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Chapter 1

‘J

esus,’ Cheyanne thought as she rode at the same speed as
the other motorcycles. ‘I don’t know what I would do if I
got stranded out here by myself.’ She shuddered just at the mere
thought of it.
It was always a great fear of hers. It wasn’t anything to be
concerned about now, though, since she had others with her. It
was only when she was alone that she was especially aware of
the possibility. What if the bike broke down or she ran out of
gas? The idea was forever present in her mind, and she always
thought about other women bikers. They were just as vulnerable
as she was.
It had been a long ride. The group had left from an area
forty miles west of Chicago, right outside of Elgin that was on
the boundary where farmland still sprawled away from the big
city invasion. Bikers liked the openness of the country. The freedom was inviting, so Cheyanne’s group took off for Iowa down
roads surrounded by cornfields. It was a good two hundred and
fifty miles round trip. It was a hot mid-September day. On a
motorcycle that added up to exhaustion. The STAR Touring
and Riding chapter had twenty-five members who had joined in
for this one-day ride. Now they were back in northern Illinois
approaching their base area.
Many people had a misconception about motorcycle organizations. They were convinced that they were the same as gangs.
Even worse, a lot of people had the idea that if there were more
than a half dozen motorcycles together, they were all one percenters, or in translation: bad biker gangs that created all kinds
of mayhem. Cheyanne could identify with that because of the
dirty looks she got on so many occasions. Nothing could be
farther from the truth, though. Bikers were very supportive and
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generous when it came to benefit runs for such things as raising
money for the disabled or fighting against diseases or support
for the military veterans, to name a few.
Five riders had already split off from the pack. They were
just anxious to get to their own destinations. Most of the riders
didn’t have a problem with long trips, but this one was a little
too long just to have lunch at a place called Burgers and Beer
Barrel. The bar was kind of a dive, although their Black Angus
burgers and pulled pork were famous. Anyone who had been
riding motorcycles for a while from as far away as Tennessee
and Ohio were familiar with the place. Even though not all of
its clientele were bikers, they made up a good percentage of the
patronage.
The consumption of alcohol was prohibited on one-day
rides. Overnighters were a different story. It was on those kinds
of trips that once the motorcycles were parked at the hotel for
the evening, members could drink as much as they wanted, just
as long as they didn’t get back on the bike. The no drinking
policy wasn’t just a chapter rule. It was a bylaw of the entire
organization, and with good reason. Nobody wanted to become
road kill because of a few beers. It was dangerous enough without the alcohol.
The sun was fading off to the west. It had turned the cornfields into dark green and the shadows were growing longer. The
temperature was beginning to drop. It felt good, though. The
heat, particularly at the peak of the day, had made it extremely
uncomfortable and the coolness was a welcome relief.
Cheyanne was in the middle of the pack. She felt better
knowing that she wasn’t all that far from home, but the daylight
would only last another hour and a half or so, and she didn’t
have any time to spare.
The woman had only been riding for two years. She was
somewhat of a late bloomer. She had taken the five-day long
Harley-Davidson beginner’s course in the heat of July a couple
of summers before. The curriculum of instruction was rigorous
and exhausting, except the only way to get a driver’s license
through them was by borrowing one of the Harley dealer’s bikes
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to take the state test. Cheyanne definitely didn’t want to do that.
She found out how important the hard work turned out to be
though, when she discovered that the easiest way to actually get
her motorcycle license was by completing the state Motorcycle
Safety Foundation course. Once riders successfully completed
that class, they received a small card verifying that they passed
the state requirements. They could take it to the Department of
Motor Vehicles where they would be issued a new license. By
the time Cheyanne started looking for an open seat, the only
course that was still available took place at Southern Illinois
University in Carbondale, which was only a matter of miles
north of the Kentucky border. She got lucky, however, and found
openings for the last two classes of the season at the end of
October and the first weekend in November. She was accepted
for the last class. Despite the cold and snow flurries the students
had to labor through, the program was a snap in comparison to
the Harley course.
The statewide Motorcycle Safety Foundation classes were
difficult to get into simply because they were in such high
demand by so many people. There were locations all over the
state. If students didn’t request a seat as soon as the courses
opened up, chances were slim that they would get in at all. The
spots filled up pretty much the first day of registration in late
winter, early spring. The most promising way to ensure admittance to the course was by completing an application on the
Internet in the state’s webpage. Riders could also apply with a
paper form, too, but that made it harder to succeed at getting
in. Serious students would go to the website on the first day as
soon as registration opened at midnight, and if they couldn’t get
into the site because of heavy volume, they would keep on trying until they could apply, even if it meant staying up all night.
There was the possibility of filling a vacancy on a walk-in basis,
also, except most of the time, the empty seats were way too limited which meant that applicants had to keep going back every
Friday in hopes of getting lucky. Cheyanne started looking too
late in the year, so she didn’t have any success at that, but she
was persistent.
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Her request had been well timed, but she was extremely
fortunate to find the last two classes with seats still available.
By this point, she could only solicit for admission with a paper
application. The university was three hundred miles away and
she felt blessed to be accepted for the final class. The demand
for this course was quite apparent even at this late date, considering there were still people who showed up on a walk-in basis
on Friday night and some were still turned away because the
class became full.
Cheyanne had learned of her strong will and determination
when she was a young adult and went to enlist in the United
States Marine Corps at twenty-two years of age. She was
rejected during her first examination for enlistment. However,
she wouldn’t quit there. Her stubbornness and resoluteness
drove her for over a year when she was eligible to reapply. Her
perseverance paid off, and it was the gift that kept giving repeatedly throughout her twenty-year military career. That trait was
obviously well instilled in her.
Even at forty-seven, Cheyanne felt that she was close to
being a seasoned rider. This year alone, she had put seven thousand miles on her Yamaha V Star 650 custom bike. She was considering trading this motorcycle in to move up to the next larger
bike, the V-Star 950. She loved to ride and she fit into the group
environment perfectly. She liked wearing motorcycle leather,
including the boots, vest and gloves, and to be on the safe side,
she never rode without her half helmet in the summer and the
three-quarter helmet in the spring and fall, which included the
face shield to block the cold wind from stinging her face and
eyes. In cooler weather, she wore her leather motorcycle jacket
and chaps to accommodate the rest of her body. At this time of
the year though, it was still too warm during the day for anything other than boots, jeans, t-shirt, and vest.
Cheyanne was a little bit familiar with the area that they
were in now. According to her calculations, she was a good hour
from home, so she had to use her sense of direction to stay on
the country roads that would take her home faster. They came
up on a highway that was unknown to her, but she knew that
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due east would get her into the general area of Elgin, so she
honked her horn as she turned off onto the road, bidding the
other riders farewell. The rest of them honked back or waved as
they continued northbound toward their own destinations. Now
Cheyanne was on her own. It always felt strange, at first, to be
separated from the rest of the pack. It was that old feeling of the
insecurity it gave her from being alone in unfamiliar territory.
The closer she got to home though, the better she felt. And of
course, she knew she was headed in the right direction. That’s
all that mattered now.
Cheyanne continued down the country highway for three
miles when suddenly her engine gave a momentary cough. The
second time it did it, she knew her gas tank was almost empty,
so she pulled off to the shoulder into the gravel, watching the
puddles from recent rain, and turned the key off.
She dismounted the bike from the right side and looked up
the road. There was nothing but fields, barns, and silos for as
far as the eye could see. There wasn’t anything else. Now that
she thought about it, it had been at least ninety miles back when
they had last stopped for gas. Her reserve tank would take her
another twenty to thirty miles, at best, before that ran out, too.
At least that was a fair estimate, and surely by then she would
find a gas station. Cheyanne walked around to the other side of
the bike and turned the reserve switch on that was located just
below the seat. She stretched and got back on the motorcycle
the same way she had gotten off. Time was wasting and she had
to find a place to get gas. She had to find a station as quickly as
possible since she didn’t know this area in particular. The next
time she stopped, she would slip into her sweatshirt and chaps,
but right now, time was of the essence.
Once Cheyanne was back on the road, she again opened the
throttle back up to sixty-five miles per hour. Her stress of finding gas increased as she rode and nothing came into view. This
road seemed to go on forever, especially when it went from flat
and turned into a span of rolling hills. It seemed like she had
been riding for many miles and still nothing appeared. Her fear
of being stuck alone had been revived. Cheyanne’s anxiety was
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at a peak when the engine began to sputter again. It was as if
her worst nightmare was coming to life. Her despair increased
even though she was aware of the fact that she hadn’t ridden
but another fifteen or sixteen miles. She coasted off to the side
of the highway just as the motor died. Now the woman realized
that her calculations must have been way off. Maybe when she
gassed up the last time, she didn’t quite get a full tank. This was
exactly the reason why Cheyanne didn’t like riding more than
sixty miles without refueling. She hadn’t said anything when
she should have. Instead, she just followed the crowd. That was
the wrong thing to do since her bike was small and had a smaller
gas tank than the larger bikes. At one time, there had been eight
V-Star 650s in the chapter, all owned by women, but now there
were only four left. The girls were slowly moving up to larger
motorcycles. Cheyanne regretted the mistake of not getting gas
since it could prove to be a very costly error. She had to avoid
more rain puddles. It had been raining a lot lately and the water
had nowhere to go except into small pools.
“Damn,” she breathed.
She looked around and realized that she had stopped in front
of a cemetery that appeared to be rather antiquated. It wasn’t
especially big and from where she sat, it looked like a defunct
graveyard.
Cheyanne looked up the road. There wasn’t anything but
more farms and fields. There was a wooded area quite a ways
down, but nothing was there either. Beyond that, there was only
another hill and because of its elevation, any visibility beyond
that point was obscured. There probably wasn’t anything beyond
that either. She considered using her cell phone to call someone,
but that would take too long. She would be sitting here in the
dark, which wasn’t too far off. The closest place that looked like
it might be able to provide assistance was a house on the same
side of the road about a hundred to a hundred and fifty yards
from the cemetery. Otherwise, the next place after that was
probably a mile or so down the highway. This was her only hope.
She got off the motorcycle leaving the key in it. There wasn’t
any reason to worry about someone stealing it out here.
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Cheyanne took her gloves off and stuffed them between the
handlebars and the windshield, then she took her helmet off
and rested it on the sissy bar. She was very apprehensive and
dreaded the idea of going up to a strange house way out here.
This was exactly the scenario that she feared for so long, but
she felt that there wasn’t any other choice. She slowly started to
walk up the road toward the dwelling, trying to avoid the mud.
As she looked around, she noticed behind the house there was
a large metal shed that was unusually long. In addition, not too
far, a dilapidated barn and silo were the only other buildings that
existed. The old chicken coop already lay in a heap, most likely
providing a home for all sorts of animals and rodents. There
were old rusted out appliances, tractors, and a couple of pickup
trucks that looked like their prime had been many decades
before. There was a small fenced-in space behind the shed and
a wooded area that extended from beyond the shed, went across
a small field between the cemetery and the house, and continued
all the way across the back of the graveyard. It was dense and
very menacing as darkness was falling.
The house was a two-story structure that was in bad need
of a paint job. The windows upstairs had plastic sealed across
them; however, the ones downstairs were left unprotected. A
long front porch extended along the width of the residence and
beyond that there was a gravel driveway on the far side. There
were cornfields that started at the edge of the farthest part of the
yard that went on for what seemed like forever.
Cheyanne noticed that the only light on in the house was
toward the back. It was probably the kitchen. She just hoped
that there was someone home. She sized up the area and decided
in all probability that there was an older couple living there.
Cheyanne was studying her surroundings when she accidently
stepped into the mud where she almost fell down, her boots now
caked with the heavy thick dirt.
When the woman reached the front of the house, she hesitated before climbing the steps to the porch. She looked around
again. It was silent, except for a twittering bird here and there
and the ruffle of leaves dancing in the light breeze. She tried
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stomping the thick mud from her boots. Then she went up the
steps to the door. She knocked and waited, but there wasn’t any
response. She knocked again, and again there was no answer.
Cheyanne waited for a few more moments, her anxiety rising.
If there wasn’t anybody there, then she felt she had no choice
but to use her cell phone and stay put until somebody arrived.
That thought alone was frightening, taking into account that
their arrival would probably be a while since she really didn’t
know where she was and couldn’t really explain to them how to
get there. If that were her only option though, the woman would
at least have to try. She knew the route number and that would
help a lot.
She slowly descended the steps and walked around to the
driveway. She was somewhat relieved to find an older model
Ford pickup truck parked near the shed. Cheyanne thought that
it must have been recently driven. She could see the thick mud
caked on the tires even through the fading light. As she walked
on the grass to avoid any more sludge, the woman noticed there
was a basement window encased in dark iron that apparently led
to a coal bin. She knew that because it was just like the one her
family had in their house when she was very small. She remembered the truck coming once a month on average to connect the
shoot to the window entrance so the coal could drop through.
Surely, there wasn’t anyone who still used coal. That must have
ended over forty years ago.
Cheyanne walked to the back of the house, and just before
reaching the door, she was a little baffled to see a showerhead
attached to the outside wall. She studied it as she stopped and
knocked on the screen. Nobody answered. She knocked again.
Her hopes were beginning to diminish when suddenly a male
voice came from behind.
“Well hey there, Missy. Is there somethin’ I can do fer ya?”
It startled Cheyanne. She quickly turned. There was a man
slowly walking toward her from the shed as he wiped his hands
on a rag. He was in his early to mid-forties and was balding. A
smile spread across his unshaven face, exposing gaps where his
teeth were missing. Hair protruded from the top of his V-neck
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T-shirt that had dirt and stains across his fat stomach. His
appearance and demeanor immediately raised the red flag, but
Cheyanne didn’t want to reveal her apprehension. If there was a
chance that this person was the boogieman, then she didn’t want
to show any feelings that might appear to be out of the ordinary
and prevent her from making a quick escape.
“Hi,” she said, revealing some of her nervousness as she
stepped back a little.
He was still grinning. He looked her up and down. “What
can I do fer ya?” he asked with a thick southern drawl. He
stopped about halfway across the gravel.
“Well,” she responded, glancing away. “My motorcycle ran
out of gas right out here and I was wondering if you had some
you could spare.” The man only stared at her. She hesitated. “I
would appreciate anything you could do for me. I’d be willing
to pay you for it.”
The man waved her off. “No. Ain’t no need ta worry ‘bout
that.” He hesitated. “It’s all right. I’m willin’ ta be neighborly. I
have gas in the shed. What’s yer name?”
“Cheyanne,” she responded without moving, remaining cautious of the stranger.
“Like the Indians?” he asked with a grin.
Cheyanne nodded.
“I’m Chuck,” the man introduced himself, wiping his right
hand on his shirt and then extending it in a greeting to the
woman. “Chuck Morot.”
She slowly moved toward him and lightly accepted his handshake. At first, she thought maybe she had misjudged him too
soon, but those doubts pretty much dissipated when she could
smell alcohol on his breath. The red flag quickly went back up
again.
“So y’all ride ah motorsackle, huh?” he said. “You must be
in ah gang er somethin’ with all them there fancy pins ya got
‘n all.”
Cheyanne looked down at her vest. “I ride with a nice group
of people,” she responded. “A couple of them that I was just
with live right up the next road, so they’re not so far from home,”
9

Carol S. Fowler

she lied. “They’re very protective of the women riders in the
group. I would expect that later they might come down the road
here to make sure that I didn’t break down, or something. They
seem to do that a lot, but I don’t have time to wait and see if they
do it this time.”
Chuck turned toward the shed and she followed him. “Where
y’all from?” he asked.
“Elgin,” she replied.
“Oh. Okay,” the man said as he entered the shed. “Where’s
the rest of yer friends at now?”
Cheyanne stopped at the door. “They all went home, mostly
up around Woodstock.”
Chuck came back a few minutes later with a gas can. “We’ll
git y’all back ohn the road. It’s gitten’ dark.”
Cheyanne stepped back and apprehensively turned to lead
him down the driveway.
“And ah sweet little biker bitch like y’all shouldn’t be out
after dark,” he added. All of a sudden, he grabbed her from
behind in a bear hug. “Y’all never know who’s gonna gitch ya,”
he growled.
Cheyanne’s adrenaline kicked in and she fought like a tiger
trying to pry his arms loose. “That’s the way I like ’em,” Chuck
said in her ear. “Like cats.”
He was laughing as Cheyanne brought her head back and
lightly grazed his face. When she looked up, she noticed three
more windows on the second floor of the house that were covered with clear plastic and it looked like they all had boards
nailed over them from the inside with large gaps between them.
While she was watching the windows, she saw a foggy silhouette of hands on the glass of one of them that were obscured
by the plastic. Muffled pounding and a garbled voice followed
that. Cheyanne’s instincts took over out of fear. “Who’s that up
there?” she gasped.
“Never you mind ‘bout that,” Chuck laughed. “Me and you’s
gonna have some fun.”
Her worst nightmare had just come to life. He was dragging her toward the paint chipped house. Her self-preservation
10

The Wrath of Lucifer’s Deadly Sin

quickly took over. She knew she had to think of something
quickly. Whoever that was upstairs was obviously there against
their will and only God knew how many others might be or have
been there. This was the type of scenario she had feared for so
long. Then thinking fast, she grabbed one of the pins from her
vest and pulled it off. It was like an automatic reaction when she
threw her hand back and caught Chuck in the face. He screamed
as the pin sunk deep into the skin. He let go of Cheyanne as
though he had been burned. She ran down the driveway while
Chuck was bent over in agony. She tried to pick up speed but
was held back by the heavy mud that quickly caked on her boots
as she trudged through it. A couple of times the shoes were like
suction cups in the gooey dirt. Chuck swiftly regained his composure. He pulled his hand from the wound just below his right
eye and looked at the blood.
“Bitch!” he growled. “Yer mine now.”
He ran down the driveway after her, knowing just where to
avoid the puddles and mud. He soon reached Cheyanne on the
front lawn. That’s when he grabbed the back of her hair and
pulled her down.
“Y’all wanna play rough, Biker Bitch!” he shouted. “Then
that’s what we’re gonna do!”
He started dragging her backwards. She tried to resist, but
her boots wouldn’t give her any traction on the wet grass. The
weight was too much and chunks of blonde hair started to rip
from her scalp. The pain was unbearable as she grabbed his
hands. That didn’t stop him though, and he kneed her in the
back of the head. He let go of her and she fell to the ground.
Chuck threw the clumps of hair to the side. The wind gently
picked them up and drove them away like a magic carpet ride.
He grabbed her by the vest and dragged her to her feet. She was
dazed and her head was throbbing from the wounds left by the
chunks of missing hair. He violently opened her vest and forced
it off her. “You ain’t gonna pull that shit again, ya rotten wench.
We’ll take care ah that!” Chuck shouted. “And I have the perfect
spot for ya too, whore. Some place nobody’ll find you. Ya’ve
had yer last ride, Biker Bitch!”
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Cheyanne didn’t have the strength or fortitude to fight back.
She was weakened into submission, letting him lead her around
to the back of the house.
“What’re you gonna do with me?” she breathed as he stopped
at the screen door.
“We was gonna have fun,” he growled, throwing the door
open, “but y’all went and spoilt that.”
He pushed her into the kitchen. She stumbled into a chair
where she held herself up. Chuck charged in after her and threw
the vest on the table. “What’re you gonna do with me?” she
repeated.
“Don’t you worry ‘bout it!” he shouted. He pushed her
across the room toward what looked like it might be a closet.
“Y’all will find out soon enough!”
He jerked the door open and pushed her through it. Before
she realized where she was, she felt herself falling. Her left
shoulder hit a step and then the rest of her body followed. Cheyanne bounced down to the bottom of a flight of steps. Her left
hip suddenly screamed in agony. She was in darkness as pain
shot through her body while her hip went numb. Then a light
came on. Chuck was standing at the top of the stairs looking
down at the woman. She glanced around when her eyes focused.
She was in the basement. It was dreary and surprisingly empty.
There was an old octopus furnace in the middle of the floor, its
tentacles spread out across the ground like a giant menacing
monster. There was a bin on the other side of the room, that was
built out of wooden slats, which went all the way to the ceiling.
It was the coal bin. It looked like the one Cheyanne’s parents
had in their basement. Although, they didn’t have a furnace even
remotely close to the size of this one.
“That’s right, Biker Bitch,” Chuck said, grinning. “Look
around y’all. This is yer new home. Git use ta it.”
He slowly came down the stairs. Cheyanne tried to get up,
but her shoulder and hip were in excruciating pain. When he got
to the bottom, he yanked her to her feet. Lightning shot through
her leg. She winced and squeezed her eyes shut. She was barely
able to keep up as he pulled her across the room to the coal bin.
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There was a door with a hasp on it, but it wasn’t locked. He
opened it and pushed her inside. She fell like a sack of potatoes
and landed on a small pile of coal. A light dust rose up into her
nostrils.
“Git in there, wench,” Chuck said, growling. “These are yer
new quarters. Now give me them boots.”
Cheyanne slowly sat up to pull her right shoe off, but her
shoulder and hip were in too much pain and she fell back.
“Here. Let me give y’all ah hand,” Chuck said, stepping
forward. He reached down and grabbed her leg. Despite her
obvious pain, he unzipped the boot and yanked it from her foot,
furthering her agony. “Yer gonna learn real quick, bitch, y’all
don’t mess with me,” Chuck snapped at her. “I’m yer daddy and
yer my slave. Y’all understand that? And if y’all ever run from
me again, you can rest assured I’ll kill ya the next time.”
Cheyanne kept silent.
Chuck pulled the boot from her left foot. He threw the leg
down. Then he grabbed a rope, tied her wrists behind her, and
then bound her ankles. “I gotta tell ya, though. You ain’t gonna
be no regular slave,” he added, standing up. “Yer gonna be my
new sex slave.”
“Like the one in the window?” Cheyanne moaned.
“You hush up ‘bout that!” he yelled, kicking her left leg. Her
face twisted in pain. “That ain’t none yer business!”
“How many more are there?” she managed to ask.
Chuck grinned. “Don’t matter,” he said. “Yer my new
woman ‘cause I like ’em rough and tough, Biker Bitch. Me and
you’s gonna have us ah good time.” He smirked. “Yer gonna fire
up my engine and I’m gonna ride you hard.” He started laughing
and stepped back out of the bin. “So git ah lot ah rest, ya hear?
Yer gonna need it.”
He slammed the door and paddle locked the hasp.
Cheyanne laid still listening to his footsteps stomp up the
stairs. Then there was darkness followed by the door slamming.
She laid on her right side on the coal chunks that dug into her
body. She ached all over but despite that, she slowly worked
herself off the pile of coal onto the cold hard floor. All she could
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smell was an oily, dank odor. Pain was now shooting through her
entire body. The woman quickly discovered that if she stayed
still, the stabbing wasn’t nearly as bad. She even let her head rest
on the floor as exhaustion began to cloud her mind. Just when
she started to drift off, she heard loud footsteps thumping heavily up a flight of stairs. A man was shouting. It was Chuck. His
voice was somewhat muffled so his words were barely audible.
Cheyanne wondered if he was going to see the person who was
in that room above the kitchen. Suddenly there were screams. It
was a woman’s voice quickly followed by dead silence. Immediately after that, there was a noise like a door slamming. Cheyanne’s mind was foggy. She was so tired she couldn’t think. She
finally gave up trying and soon slipped into a restless sleep.
When Cheyanne awoke, her hip, shoulder, and back were
stiff and sore, but at least there were no longer any shooting
pains. Her agony had been replaced by the cold. She slowly
moved her rigid legs and with careful effort she worked her
way into a sitting position. There was still total darkness, and
it was so quiet a pin could have been heard hitting the floor.
At this point though, the silence was good. Either Chuck had
passed out or he wasn’t there. Cheyanne had no idea what time
it was. She looked up toward the enclosed window. She thought
there had been narrow openings in the metal, but there wasn’t
any visible light. The woman couldn’t tell if it was later in the
evening or if the light was actually being blocked. She couldn’t
see her watch with her hands tied and her cell phone was in her
jeans pocket. The pains that existed in Cheyanne’s shoulder,
back, and hip prevented her from trying to maneuver her hands
to get it. She was utterly trapped. Not only was she incapable of
seeing the time, but now there was no way of contacting anyone
on the outside. At least there weren’t any broken bones that she
could tell. However, what was this crazy man really going to
do with her? She thought back to his T-shirt he was wearing.
Some of the soil on it looked like it might have been blood, now
that it crossed the woman’s mind. The idea of that tore through
her like a shockwave. She didn’t want to set herself up for a
major anxiety attack, but she couldn’t evade the contemplation.
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Yet, what if it had been blood? Was he a serial killer, and how
many other victims were in the house? Was he really going to
use her as a sex slave? Cheyanne knew that whatever awaited
her it was not going to be good. She also knew that there was
at least one other captive beside herself. How long had that one
been here? Who was it and what did she look like? What about
Cheyanne’s motorcycle? She hoped that if someone saw it on
the road, they would report it. Worst-case scenario was that if
her sister didn’t hear from her in two days, she would probably go to Cheyanne’s house out of concern. Her sister always
worried about her younger sibling riding the motorcycle. Once
it was discovered that the woman was missing, the authorities
would come looking for her. How would they know where she
was, though, since she was being held captive in this basement? Screaming wouldn’t do any good. He would probably
kill her for that. And how long before they might figure out to
snoop around Chuck’s place? Not only that, but how long had
the other one been here without escaping? In addition, if there
were others, where were they? There was the defunct cemetery
across the way, too. She didn’t want to think what connection
her captor might have with that.
Cheyanne wondered if this was how prisoners of war felt.
Destitute, with their lives always in the balance and totally alone
from the rest of the world. She knew of severe tortures they had
been subjected to and survived. It was a survival that was partly
taught and partly instinct. It came with the military. Like them,
she had to remain strong. Cheyanne had to believe she would be
saved. She had to believe that he wouldn’t kill her before then.
One way many of the POWs survived, that she was aware of,
was by putting all their faith in their religion. She never doubted
the power of Christ, and now she would cling to that philosophy.
Nobody could save her now but the Lord Jesus Christ.
There was no more she could do at the present time but rest
and hope her body would heal quickly. The woman would need
all of the strength she could muster up since she didn’t know
what was in store for her next. She had to take one thing at a
time though, since time was all she had right now. There was no
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telling how long she would be here. Sleep was the only answer
at the moment. It was the only way to brush the cobwebs from
her mind and to heal her injured body. She let herself slide down
the wall and laid on her right side, her hip throbbing with pain
again. It was soon forgotten as Cheyanne drifted back into a
slumber that she subconsciously wanted to last forever.
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