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heartbeat a plea, each breath a a
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ark 'é""s. The hum of the engine and the loud
beating of his heart were the only sounds in the
silence of the night, but his thoughts roared like a
storm in his mind. His breathing was shallow, and
his chest was constricted by a strong mix of fear
and adrenaline. He was trembling, not from the

cold but from the sheer weight of what he had just
uncovered.

He was right. It had been Dave all along.

The images in Dave’s hidden room were burned
into his mind: Estelle’s pictures, Hunter’s family
photos, the receipts, and the chilling organization
of it all. Ryan's breaths came in short, sharp gasps.
Dave was behind it. He was the one who

orchestrated Estelle’s attack.

But why? Why target them specifically? That

question rattled his mind the hardest. Ho




He clenched his jaw, his heart pounding. Knowing
the truth didn't offer relief. Instead, it brought a
gnawing fear that wouldn't let go. He had
suspected Dave, sure, but proving his suspicion
was an entirely different matter. It scared him and
brought with it a thick, unyielding feeling to
protect Estelle.

His heart pounded in his chest as he forced his
gaze back on the empty, dark road stretching
ahead. The night's shadows seemed to close in on
him, matching the suffocating weight of his
thoughts. He needed to tell someone. This wasn't
something he could keep to himself.

His first thought was Estelle, but he immediately
dismissed it. She had been through enough, and
telling her wasn't an option. The shock would |

devastate her, and he wasn't even sure

handle the betrayal.
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| That left Hunter.




~ With a deep breath, Ryan fumbled for his phovne"iﬁ‘
the passenger seat. The screen lit up, and his
thumb hovered over the screen as he scrolled

through his contacts. Finding Hunter's name, he

hit the call button and put the phone on speaker,
keeping his eyes on the empty road ahead.

The phone rang once, twice, three times. No

answer.

“Damn it, Hunter,” Ryan cursed under his breath.

He tried again, his frustration mounting. He
gripped the wheel tighter as his heart raced. The
line rang endlessly, only to go to voicemail. Ryan
slammed his palm against the steering wheel. His
jaw clenched as he cursed. “Pick up the damn

phone, bastard!”




i'ﬂirror growing larger by the second. He glanced
in the mirror just as the car barreled toward him.

“What the—"

The impact came hard and fast, a sickening
crunch of metal as the car behind slammed into
him. Ryan's body jerked against the seatbelt, the
force stealing the air from his lungs. His phone
flew from the dashboard, crashing onto the floor
as he gripped the steering wheel desperately. His
car swerved violently, tires screeching against the
asphalt as it skidded off the road.

Before he could even process what had happened,
the car was hit again, harder this time. The force
sent Ryan's car spinning, tires screeching against
the pavement as it tumbled off the road.

The world turned into a chaotic blur of motion and i

crashing noise. Glass shattered around hi
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s ragged breathing.

Ryan gasped in pain, forcing his eyes open to
realize his car was upside down and he was
dangling in his seat, held in place by the seatbelt.
His body ached from the brutal collision, Pain
radiated through his chest, his arms, his legs.
Every part of him screamed in agony. Blood
dripped down his face, the metallic tang filling his
mouth. He blinked, disoriented, trying to make
sense of what had just happened and struggling to
stay conscious.

His ragged breaths turned shallow, his heart
pounding. He tried to move, but the pain was
overwhelming, forcing a groan from his lips. His
hands, slick with blood, fumbled for the seatbelt,
desperate to release himself, but his fingers felt
numb and clumsy. Yet he didn’t stop, even as his

vision blurred more with each passing minute.

dimming as a vehicle pulled to a‘st D |
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- wreckage. His heart raced. Wa:
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His eyes felt heavy
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dges of his vision blurred, darkness créeb’i‘hfg’.:
in as the pain and shock took their toll. His head
lolled to the side, and he felt his consciousness
slipping away.

The last thing Ryan registered was the sound of
footsteps approaching - loud and deliberate -
accompanied by shouts he couldn’t make out who

or what they were saying. Then, everything went
black
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