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I probably should have stayed there with Dylan. It was cold and I was not really dressed for it, but I was so cross that I just kept walking. A car kept driving past and I should have noticed but I was mulling over our argument in my head. The next thing I knew, I was grabbed and my mouth was clamped by a large hand and I was thrown into the car and it sped off.  I could not open the door and besides, they were going too fast for me to jump out. I screamed until I could scream no more and the man flat handed me across the mouth. “Shut up for goodness sake. You are giving me a headache!”

We drove for about another twenty minutes and turned into a small road and drove into the hills. Once the car stopped, I was grabbed and dragged into the house.  I was taken to a room and locked in.  That was the beginning of the end. I hid my fanny pack and tiny digital camera which had been under my clothes. From that day on, I was fed and given water or tea and I am sure I was drugged. I saw few people. After a week or so, I was taken out and shown to a bathroom and given clean clothes. I was told to get clean and dressed as Mr G wanted to see me.

From that day on, I was abused and raped repeatedly by one man only, Mr G. Later I saw other women and we were sometimes together. They were also kidnapped and suffered the same fate. We were always told that we would be severely punished or maimed if we tried to escape. I lost count of the days, then the weeks and then the months and years.

I know I was there for years and continually planned my escape. One day, I got the opportunity and took it with both hands. I made it out and stole a car and drove like a bat out of hell. I took very little with me – I only really had my fanny pack, camera and I took some of the clothes they provided me with and the toiletries. I also stole a huge bundle of cash from his office.

I drove around and hid my things and stole a bicycle. I drove a little way out of the town towards the cliffs and set fire to the car and pushed it over at speed by putting a thin but strong piece of wood which I knew would burn away, on the gas pedal and jumping out.  The car hurtled over the cliff and bounced far down right near the sea and burnt out.  I got on the bicycle and pedalled away. I had disguised myself as best I could. I had stolen other clothes and sunglasses and made myself look highly pregnant.

I went to the next town and bought a car cash using Martha’s power of attorney and copies of her ID which were still in my purse. I claimed to be her sister and I had no problem. I drove away from there and drove from town to town, staying short periods and hardly sleeping. I ventured into an internet café and sent Dylan and Jack encrypted e-mails – well, I sent both to Dylan as he could break the code we used as teenagers and send it on to Jack.

I saw in the paper that they had discovered the burnt out wreck of the car but no body.  The police assumed I had fallen into the sea as no one could have survived that accident. They closed the case. I breathed a sigh of relief. After about a month of driving around and hiding, I remembered a remote cottage we used to go to as children. My brother and Dylan were best friends and we all spent a lot of time there. We lived about ten miles from there and cycled there regularly. We all spent so much time there, how could I have forgotten it?

I drove there and hid out.  I was there for about 3 months before I started to relax and move around the forest. I drove into town and bought a laptop. I had found my old data stick in the cottage and there were stories I had written when I was younger. I went over them and one resonated and the words started to flow again.  I spent my days walking around and writing most nights.
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