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Introduction

Some wounds never truly heal—they linger in the heart, waiting for the right moment to resurface. Old Wounds Between Us explores what happens when love, fear, and unresolved pasts collide. 

This story is a journey through shadows, suspense, and romance. It is about courage, sacrifice, and the strength we find in each other when the darkness threatens to consume everything. 

As you read, remember: the past has a way of shaping the present, but the choices we make can light a path through even the darkest moments. 

Welcome to the world of Old Wounds Between Us. 
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Chapter 1: The Return 

Rain had a way of making the city feel smaller than it really was. 

Rowan Hale stood beneath the flickering streetlamp outside his apartment, watching water gather in uneven pools along the pavement. The light buzzed above him, cutting in and out like it couldn’t decide whether to stay alive or give in.

He understood the feeling. 

It had been years since he’d last seen her.

Years since he told himself that whatever they had—whatever she was—was over. 

Dead. 

Buried. 

And yet…

Some things don’t stay buried.

Rowan exhaled slowly, dragging a hand through his damp hair. The night smelled like wet concrete and something faintly metallic underneath it, something he couldn’t quite place but felt uncomfortably familiar. 

It put him on edge. 

Everything did, these days. 

He turned to head inside when he felt it—that subtle shift in the air. Not a sound. Not movement. Just… presence.

Rowan froze. 

The instinct hit before logic had a chance to catch up. 

Someone was watching him. 

He didn’t turn immediately. Didn’t want to seem paranoid, even though paranoia had kept him alive more times than he cared to admit. 

Instead, he listened. 

The rain. 

Distant traffic. 

A loose sign clattering softly in the wind. 

And beneath it—

Breathing. 

Not his. 

Slow. 

Measured. 

Too controlled. 

Rowan’s jaw tightened. He turned.

At first, there was nothing. 

Just shadows stretching across the alleyway beside his building, warped by the uneven light. 

Then she stepped forward. 

Like she had been part of the darkness itself. 

Lila Mercer. 

The name hit him before the reality did. 

For a moment, he thought his mind was playing tricks on him. That exhaustion had finally cracked something inside his head and let old ghosts slip through. 

But ghosts didn’t breathe.

And they didn’t look at you like that.

Her face hadn’t changed.

Not really. 

Still pale in a way that wasn’t fragile but deliberate, like something carefully preserved. Her dark hair clung slightly to her skin from the rain, and her eyes— God. 

Her eyes were exactly the same. 

Deep. Steady. Knowing. 

Like she could see every version of him that had ever existed—and every one he was trying to hide. 

“You look worse,” she said quietly.

Her voice hadn’t changed either.

That was the worst part. 

Rowan let out a dry laugh, though there was no humour in it. 

“You look… exactly the same.”

Lila tilted her head slightly, as if considering that. 

“I could say the same about you,” she replied.

“That would be a lie.”

Something flickered in her expression then. Not quite guilt. Not quite amusement. Something in between. 

It unsettled him more than anger would have. 

Rowan stepped back slightly, putting space between them. 

Not enough. 

Never enough. 

“You shouldn’t be here,” he said.

Lila didn’t move closer.

But she didn’t leave either.

“I didn’t come here by accident.”

“Then you made a mistake.”

“No,” she said softly. “You did. A long time ago.”

That hit harder than it should have. 

Rowan felt it settle somewhere deep in his chest, right where he’d spent years pretending nothing existed. 

“Whatever you think this is,” he said, his voice tightening, “it’s over.”

Lila smiled. 

Not kindly. 

Not cruelly. 

Just knowingly. 

“That’s the thing about us, Rowan,” she said.

Her gaze didn’t waver.

“It never was.”

Rowan didn’t remember moving.

One second he was standing beneath the streetlamp, rain soaking through his jacket, Lila’s voice still hanging in the air between them—and the next, he was inside his apartment, the door shut harder than necessary behind him. 

The sound echoed through the narrow hallway. 

Too loud. 

Too final. 

He stood there for a moment, hand still on the handle, breath uneven in a way he refused to acknowledge. 

She was outside. 

He knew it. 

He could feel it. 

Not in any way that made sense, not something he could explain or reduce to logic—but it was there, pressing against him like a second heartbeat. 

Slow. 

Patient. 

Waiting. 

Rowan dragged his hand down his face and forced himself to move. The apartment was dark except for the faint glow of the city leaking through the blinds. Familiar. Safe. 

Or at least, it had been. 

Now it felt… thinner.

Like the walls weren’t quite enough.

He crossed the room, shrugging off his jacket and tossing it onto the back of a chair. It missed and slid to the floor, but he didn’t bother picking it up.

His focus was elsewhere. 

Always drifting back to her. 

Damn it. 

He poured himself a drink with hands that were steadier than he felt. The amber liquid caught what little light there was, glinting faintly as he brought the glass to his lips. 

The burn helped. 

A little. 

It grounded him, pulled him back into something real. 

Because Lila wasn’t real.

Not anymore. 

That was the truth he’d spent years building his life around.

People like her didn’t belong in the world he’d forced himself into—the normal, predictable world where things followed rules and actions had consequences that made sense. 

Lila had never made sense. 

Not from the beginning. 

Rowan leaned back against the counter, closing his eyes briefly as memory pressed in whether he wanted it to or not. 

It had started quietly. 

It always did. 

A chance meeting that didn’t feel like chance.

A conversation that lingered longer than it should have. 

She had been different then—or at least, she had seemed that way. 

More human. 

Or maybe he had just been better at pretending not to notice. 

He remembered the first night she stayed over. 

The way she had stood by the window instead of sitting down, watching the street like she was waiting for something to come looking for her. 

“You don’t relax, do you?” he had said.

She hadn’t turned.

“I don’t forget,” she replied.

At the time, he thought it was just one of those cryptic things people said to sound deeper than they were. 

Now he knew better. 

Now he understood that Lila didn’t forget anything.

Not faces. 

Not moments. 

Not pain. 

Especially not pain. 

Rowan opened his eyes again, jaw tightening as he pushed the memory away. 

That was then. 

This was now. 

And now, she was back. 

Which meant something had gone wrong. 

Lila didn’t return to things she had already left behind. She had been very clear about that the night she disappeared. 

This is the only time I’ll let you walk away, she had told him, her voice softer than he had ever heard it. If I come back… it won’t be for the same reason.

At the time, he hadn’t understood what that meant.

Now he wasn’t sure he wanted to.

A faint sound pulled him from his thoughts. 

Not from inside the apartment. 

From outside. 

Rowan went still. 

The glass in his hand hovered halfway to the counter. 

There it was again. 

A soft tap against the window. 

Not loud enough to be accidental. 

Not random. 

Deliberate. 

Slow. 

Measured. 

Like everything else about her. 

Rowan let out a breath through his nose, something close to a humourless laugh escaping him. 

“Of course,” he muttered.

He set the glass down and turned. 

The blinds were half-drawn, leaving thin slits of visibility into the night beyond. Rain streaked the glass, distorting everything into blurred shapes and shifting light. 

But even through that—

He could see her. 

Standing just beyond the reach of the streetlamp now, closer than before. 

She hadn’t tried to come in.

Hadn’t forced anything.

She was just… there.

Waiting. 

Again. 

Rowan crossed the room slowly, each step deliberate. He stopped just short of the window, studying her through the narrow gaps in the blinds. 

She hadn’t moved since he last saw her.

Not a step. 

Not a shift in posture. 

If anything, she looked even more still now—like something carved rather than living. 

Only her eyes moved. 

Tracking him. 

Even through the glass. 

Even through the distance. 

He knew she could see him. 

“Go home, Lila,” he said, not bothering to raise his voice.

He knew she’d hear him.

She always did. 

For a moment, nothing happened. 

Then—

She smiled. 

It wasn’t wide.

Wasn’t dramatic.

Just enough to make something cold settle in his chest. 

Slowly, she lifted her hand and placed it against the glass. 

Not pushing. 

Not knocking. 

Just resting there. 

Like she was testing the boundary between them. 

Rowan’s throat tightened.

He didn’t step closer.

Didn’t mirror the gesture.

But he didn’t step away either.

“Still pretending this is a choice?” she said, her voice faint but clear, slipping through the cracks in the window like it didn’t need permission.

Rowan exhaled sharply. 

“You don’t get to show up here and act like nothing’s changed.”

“Everything’s changed,” Lila replied.

Her gaze dropped briefly—to his hand, to the glass he’d been holding moments before, to the pulse in his wrist that even he could feel now. 

Then back to his eyes. 

“That’s why I’m here.”

A flicker of unease moved through him. 

Not fear. 

Not quite. 

Something heavier. 

“Then say it,” Rowan said. “Why now?”

Silence stretched between them again. 

But this time, it felt different. 

Not patient. 

Not controlled. 

Strained. 

Lila’s expression shifted—just slightly. The calm, measured composure cracked at the edges, revealing something underneath. 

Something sharper. 

Hungrier. 

“I tried to stay away,” she said finally.

Her voice was quieter now. 

Not weaker. 

Just… closer to something real.

“It didn’t work.”

Rowan’s jaw tightened.

“That’s not my problem.”

“No,” she agreed softly.

“It’s mine.”

Another pause. 

Longer this time. 

Then—

“And soon,” she added, her gaze locking onto his with unsettling intensity, “it’s going to be yours too.”

The air in the room felt heavier. 

Thicker. 

Like something unseen had just stepped inside. 

Rowan didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Because deep down—

He already knew. 

Whatever Lila had brought back with her…

It hadn’t come alone. 

Rowan didn’t sleep.

He tried. 

He turned off the lights, lay on his back, and stared at the ceiling as the rain softened into a steady, whispering rhythm against the windows. The city quieted in stages—first the traffic, then the distant voices, until all that remained was the hum of something constant and unseen. 

But sleep never came. 

Because she was still there. 

Not outside the window—not anymore. At some point, she had stepped back into the dark, her presence fading from sight. 

But not from him. 

That was the problem. 

Lila had never needed proximity to linger. 

She stayed in the spaces people couldn’t lock.

In thoughts. 

In memory. 

In the quiet moments when the world dropped its guard. 

Rowan rolled onto his side, exhaling sharply as he pressed the heel of his hand against his eyes. It didn’t help. If anything, the darkness only made it worse.

He could see her too clearly. 

The way she had looked at him. 

Not surprised. 

Not relieved. 

Certain. 

Like she had always known this moment would come. 

Like it had never been a question of if. 

Only when. 

“Damn it,” he muttered under his breath.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood, the cold floor grounding him in a way sleep couldn’t. The clock on the wall read 3:17 a.m.

Too late for distractions. 

Too early for excuses. 

Rowan moved through the apartment without turning on the lights, guided more by habit than sight. He’d lived here long enough to know every edge, every corner, every place the floor creaked if you stepped wrong. 

Control. 

That’s what this life was built on.

Predictable routines. 

Measured choices. 

Nothing left to chance. 

Nothing left to her. 

He stopped by the window again, hesitating for only a second before pulling the blinds aside. 

Empty. 

The street below stretched out in muted grey, slick with rain and reflecting the dim glow of streetlights. No movement. No shadow where she might be standing. 

Gone. 

Rowan let the blinds fall back into place. 

It should have felt like relief. 

It didn’t.

Because Lila didn’t leave unless she wanted to.

And if she had walked away tonight…

It wasn’t because he told her to.

Morning came without warning. 

One moment, the world was dark and heavy. The next, pale light crept in through the edges of the blinds, dull and indifferent. 

Rowan hadn’t realised he’d drifted off until he woke up on the couch, his neck stiff and his mind fogged with something deeper than exhaustion. 

For a few seconds, everything felt normal. 

Quiet. 

Still. 

Manageable. 

Then memory snapped back into place. 

Lila. 

The word alone was enough to sharpen his senses. 

Rowan sat up slowly, rubbing a hand over the back of his neck as he scanned the apartment. Nothing looked out of place. No sign that anything had changed. 

But the feeling was still there. 

Subtle. 

Persistent. 

Wrong. 

He stood and headed to the kitchen, grabbing a glass of water instead of anything stronger this time. His reflection caught his eye in the darkened window above the sink. 

He looked… tired.

More than usual. 

There was something off about it, though. Something he couldn’t quite define. His skin seemed paler, the shadows under his eyes deeper—not from lack of sleep, but something else. 

Something pulling at him from the inside. 

Rowan frowned slightly, leaning closer. 

For a second—

Just a second—

His reflection didn’t match.

It lagged. 

Barely noticeable. 

But real. 

He stilled. 

The air in the room seemed to tighten around him. 

“No,” he said quietly.

It was automatic. Immediate. A refusal before the thought could fully form. 

He stepped back from the sink, shaking his head once like that might reset something. 

It didn’t.

Because he knew that feeling. 

He had seen it before. 

Years ago. 

Right before everything went wrong. 

“You’re imagining things,” he muttered to himself.

It sounded weak, even to his own ears. 

Rowan grabbed his jacket and headed for the door, needing distance, movement— something to break the growing pressure in his chest. 

The hallway outside his apartment was empty, the fluorescent lights overhead buzzing faintly as he walked past. 

Everything looked the same. 

That was the problem. 

Because nothing felt the same. 

He stepped out into the street, the air colder than he expected. The rain had stopped, leaving behind a damp chill that clung to everything. 

People moved around him—normal, unaware, caught up in their own routines. A woman talking on her phone. A man unlocking his car. Someone laughing too loudly a few steps away. 

Life. 

Ordinary. 

Untouched. 

Rowan tried to focus on that. 

Tried to anchor himself to it. 

But it slipped through his grasp like it always did when she was involved. 

“Running already?”

The voice came from behind him. 

Close. 

Too close. 

Rowan’s shoulders tensed before he even turned.

He knew. 

Of course he knew. 

Lila stood a few feet away, as if she had always been there. Not out of breath. Not hurried. Just… present.

Watching him. 

“Do you ever knock?” Rowan asked dryly.

Lila’s lips curved faintly. “You never liked doors.”

“That was before I realised some things shouldn’t get in.”

Her gaze sharpened slightly at that. 

“And yet,” she said, taking a slow step closer, “you opened one anyway.”

Rowan didn’t move.

Didn’t step back.

Didn’t close the distance either.

The space between them felt charged, like something waiting to happen. 

“Whatever this is,” he said, keeping his voice steady, “you need to end it.”

“I can’t.”

“That’s not good enough.”

“It’s not supposed to be.”

There it was again. 

That edge in her tone. 

Not defensive. 

Not apologetic. 

Certain. 

Like the rules he was trying to apply simply didn’t exist for her.

Rowan let out a quiet breath, his patience thinning. 

“Then start explaining,” he said. “Because right now, all I see is you showing up after years and acting like I’m just supposed to accept it.”

Lila studied him for a long moment. 

Really studied him. 

Her gaze moved over his face like she was searching for something—something she either hadn’t found yet or didn’t like what she saw.

“You’re already changing,” she said softly.

The words landed heavier than anything else she had said so far. 

Rowan’s expression hardened.

“Don’t.”

“It’s already happening.”

“I said don’t.”

Lila stepped closer. 

This time, he felt it. 

Not just her presence, but something beneath it—something colder, deeper, pressing against his skin like a second atmosphere. 

“You felt it this morning, didn’t you?” she murmured.

Rowan didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

Her eyes flicked briefly toward his chest, toward the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. 

“Your body remembers,” she continued. “Even if you don’t want to.”

A flicker of something dark passed through him. 

Not fear. 

Anger. 

“You don’t get to come back into my life and start rewriting it.”

“I’m not rewriting anything,” Lila said.

Her voice dropped slightly. 

“I’m continuing it.”

The words settled between them like a weight. 

Unavoidable. 

Unshakable. 

Rowan held her gaze, searching for something—anything—that would make this make sense. 

But there was nothing there he could hold onto. 

Only truth. 

And something far worse. 

Hunger. 

“Then tell me what you’ve done,” he said quietly.

Lila didn’t answer right away.

For the first time since she appeared, she hesitated. 

And that—

That was enough to make something cold twist in Rowan’s chest.

Because Lila Mercer didn’t hesitate.

Not unless the truth was worse than the silence. 

When she finally spoke, her voice was softer than before. 

Almost careful. 

“I didn’t mean to,” she said.

Rowan’s jaw tightened.

“Didn’t mean to what?”

Her gaze lifted back to his. 

Steady. 

Unavoidable. 

“Find you again.”

The world seemed to tilt slightly. 

Not physically. 

Something deeper. 

Like a line had just been crossed without his permission. 

Rowan let out a slow breath, something close to disbelief threading through it. 

“That’s not an answer.”

“No,” she agreed.

“It’s not.”

Another pause. 

Then—

“But it’s the only one you’re getting right now.”

Rowan stared at her, frustration rising sharp and fast. 

“Why?”

This time, her answer came without hesitation. 

“Because if I tell you everything now…”

She stepped closer. 

Close enough that he could feel the cold radiating from her skin. 

Close enough that leaving would mean turning his back on her—and he wasn’t sure he could do that. 

“...you’ll run,” she finished quietly.

Rowan held her gaze. 

“You’re assuming I won’t anyway.”

Lila’s expression didn’t change.

But something in her eyes did. 

A quiet certainty. 

“You won’t,” she said.

Not a guess. 

Not hope. 

A fact. 

And that—

More than anything else—

Was what unsettled him the most.  

Rowan should have walked away. 

Every instinct he had built over the years—the careful distance, the control, the refusal to let anything unpredictable take root—told him to step back, turn around, and not look over his shoulder. 

But he didn’t.

Because Lila was standing too close. 

Because the past wasn’t something he had ever really escaped.

Because some part of him—quiet, buried, dangerous—had been waiting for this. 

“You always did this,” Rowan said, his voice lower now, roughened by something he didn’t want to name. “Show up, say just enough to keep me in place, and then disappear before anything real could happen.”

Lila didn’t flinch.

“If I had stayed,” she replied softly, “you wouldn’t be standing here.”

“That’s supposed to make me feel better?”

“No,” she said. “It’s supposed to make you understand.”

Rowan let out a short, humourless breath. 

“Try me.”

For a moment, she didn’t speak.

The city moved around them—cars passing, footsteps echoing faintly, fragments of conversation drifting in and out—but it all felt distant, muted, like the world had stepped back to give them space. 

Or to avoid whatever was about to happen. 

“You think you know what I am,” Lila said finally.

“I know enough.”

“You know what you saw,” she corrected. “Not what it meant.”

Rowan’s jaw tightened.

“I saw people change around you. I saw them disappear. I saw what happened to me.”

Lila’s gaze sharpened slightly at that.

“You walked away.”

“Did I?” Rowan shot back. “Because it doesn’t feel like it.”

A flicker of something crossed her expression again—faint, but there. 

Regret. 

Or something close to it. 

“You were never meant to remember it like this,” she said.

That stopped him. 

Not completely. 

But enough. 

“What does that mean?” Rowan asked.

Lila hesitated. 

Just for a second. 

Then she reached out. 

Rowan tensed immediately, his body reacting before his mind could catch up. He should have stepped back. 

He didn’t.

Her fingers brushed against his wrist. 

The contact was light. 

Barely there. 

But it hit him like impact. 

The world around him fractured—not visibly, not in any way anyone else would notice—but inside his head, something shifted, something loosened, something that had been locked away for years. 

Images flickered. 

Too fast to hold onto. 

Too sharp to ignore. 

A room dimly lit by candlelight. 

Lila standing in front of him, closer than she had ever been, her hand resting against his chest. 

Blood. 

Not a lot. 

Just enough. 

And his own voice—

“I’m not afraid of you.”

The memory snapped back into place like a blade sliding into its sheath. 

Rowan staggered slightly, pulling his arm back as if burned. 

“What did you just—”

“You remember,” Lila said quietly.

It wasn’t a question.

Rowan shook his head once, hard. 

“No.”

But the denial felt thin. 

Weak. 

Because the image hadn’t faded.

If anything, it had sharpened. 

“You said you weren’t afraid,” she continued, her voice steady but softer now. “You said it like it was a promise.”

Rowan’s chest tightened.

“That wasn




















































































































































































































































































































































