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The Lazy Days of Summer

If I were just your average everyday person, I would start this story by giving you, my name. But I am not an average person. Nothing I am about to tell you will be expected, so my actual name will be my secret. I also feel that I should warn you that parts of my story may disturb you. If it does, I apologize, but I will not sugarcoat the truth just to spare other people's feelings. 

Okay, enough stalling, I should begin my story. It was twenty-two years ago, summertime in June. It was not long after my birthday. I was five years old out with my mother at the grocery store, happy to be wearing a cute little outfit that my maternal grandma had given me for my birthday. Oh, how glad I was that day to be out helping my mom grocery shop even though my help consisted of trying to get my mom to buy more ice cream and cookies. 

As a reward for being such a good helper, when we got to the bakery, my mom let me get a free cookie that they were giving out. It was a big snickerdoodle, and it was super delicious. While I held the cookie with one hand, my mom had my other one, and with her free hand, she pushed the shopping cart. We walked through the store, going up and down the aisles. I was always amazed at how my mom could do so much, especially when she had a rambunctious five-year-old with her. She had gotten lots of practice with my older brother and sister. After a while, my mom led us to the deli, where she asked the man working behind the display case for two pounds of Cajun turkey at the time, one of my favorite foods.

As I was eating the cookie around this point, I wished that I also had a big cold glass of milk to wash it down with. I almost asked my mom if she could get me a small bottle of milk, but I saw she was still talking with the man working the deli at the time. I was timid and always told it was rude to interrupt people when they spoke. I decided to wait for them to stop talking and went back to eating my cookie. I took a big bite and was shocked when part of the cookie broke off and fell to the floor. I looked up at my mom still talking, asking the man for half a pound of roast beef. I was agitated that I would be unable to eat the whole cookie.

I very much wanted to ask my mom if we could go back to the bakery so I could get another cookie. So, I gathered up my nerves and shyly tugged on her pants to try to get her attention. She looked down at me. "Angel, give Mommy a moment. I’m still talking with this nice man."

Angel, my childhood nickname, was given to me when I was four years old and played the lead angel in a Christmas pageant at the local community center. After that, my family started calling me Angel, and the nickname stuck. I looked down at the broken piece of cookie on the floor, feeling incredibly sad when I noticed something in the corner of my eye. I looked up and saw a man looking at me. He quickly looked away, turned around, and walked away. I remember thinking he looked like a nice man. Little did I know this was the man that would change my life forever.

We packed up the car with groceries. After we finished shopping, mom drove us home.  I sang along with the children's music she had playing on the radio. When we finally arrived home, I wasted no time taking off my seatbelt, opening my door, and rushing over to my Daddy who was watering his vegetable garden. He turned off the hose and held out his arms as I jumped into them. "Hey, Angel, how is my sweet girl?" he asked me.

I told him I was okay and asked  if I could have a popsicle. He laughed and told me only one, so I would not ruin my dinner. I quickly jumped down and walked inside while Daddy helped Mommy with the groceries. As soon as I walked through the doorway, a monster jumped out and scared me. The monster then took off its face, and then I grew mad. It was my big brother Ben. "Ha Ha, I scared you," he said.

I was so angry at him that I forgot all about the popsicle and went upstairs and to my big sister Elizabeth's room. I found her lying on her bed, reading a book. She looked up when I entered the room. She took one look at my face. "Let me guess, Ben, scared you with his monster mask?"


I nodded my head.



"Yeah, he did the same thing to me while you were gone. Got me when I was coming out of the bathroom."

I felt a little better that I was not the only one Ben had scared today. Then I asked her what she was reading. "Oh, nothing you would be interested in. It's for big kids."

I knew what she was hinting at; I was starting to bug her just by standing in her room. So, I turned around and walked out and down the hall to my room. We lived in a single-story house in a very nice neighborhood. Once I got to my room, I changed from the outfit I had gotten for my birthday into something more suited for outdoor play. 

I walked outside and played in the yard until it was time for dinner. After washing up, I walked into the dining room. I was happy to see that dinner was one of my favorites spaghetti with garlic bread. I eat mine with a glass of milk and dessert peanut butter cheesecake. Afterward, with a full belly, I walk over and sit down on the couch with the rest of my family so we can all enjoy some television shows. 

These are the moments from my childhood I simultaneously try to remember and suppress. I try to remember them because they are the few happy childhood memories I have. I try to suppress them because remembering them does not do me any good. In fact, they just make my job that much harder.

Pretty soon, I can feel my eyelids getting heavy and a yawn is trying to escape from my mouth. I fought the feeling of tiredness coming over me. Being the youngest, I was always sent to bed first, which I hated. I wanted to stay up just as late as my big brother and sister. Soon Mom notices how hard I am trying to stay awake. She gives Dad a nudge so he, too, will see. "Come on, Angel, time for you to go to bed," he says as he picks me up.

I try to tell him that I am not tired, but all the yawns coming out of my mouth tells him otherwise. Soon we find ourselves in my rooms, where he helps me change into my pajamas. After that, we walk to the bathroom. I brush my teeth while Dad supervises to ensure I do not make too much of a mess. After finishing brushing my teeth, we walk back to my room. My Dad picks me up and puts me into my bed. He then makes sure my window is open and the screen is down to keep the bugs out. He tells me goodnight and to have pleasant dreams. As he is getting ready to leave, I remind him to turn on my nightlight, or else the monsters that lived in my closet will be able to come out. Dad smiles and he again says goodnight and leaves so I can go to sleep.

After a while, with my ceiling fan over my bed keeping my room cool, I  fell asleep secure in the fact that I was safe and that my family would always be there to protect me. I soon would find out how wrong I was about the whole thing. I still do not know how he broke in, but if I had to guess looking back, I would say he got in though my window. However, he got in. I soon find myself awake when a cloth covers my nose and mouth. I try to scream. I try to call out for my Mommy and Daddy to come in and save me, but I am unable to do so.

I can smell a sweet floral scent and everything growing foggy, and soon I can feel everything growing dark as I lose consciousness. And that was the last night I would ever spend in my childhood bedroom. It was the last time I would ever see my family. It was also the beginning of my new life.
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The Grey Room

I awoke with my head hurting and tears filling my eyes. I was cold and could tell by the hard floor underneath a thin, rough blanket that I was no longer in my room. Looking around, all I could see was gray, gray floor, gray walls, and gray ceiling. In fact, the only two things that were not gray were some kind of fan stuck right in the ceiling. I watched the grate as the blades spun around and one lone ceiling light that illuminated the whole room.

I then noticed that whoever had taken me had also cut my hair. Before, I had long hair that I loved to have braided. Now my hair was cut short. It was so short that I could feel the skin on the top of my head. It was what my brother called a buzzcut.

I walked around the room. It was exceedingly small. If I laid down and stretched out, my hands and feet could touch the two side walls. There was no furniture, and the floors, walls & ceiling were all gray concrete.

I was so scared. I wanted my Mommy and Daddy. I wanted to be safe in my own room in my own bed. I found myself crying and wailing that I wanted to go home and wanted my Mommy and Daddy. But if anybody heard me, I got no response. Pretty soon, I found myself all cried out, and all I could do was sit and shiver with that thin, rough blanket wrapped around me. 

I will never be sure how long I spent in that grey room. There was no clock, no windows to see whether it was day or night. My fear and sadness turned into anger, and I'm not proud of this. Still, I threw a massive temper tantrum. I screamed and yelled for whoever brought me here to let me out, or my Mommy and Daddy would make them sorry.

As expected, all that screaming and yelling got no results except for me now having a sore throat from all that yelling. Well, with crying and begging and now yelling and threatening getting no results, the only thing left for me to do was just sit in this grey room and just wait.

I do not know how it happened, given how scared I was, but I fell asleep at some point. I must have tired myself out. I remember having weird dreams, not precisely nightmares but very disturbing. I dreamt that I was on one side of a glass wall my family was on the other. No matter how hard I yelled and banged on the wall, nobody could hear me.

I woke up with a start. At first, I thought it was my dream that had woken me up, but then I noticed some kind of hatch in the ceiling that I hadn't seen before. It was very well hidden in a shadowy part of the ceiling. Anyway, I immediately got up and stared at the ceiling and watched as the door opened up.

An unknown man stared down at me for a few seconds then closed the hatch. I jumped up pleaded for the man to please let me go and that I would not tell anybody. Seeing a new face filled me with renewed energy. I don't know if what happened next was because of my pleading or if he was always going to do this, but the next thing I knew, the light went out. Leaving me in complete darkness. I could feel myself starting to panic. My imagination went into overdrive. My little five-year-old mind conjuring up that were all sorts of monsters lurking in the dark ready to pounce on me.

I started crying and wailing. I never felt as scared as I did at that moment. I would have given anything to be out of that room. Finally, with no hope of anybody coming to save me, I curled up in a ball and wept.  How long I stayed like that is hard to say. All I do know is that when I heard the hatch opening up and I saw that incredible, beautiful sunlight came streaming down, I rushed over to bask in its warmth. Looking up, I could see the same man, and now I realized that I had seen him someplace before, but I could not remember where.

Whoever he was, he did not look mean or scary in any way. If it were not for the fact, he had kidnapped me, I would probably think he was a nice guy. Once again, he stared down at me, but he surprised me by talking. “When I'm sure you can be a good girl, I will let you out."   Before I could respond, he closed the hatch. Leaving me once again alone in the dark. I wondered what I was supposed to do now. I could try to remember where I saw him before I racked my brain repeatedly. Then it finally struck me where I had seen him before. He was the man I saw at the grocery store the last time I was with my mom. Okay, now all I had to do was figure out why he had kidnapped me. Maybe he was lonely, and he wanted a daughter of his very own. Or maybe there was a hidden treasure, and he needed somebody small to get it. My mind went over scenario after scenario. In fact, the only scenario my young naïve mind did not consider was that he had kidnapped me for a sexual purpose.
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Breakdown

After an unknown amount of time passed, the upper hatch opened up again, and the man looked down at me and again said to me. "When I'm sure you can be a good girl, I will let you out."

I quickly told him that yes, I could be a good girl and that I would not cause him any trouble.

He took one look at me and replied. 

"I do not believe you."

Like before, he closed the hatch leaving me alone in the dark. After a while, the hatch opened up again, but no sunlight came shining down this time, so that must mean that it was nighttime. He threw down a bottle of water and a few protein bars. The sight of them made me realize how hungry I was. I tore into the protein bars and shoved them into my mouth. I barely chewed them. I was that hungry. After eating, I opened the bottle of water and chugged it down. When that was gone, I took my trash and made a little pile in one corner of the room. I was always a very neat little girl.   Part of me was glad that I now had food in my belly, but a more significant part of me wondered if I would ever get out of this room. The man said he would let me out when he was sure I could be a good girl. But how do I show him that I could be a good girl?

Eventually, I fell asleep again, only this time I did not dream, which was even more disturbing. The noise of the hatch opening woke me up. Sunlight streaming down, I got up and rushed over and looked up at the man. "Are you ready to be a good girl?" he asked me.
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