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- Could you look at what you've done? Every tear,
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every scream, every drop of blood spilt in anguish. x
It all bears your mark, a legacy carved from greed d
and pride. You built this chaos, brick by brick, lie |

by lie. Chasing power, sacrificing love, ignoring the

hearts you crushed. What burns now isn't just pain,
it's the fire you lit yourself. And every flicker, every
ember, whispers your name in blame. You turned
love into a battlefield, and trust into a fragile shell.
But tonight, as the wreckage lays bare before your
eyes. Know this truth: it was all your doing, every

shattered piece.

“Hunter!” Estelle’s scream tore through the air as
Hunter's body jerked back, his chair crashing
backwards from the force of the bullet. Blood
immediately seeped through his shirt, staining it
dark red.
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'f't meant to. He hadn’t meant to pull‘ the
trigger and it had surprised him.

Hunter groaned loudly in agony, his head swinging
from one side to the other as pain tore through his
stomach and spread through every bone, muscle
and organ in his body. It was like he had been set
on fire with no escape.
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“Do something, Dave!” Estelle’s voice cracked as
she struggled harder, her chair rattling against the

floor. “Help him!”
“Untie me!”

But Dave couldn't move, nor was he listening. His
body remained rooted, his limbs trembling. This
wasn't supposed to happen, at least not like this.
He had wanted to scare Hunter with the gun, to

maintain control, but now everything had s_piratgdiz B




tear-streaked face turned toward Hunter, who
groaned weakly.

Dave watched in anger as Estelle tried to free
herself in that awkward position, crying her eyes
out. The sound of her cries only added to the
panic in his chest.

“Untie me, you bastard! He's bleeding out!” Estelle

screamed again.

“Shut the f**k up!” Dave snapped. He glared at
Estelle before dragging a hand through his hair,
pacing back and forth as he tried to think.
However, the noises made thinking impossible, He
let out an animalistic groan. This wasn't the plan.
This wasn't supposed to happen. He had a perfect

plan, and this wasn't it. Losing control and maki




“Dave, please;” Estelle begged, her v
‘weaker now.

His eyes met hers, then darted to Hunter, whose
groans were growing fainter. For a moment, Dave
hesitated. But when the sirens grew deafening, his
panic took charge. With a low growl, he bolted for
the back exit, his footsteps fading as Estelle

screamed after him.

Hunter, on the other hand, exhaled slowly, his head
weakly resting back against the floor. His vision
blurred, his thoughts hazy, but one thing was clear
to him. If this was his end, so be it. He had caused
this - Dave's pain, Estelle’s pain, everything was his
fault. If only he hadn't been so consumed by his
defiance against his father, so blinded by his need
to prove himself. Maybe Dave would still have his
father. He would still be with Estelle, enjoying their

marriage, allowing himself to fully love her. Their
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baby, a boy or girl would be in their arms ona 1}
night like this, cuddled up as .tlfx_,ex‘sl‘e't“‘ '




Ads-free .

his awkward position, he managed a faint, pair




b ed-soaked shirt.
Hunter only managed a painful moan.

The sirens blared louder, signalling the police's
final arrival. Moments later, the door burst open,
and officers stormed in, weapons drawn, followed
closely by paramedics. Estelle’s cries for help
filled the air.

“He’s hurt! Someone help him!”

The officers swarmed the room, quickly cutting
the ropes and binding them. Paramedics rushed to
Hunter, assessing his injuries. Estelle clung to his
hand, her fingers trembling, her knuckles white,
refusing to let him go and not in the right mind to
answer the police questions about Dave's

whereabouts.

“Ma’am, we need space to work,” a paramedic :

said urgently.




By the time they reached the ambulance, Hunter's S
breathing had become laboured. One paramedic

reached for an oxygen mask, but Hunter weakly
shook his head.

“No..” he whispered.

“Hunter, please,” Estelle pleaded, surprised by his
refusal. Was he planning to die? “Let them help

you! You need it."

His eyes, dull with pain, met hers, and for a
moment, all the regret he carried poured out. “I'm

sorry,” he whispered, his voice cracking.

“Don't,” she begged, shaking her head. “Don't talk.

Save your strength.”

But Hunter pressed on, his voice trembling with
emotion. “I've done nothing but hurt you. From the |

beginning... I've put you in danger... pushed'r /Ou

.. for you, for us. | should hav
“husband and father to you
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- "Just stop! You're making it worse!”

‘I have to say it,” he murmured, his voice barely
audible. “I need you to know that I'm sorry for
everything. | don't deserve forgiveness, but |
needed to say it. I'm sorry. | am...”

Before he could finish, a violent cough wracked
his body, blood spilling from his lips. Estelle’s
scream echoed in the ambulance, her voice raw
with horror. She clapped a hand over her mouth,
her eyes wide. The paramedics sprang into action,
shouting orders as they worked frantically to
stabilize him. Estelle was forced to let go of his

hand, her sobs shaking her entire body.

When they arrived at the hospital, Estelle
whispered through her tears, “Stay with me,”
gripping Hunter's hand as they wheeled him

inside. But as soon as Hunter disappeared behind
the emergency surgical room doors, Estelle
collapsed to her knees, her sobs shaking her
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“What did you do now?" Paul bellowed, his voi
booming with anger. He suddenly reached for
Estelle and roughly pulled her to her feet. “Why is

it that wherever you go, trouble follows? My son__"

“Get your hands off her!” Christian snapped,
stepping forward and pulling his daughter out of
Paul’s grasp. His voice was sharp, his fists
clenched. “How dare you blame her? Your son is in
there fighting for his life, and all you care about is

pointing fingers?”

“Do not tell me how to handle my son’s situation__

"

“Enough!” Estelle’s voice rang out, silencing them.
She stood there, hunched with her tear-soaked
face blazing with fury. For a while, she had sat
there, her mind in chaos. It was hard to piece
together everything that had happened that nig

The image of Hunter’s blood and the moment




What happened tonight? Every bit of it.. is
because of your greed. It was all your doing!”

Her words hung in the silence, leaving everyone
stunned. Paul stood still, his face showing shock
and anger, but Estelle's blazing gaze remained
steady on his. Her hands balled into fists, her

chest rising and falling as the impact of her words
sank in further.
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