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The Kidnapping

(Early Morning Hours-January 15th)

It was a frigid, unforgiving, howling wind blowing foul through the city on a mid-January winter’s night in Philly.


Gaetan Nardowsky, his hands buried deep inside his pants pockets, walked up alongside Spring Garden Street from Delaware Avenue. He crossed over Front Street heading toward The Warehouse. A local flavor-of-the-month nightclub housed in a nondescript renovated single-floor, rectangular shaped structure covered in washed-out monotonous red brick sitting on the corner of 2nd and Spring Garden. No matter how hard they may have tried to dress it up, it still exposed the remnants of an old worn and torn truck loading dock. This night Gaetan just wanted to go out and shake off the suffocating aftermath of the office, but there was more to it than just a stop of happenstance. During the day, he was a hard-charging, productive member of society, but as the sun went down and darkness descended over the city, his bad-boy alter ego came out to play.


After having his ID checked at the entrance and paying the cover charge, Gaetan walked through the double steel doors past the lobby, into the main hall which opened up into a veranda of flashing lights and blearing noise masquerading as music. This was the spot where the young and the wild congregated—the place where ecstasy, the drug of choice, passed freely from hand to hand to hand. The “hug drug” as it is also known, makes the skin feel tremblingly alive when caressed. So much so, groups of boys and girls melt into “cuddle puddles,” massaging and embracing each other on the dance floor. Gaetan had been offered it more times than he cared to remember, but just said no. He didn’t need drugs to get high. In his short lifetime he found too many other natural ways to do it. He stopped for a moment to look around and soak up the sights, sounds and smells of the place, when, eventually, his eyes came to rest on the figure of a young woman who had captured his attention weeks before.


The neon lights burned red, blue, green and orange over the bar. She was behind the bar moving from side to side, mixing and shaking, joking and laughing. As Gaetan started walking in her direction, he could feel the fire begin to burn inside him. She was beautiful and he felt it. He harbored a desire for her so strong his loins ached. He yearned to wrap his arms around her body, to feel the warmth of her neck on his lips, and to taste the pleasure of his tongue running up and down her delicious cheeks, settling deep inside the cavern of her ear. The scene would incessantly play itself over inside his mind.

As he hopped up onto one of the many stools that lined the bar, their eyes met. She looked at him as if to say, What can I get for you?

He remained motionless, lost in her gaze. Finally, when he realized he was staring, he replied with a half smile on his face, “A-a-a-Heiney, please.”


With a half twisted look on her face she said, “What?”


He quickly replied, “I mean, Heineken.”


She looked at him, but as with so many of her other customers, she looked past him and didn’t really see him. He knew it and it fueled a different kind of fire inside him. He wanted so desperately to speak to her, but said nothing. He longed to let her know he existed and she meant more to him than just a passing passion. Still, no matter how hard he tried, the words failed him. Whenever he tried to say anything to her, he would get tongue-tied, stutter and stammer and trip all over his words.


When she put the bottle of beer down on top of the napkin in front of him, he wanted to say more to her than just a paltry, Thank you. He told himself this time it was going to be different, but again he failed to make the connection with her his body so desperately longed for.

Laina Byzell was a street-smart, wisecracking bartender who could cut a man in two with one slash from her razor-sharp tongue. She was named after her mother, but over time the name Elaina somehow turned into Laina, and it has, ever since she can remember, just stuck. At the ripe young age of twenty-two, life had not been kind to her—and it showed. Like so many others of her generation, she traveled the dysfunctional road: broken home, high school dropout, and drug addiction. Moving five times in seven years and attending three different grade schools didn’t help. She was a train wreck waiting to happen. She was a drifter wandering aimlessly on a lonely, empty road, her life spinning out of control. She could trace the decline in her life back to when her father died. Since then, her life had been all downhill. Smoking crack cocaine helped to make each day just a little bit more livable, but it slowly sucked all the life out of her emaciated body. The smile on her face was barely visible enough to even be recognized by a casual observer. When you lose your smile, you know you’re in trouble.

While Gaetan sat milking the same bottle of beer, the band played on as night grew into morning. The beat of the music quickened when, before he realized it, a full-blown rave had broken out. The music grew louder and louder. As the pulsations amplified, the crowd mania reached fever pitch. The rhythm pounded away in his head. He sat, petrified from the thunder of a pneumatic clamoring clear down to the souls of his feet, suffering while a brigade of marching jackhammers paraded in lock step through his brain. He’d become a prisoner, held captive on a runaway train racing at breakneck speed. Each time Laina walked past him, he felt his heart leap in his chest. No other female had ever made him feel this way. He reminded himself repeatedly the next time would be different.


The crowd thinned as the witching-hour drew near. Laina, sipping on a gin and tonic, talked with one of her many girlfriends who would drop by from time to time throughout the night to engage in some useless banter. This time it was about getting a ride home when she got off work. Gaetan, overhearing the conversation, recognized this as the opportunity he had been waiting for. Barely working up enough nerve, but feeling a rush of excitement, he dug about as deeply as he could dig to find a speck of courage, and found just enough—much to his own surprise—and volunteered to drive the both of them home. The girls looked at each other, one said something to the other and they started giggling. He felt his face getting redder and redder as he prepared himself for the inevitable rejection. To his surprise, it never came. They accepted his offer. Feeling a surge of hubris, after too many failed attempts, he finally got exactly what it was he went there for this night.

Outside, the weather had gotten even colder, if that was possible. The wind whipped causing shivers to race up and down his spine as he dashed back down Spring Garden Street to retrieve his car parked at an old abandoned gas station parking lot. He stuck the key in the lock, tried turning it, and nothing happened. The lock was frozen. He tried jiggling it several times. Still nothing. The lock just needed a minor adjustment. He uttered a four-lettered expletive, then took his knee and kicked the lock. Bingo, the door opened. He put the key into the ignition, turned it, again nothing. It wasn’t time to panic, but it was getting pretty close. He didn’t want to blow this golden opportunity. He tried again. The engine struggled to turn over but the frigid climate was slowly sucking the remaining life out of the battery. He didn’t want to have to get out to kick the car again, so out of desperation, he turned the key in the ignition one last time. The engine resisted at first, then surrendered, cranked over a little more quickly, until finally it roared its disapproval from having been awakened from its winter slumber.


As Gaetan approached the nightclub, he could see the girls standing on the sidewalk shivering. They hopped in, complaining to him about the delay and the cold weather, slamming the door so hard the car actually shook for a moment. He looked at them bewildered. They ignored him when he uttered a miserable—Sorry.


After they climbed on board, Gaetan sped away from the curb, made a quick U-turn and pointed his hand-me-down, ’96 Honda Civic, held together with super glue and duct tape, east toward the river, quickly hanging a right turn onto Delaware Avenue heading south.


The girls had given him their exact addresses, but he heard only one. Driving south on Delaware Avenue under the Ben Franklin Bridge, past Penn’s Landing and the Philadelphia Vietnam Veterans’ Memorial, he crossed over Washington Avenue, made a right-hand turn onto Snyder Avenue, then a quick left onto 6th Street. He weaved his way in and out of the maze of side streets and row homes that form the famous, sometimes infamous, part of Philadelphia known affectionately as “South Philly.” At last, he turned right off 6th onto Ritner, past 7th Street, then left down Beulah Street, squeezing past a straight line of parked cars and coming to an abrupt halt in front of the numbers 2-3-4-9 painted on the curb—the same numbers given to him just before the girls fell off into a sound sleep. He glanced at his watch: it read 3:12 AM.


Very quickly, and very quietly, Gaetan shook Kristie just enough to wake her without disturbing Laina. Who by now, was well into a deep sleep brought on fast from having ingested a few too many gin and tonic’s.


Before she departed, Kristie leaned over, gave Laina a kiss on the cheek, and said, “Bye, Sis.” She reminded Gaetan, “Laina lives just down the next block, at 2439.”


He brushed her off with a mere, “Okay.”


No sooner had Kristie closed the car door when Gaetan sped off in a blaze of glory with his prized possession lying silently in the back seat.


Once back out onto Delaware Avenue, he raced north, following the street signs taking him up to the Route I-95 entrance ramp—positioned directly across from where the ferryboat Spirit of Philadelphia sits docked on the Delaware River—aiming him in the direction of his final destination: Northeast Philly.


The broken white lines painted on the road looked more like dots as he drove north on I-95 with his foot glued to a gas pedal pressed hard against the floor. Gaetan caught glimpse of a police cruiser, with its lights flashing brightly in his rear-view mirror, swiftly approaching. The knot in his throat was tangible. His hands started sweating. His chest heaved. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. He began to hyperventilate. The cop car pulled up next to him. As Gaetan turned his head, their eyes met. The officer’s pitch black eyes and cold stare pierced straight through Gaetan and cut him to the bone for what seemed like an eternity, before the cop car finally pulled away and sped ahead. Close! Too close for Gaetan’s comfort. Yet, the faster Gaetan traveled, the longer it seemed to take before, at last, he finally passed, on his left, the ever-present and foreboding stone fortress that was once Holmsburg Prison, signaling him to slow down.


He glanced over his shoulder to see Laina stir. He started to panic. What if? What if she wakes up? What would he do? What would he say? What would he tell her? What if she attacked him? His mind ran wild with all sorts of wacky thoughts. Maybe he’s in over his head? Maybe he should turn around and take her home. Has he bitten off more than he can chew?
It was only a month ago, early December and winter was settling in when Gaetan first laid eyes on Laina. The air had turned cold and the daylight grew shorter. It had been a particularly pressure-packed day at work. Nothing seemed to go right. Everyone was getting on each others’ nerves. They couldn’t wait for the day to end. No one raised any objections when Marie Maggio suggested they all get together later in the evening for a couple of drinks at The Warehouse to help them unwind.


From the moment Gaetan laid eyes on her his pulse jumped four-fold, his chest heaved and his palms began sweating. At first, he thought he was having a heart attack. But how could this be he thought, he was only twenty-four years old? He sat at the table with his co-workers, but he could not take his eyes off the young lady who captured his attention and captured his heart.


After staring at Gaetan for several minutes, Marie leaned over and whispered to Jimmy, “What is the matter with him?”


Jimmy turned his head toward Marie so no one else could hear him and whispered back, “I don’t know. I’ve never seen him look like this before.”


And so it was from that moment forward Gaetan began to hatch his master plan for—The Great Coup.

Laina stirred again, rolled over, then went back to sleep. Gaetan took a deep breath, held it until his pulse slowed, then exhaled through his partially closed lips. Moving over into the right lane, he followed the Academy Road exit, and then past Frankford Avenue, until he came to Grant Avenue where he turned left, driving alongside the Northeast Airport, taking him over to Roosevelt Boulevard. Waiting for the light to turn green seemed like an eternity. Short on patience, he muttered some obscenities under his breath and glanced back to see Laina fast asleep, when, mercifully, the light changed. He turned right, his tires squealing all the way up to Red Lion Road. Another left turn took him over to Halderman Avenue, right, then left onto Tomlinson, the last stop before taking him to his journey’s end.

Gaetan Nardowsky worshipped the Phillies, Flyers, Eagles and Sixers—not necessarily in that order. He loved the taste of Philly cheese steaks splattered with ketchup, fried onions and “hot peps,” Philly pretzels covered with salt and smeared with spicy mustard, pizza steaks, hoagies doused with mayo and Philly pizzas smothered with extra cheese and pepperoni which tasted like none other in the world. Just the thought of steamed clams sopping in melted butter and the taste of jumbo shrimp dripping with hot cocktail sauce, washed down with an icy-cold brewskee on a hot summer night made his mouth salivate.


Gaetan, ever the passionate reader, learned early in life from books that Philadelphia, while he was proud of his hometown, was a poor representation of the great and beautiful state of Pennsylvania. In his heart, he believed himself to be nothing more than just a good old-fashioned country boy who hankered for the wide open spaces. He envied those who had the freedom to walk out onto their front porches to breathe deeply and fill their lungs with the clean, fresh, crisp air blowing over the mountains. For now though, he could only dream about it, but he knew someday—maybe one day soon—he could settle down in a picturesque, quite small town where people treated each other more like human beings and not just a bunch of caged animals. Deep down inside though, he knew you can take the kid out of Philly, but you can never take Philly out of the kid. His roots ran too deep. Philly was in his DNA. Philadelphia is a beautiful city. Philadelphia is his city.

Philadelphia, the “Birthplace of America” and the site where the Declaration of Independence was signed—a major cultural center with its world famous art museums, symphony orchestra, theaters, ballet, opera, international cuisine and The Franklin Institute—is the great cosmopolitan megalopolis that sits along the Delaware River. A person can stand at Penn’s Landing and look out across the Delaware River to see, docked on the New Jersey side at Camden, the U.S.S. New Jersey: one of the most decorated battleships from World War II.


The town is jam-packed with history. Philadelphia is also home to the one and the only Mummer’s Parade with all its pageantry of techno-colored feathered, sparkling sequined costumes, and strumming string bands strutting their stuff merrily, in full regalia up Broad Street to the sounds of Golden Slippers on New Year’s Day.


Olde City is the historic and picturesque district of Philly, positioned directly off the Delaware River; the locale where the first settlers set up camp in the new world. It is home to the Liberty Bell, Betsy Ross’ House, Independence Hall, Carpenter’s Hall and, of course, Philadelphia’s most celebrated citizen, Benjamin Franklin, who lies entombed at Christ Church Cemetery on 2nd Street, just above Market Street. In addition, not so far away sits Edgar Allen Poe’s house, where he penned his famous masterpiece, The Raven.

Gaetan Nardowsky worked in a part of Olde City known as Head-House Square, which retained its colonial look all the way up through to modern times despite centuries of changes. The buildings were built with red bricks, the sidewalks laid with parquet red brick and the streets paved in cobblestones—just the way it looked back in colonial days.


Gaetan was born, raised and worked here. Spending his whole life in Philadelphia, except for those rare occasions when he and a few friends ventured outside its borders to drive across the Tacony-Palmyra Bridge to check out some of the nightlife at a club or two in South Jersey.

Under the cover of darkness, Gaetan pulled into the driveway of his recently purchased single-dwelling, bi-level at the dead-end of December Drive. It was the last house in a fully integrated working-class neighborhood in northeast Philly. Life for him was good, and he believed it was about to get even better. With a single click of the automatic garage door opener, he was able to roll in virtually undetected. Once inside, he carried Laina downstairs to the basement where the prison cell he prepared especially for her waited to welcome its extra-special guest.
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The Nightmare

(Afternoon-January 15th)

Slowly, as Laina started to regain consciousness, the fluorescent lights overhead began to burn brighter and brighter through the lids of her eyes. It was a struggle even to crack one eye open enough to gain some compass of exactly where she was. At first she thought she was in her bed recovering, once again, from a night of indulging herself with drugs. She shielded her eyes, only to discover she was not in the place where she had originally hoped she would be. When at last she managed to get both eyes open, what came into focus was a room constructed by someone with a purpose in mind. A cold-steel chill rushed through her body when she noticed the shackles clamped tightly around her ankles. Her fragile body was dressed only in a bra and bikini panties. She could feel the rage rise inside her as the terror hit home that she had been kidnapped and was being held prisoner inside someone else’s nightmare, trapped in a place where time was of no particular importance.

Sitting at his desk later that day, Gaetan tried to conceal his excitement by appearing as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened, even feeling a bit smug. Located on 2nd Street, squeezed in between South and Lombard, his office was one of the many houses converted to one-, two-, and three-story office space overlooking the colonial marketplace still in operation today.


Barely functioning on only two hours of sleep, he was energized by the adrenaline rush of his early morning coup. He had successfully executed his carefully laid plan, and now it was time for him to move into the next stage. He reminded himself repeatedly this was the right thing for him to do. He knew once she got to know the real Gaetan—the person on the inside no one took the time to know—he would be able to prove just how worthy of her love and affection he was. Then she would willingly give to him all of the love she had been holding back for so long, just waiting for that extra-special someone. His was going to be a love story unlike any other love story heard of before or will ever be heard of again.

The day dragged by slowly. Working with computers was Gaetan’s career passion and it helped the time pass by much faster than if he had to sit at a desk, doing the same paper-pushing, thankless brain-numbing job, day in and day out, year after useless year.


Computers were a part of him ever since he was introduced to them in elementary school. He remembers taking to them like a fish takes to water—and it showed. He could spend eight to ten hours a day at work designing web pages and then go home and spend another four to five hours surfing the web, talking online, or just exchanging video email with the multitude of online buddies around the world whom he stayed in constant contact. He was addicted—and he knew it. There was something about computers just seemed to draw him, more and more, into their virtual reality. He didn’t resist. He went willingly. The more he learned about computers, the more he hungered to know about them. To help the time speed by more quickly, he leaned back in his chair, closed his eyes, and let his mind drift back to a happier time and place.

Gaetan spent his summers on the Jersey shore as a boy. His days filled with bodysurfing. The original sun worshipper, he loved the refreshing feel of salt water washing over his body while he endlessly rode the waves to the beach. The cool sea breeze poured over his face as he lay for hours upon hours on the sun-soaked beaches, leaving him with skin bright and bronzed.


After spending the whole day watching the bathing beauties on the beach in their skimpy bikinis, he spent his nights strutting up and down the boardwalk in Wildwood. Multi-colored luminescent lights from the Ferris wheel lit up the night sky and colored the serene twilight surf while the alluring aroma of freshly baked waffles, pizzas cooking in an oven and the sweet smell of cotton candy spinning into giant pink and blue clouds flooded the festive evening air. Gaetan fantasized about the virginal schoolgirls passing by in their body-hugging shirts that revealed the size and shape of their breasts and protruding nipples, and skin-tight shorts that could barely conceal the roundness and firmness of their perfectly formed rear ends.


He struggled to see each and every one of the lovely sunburned dolls walking past him so that by night’s end his eyes ached so much he could barely keep them open. He was a dog looking for a bitch to mount. His hormones raged, but he was too young to understand the changes taking place inside his body. But when the night drew to a close, he always ended up going home(alone.

It had been a long, often times hard, coming-of-age journey from those days spent at the Jersey shore. But Gaetan Nardowsky was now a twenty-four year old computer geek who still had trouble meeting girls. The words just never came easy. He would find himself stuttering and stammering at any attempt to engage in any casual conversation with a female whom he felt an attraction toward. The more he thought about it, the worse it got. Sure, he’d had the occasional girlfriend for a month or two, but only after his friends made the initial introduction. To meet a girl, all by himself on his own—he was just not able to do it.


A gentle tap on the shoulder from one of his co-workers, shook him back to the moment. When he opened his eyes, he looked up. The clock, hanging on the wall above his desk, moved just enough when, happily, its hands reached the numbers where he bid his fellow workers a pleasant goodnight.

Laina lay on the bed, hoping against hope all this insanity was nothing more than a ghoulish nightmare, and at some point, very soon, she would wake up back in the security of her own bedroom. But as time passed, her hopes dwindled. As much as she rejected the thought, she knew the time was quickly drawing near when she would have to accept the fact this was all too real. She found herself in the throes of a nightmare far beyond her comprehension. She would have to remain strong in the face of yet another one of life’s not-so-little kick in the balls. She was a street fighter—and a survivor. She knew she was in the fight of her life and this was going to be just one more cruel test. Another in a painful series life threw at her. She prayed this pain-filled road would one-day end in a happier life.


Laina was startled by what she believed to be the sound of a key being slipped into a lock and then hearing the noise from a squeaky hinge signaling the opening of a door. She thought, maybe this was, after all, just the product of someone’s cruel joke. Maybe, just maybe, they’re coming now to set me free and we can all have a good laugh when all of this is over. But a sinking, empty feeling inside told her differently. In the glint of an instant, she went from the pinnacle of euphoria to the depths of abject despair from false hope. And that fueled her rage all the more.


As she listened, she could hear footsteps moving closer and closer toward her. Now they were descending a staircase, stepping down one at a time. She lay on the bed as stiff and as still as a statue, not knowing what to expect next.


Slowly, as Gaetan opened the door, her partially nude body came into view. He closed the door behind him, when, suddenly, she leaped at him, spitting and screaming, “What the fawk are you doing? You sick son-of-a-bitch. Let me go!”


Gaetan, who prided himself on being able to maintain his composure, simply said, “No.”


She tried leaping at him again, yelling, “Who the fawk are you?” But again, the shackles wrapped around her ankles prevented her from getting more than just a few feet away from the bed.


He responded, “Gaetan.”


She screamed, “What?”


Again he said, “Gaetan. My name is Gaetan.”


To which she quipped, “Gaetan? Who the fawk names their kid, Gaetan? Sounds to me like a name you give to a dog or your pet gerbil.”


“It’s my father’s name,” he said.


She blurted out, “Hey, like who cares?”


“I care,” he replied.


With a look of disdain on her face, the best she could muster for a reply was, “You’re a sick bastard. You know that?”


Gaetan, taken by surprise, took a step back and replied, “I mean you no harm. I just want us to get to know each other better and be friends.”


Furious, she yelled, “Why the fawk would I want to get to know some sicko like you better? Why the fawk would I ever want a friend like you? Anyone who would chain a woman to a bed is not the kind of person I want to get to know. Now, unlock me, and let me go, you crazy bastard, before I rip your fawk’n nuts off.” Again, her words took him by surprise.


For an instant, he just stood there frozen, thinking to himself: I had better be careful. I’ve got myself a real live wire here.

The fury, swelling inside, refused to free her from this latest verbal assault. “How dare you think you can just pick any human being you choose to be your slave! Just who the fawk do you think you are? What makes you think any girl would wanna be your friend anyway? Let me out of these chains and I’ll show just how much I want to be your friend.” Spitting at him, she shouted, “You pig! You fawk’n wimp! You’re a pussy.” Wanting to hurt him as much as she could, she continued her attack, “I could probably whip your fawk’n worthless ass, myself.”


All he could utter was, “I’m sorry.”


She wasn’t having any of it. “Fawk you, you dickhead,” she spat back.


He looked at her scantily clad body with penetrating eyes. She could feel his lustful eyes examining her.


When she noticed her nudity, she shouted at him, “Where are my clothes?” She could feel his eyes scan the curves of her partially naked body. Her round and firm breast sat high on her chest. Her nipples hard, pointing straight out, he thought, just begging to be sucked. The lines around her hips traced a butt properly proportioned and packed nice and tight. Her long smooth legs were covered with silk-like-skin. The longer he looked, the more pleasing her appearance became to his eyes. She quickly moved to cover herself.


Feeling embarrassed, he felt the passion rise and fall inside himself before he answered, “I have them put away in a safe place for you.”


“Give them back to me, you sick pervert,” she said. “Do you want me to freeze to death?” She sneezed.


He quickly offered, “Bless you.”


She growled back at him, “Fawk you.”

For the past several months Gaetan worked feverishly, putting the finishing touches on his special room. The idea came to him after watching an old late-night movie, but he never really gave it a second thought until the night when he saw her for the first time. His heart started a pulsating that has since never stopped. He built it, specifically, wanting to make her stay there as comfortable and as pleasant as he could. He didn’t want her to feel at all threatened.


For now, Laina would be made to live her coming days in an 18'x14' room walled into three different rooms. The main room was the bedroom. The bed sat up against a wall that separated the main room from two 7'x6' rooms. To the left of the bed was a bathroom with a bathtub-shower combination, toilet, and sink. To the right of the bed was a kitchen with countertop, refrigerator, sink and electric stove. One end of a four-foot cable connected to a U-shaped pipe bolted to the concrete floor surrounded the bed. The other end—attached to ankle cuffs locked securely around her right ankle—allowed her enough mobility to navigate her way comfortably in, out, and around all three rooms.


He outfitted the main room with deep, plush pile carpeting that lay beneath a queen-size bed draped in a comforter and matching dust ruffle. A state-of-the-art home entertainment center included a widescreen, picture-in-picture, plasma television mounted on the wall. A stereo system with surround sound, sat up against the wall in front of the bed, and included an amplifier with two front speakers, two rear speakers, one centerpiece, and one sub-woofer; with a DVD player; a CD and cassette player; and digital video recorder. All the pieces placed beneath the television so she could listen to her favorite music and watch her favorite movies.


Cassettes and CDs of Billy Joel, Bob Seger, Elton John, Air Supply, Pink Floyd, Van Morrison and The Beatles filled the shelves. He planned it so the hardest thing for her to have to do would be to decide which remote, to use with what component. All the while, a computer and telephone remained conspicuously absent.


The refrigerator, stuffed full with enough food for weeks, would help her frail body regain all the strength it had lost over the past months. The heating system was set to maintain a comfortable constant of 74 degrees. The room, painted in soft pastel colors of pink, blue, yellow, and green, masked the extra-thick insulation in the walls and ceiling intended to provide soundproofing. Fluorescent lighting along the perimeter added an air of sophistication to the ambience. But no matter how much time he invested into making the room hospitable, all she had to do was look down to see the ominous iron pipe securely fastened along the floor to be reminded this was going to be something more than your typical stay at the Holiday Inn.

Gaetan looked at her with a warm smile and those sad, puppy-dog eyes that could melt a mother’s heart hoping his body language would convey a message of his sincere concern for her safety before he said, “Are you warm enough?”


She looked at him with a sneer on her face that sent an ice-cold chill through his bones. She yelled back at him, “Go fawk yourself—you pig.” She punctuated her words, again, by spitting in his face. “When are you going to take these god-damn chains off me? I feel like some caged animal locked up in a zoo.”


“Soon,” was all he said.


“How soon?” she growled back at him with a snarl on her face.


The more they talked, the more he could see she was becoming increasingly agitated. At that point, he wanted to avoid any further arguments, so he decided this was the best time for him to make a speedy exit. With that, he turned and walked out the door, making certain the double locks were securely latched. Slowly, a crestfallen Gaetan walked up the steps with tears in his eyes. A feeling of loneliness and emptiness pierced his heart.

The day quickly gave way to the nighttime. As it passed, Laina could feel her tense body gradually relax, but still not enough to wipe away the feeling of someone inside her head hammering against her skull, trying to escape. She just laid back, closed her eyes and cried hysterically, praying the day would come very soon when all of the pain would finally stop.


She couldn’t help but think to herself, Why? Why, damn it? Why was all of this crap happening to me? Why was he doing this to me? Had I not suffered enough in my short lifetime? She buried her head in the pillow and cried uncontrollably. Why am I always crying? She thought, Why? Her heart was crying out, pleading for someone, anyone, to rescue her from the perpetual pain that would not go away.


Like Job, she would not curse God for her problems. And, like most religionist, she preferred instead to give God all of the credit and none of the blame. She didn’t know why, all she knew was that’s the way everyone else did it, and that was good enough reason for her to do it, too. Maybe it was because she, like all the others, feared the wrath of their god and believed, because that’s what she was taught, God would rain brimstone and fire down upon her head if she even so much as remotely let her mind have a negative thought toward God.


Hoping to ease the pain, she closed her eyes and pretended she was lying face up in the middle of a field, naked in a vast expanse of green grass wrapping around rolling hills as far as her eyes could see. Warm beads of rain massaged her body all over like a lover’s gentle stroke. Suddenly, she was shocked back to reality by a sharp, stabbing pain shooting through her frail body. Her brief taste of bliss was once again broken, quickly replaced by a lifetime of unrelenting pain. Hopelessly, she screamed at the top of her lungs for someone to please come and help her. Again her pleas went unanswered. Finally, relief came when she slowly drifted off to sleep.

