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AUTHOR'S NOTE
My tale takes place in the year 2006 during a trip I took with my husband Steven to Spain. Part of this is written from the cell where I was held. During that time, I was able to gain access to a laptop and managed to upload part of my story to a website, Booksie.com. I have since taken the part I wrote at that time, and added my recollections and reflections. Once you read the story, you will understand that my access to a laptop was planned all along by my kidnappers.
There were many typos in the first few chapters because I was writing in fear and in haste. I have decided to leave those in as I believe it captures my fright and terror. Later chapters that I wrote upon reflection have been edited.
CHAPTER 1
I am an American woman named Jillian Foster who is traveling in Spain with my husband. I was abducted in Barcelona from a jazz bar off Las Ramblas. I can't remember the name of the street. I was with my husband, walking down this side street, looking for a taxi when these men appeared out of nowhere. I'm not even sure what happened. My habnds are shaking so hard I'm having trouble typing tis.
I've been locked in some kind of underground cavern, I trhink. I can't see who my kidnappers are. They wear black hoods over their faces and the only things visible are their eyes. I've counted four of them, three men and a woman. I don't know what their intention is but I can hear screams coming from somewhere. Screa,s and chjants. It echoes through the stone. I'm terrified. I don't know if my husband is dead or alive, if he is here ot not and I pray the screams are not his.
I can hear someone coming. I'ing going. I'm nto sure whrt they willl so if they find me with the phon. Plaxze somdenoe let me know you are out theier.
CHAPTER 2
I don't know how long it's been. Hours, days. Writing this is the only thing tht is keeping me sane. I dopnt understand what is going on, who these people are and why they are doing this??
I was just able to get back in my cell just before they came in. It was to close. Just by seconds. I am convinced they would have killed me if they iknew I was on the laptop.
I am caged in a cell like an animal. The cell is in a much larger cavern. Candles everywhere light the space. The bars end at the rough hewn stone walls of the cavern and I was able to squeeze through a small crack between the bar and the stone. Tghat's how I have mnaged to get to the laptop. It rests on a stone block that serves as a desk. Occassionally, one of the black hoodies checks it.
Three black robed and hooded figures came through the large metal door into the cavern. I tried to open the door but it is massive and is locked from the other side. I have no idea what lies on the other side of it.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/14888 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!