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Axe to
Grind


I woke to find my
right wrist handcuffed to a rusty, metal spindle on a
headboard.

I tore my eyes
from my wrist and looked around the unfamiliar room that felt like
a dungeon. I screamed as everything came rushing back to
me.

 


#####

 


The last thing I
remembered was being at the Metropolitan Museum of Art. My husband,
Patrick, is a partner at an architecture firm in NYC that had
rented a room at The Met for a party. I'd been outside enjoying a
moment of fresh air when I saw my sister, Veronica, enter the
museum. I called out to her but she didn't hear me over the noise
of the traffic. I slid my fancy sandals back on and chased after
her. Veronica wasn't the artsy type and I was curious why she was
there.

I'd almost given
up on finding her among the cavernous rooms when I stepped into the
Mysterious Landscapes of Hercules Segers exhibit. Veronica was
backed into a corner, a grotesque look of lust on her face. It only
took me a second to recognize the naked ass of my husband as he
plunged into her. Veronica's leg was curled around his waist as if
she was some kind of acrobat. The stunned part of me wanted to go
snap her leg off her body, which was absurd of course. But that's
the kind of thoughts you have when something completely unexpected
happens.

I should've been
brave and barrelled into the room to confront them. But I didn't.
With one last mind-searing look at my husband thrusting into my
sister, I turned and bolted. I ran like a madwoman to the entrance,
not breathing until I burst through the doors and flew down the
steps. I stopped on the sidewalk even though the urge to dive into
oncoming traffic was overwhelming.

I bent over and
gulped in deep lungfuls of oxygen, desperately trying to clear my
head. What was going on? And what the hell do I do now? Go home and
wait for Patrick to show his cheating face? Go to Veronica's
apartment and sit on her front step until she slithers home like
the snake she is? Either way, I’d have to walk as my purse was
inside at our table. There was no way I was going back inside to
get it.

“Excuse me,” someone said. I turned around and saw a man in his
late 40s looking at me.

“Yes?”
I asked, already wishing he would bugger off and leave me
alone.

The guy pulled
out a map as he said, “Can you show me where I am? I seem to be
lost.”

Fucking tourists!
My patience was gone but if I pointed to The Met on his map, he’d
hopefully leave me alone. I took a step closer to him to indicate
our location and that’s when I saw it - a big, white rag in his
right hand. The man moved with the speed of someone half his age as
he covered my face with the rag. I tried to scream for help but the
sound was so muffled that I knew no one could have heard me. Before
I could try to fight him off, I felt myself sinking into a black
hole of unconsciousness. That was the last thing that happened
before I woke up cuffed to a bed.

 


#####

 


My screams
brought someone running. I quieted down when I heard a row of locks
on the other side of the door being undone. I was so terrified by
what was coming through the door that I pissed myself. I didn’t
care. Having to sit in my own urine was the least of my
worries.

The door opened
and the tourist stepped into the room. Only he no longer wore the
mask of a geeky tourist. He was a monster. There was no doubt about
it. His eyes were haunting; he clearly had no soul. That was as
obvious as the massive mole on his right cheek. The empty eyes
scared me more than the rope in his hand or his tight, angry
lips.

The monster
looked down at my lap. “What have you done?” he screeched, a
massive vein bulging at his temple.

The freak
obviously had anger management issues. I didn’t want to say or do
anything to piss him off any further so I needed to tread
carefully. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it,” I whispered. My voice
sounded strange to me, a few octaves higher than usual.

“Disgusting,” he hissed under his breath. Wringing the rope in
his hands, he paced the small space as he chanted, “Disgusting,
disgusting, disgusting…” He kept saying the same word over and over
again until I wanted to scream at him to stop. But I kept my mouth
shut and didn’t say a word. Terror had me in a death grip; I didn’t
know if I could have spoken if I’d wanted to.

“Disgusting, disgusting…,” he continued, a broken record set on
repeat. When he started slapping his forehead with his hand, I
pulled my legs to my chest, rested my head on my knees, and closed
my eyes. Tears leaked out of my shut lids. I let my mind wander to
the Star Trek movies and how easily the characters could teleport
themselves from one place to another. I would give every penny in
my bank account as well as one of my limbs to beam myself anywhere
else in the world but here.

As terrified as I
already was, my fear ratcheted up another notch when the monster
stopped chanting and silence filled the room. Clutching my legs
tighter to my chest, I lifted my head and opened my eyes. The creep
towered over me. His buggy face was even more grotesque up close.
He pulled a key from his pocket and freed my wrist from the cuff.
“Go clean up,” he ordered, tiny drops of saliva splattering on my
face.

I swallowed hard,
working to clear my dry throat. “Where?” I asked.

He turned and
moved to the wall opposite where I sat. The lights were so gloomy
in the room that I hadn’t noticed a door. He pushed on it and I
could see a sink and the side of a toilet.

When I didn’t
move, he repeated, “Go clean up.”

I wanted to stay
curled in my ball but that clearly wasn’t an option. I unfolded my
legs and made myself stand. I moved slowly. I was a lot weaker than
usual, likely from whatever the monster had knocked me out
with.

I had to fight
the urge to bolt for the door; in my state, I wouldn’t get far
before my kidnapper stopped me anyway. I tried to keep a gap
between myself and the creep as I scooted past him and into the
bathroom. I jerked back when he touched my hair. I didn’t mean to,
I just couldn’t stop myself. My captor’s face turned red and he
clenched his teeth as he grabbed a full handful of my hair, yanking
hard. I fell to my knees as entire strands were pulled out of my
head. “Don’t flinch,” the creep screamed. “I don’t like when people
flinch.” He was yelling so loud my eardrums felt
bruised.

“Sorry,” I whispered. “I won’t do it again.” It took every
ounce of strength I had to not pull away from him.

I kept looking
down at the cheap linoleum floor, waiting for him to let go of my
hair so I could get into the bathroom. Finally he did. I took baby
steps as I moved away from the monster. I was terrified he would
lash out at me again but mercifully he didn’t.

I raised my head
once I was in the tiny bathroom and looked around. The space was
the size of a closet and had probably been made from one. The sink
looked like it had been taken from an airplane lavatory. The toilet
was older than the original one in my grandma’s house. A plastic
showerhead hung on the wall in one corner. There was no curtain,
only a drain hole in the floor. A rack in the corner opposite the
shower held a threadbare towel and a change of clothes that looked
like they’d been picked up at a thrift store. That was a good sign
- the crappier I looked, the less chance there was that he’d touch
me. I hoped that would be the case. Maybe I was being
delusional.

The monster
remained standing in the doorway. I didn’t know what to do. I
couldn’t get undressed in front of him. I’d die before that
happened. But I could feel anger coming off him in waves so I knew
I had to do something.

I turned on the
shower and stepped under the slow drip, dress and all. The monster
growled and screamed, “What are you doing?”

“I
need to clean my clothes, too. I’m doing everything at once. You
know – to save time and water.”

He threw his
hands into the air before hitting himself a couple of times in the
head above his ears. “Grrr…,” he shouted as he disappeared from the
room. I heard him slam the door and the row of locks being
engaged.

I hurriedly
stripped and rinsed off the best I could in 30 seconds. I snatched
the towel from the rack and dried off. I rapidly dressed in the
Winnie-the-Pooh t-shirt and black running shorts. Both were too big
but I didn’t care. I didn’t care about anything but getting out of
there.

I wrung out my
dress and undies and hung them over the rack the best I could. I
stepped back into the room that held the mattress and looked
closely around the space for the first time. Next to the bed sat a
pile of books. A few more clothing items were piled beside the
books. Across from the bed sat a rickety TV stand with an old TV on
top, the kind with a box on the back and rabbit ears.

I found the power
button on the TV and turned it on. The screen flicked to life a few
seconds later. I used the knob to change the channels, finding
three local stations that were clear enough to watch. Manoeuvring
the flimsy metal antennas made the images a touch sharper. One
station was all news and weather and I settled on that one. A
missing woman in NYC was rarely news but I hoped someone was
looking for me. But hell, for all I knew Patrick hadn’t even
reported me missing. The bastard!

Patrick. For the
first time since waking up in this nightmare, I let myself think of
him. I felt like the biggest idiot on the planet. I had finished
university when I was 23, settled into my career as a statistician,
and met Patrick. We married when I was 26 and he was 28. We moved
into a brownstone on West 112th Street with help from our parents,
all four of whom have passed away since then.

Patrick and I
never had children. Neither of us felt the need to procreate. We
both worked all day and enjoyed the culture of the city every
night. I thought we had the perfect life until I walked into the
Hercules Segers collection and saw Patrick’s dick poking my sister.
Veronica and I weren’t especially close but I thought that we
respected each other. Obviously that respect only went one way. I
would never be able to erase the image of my husband screwing my
sister from my mind. And I would never forgive either of them. I
knew that giving people another try was the trendy thing to do but
that wasn’t an option for me. I wasn’t built that way. Once someone
fucked me over, that was it.

I heard my name
and my attention flew to the TV. There, on the black and white
screen, was footage of me outside The Met. I watched in horror as
my captor approached me and we chatted. Moments later, he shoved a
rag in my face and I fell limp. He scooped me up like I weighed no
more than a sack of fertilizer. Time froze as I watched him carry
me out of the screen’s view.

“A one
million dollar reward has been offered for any information leading
to the safe return of Jody Moore,” Gillian, the news broadcaster,
announced. “As of this broadcast, police have no leads in this
hard-to-watch abduction.”

The channel cut
away to a reporter in front of a crumbling building. He was talking
about developers building more affordable housing. I tuned him out
as I pondered what I’d seen. Watching myself be taken hammered home
the reality of my situation even harder. At least the police were
looking for me. Hopefully everyone was looking for me.

As a politician
babbled nonstop on the TV, I looked even closer at the space I was
in. There had to be a way out. I refused to believe that living in
this dungeon was my long-term reality. Starting at the space to the
left of the door, I ran my fingers over every inch of the wall.
There had to be a way out. Maybe I watched too many movies but when
people were held captive, there was usually a way out. The trick
was finding it.

I finished the
first wall without coming across anything helpful. I was working on
wall number two when I heard the TV announcer say my name again. I
dropped to my knees in front of the tube as she said, “We are now
going live to One Police Plaza for an update on the abduction of
Jody Moore. Thomas, over to you.”

“Thanks, Gillian. We are live at OnePP where we are moments
away from an update on the kidnapping of Jody Moore. The
38-year-old statistician was taken from outside The Metropolitan
Museum of Art last night where she was attending a function for the
architecture firm her husband, Patrick Moore, worked for. Here now
is Detective Cross.”

The camera cut
away from Thomas and zoomed into the face of a middle-aged black
man. During the two seconds it took to pan from Thomas to Cross, I
caught a glimpse of Patrick standing at the detective’s side. Cross
spoke, “Unfortunately we don’t have anything definitive to report
at this time. But our tip line has been flooded with calls. We are
sorting through each and every one of them but it takes time. We
hope to find Jody Moore alive and safe soon. Please keep her in
your thoughts. Mrs. Moore’s family would like to say a few
words.”

Patrick stepped
up to the podium. His hands gripped the microphone stand like he
was scared someone was going to snatch it from him. My husband
looked like he’d been crying. It was an act. Patrick didn’t cry. He
hadn’t even cried when his beloved mother’s coffin had been lowered
into the ground. If I’d been a gambling woman, I would wager he’d
been born without tear ducts.

Patrick opened
his mouth to speak. Nothing came out but a croak. The detective put
his hand on Patrick’s shoulder and gave it a squeeze. Patrick took
a deep breath and tried again, successful the second time around.
“Sorry. Um, thank you for being here today. This is a devastating
time for our family. Jody is my heart and my soul.” He paused, took
another deep breath, and continued, “Watching the video of her
being taken is… is…” Another deep breath. “I will not sleep until
Jody is safely back beside me again. Please, please, if you took
her, let her go.”

Patrick burst
into sobs as an arm snaked around his shoulder. My lying, cheating
bitch of a sister came into view. I dug my fingers so tight into
fists that one of my nails pierced the skin in my palm. I watched
two drops of blood fall to the floor before I looked back at the
screen. Veronica had Patrick in a full hug, holding him tight
before she turned her attention to the cameras. “My sister, Jody,
is an amazing woman. She is the glue that holds the rest of us
together. We need her back home. Patrick needs his wife back home.
I need my sister. If anyone has any information, please contact the
police.”

Detective Cross
stepped back to the podium as Patrick and Veronica moved back a
step. The cheating lovers fell into one another’s arms as Detective
Cross droned on. Blood was pounding so fast through my head that I
couldn’t focus on his words. Rage consumed me. It had taken away my
ability to do anything but watch the drama on the screen as I
wished my husband and sister harm. Why wasn’t Veronica in this
hellhole with the monster instead of me? She deserved it. Both of
them could rot in hell for the rest of their lives. That was the
only thing that would make me happy and take away my fury. That and
escaping my dungeon, of course.

The sound of keys
in the locks sent me scurrying to the corner of the bed. My back
plastered itself against the wall, my legs curling into my chest. I
buried my face in my knees, figuring it was better to not be
looking at the freak when he came in the room. He would probably
take eye contact as a sign of aggression. I wish I’d paid more
attention during the psych classes I’d taken in
university.

The bed moved and
I peeked up. The guy put a tray down by my feet. It held a
sandwich, a green apple, and a glass of milk. “Thanks,” I said, the
sight of food making my stomach grumble with hunger.

“Thanks, Wilson. Say ‘Thanks
Wilson.’ That’s my name.
Wilson.”

“Okay.
Thank you for the food, Wilson.”

The creep stared
at me so long that I felt the urge to go take another shower. I
wondered how long I had until he tried to rape me. A shudder raced
through me at the thought. I’d fight him off the best I could when
that time came.

“I
said don’t flinch,” he screamed, spittle flying from his
mouth.

Crap - he must
have noticed my shudder. “I’m sorry, Wilson. I’m cold. It was a
shiver.”

He looked like he
didn’t know whether to believe me. He turned and abruptly left,
locking the door behind him. He was back two minutes later with a
scratchy wool sweater. “Here,” he said as he threw it at
me.

“Thanks,” I replied. Again, I was just guessing what went on in
the mind of a crazy person but I figured I should keep showing him
appreciation. I should stay on his good side and try not to anger
him. That’s probably what Spencer Reid on Criminal Minds would tell me to
do.

“Eat,”
Wilson ordered.

“Okay.” I picked up the sandwich and took a small bite.
Mayonnaise oozed down my chin as I gnawed on the ham and cheese.
With Wilson staring at me, I could barely chew. My mouth went dry
and I started to choke. I grabbed the glass of milk and chugged
half of it before gagging at how warm it was. I coughed, losing the
contents of my mouth all over my shirt.

“Disgusting, disgusting, disgusting…,” Wilson started chanting
as he went into the bathroom. He came back with a wet hand towel
and shoved it into my face. His hand was covering me from my
forehead to my chin and I couldn’t breathe. I tried to take in a
gulp of air but the terry cloth made that impossible. That was it.
I was done for. I would die here in this pit of hell and no one
would ever find me. I would fade from everyone’s memory. I’d become
just another woman who went missing and was never found.

I resigned myself
to my fate just as Wilson released his hold on me. I fell to my
side, taking in massive gulps of air. My tray flipped over,
spilling the rest of my milk onto the mattress.

“No,
no, no!” Wilson screamed, hitting his forehead with balled fists.
“You are so stupid. Stupid!”

I didn’t answer
him as I hadn’t caught my breath yet. Panic still had me in its
clutches, making it impossible to speak. It terrified me how fast I
had resigned myself to dying moments ago. That wasn’t like me. I
never gave up. I had never been a quitter and I wasn’t going to
start now.

“Disgusting, disgusting, disgusting…,” Wilson kept chanting as
he paced the small space. “Clean this disgusting mess up. I’ll be
back with new sheets.”

He left, locking
everything behind him. I could finally breathe. I needed to get out
of this place. I was going to die here if I didn’t, I was certain
of that.

Ignoring the
milky mess on the bed, I continued searching the second wall.
Nothing. Not one crack. No escape there. I took a moment to strip
the bed and pile the dirty sheets by the door before moving onto
wall number three. I ate the apple as I worked, the natural sugars
hitting my system with a welcome jolt.

A tiny gap
between the wall and the ceiling on the third wall gave me a sliver
of hope. When I pressed on the drywall, it was obvious that it
wasn’t as strong in that spot as it was in others. That led me to
believe that it wasn’t solid behind the drywall. But I had to be
smart about what I did next. As soon as I started wrecking the
wall, I would suffer the wrath of Wilson. That would probably be
the end.

The locks were
being undone again. I hopped off the mattress that I’d folded in
half to check out the ceiling. I straightened it out and sat on the
edge. Wilson came in the room hugging a new set of sheets in his
arms. He walked to where I sat and held them out to me. I only
hesitated for a second before reaching out to take the pile from
him, careful not to touch his hands. “Thank you,” I said, making my
voice as soft as possible to keep from antagonizing him.

Wilson stood
watching me in silence for many long minutes. I worked hard to keep
from making any sudden moves. The longer he towered over me, the
more I felt like bugs were crawling over every inch of my skin and
nibbling on me.

He finally turned
and left, mercifully without saying anything else. He took the pile
of dirty sheets with him. My mouth had gone stone dry under his
scrutiny so I ran to the bathroom to drink from the paltry stream
that came out of the tap. I slurped until my stomach felt full. The
pleasure of quenched thirst was the only positive emotion I’d felt
all day.

A picture of me
on the TV screen caught my attention. Gillian was asking again for
people to come forward with any information about my abduction. She
showed a clip from the press conference that included Patrick and
Veronica. My heart hardened even more. I let myself consider what I
would do if I got out of this place and went home. My first
instinct was to pull a Lorena Bobbitt and cut off Patrick’s junk.
That said, I didn’t want to escape this prison just to go to jail.
And I had no idea what to do about Veronica. She’d killed all the
good feelings I had for her when she had sex with my husband. She
was out of my life for good. I no longer had a sister. That would
leave only Randy left for family, my convict brother. He was
currently serving 12 years in prison for drug possession with
intent to sell. I loved my kid brother but he was a moron. It was
his second time in prison for the same charge. You’d think he
would’ve learned the first time but no.

What to do about
Veronica was easy; she was a nonentity in my life from this moment
on. I’d get a restraining order against her if I had to. She was
dead to me. Patrick was harder to deal with. I didn’t want to but a
part of me still loved him. A tiny part. But I hated him even more
than I loved him. I could never forgive him or trust him again. The
more I thought of him with my sister - of all people, he had to go
there with my sister! - the more my anger and hatred grew. I could
never touch him again. I could certainly never have sex with him.
Our marriage was over.

I remade my
mattress with the sheets Wilson had brought. Then I watched more
TV, hoping for a breaking news alert that the police were busting
down the door to Wilson’s house to save me. No such luck. It looked
like my abduction was about to be old news.

I lay down on the
bed and closed my eyes. I was exhausted. With no windows in my
room, I had no clue if it was day or night. Something about that
thought niggled at the back of my mind but I didn’t have the energy
to figure out what it was.

 


#####

 


I woke from a
deep sleep to the feeling of bugs crawling up my arm. I tried to
brush them off but they kept coming at me. They were relentless. I
opened my eyes and saw that it wasn’t bugs that were creeping me
out; it was Wilson running his sausage-like fingers over my
skin.

I screamed and
bolted upright, plastering my back against the wall. Wrong
reaction! Wilson came unglued. He started pounding me with his
fists as he screamed, “No, no, no,” over and over again. He hit the
side of my nose and I felt a gush of blood pour from my nostrils. I
covered my head with my arms, trying to fend off the brunt of the
blows.

As suddenly as
Wilson’s attack started, it stopped. Wilson leapt off the bed as if
he’d been shoved. He was spastically trying to brush my blood off
his arm as he muttered, “Disgusting, disgusting...” He was like a
wild caged animal, ready to blow at any second. I knew deep in my
gut that if I didn’t get out of there soon, the next news blurb
would be about the discovery of my body in the Hudson River. I
vowed that when Wilson next left the room, I would check the gap
near the ceiling and see if it led anywhere. I had to get out of
there ASAP.

“Clean
up, clean up, clean up,” Wilson screamed at me. I looked down to
see blood soaking through the itchy sweater and drops pooling on
the sheets. “Clean up, clean up, clean up,” he kept yelling. I
remained sitting, unmoving like a statue. One wrong move would send
him over the edge. That I was sure of.

“I’ll
be back with clothes,” Wilson said as he went through his routine
with the locks as he left. I was in the exact same spot when he
came back and tossed a few things onto the bed next to me. “Clean
up,” he screamed before leaving the room. He locked the doors and I
heard him clomping away.

Energized by what
I finally felt was my one shot at escape, I rushed into the
bathroom, yanking the disgusting sweater off as I went. I washed up
the best I could using the Winnie-the-Pooh t-shirt as a rag. I left
everything in a bloody pile on the floor. I redressed in the new
clothes - an I-heart-NY t-shirt and jogging shorts - and took a few
precious seconds to gulp down two handfuls of water. I could feel
dehydration setting in and I needed to do everything I could to
stay strong and alert.

I folded the
mattress into thirds and stood on it to get even closer to the low
ceiling. I tried to fit my fingertips into the gap but it was a
smidge too tight. But I could tell that the drywall behind it
definitely had some give.

I climbed off the
mattress to find anything I could wedge into the space. I snapped
off one of the TV antennae but that didn’t work, it was too fat. I
inspected the TV to see if it had any removable parts that would
work. No such luck. Maybe the TV table. I quietly moved the TV to
the floor and flipped the TV stand over. It had metal brackets
holding the flimsy wood together. I tried pulling the sides of the
stand away from the top but that didn’t work. I knew it would be
loud but I had no choice but to do what I did next.

With the table
lying on its top, I stood on it to hold it in place and kicked out
one of the sides. Being a cheap piece of furniture, it broke off
easily, one side of one of the brackets pulling fully away from the
wood.

The sound was
deafening in the small space. I crossed my fingers that Wilson
hadn’t heard me. Maybe he was asleep or had gone out somewhere. I
could only hope.

Taking the
bracket and the side of wood that it was still attached to, I stood
back on the folded mattress and wedged the metal sliver into the
groove. It fit! I wiggled it in deeper before pushing it to the
side. A chunk of drywall the size of a dollar bill came off. I did
it again and more came away from the wall. I chipped away at it as
quietly as I could until I had a hole bigger than a Frisbee. I
reached my hand into the hole and it hit dead air. Standing on my
tiptoes, I touched something cool and smooth. It felt like glass.
Could there be a window right there, the key to escaping the
horrors of Wilson? The room may not be windowless after all! My
adrenaline kicked up a dozen notches, the possibility of freedom
giving me a sliver of hope.

I kept prying the
drywall away from the wall, letting it pile onto the floor around
the mattress. I was committed to this now. There was no going back.
If Wilson saw what I’d done, he’d lose his shit.

When the hole was
big enough for me to fit through, I dropped the metal bracket and
hoisted myself up so I could see what I’d uncovered. It was a
window! I could make out a streetlight and the roof of a building.
I even saw a couple of stars twinkling through the light pollution.
I was so close to freedom that I could almost feel it.

The window didn’t
have bars on it, only an interior latch that needed to be flipped
to the side. I couldn’t quite reach the latch from where I stood. I
needed to get higher up so I could pull myself up to the window.
The mattress was flimsy but if I turned it on its side and kept it
rolled like a tube, I may be able to work my way through the
hole.

I stepped off the
mattress, moving carefully to avoid falling on the drywall piles. I
was trying to manoeuvre the mattress onto its side when I heard the
dreaded sound of locks turning. I tried to jump up into the hole
but even with the new stream of terror racing through me, I
couldn’t make it happen. “Stay calm, Jody. Stay calm,” I said to
myself, knowing that keeping my head together was the only way I
was going to get out of the basement alive.

Grabbing the
metal bracket off the floor, I raced into the bathroom. The sight
of the wrecked wall would distract Wilson long enough for me to
make a move. That was my hope anyway. It was the only plan I
had.

I heard the door
swing open and Wilson let out a roar as he raced to the pile of
drywall on the floor. He looked down at the mess as if trying to
figure out a puzzle. Then he looked up at the hole in the wall.
When he stepped closer to the window, I knew I had my only
chance.

Stepping out of
the bathroom, I raised the metal bracket over my head as I crossed
to where Wilson had his back to me. I brought it down with a swift
slice through the air. The wooden slab that was attached to the
bracket connected with the back of Wilson’s head. He fell toward
the ground, although not as fast as I thought he would.

Even though there
wasn’t much wood still connected to the bracket, I clobbered Wilson
again with it from behind. It hit him smack in the back of the
head. That hit did no damage, only pissed Wilson off even more. He
started to rise. He was turning toward me. With all the force I
could summon, I drove the metal stake into Wilson’s side, my hands
jolting as the bracket pierced his flesh.

Wilson let out a
groan and started to fall to the ground. I didn’t look at him to
see if I’d done enough damage to stop him. My instincts told me I’d
wounded him mortally but I really had no idea. I bolted for the
door, slamming it shut behind me. Two of the five locks were
deadbolts that you turned with a knob. I flipped them both, locking
Wilson in the hellhole of his own making.

A single bulb lit
the way to a flight of stairs. I took the steps two at a time, my
body on adrenaline overload.

The stairs popped
me out into a kitchen. I could clearly see the front door. I wanted
to dash out onto the street but I reminded myself to calm down. I
had time before Wilson got himself out of the basement, if he even
could. What did I want to do? Should I call the police and have
them come for me? No, I decided seconds later. I wanted to see
Patrick and confront my cheating husband before the police got
involved. Now that the danger of Wilson wasn’t imminent, my
priorities had shifted 180 degrees.

I grabbed a ball
cap and a light coat off a hook by the door. I had no shoes so I
searched through his front closet for a pair of sandals that would
work. I opened the fridge and found bottles of beverages lined up
in rows. I grabbed a can of Coke and a bottle of water and aimed
for the door. Before I left, I spotted a wallet sitting on a table.
I snatched it up and slid it in my coat pocket.

As casually as if
I was a typical New Yorker out for a stroll, I left Wilson’s home.
I left the door open a crack so no one would hear it shut and
headed for the sidewalk. I knew immediately where I was - on East
11th Street by Tompkins Square Park. I started in the direction of
the nearest subway station, pounding back the entire can of Coke
before I reached the end of the block.

Tucking the water
bottle in my pocket, I opened the wallet. Like any die-hard New
Yorker, he had a MetroCard. I pocketed the $123 of cash he had in
the wallet and tossed everything else into a trashcan.

I received a few
curious glances, not a common thing in a city where everyone kept
to themselves. Crap - people were probably recognizing me from the
news. Or thinking they recognized me. Not good! I pulled the greasy
cap down harder onto my head and popped the collar on the
coat.

Taking the subway
was the strangest experience. Surrounded by people going about the
routine of their lives, I was envious. I wished that was me having
a mundane day without having been kidnapped, scared shitless I
would be raped, and living second by second with the fear that I
was going to be murdered. The people around me had no clue that
life could change in one second.

I glanced at the
watch of the obese lady falling asleep beside me. It was just after
midnight. Had I been held captive for 24 hours? Or 48? Maybe more,
I had no idea. I had to find out the date.

A discarded
newspaper sat on the seat across from me. I was going for it when a
bum cut me off, his grimy hands snatching the paper out of my grip
as if it was the Holy Grail. “That’s mine,” he screamed. “Leave it
alone!”

I glanced at the
date before moving back to my seat. I’d been Wilson’s captive for
over 72 hours. I was surprised I didn’t feel worse considering I’d
been gassed, had eaten little food, and had been living in a
constant state of terror. Being on the subway felt
unreal.

I exited the
subway on West 110th Street, two blocks from our brownstone. Only
then did it hit me that I hadn’t given much thought to what I would
say or do when I confronted Patrick. I would
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