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Chapter 1
 
Emilia's father called out desperately, his voice echoing through the quiet neighborhood. "Emilia, where are you? It's time to eat!" He paced back and forth in front of their house, scanning the streets for any sign of his daughter. "Emiliaaaa," he called out again, this time with a hint of worry in his voice. "I am beginning to feel worried. Please answer."
As minutes passed without any response from Emilia, her father's concern only grew. He dialed the police station and spoke to Officer Anderson. "Is this the police?" he asked anxiously.
"Yes sir, Anderson speaking," came the calm reply.
"Good afternoon officer. My name is Odon, I live at Shadows Creek on the last house by the lake. My daughter was outside playing and I cannot find her. Her name is Emilia, she is 11 years old. I am worried, I've been looking for her for almost an hour now. It's not like her to act like this. I fear something happened."
Officer Anderson reassured Mr. Odon that he would immediately head to his house and they could search together. "Keep trying to find her," he advised before hanging up.
"Emiliaaaaaa! Mi amor, donde estas?" Mr. Odon shouted as tears started streaming down his face. "Emiliaaa! Ohh my God, please help meee." He frantically searched every corner of their yard, hoping to catch a glimpse of his precious daughter.
When Officer Anderson arrived just 11 minutes later, he found Mr. Odon in a state of panic. They quickly agreed to split up and search different areas - Mr. Odon heading towards the hills while Officer Anderson made his way towards the lake.
As they searched separately, they both blew on whistles periodically as a signal in case one of them found something. "Emiliaaa," Officer Anderson called out, his voice echoing through the trees and over the water. "This is officer Anderson. Your father is worried. If you can hear my voice, please let me know so I can get to you."
"Emiliaa, you're not in any trouble," he continued, hoping that hearing a familiar adult voice would encourage her to come out if she was hiding. "You can come out if you hear me. Emiliaaaa." Their search continued as the sun began to set and the worry in both men's hearts only grew stronger.



Chapter 2
 


Officer Anderson's voice echoed through the woods as he called out to Emilia. The shrill sound of a whistle carried on the wind, signaling that Odon must have found her.
"Emiliaaa!" Officer Anderson's voice grew louder and more urgent as he approached. "Odon, you found her! Is she okay?"
"She's breathing but unconscious," Odon replied, concern etched on his face.
He gently placed Emilia by the edge of the lake, carefully checking for any injuries. To his relief, she wasn't wet or hurt in any way.
"Emiliaaa, wake up darling," Odon murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "It's daddy."
Emilia stirred and opened her eyes, blinking at the bright sunlight filtering through the trees. "Daddy, I went home. I couldn't find you."
"Emilia hay gracias Dios mío," Odon breathed a sigh of relief. "¿Dónde estabas? I was looking for you, Emilia. You had me worried."
Officer Anderson introduced himself to Emilia and asked if she was hurt. She reassured him that she was okay, thanking him for his concern.
"Daddy, I was playing with a friend and when I came back, I couldn't find you and I fell asleep by the lake," Emilia explained to her father.
"Emiliaa, you're getting so big. You know imaginary friends aren't real," Odon gently scolded her.
Officer Anderson expressed his relief that Emilia was safe and advised them to be more careful in the future when she goes out to play.
"Mr. Odon, I'm glad your daughter is well," Officer Anderson said kindly. "Do you feel the need to take her to the hospital?"
"Thank you officer, but I think she's had enough for one day. I'll monitor her during the night. Thank you so much," Odon replied gratefully. "Would you like to come inside and eat with us? It's the least I can do."
"Daddy, I'm so hungry," Emilia chimed in.
"Officer, please join us," Odon insisted with a warm smile.
"Thank you both. I think I can take a 20-minute break to eat," Officer Anderson accepted their invitation with gratitude.
"Yayyy! Food for the belly, belly for the food!" Emilia exclaimed happily as they made their way back to the house.



Chapter 3
 


Emilia gracefully set the table, carefully arranging the plates and silverware with a sense of purpose. Her small hands moved with precision and grace.
Odon: Officer Anderson, if you would please have a seat at our humble table.
Officer Anderson: Please, call me Anderson.
Odon: Thank you, Emilia. Before we begin, please clean your hands and join us for dinner.
Odon: Anderson, once again thank you for joining us. I hope you enjoy the food. If you would like more, just let me know.
Odon: Emilia, buen provecho mi niña.
Emilia: Gracias Papa. Igualmente para ti.
Emilia: Buen provecho Mr. Anderson.
Anderson: What does that mean?
Odon: It means "happy eating."
Anderson: Ah, thank you so much. Happy eating to both of you. Bon appétit.
Anderson: Emilia, can you tell me more about what you were doing before you fell asleep?
Emilia: I was playing by the hill when I saw my friend and followed her. Then I came back to the house and couldn't find my dad, so I went to the lake with my friend to play.
Anderson: I didn't see your friend when we found you. Is she okay?
Emilia: Yes, she's around the house somewhere. She's afraid of grownups.
Odon: Emilia, I think that's enough for now.
Officer Anderson Radio: 10 7 female on Shadows Creek Bar. Available units respond.
Anderson: Copy. This is Officer Anderson; I am 10 minutes away from Shadows Creek Bar.
Officer Anderson Radio: Copy Officer Anderson. Probable 420, please proceed with caution.
Anderson: Odon, Emily, thank you for this delicious meal. Please excuse me as duty calls. Have a good night.
Odon: Thank you, Anderson. Stay safe.
Emilia: Good night, Mr. Anderson.



Chapter 4:
 
Officer Anderson's voice crackled through the radio, cutting through the quiet night air. "Delta, this is Anderson. I am arriving at the bar now."
The response came through moments later. "Copy, Officer Anderson. 420 are supposed to be teenagers."
"Copy," Anderson replied before stepping out of his patrol car and into the dimly lit parking lot.
As he approached a group of teenagers huddled near the entrance, Anderson could smell the unmistakable scent of weed and alcohol in the air. He addressed them sternly. "Good evening. Have any of you seen an intoxicated female around here? Perhaps passed out?"
A teenage boy shook his head nervously. "No officer, we haven't."
But Anderson was not convinced. "It certainly smells like weed and alcohol. Can I see some IDs please?"
The teens exchanged looks before one spoke up. "We don't have IDs, officer."
Anderson sighed, knowing this was going to lead to trouble. "Well then, you're all in trouble."
Suddenly, a young girl stepped forward, pleading with the officer. "Please officer, don't tell my mom. She's around here somewhere. We just can't find her right now."
Her companion quickly shushed her, whispering urgently that they weren't supposed to talk about their missing female.
Curiosity piqued, Officer Anderson prodded further. "Who is she? Your mother?"
The boy hesitated before speaking again. "It's just a spooky story you know, to keep us from wandering around at night."
"No," the girl interjected, tears forming in her eyes. "It's true. We've all seen her." She pointed towards a nearby bus stop. "She always sleeps there around this time."
Unsure of what to make of this revelation, Officer Anderson made his way over to the bus stop, finding a woman huddled under a blanket on the bench. She appeared to be sleeping, but he couldn't be sure.
Turning back to the teenagers, he saw their nonchalant expressions and realized they were all high in an attempt to avoid seeing or acknowledging the woman at the bus stop.
"Alright," Anderson said firmly. "Everyone go home now. The night is over. This is your only warning."
The group quickly dispersed, thanking the officers profusely as they left. Anderson couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to this story.



Chapter 5
 
Officer Anderson, a tall and imposing figure in his police uniform, stood over the small form of a woman sleeping on the bus stop bench. The streetlights cast a soft glow on her face, revealing tangled brown hair and rosy cheeks. He gently shook her shoulder to wake her up and realize it was a small child.
"Excuse me little girl," he said, trying not to startle her. "I'm sorry to wake you up. It's late. Are you lost?"
The girl stirred and rubbed her eyes, mumbling incoherently. Anderson repeated his question.
"Mmmm. What?" the girl finally responded, recognizing the familiar voice of Mr. Anderson, the town's friendly police officer.
"Emilia, how did you get here? Odon has to be worried sick about you," Anderson asked with concern.
"Okay Mr. Anderson," Emilia replied sleepily. "It's late, I'll go back to sleep now."
Anderson radioed in for backup as he gathered more information from Emilia. "Delta, this is Officer Anderson. I've found a little girl sleeping at the bus stop. Her name is Emilia and her father Odon lives at the last house in Shadows Creek. I'll take her there safely."
"Copy that," came the response from Delta. "Does the subject require medical attention?"
"No, she seems fine," answered Anderson, relieved that the little girl appeared unharmed.
"Good work Mr. Anderson," praised Delta.
"Emilia, it's time to wake up and go home now," Anderson said softly as he gently shook her shoulder again.
"Okay Mr. Anderson," Emilia yawned and stretched, before
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