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Introduction

As soon as Ashley shot Cooper, she let out a scream and dropped the gun. When it hit the carpet, it bounced a few feet away as she wrapped her arms around him. Ashley held onto him until he got too heavy for her to bear. She grimaced in pain as he dropped dead to the floor. She stood there for several seconds, seemingly confused, as the police knocked on the front door several times. Time seemed to move slowly for that short period as she blocked out everything around her. She didn’t even realize the frantic police officers were trying to get into the house. Her mom was also shocked as she screamed out and stood there watching in horror as everything began to unfold.

In his delusional thinking, her father believed Ashley’s kidnappers had returned to get her again. As Cooper ran through the door, her father entered the kitchen and grabbed his wife’s loaded gun. While Cooper was shouting and waving his gun around, her father took a wild shot at him, but the bullet missed him. It was only inches from his head and landed on the wall behind him.

A few minutes later, the police officers finally busted the door open.  Before Ashley or her mother could get the gun from her father, he took a wild shot at the first officer to come through the door. The officer immediately reacted and returned the gunfire with two of his own. Two bullets hit Ashley’s father in the chest, and he instantly fell to the floor. Her mother continued screaming and crying as she ran to his side and bent down over his body. Realizing what happened to her father, Ashley snapped out of her temporary trance.  She started to scream at the sight of her father lying on the floor in a pool of blood. She yelled to the officer, “You killed my father; you killed the wrong person.” She pointed toward Cooper’s body on the floor and yelled, “It’s him that you’re after.” 

The officers took a few minutes to figure out what had happened. After they found out Cooper was dead and they killed the wrong person, they lowered their guns. The police officer who shot her father said, “I’m sorry, miss, but he took a shot at me as soon as I came through the door.  I didn’t know who he was, but lucky for me, he missed. I was only reacting and protecting myself. I’m sorry I killed your father.” 

Through the tears and sobbing, she said, “I know, officer, he has some mental issues and thought you were a bad person who had come to harm us. It’s not your fault.” After they figured everything out, the police called the coroner’s office and reported the two deaths. Officers stayed with Ashley and her mom until the coroner arrived.

The following week, Ashley and her mom went through Cooper's simple cremation burial and her father's complete services and funeral. It was an emotional time for both of them. Ashley had lost a father and the man she loved, and her mom lost a husband she’d been with for years. After a few weeks of grieving, they decided to visit her father’s grave and take some flowers to leave at his headstone. It was a sunny spring day, with a slight breeze from the northwest and no clouds in the sky. Ashley felt awful for her mom because her mom and dad had been together since they were sixteen. 

Once they got home, they sat at the kitchen table, holding each other’s hands and crying. Ashley felt terrible that her boyfriend was responsible for her father’s death and that she was the one who had brought him into her mom and dad’s lives. She said, “I’m sorry, mom, I had no idea he would do something that crazy and show up at our house after shooting a police officer.”

She didn’t know why, but at that moment, she felt compelled to tell her mom about being five months pregnant with Cooper’s child. When Ashley first told her mom, she gasped and quickly jerked her hand away from Ashley’s.  She looked at her daughter with hatred on her face. Suddenly, Ashley stared into a face she didn’t recognize because she’d never seen her mom so angry. Usually, her mom is the stable one, calm and collected, no matter the situation. Then, her mom began to scream out things she could never take back. 

Her mom’s voice sounded as though it was in a deep well as she yelled out, “I hate you; this is all your fault that your father is dead. It would help if you never returned and brought that monster into this house. He was pure evil from the beginning, and you knew it the entire time. You knew he was no good. You must get rid of that baby because it will be pure evil, just like its father. If you plan to keep it, I don’t want anything to do with you. You can find someplace else to live and raise that little monster.” 

Ashley was stunned by the things her mom was saying to her. Her mom had coddled and petted her and given her unconditional love during the past few years, and she had been home again. She put her hands to her mouth until she could say, “I don’t believe in killing a baby, so abortion is not an option for me. I will have this baby, regardless of how you feel about it.” Her mom yelled, “Then get your things and get out of my house.”

The things her mom said were cutting through her like a knife to the heart.  Large tears began to roll down her face. She could only think she was sorry as she squeezed the words slightly above a whisper, “I’m sorry, mom. I never wanted this to happen.” Suddenly feeling empty and again abandoned by her mom, she quickly exited the table and ran to her room.

Once again, She was utterly alone as she shut and locked the door behind her. She couldn’t believe her mom had reacted the way she did toward her. She thought they had a loving and caring relationship with each other. She never knew her mom felt like she did about her and Cooper’s relationship. Her mom never indicated how she thought about Cooper as a person or had no future for her daughter. Ashley was suspicious, but her mom confirmed what she feared the most. Since she had returned from being captive, she believed her mom resented her for coming home after all those years away. Since being home, Ashley felt she had intruded on her mom and dad’s life. She never told her mom or dad that she had unconsciously blamed them for not coming and finding her. I felt they had just given up searching for her and accepted her fate. She always wondered why they didn’t try harder to see her. She wasn’t that far away from where they lived.

Sitting on the bed crying, she was troubled and confused about what to do next. She realized she had to leave her mom’s home and never return. But the question was, where would she go? She had never known any place but Ridgecrest since she was born. She knew she would never feel the same toward her mom after discovering how she truly felt about her. While she packed her things in two suitcases, her mom came to the door, knocked a few times, and tried to get her to let her in the room to talk. Her mom's words hurt Ashley, so she refused to let her in the room. She knew nothing she could say would change or make things right between them.

Ashley had received a great deal of money from the crime victim's fund due to her kidnapping ordeal. She put her bank account and cash in her purse and readied to leave. Packing and getting things ready, she was heartbroken, crying, and sometimes even sobbing. 

After midnight, she finally pulled it together and told herself she could do this. After her mom had gone to her room, Ashley quietly snuck out the front door with the two suitcases.  

A few years earlier, she had bought herself a used 2010 Camry vehicle, so she put the suitcases in the trunk and started the engine. A light came on in her mom’s bedroom.  She watched from the window corner as Ashley backed out of the driveway.

It was early morning, and the air was brisk and cold.  Ashley was wearing a thick coat and gloves as he left.  She still had enough money from the Victims Fund to get a fresh start in a new town away from her mom and Ridgecrest. She wasn’t sure where she was going but knew staying with her mom another minute was not an option. 

Chapter 1 – Apartment, Job, and Child Abuse

As Ashely left Ridgecrest, she shivered with moments of fear at the thought of being alone in the world.  Now, she didn’t have anyone to lean on for support. Tears were in her eyes, and she kept wiping them away with the sleeve of her blouse as she drove out of town. She was also angry, but the anger was mainly from the hurt and pain she felt deep in her heart for her mom not supporting her when she needed her the most.  It brought back all the sad memories of her feelings during the seven lonely and painful years she was held captive at the little cabin in the desert. It was where the pedophile sex offender Charlie had held her captive.  Now, all those feelings had come back to haunt her once again. She had never been away from Ridgecrest for long, even in the old cabin, but considered it her home.

Once she left Ridgecrest, she swore never to return to see her mom again. She kept saying, “I hate you, I hate you, as she drove along, thinking about what her mom said. She felt her mom’s words had cut her too deep to forgive her for those hurtful things.  

As she drove along the highway, it was as if she was in a trance. She just blankly stared at the road and kept moving.  She turned left on Highway 395 and went south until she reached Highway 58, heading west. She decided to take that route and see where it would lead. She drove through the winding mountainous road without even taking a break. Once she came to Bakersfield, she figured it was as good as any place to settle down, and the town was much larger than Ridgecrest. 

She rented a hotel room for a few nights and then started looking for a place to live. After searching the for-rent ads, she grabbed a paper and found a little furnished apartment on the south/east side of town. It wasn’t in the best of neighborhoods, but it was one she felt she could afford. It was in a large apartment complex with over two hundred other units. Half were ground-floor apartments, and the other half were second-story units; she could get one on the ground floor. The apartment complex had a dark green wooden exterior, and the trim around the windows and doors was painted white. They had been there for a while because the outside trees and plants were full-grown and well-maintained. They blended in well with the buildings. Some large bushes were almost correct against the building's wooden exterior, making the place feel safe. 

After putting money down on the apartment and settling in, she took a few days to acclimate to the town.  She began to explore and find out where she could locate the shopping centers and other parts of the city. 

After a few days of feeling comfortable, she went to the local restaurants to look for work because she didn’t want to sit idle and do nothing all day. She also had to support herself or eventually run out of money.

After putting in her application to several places, she soon found a server at a local restaurant and began waiting on tables. She had never worked before, but this job was easy for her. She made enough wages and tips to support herself after her baby was born.

On the eight-month and twenty-seventh day of being pregnant, she gave birth to a seven-pound, eight-ounce boy. She and Cooper had talked about the baby’s name when she found out she was pregnant.  Both agreed that they would name him Jackson if they had a boy. She also decided to give him Cooper’s last name, Bailey. 

She took off work for a few months after he was born and spent a lot of time with him. Even though she loved being a mother and caring for him, she soon had to return to work to support herself and her new son. 

She got a young girl named Summer to babysit Jackson while she worked the day shift at the restaurant. Summer was out of school but returning for the fall semester at the local Junior College. 

Jackson was an easy baby for her to babysit and did not demand anything out of the ordinary. She cared for him at Ashley’s apartment, so he felt safe and secure with her and his surroundings. He was well-adjusted and always happy to see his mom when she got home from work early evening. 

Ashley was happy that he appeared to be an average child and showed no adverse signs like Cooper’s family. She was always excited and glad to spend time with him. She devoted her every spare moment to him when she was home. She carried him around on her hip with one arm wrapped around him and did her housework with the other arm. She never left him alone when she was home.  She teased and played with him as you do with babies.  She showed him constant care and love, like most mothers do with their children.  

When he was about seven months old, the college's fall semester was ready to begin, so Summer had to go back to school.  She could no longer take care of him. Ashley started searching for a replacement when one of her neighbors named Margret, whom she had befriended, volunteered to take care of him for a small daily fee. In her late twenties, she was five feet nine inches tall and a little overweight but friendly, outgoing, and likable. Margret was raising four young children alone after her husband had left her.  She had two boys, ages 5 and 6, and two daughters, ages 2 and 3. Ashley didn’t check on her neighbor’s qualifications to watch after Jackson because the price was affordable. She also mistakenly figured that since she had four children and appeared to be a good mother, she would be the perfect person to care for her son.  

She didn’t know it then, but he began to get abused from the first day she dropped him off at Margret’s apartment. She didn’t harm him herself, but her two young sons were the culprits. In the beginning, they would harass him and make fun of him. 

Their mother had forced the boys to stay in the room with him and watch after him while she did her housework chores and took care of her two younger daughters. The boys expressed displeasure about being his babysitter, but Margret wouldn’t listen.  They had no choice in the matter, and she forced them to stay in the room with him the entire day.

Every day after she dropped him off, Margret would immediately take him to a highchair in the middle of the boy’s room. She then gave him a sippy cup full of milk and a handful of cereal she would put on the tray in front of him. She would then shut the door behind her, leaving the boys alone with him. They resented that their mom had taken on Jackson's care during the day, leaving them to care for him. They felt like it was punishment for them. They wanted to play outside or do other things normal kids do.  

They tried their best to get out of watching him, but their mom ignored their pleas. When they tried, she said, “If you don’t take care of him, then I’ll come in here with a belt and beat your little asses. Do you understand me?” The boys didn’t want that, so they reluctantly said, “Yes, mom, we understand.”

Because of their daily and constant anger at their mom over the issue, they began to take out their frustration on Jackson. At first, their abuse began with simple scary faces they would make toward him to get him to cry. Then, as it progressed, it went to pulling his hair, yelling at him, and calling him names. 

Over the next few months, they sometimes bit and pinched him without leaving a mark as they worsened. While the boys harassed and tormented him, his little mouth would be wide open as he screamed aloud.  No matter how loud he cried, Margret ignored his screams for help. Things got so out of hand with the boys that he would start crying as soon as his mom dropped him off at the apartment. Jackson sometimes sobbed all day while in the room with them until his mom picked him up after work.  On most days, he could only whimper deep, heartfelt sobs while gasping for breath. It was horrible abuse and pure hell for him.

Sometimes, the boys took Jackson out of the highchair and put him on their bed. They would jump up and down until bouncing him high in the air. They would laugh about what they were doing the entire time they did that. Several times, they jumped him off the bed and onto his head on the floor. Each time it happened, he would be temporarily stunned by the impact of the fall before he regained his senses and started screaming out in pain.  When he started screaming, the boys quickly grabbed him and put him back in the highchair.  They tried to do it before their mom came rushing in like a crazy person to see what they had done. 

Watching him react the way he did intensified the boy's evil actions.  They developed a deep hatred for him and tried to make his life as miserable as possible. They were hoping their mom would stop taking care of him. The more he cried, the worse the boy’s torment and abuse became. Margret either didn’t care about what they were doing or didn’t want to know. She ignored his crying and screaming all day long unless it became too intense for her, and she couldn’t take it anymore.  It was as though once the door was closed, the kids were no longer her concern for her unless things got out of control. She did go into the room at least twice a day.  Once to give Jackson something to eat for lunch and another time to change his diaper. She usually changed it just before his mom came to get him.

Occasionally, when she heard the boys yelling loudly, she would open the door and ask them what they were doing to him. They constantly lied to her and told her they were playing a game with each other. If she had been doing her job, she would’ve seen Jackson crying out in fear because he was terrified of the boys. She was either too occupied with herself or didn’t care.

After about three months of continuous abuse, Ashley began to wonder why his eyes were puffy and swollen when she picked him up at the end of the day. She also couldn’t understand why he would cling to her for dear life as soon as he saw her.  Not having any experience raising a child, Ashley thought he couldn’t deal with her going to work every day and leaving him with a babysitter. She also believed that perhaps he had become overly attached to her and felt abandoned when she left him there. She never dreamed he was abused by the boys and neglected by Margret for a million years.  

After she first noticed his emotional state, she realized something was wrong.  After a few weeks, she wondered why Jackson was getting worse.  He started to scream and start crying uncontrollably every time before they even got to Margret’s apartment each day.  When it became a chore for her to drop him off at the apartment, she confronted Margret that something was wrong.  She asked Margret if everything was ok with her taking care of him.  Margret asked her why she was concerned about things.  Ashley said he was acting a little differently than before.  She told her that Jackson was overly emotional when dropping him off and again when she picked him up from her apartment.  

She said it appeared that he was losing weight instead of gaining it like he should have been. She didn’t know that he would have very little to eat most days because the boys would take and eat his treats. When their mom wasn’t looking, they would throw the rest of his food in the trash. She told Ashley that she believed everything was ok with him but didn’t tell her that he constantly cried when she was at work. She also never said that her two young boys cared for him. If Ashley had known that was the case, she would never have agreed to let Margret babysit him.  

The horrible abuse lasted until one night. After picking him up after work, she noticed bruises on his legs and arms. He also had a few teeth marks on his upper left shoulder. When she first saw them, she got angry. She immediately suspected some abuse, grabbed him in her arms, and headed to Margret’s apartment. She confronted Margret and asked her how he had gotten so many bruises and teeth marks all over his body. Margret had spent so little time watching him that she didn’t even know that one of the boys had bitten him twice on the shoulder. She didn’t know about the teeth marks. She also didn’t know about the minor pinch mark bruises on his body.  

Realizing what her boys had done, Margret instantly made up a lie.  She said they were trying to teach him how to walk, and he fell against some furniture. He also claimed that he had bitten one of the boys, and the boy bit him back. She said they were trying to get him not to do that and teach him a lesson not to bite. Ashley was shocked that she would admit to something like that and said, “What, you’ve got to be kidding me. You can’t do that to a baby.” She was furious as she stared into Margret’s face angrily. She said, “I can’t believe you let these things happen to my son. I trusted you.” 

She stormed out of the apartment and took him home. She bathed him in the sink and looked him over carefully. She then realized that he had tiny yellow bruises from previous abuse marks several days old. That’s when she knew he had been going through pure hell while at Margret’s apartment. She cried as she dried him off, held him in her arms, and said, “Oh, my God, I’m so sorry, Jackson. I didn’t know what they’d been doing to you. I promise it will never happen again. You won’t spend another day at the apartment with those little monsters.” 

After dressing him, she was so upset that she carried him in her arms, returned to the apartment, and screamed out to Margret that she would report her to Child Protective Services for child neglect and abuse. Margret said, “Go ahead. It won’t do you any good because they won’t do anything about your allegations.” Ashley was so angry with her that she said, “You will be lucky if you don’t go to jail for what you and your boys have done to my son.” He was screaming because he thought she would leave him there with her and the boys again by that time. 

She returned to her apartment, and calming him and herself down took several minutes. She was so angry that she let him sleep in her bed. She stayed awake all night thinking about what Margret and her boys had done. She was wondering what other hell they had put him through. 

Chapter 2 – Ashley’s Revenge

For the next few days, she felt terrible that she hadn’t noticed what Jackson had been going through during the months he was at Margret’s apartment. She couldn’t believe she hadn’t seen the bruises on his body. 

She called Child Protective Services, and they sent a person out to talk to her and take a look at him. After Ashley checked him over, the marks on his body were almost gone when the representative came out and examined him.  Ashley hadn’t taken any pictures of the bruises or teeth indentations on his body, so she didn’t have any proof of the abuse. 

After hearing Margret's story, the representative returned and spoke to Ashley. She said, “There is no visual proof of any abuse that may or may not have occurred, so we can’t do anything about your allegations. It's her word against yours.” She told the representative, “Oh, my God, I can’t believe this. That woman will get away with all the abuse she and her boys caused my son.” The representative said, “I’m sorry, Ashley, I can do nothing.  My hands are tied.” 

After learning about Margert and her boys abusing and neglecting her son, she quit her job. After the social worker left, she found another furnished apartment in the north/east part of town and near the downtown business area. She gathered their things and moved from the apartment complex as quickly as possible. 

She decided not to work for a few months and just spent time with Jackson to help him with his fears. She wanted him to realize she was there to protect him.  He clung to her as if he feared for her to get out of sight. He was scared he would face the boy’s torture again.  He would scream and cry for her if she left him alone in a room because of his fear. She was aware of his father’s psychopathic problems and feared he would now be affected for life because of the boy’s abuse.  She believed the abuse would trigger some of the same psychopathic issues as his dad had. 

Once she settled into her new apartment, she couldn’t understand what Margret had allowed her boys to do to her son. She couldn’t believe her so-called friend had neglected his care. The more time Ashley spent with him, the more her heart hurt for him. She began to relate her experiences while being held captive and abused to what he had gone through. The thoughts of his abuse started to eat her up inside. She became obsessed with what she believed he must have gone through. She envisioned all kinds of horrible abusive behavior they inflicted on him. Some of her abusive imaginations were true, and some weren’t.

She began to relate everything to her experiences when she went to bed at night. She started having flashbacks of when Charlie kidnapped her at age nine. She cringed at the thought of being held captive in the cabin for all those years. During the flashbacks, Ashley relived a lot of things Charlie had done to her. She became so emotional that she lay in bed and
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