a young lady. Shameless...”

“Appears decent enough, but a scoundrel through and through...”

“Hey, isn’t he the drunkard who slept in the stairwell last night?”

“Indeed, it’s him. Changed his clothes and now he’s here causing trouble...”

Pinned to the wall, powerless and humiliated, Victor’s handsome face turned ashen, his rage boiling over. Bewilderment gripped him amidst this unexpected turn of events. Was this another peculiar welcome to his new apartment, some twisted game of cops and robbers? Despite his sarcastic musings, Victor wasn’t naive enough to dismiss the stern police officers and the gathering crowd of onlookers as a joke.

He surmised that the orchestrator of this chaotic scene must be the woman who had locked herself in the room. He was curious to unveil the enigmatic charade she was enacting.

Inside the room, Rebecca, her ear pressed to the door, was equally bewildered and frustrated. The mingling voices outside painted a scene of an impromptu spectacle. Wasn’t the police’s intervention supposed to be clandestine?

The successive knocks on the door startled Rebecca, nearly causing her to topple to the floor.

“Miss, it’s safe now; you can come out,” proclaimed an officer with a commanding presence, embodying the gallantry of a knight safeguarding a damsel in distress.

Rebecca, wrapped in her blanket, wished the earth would swallow her whole. Humiliation gnawed at her - was she expected to emerge wrapped only in a blanket? The gossip-hungry neighbors would surely construe a narrative of her falling prey to a predator by the following day.

“Miss, please don’t be afraid. Come out; we have subdued this young man,” the officer at the door continued, his voice a gentle reassurance that beckoned Rebecca to emerge from her sanctuary of solitude.

Rebecca wished to respond but was at a loss for words. Could she possibly utter, “I refuse to come out”? Since silence was her chosen refuge, she decided to wait, hoping the crowd of curious neighbors would disperse before she made her appearance.

“Miss, are you alright? If you are, please respond; otherwise, we’ll have to force the door open,” an impatient police officer announced after waiting in vain for a reply.

“Peter, do you think the lady inside is in trouble?” one officer asked another.

The one named Peter Evans displayed a countenance etched with concern. Abruptly, he directed a heavy slap to the back of Victor’s head and interrogated him furiously, “Speak up, lad! Did you harm her before we arrived?”

Victor, who had been relatively calm, was ignited by rage following the slap. He roared in protest, “Why have you detained me? What do you mean by ‘did harm’? Whom have I harmed and how?”

“Oh! We've caught you red-handed, and yet you dare to deny your actions? It seems repentance is a foreign concept to you,” Peter rebuked disdainfully.

“Red-handed?” Victor was incensed, nearly beside himself.

What the devil had that wretched woman inside communicated to the police to instill such hostility towards him?

“Enough, Peter. Spare your words; scoundrels of his kind are beyond redemption. Prison will teach him the lesson he deserves,” another officer remarked contemptuously, casting a disdainful glance at Victor.

Overcome by indignation, Victor managed to break free from the unprepared officers and, with a powerful kick to the door, bellowed, “Come out, you damned woman! Explain yourself!”

Such a loss of composure from Victor wasn’t entirely unfounded; the ache from the previous night’s ordeal persisted, and now he was unjustly restrained and subjected to public vilification by strangers.

Before he could utter another word, the unfortunate Victor was again subdued.

“You dare threaten the victim in our presence? You're truly incorrigible!” an officer chided loudly as if Victor was the epitome of villainy.

As the officers re-established their grip on him, they resumed their gentle persuasion towards the locked door, “Miss, please come out. We assure you; he won’t harm you again.”

Inside, Rebecca, draped in a thin quilt, sat on the bed, a mixture of frustration and anxiety churning within her. The urgency from the police outside was mirrored by her own inner turmoil.

“Miss, are you alright? Speak to us!” Peter pleaded.

“Forget it, Peter. I suspect the lady might have fainted inside. We have to break in,” asserted a deep-voiced officer.

“Aye, Captain,” acquiesced Peter, stepping back to gather momentum for the breach.

Realizing the inevitability of the situation, Rebecca leapt from the bed, clutching the quilt with one hand and turning the lock with the other.

“I’m opening it, no need to—”

“Bang—”

Before the word “door” could escape her lips, Peter, propelled by his momentum, burst in.

“Ahh—”

Rebecca’s shriek was cut short as she fell to the ground, her scream morphing into a muffled groan.

“Uh...”

Peter’s reaction was swift. Yet, finding himself atop a woman with bare shoulders, his nerves jangled. Which man wouldn’t be flustered in such a scenario?

Consequently, Peter’s hands floundered awkwardly, struggling and failing to lift himself from Rebecca’s prone form. The intimacy of their unintended entanglement rendered him utterly incapacitated, a puppet to the throes of embarrassment and the unyielding gaze of gravity.

"Hey! What are you touching?" Rebecca’s voice was sharp, tainted with disgust. Peter’s hands, clad in the sanctity of a police uniform, were scrambling over the thin quilt wrapped around her. Was this some cruel twist of irony? Escaping the clutches of a predator only to be violated by her rescuer?

"Miss, I didn't... I wasn’t..." Peter's face flushed a deep crimson, his words, jagged and incomplete, betrayed his fluster. The commanding aura he had worn while reprimanding Victor had dissipated, leaving in its wake a man unmoored.

"Both of you, get Peter up now,” ordered the Captain, his voice slicing through the unnerving silence, gesturing to the officers to retrieve Peter, who was floundering like a man drowning.

Victor, a spectator to the unfolding chaos, couldn't suppress a scoff. The woman, an enigma, had plunged them into a farce of epic proportions. Was exhibitionism her vice, he wondered? Hours had ticked away, yet she remained unclad.

"This poor girl must have been violated,” sympathized an older woman in her forties, her eyes softening with pity.

"Indeed, such a beauty, such a tragedy,” echoed a woman in her sixties, nodding solemnly.

A scoff interrupted the chorus of empathy. All eyes turned to a flamboyantly dressed woman in her thirties. “Had she not flaunted her allure, would a predator have infiltrated her sanctuary?” she posed, her voice dripping with condescension. The crowd’s silent reproach did little to quench her tirade. “One must embrace modesty, as I do. Am I not more ravishing? Yet no intruders darken my doorstep.”

With her piece said, she cast a flirtatious glance at Victor, who recoiled, a revulsion coursing through him. The horrors of this new abode unfurled - a night marred by mysterious injuries, a dawn greeted with an unclothed woman, an unjust arrest, an assault by police, and now, the advances of a woman with the allure of a whitewashed wall.

Every injustice, every absurdity, magnified his loathing towards the seemingly innocent Rebecca standing amidst the chaos.

Had he known it was Rebecca who had left him battered and abandoned in the hallway, murderous rage would not have been an overstatement.

The Captain, sensing the spiraling disorder, signaled to his men. The officers sprung into action, dispersing the onlooking neighbors who, although reluctantly, retreated. The flamboyant woman, however, lingered, her electrifying gaze riveted on Victor, who felt utterly disarmed, a nausea welling within him. Salvation came as the door swung shut.

The Captain, with a mix of awkwardness and sincerity, turned to Rebecca. “Miss, could you, perhaps, attire yourself appropriately?”

"Uh...” Rebecca’s discomposure was palpable, a fluster rendering her mute.

Victor, reveling in her discomfort, taunted, “Are you an exhibitionist, miss? Could you clothe yourself? Your desire to bare is not shared by the onlookers. Consider the sanctity of our sight!”

Stung by his mockery, Rebecca, a storm of emotions surging, retreated to the bathroom, leaving Victor to revel in the aftermath of his words.

“Is it your place to speak?” chided an officer, though Victor, ensnared by their grip, was powerless to retort.

Inside the bathroom, Rebecca’s plight mirrored Victor’s. The dampness of her sports attire invoked a sullenness. The impatient anticipation of the officers lurked beyond the door; silence, evasion, were no longer allies. To be breached again by the officers would seal her fate as a woman unhinged.

With a reluctant resolve, she donned the cold, damp garments and emerged, a shiver tracing her spine.

Victor, baffled, eyed the damp attire clinging to Rebecca. An unsettling suspicion stirred - had she laundered her clothes in his absence?

“Miss, don’t you have other clothes? You’ll need to accompany us to the station for a statement; you’ll catch cold in these,” the Captain advised, a paternal concern lacing his voice.

“It’s...it’s fine,” Rebecca’s voice, laced with humiliation, barely rose above a whisper.

The Captain, respecting her assertion, turned his attention to his officers. “Take him to the station,” he commanded, and the unsettling dance of justice and mystery, innocence and guilt, unraveled into the echoing silence of the corridor.

Victor, sensing the precarious tilt of the scales against him, mustered his indignation. Immobilized by the grip of two officers, he straightened his back, his voice a piercing ice. “May I inquire why I am being escorted to the police station?”

The query elicited incredulity amongst the officers, a blend of amusement and disbelief painting their faces. In their years of service, never had they encountered a suspect oblivious to the reasons for his apprehension. In a bid to enlighten Victor, and perhaps, silence his protestations, Peter pointed at Rebecca. “This lady reported an attempted assault after you broke into her apartment,” he explained.

“What?” Victor’s voice oscillated between outrage and disbelief, his eyes, wide and frenzied, bore into Peter as veins pulsed ominously on his forehead.

He felt an inferno of rage within him; was he to be accused of assault by a woman who appeared uninvited in his own sanctuary? His glare, piercing and accusatory, settled on Rebecca.

“I must ask, miss,” Victor’s voice, a cold, calculated menace, “you appear in my home, devoid of clothing, and now you have the audacity to level accusations against me. What is your game?”

Rebecca, her gaze previously lowered, a blend of shame and embarrassment colouring her silence, was no submissive entity to be falsely accused without retort.

“Excuse me! How have I wronged you? How is this your home? I just rented this place yesterday!” Rebecca’s voice, laced with righteous anger, served as a conduit for the suppressed emotions resultant from her earlier humiliation.

Victor chuckled scornfully, his voice a mocking symphony. “Indeed, it appears you will cling to your deceit until the bitter end.”

As the police observed the impassioned exchanges, discerning truth from fiction became an enigmatic task. “Enough,” intervened an officer. “Accompany us to the station. The truth will unfurl in due course.”

“I have no time for this charade; return my suitcase to me,” Victor’s voice, restrained yet icy, betrayed his impatience.

His tone, an affront to the officer’s authority, was met with rebuke. “Young man, mind your tone.”

“I suggest you retrieve my suitcase,” Victor’s voice was as cold as it was threatening. “Then, behold whose name graces the title to this residence. Persist in this unlawful intrusion and be prepared for a legal reckoning.”

A junior officer, sensing the escalating tension and the unyielding stance of Victor, hastened to present the suitcase. The officers restraining Victor discerned the shift in dynamics and relinquished their grip.

As Victor delved into his suitcase, Rebecca’s gaze, apprehensive and expectant, was fixed upon him. The reveal could either affirm her claim or serve as a damning contradiction.

The suitcase unfurled, revealing an array of shirts and a predominant collection of books. Rebecca’s gaze, upon sighting textbooks from a music academy, paused. Could this young man, seemingly too youthful for the role, be an instructor?

Victor swiftly produced a property deed and identification, presenting them to the officer who had fetched his suitcase. “Have your Captain take a look,” he commanded.

The revelation of the property deed had already cast a shadow of doubt upon Rebecca’s claims. The officers, including the Captain, exchanged glances of disbelief, their gaze oscillating between the documents and a confidently defiant Rebecca.

Due diligence prompted a call to the station, a verification of the property’s rightful owner – an unwanted confirmation for the police. The home was unequivocally Victor’s, procured days prior with undeniable financial proofs.

The Captain, ensnared in an unforeseen dilemma, grappled with the grim reality - an operation intended to snare a predator had transmuted into an unlawful intrusion, casting the police as the assailants.

Rebecca, amidst this revelation, felt a dizzying disarray; her eyes, blurred, and a foreboding sense of doom encased her heart. The fortress of her assertions crumbled, and in the debris, a maelstrom of confusion and regret waged.

"You, and you, and you too," Victor, with his eyes narrowed, pointed at the police officers who had physically accosted him, his voice emerging cold and measured, as if heralding a turning of the tides. "I reserve the right to hold you accountable."

The leading officer, finding the tables turned and options limited, shifted his attention to Rebecca—the architect of the ensuing maelstrom. "Miss, you are suspected of filing a false report. We’ll need you to accompany us to the station."

"And what about him?" Rebecca, pointing at Victor, posed her query, a tremor of unease accentuating each word.

The captain, having glimpsed Victor’s ominous countenance, took a moment to marshal his composure before addressing him. "Mr. Lloyd, may we request your presence at the station to provide a statement?"

“I’m sorry, but I neither have the time nor the inclination,” Victor rebuffed, not a sliver of courtesy laced in his words.

“Mr. Lloyd, without your statement, we are handicapped in resolving this case,” the captain retorted, temper simmering beneath a veneer of professionalism.

"Whether or not you record a statement or press charges is your concern. Right now, I need rest," Victor marched toward the door and swung it open with an air of finality. "I would appreciate it if you, along with her, promptly vacate my premises."

As Victor pulled the door open, a bevy of women of diverse ages, propelled by their momentum, surged into the room. A swift sidestep saved Victor from being engulfed in the wave.

"Miss, the gentleman has generously chosen not to press charges. It’s best if you leave now,” the captain was eager to dissolve the assembly.

“Why should I leave?” Despite the dawning realization of a possible deception, Rebecca wasn't ready for capitulation. The money spent on the rental equated to her entire savings. Where was she to go if she vacated? Was the cold embrace of the streets her impending sanctuary? Moreover, this place was the embodiment of her residential aspirations.

Victor was stupefied by Rebecca’s defiant retort. “Is she trained in theatrics?” he wondered silently. His gaze, scanning the room, was met with faces that fueled his agitation. Coupled with his physical discomfort, patience was a thread worn thin. He marched towards Rebecca, seized her arm, and proceeded to escort her out forcibly.

"Hey! What are you doing?" Rebecca’s voice, a blend of outrage and trepidation, resonated as she cast a plea-laden gaze towards the officers, her supposed saviors.

“What am I doing?” Victor, irked, cast a derisive glance at Rebecca, poised to eject her into the world beyond the threshold. The women who had previously showered Rebecca with sympathy now wore visages of disdain, their gaze reflecting a judgment reserved for the morally compromised.

Just as Victor was on the brink of expelling Rebecca, a pair of sturdy hands clutched him, arresting his motion.

“Release her,” Peter’s voice, imbued with a frosty warning, punctuated the charged atmosphere.
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The moment Peter acted; a myriad of different eyes turned towards him. Admiration, contempt, anger — all these emotions danced in the gazes around him. Of course, there was also Rebecca’s gaze, a fusion of boundless gratitude.

“Er... Excuse me, miss, could... could you perhaps tell us why... why you’re here?” Peter’s words stuttered out, his face blossoming into a vivid shade of red.

“I rented this house a couple of days ago,” Rebecca quickly responded. Feeling her explanation lacked conviction, she broke free from Victor’s grip, dashing towards the bedroom while calling back, “Wait here, I have proof!”

Scouring through her bag in the bedroom, Rebecca produced the rental agreement and handed it to Peter. Just as he was about to examine it with utmost seriousness, the captain cleared his throat. Peter, catching the hint, respectfully handed the unread document to the captain.

Upon inspection, it became clear to the captain that Rebecca had been duped. The lease clearly bore the name of the previous owner, rendering it invalid as the property now belonged to Victor. Sympathetic yet bound by the law, the captain informed Rebecca, “Ms. Murray, since your agreement is with the previous owner, it holds no legal standing. You cannot stay here.”

“All my savings went into renting this place. Where am I supposed to go now?” Rebecca’s voice trembled with a mix of indignation and desperation.

Although the captain was gentle, suggesting she could file a case, and they would catch the fraudster, Rebecca’s mind was a desolate wasteland, incapable of processing the catastrophe before her.

Victor, devoid of any compassion, was eager to conclude this drama. “Now that it’s clear, can you leave?” he inquired coldly.

Rebecca, battling a mix of humiliation and desperation, turned her teary eyes towards Victor and implored with a feeble smile, “Mr. Lloyd, as you can see, I’ve been deceived too. Can you not force me out?”

Victor’s laughter, laced with disbelief, echoed through the room. “And why should I?” he retorted with a mocking smile.

“I know you’re a kind person, Mr. Lloyd,” Rebecca continued, eyes welling up. “I came to the city to work and lost all my savings on my very arrival. Can you bear to see me homeless?”

Unfortunately for Rebecca, her poignant performance failed to thaw Victor’s icy demeanor.

“I’m no saint, I’m a lecher,” Victor retorted coldly, poised to evict her.

An eerie silence enveloped the room. With Victor unwilling to press charges, the police prepared to depart. As Rebecca, eyes shimmering with unshed tears, turned to leave, she caught Peter’s sympathetic glance.

The bang of the door echoed ominously as Rebecca stepped outside. Victor’s lack of chivalry incensed her, yet rage yielded to the grim reality. Alone and destitute, Rebecca’s pleas for aid met the stony indifference of onlookers.

“The police will assist if you can provide any leads, Ms. Murray,” the captain offered before departing.

As the despondency of her plight cascaded over her, Rebecca slumped against the wall. The coldness of its touch was, however, warmer than the despondency chilling her soul. Without a job, a home, or money, the abyss of despair yawned before her.

Yet, in this moment of abject despondency, a harmonious melody from a nearby music school revived Rebecca’s spirit. “No, Rebecca, you cannot surrender. Your dreams are within grasp; you cannot yield now,” she silently affirmed.

With a renewed, albeit desperate determination, Rebecca rose to depart the scene of her humiliation. However, realization struck — her purse, along with her last vestiges of funds, remained inside Victor’s house!

With renewed justification, Rebecca knocked, her strikes resonant and firm.

“Bang, bang, bang.” The loud knocking disrupted Victor’s attempt to find solace on his sofa, plunging him back into exasperation.

Victor strode swiftly to the door, yanking it open with an air of impatience. The sight of Rebecca, words teetering on the edge of her lips, was met with the abrupt slam of the door. Victor afforded her no audience.

Staring at the closed door, indignation surged within Rebecca. The man's lack of courtesy was staggering. Even if she had called the police on him, it was an innocent mistake, wasn’t it? Undeterred, her knuckles again met the door. She couldn’t possibly forsake her belongings over a man's disdain. Trading dignity for bread wasn’t a transaction she was willing to make.

“Bang, bang, bang.” Her knocks, more vehement than before, echoed. Yet Victor, unyielding, drowned the knocking with the amplified volume of his stereo.

It dawned on Rebecca that persistence was futile. She resigned to wait at his doorstep - a silent sentinel beneath the fading light.

Time, with its unforgiving march, turned daylight to dusk. Rebecca’s vigil, once upright, now sank to a seated wait. Drenched, cold, and unfed, her body succumbed to the night's cruel embrace.

Shivers racked her frame as the nocturnal chill bore down. The melody of Chopin’s Etude in E Major, wafting from a nearby practice room, provided a meager solace.

“It’s played with such passion. The pianist must be infatuated,” Rebecca muttered weakly. Her fingers danced faintly upon her knees, tracing the hurried notes that hinted at a tumultuous heart, eager for reciprocation.

A shudder coursed through her, teeth chattering against the cold. She vowed vengeance; if the cold claimed her life on Victor’s threshold, she’d haunt his nights with terrifying tales. A lesson, she thought, in the peril of crossing a woman.

Victor, awakening amidst the night's silence, was surprised by the enveloping darkness. A revolutionary grumble from his stomach propelled him from the sheets. He glanced at his watch – it read ten. A perfect time for a late-night feast.

As his feet touched the ground, an unexpected object met his foot. A woman’s handbag. The sight of it immediately invoked Rebecca’s image. The ID card within the bag, though bearing a youthful image, unmistakably belonged to her.

As he mused over the contrast between the photo and the real Rebecca, realization dawned. Was this the reason for her persistent knocking?

With the bag in hand, he advanced towards the door. Perhaps she’d abandoned her post by now?

The sight that greeted him beyond the door sent a jolt of shock through Victor. Rebecca, curled up opposite the door, lay motionless. Sleep, it seemed, had claimed her amidst her silent vigil.

Admiration for her tenacity mixed with astonishment. What woman would settle into sleep upon the cold, hard ground before another's door?

“Miss, here’s your bag,” Victor called politely, attempting to rouse her. His gentle shakes and calls found Rebecca unresponsive, her gaze veiled with a mist of disorientation.

As Victor deposited the bag before her and retreated, the world around Rebecca blurred and faded. A thunderous crash heralded her collapse just as Victor pressed the elevator button.

He rushed back, panic breeding urgency. Rebecca, unresponsive to his calls and shakes, was swept into his arms and hurried to the nearest hospital.

“Is your girlfriend dieting?” inquired the middle-aged female doctor after a thorough examination.

Victor’s brow creased at the presumptive title but opted against a correction. “Is she alright?”

“Just a bit of cold, compounded by weakness from fasting,” assured the doctor.

Relief and guilt warred within Victor as he facilitated Rebecca’s admission. The cold, he realized, was a consequence of her damp attire and prolonged wait. If only he’d heeded her knocking, afforded her a moment’s audience...

As these reflections softened his gaze, the fierce animosity that once lingered evaporated. With Rebecca’s admission secured and instructions for her care relayed to the attending nurse, Victor departed the hospital.

Rebecca didn't sleep soundly through the night. Just as the first light of day broke, she awoke from her now-receded fever, disturbed by a troubling dream.

She gazed around at the unfamiliar surroundings, momentarily disoriented. How did she end up in a hospital? Who had brought her here?

Rubbing her throbbing head, she tried to recall the blurry figure that had crossed her mind. Who was he, really?

After some contemplation, she reasoned it might have been one of her kind-hearted neighbors who had come to her aid. Regardless of the person's identity, she had every reason to believe that the one who had brought her to the hospital couldn't possibly be Victor.

Glancing at the slowly brightening sky outside the window, anxiety welled up within her. She needed to return to the Garden View Estate quickly, before Victor had a chance to leave, and retrieve her bag. She couldn't afford to go hungry for another entire day, given her current penniless state.

She straightened her crumpled clothes and left the hospital room. Passing by the nurses' station, she recalled the person who had brought her to the hospital and thought that perhaps they had left their name behind. She needed to repay them for the medical expenses and express her gratitude in person.

Tap, tap, tap. She lightly knocked on the glass door, and a voice from inside beckoned her to enter.

"Ms. Murray, why are you out of bed? Is there anything wrong?" A white-clad nurse, who had witnessed Rebecca's fever-induced stupor the previous night, asked with concern. She pointed to a nearby chair and added, "Ms. Murray, please have a seat."

"I'm feeling better, thank you," Rebecca politely replied. Anxious to leave, she didn't sit down but instead asked, "Nurse, I wanted to know who brought me to the hospital last night."

The nurse blinked in mild surprise. She wondered how Ms. Murray didn't even know who had escorted her to the hospital. However, she didn't dwell on it and smiled as she replied, "Of course, it was your boyfriend who brought you, Ms. Murray."

"My boyfriend?" Rebecca asked, puzzled, her weary eyes wide open. She touched her head, making sure she hadn't misheard due to her fever.

"Yes, Ms. Murray's boyfriend, Mr. Lloyd," the nurse said, her expression even more bewildered than Rebecca's. She distinctly remembered hearing Doctor Evans refer to Mr. Lloyd as Rebecca's girlfriend, and Mr. Lloyd hadn't objected. He had stayed at the hospital until the early hours of the morning, even leaving his contact number with the nurse's station for easy access.

"Mr. Lloyd... Mr. Lloyd?" Rebecca stammered, still in disbelief. Could it really be him? She couldn't believe it. Perhaps it was another Mr. Lloyd who had
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