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My name is Betty Lane, I'm named after my great grandmother apparently but I never had the chance to meet her. Im 34 years old, 5 foot 7 inches tall, brown hair and brown eyes unfortunately I look like my mother or so people say, now that's one person that I don't want to look like you will find out later why. Im what people would call a plain Jane there's nothing special about me well that's what people thought, but for the last 4 years and 5 months not that I'm counting I've been wearing the same outfit this very fetching lovely and cheap feeling bright orange jumpsuit and for those people who don't know or have never watched television before it means I will put it very simply for you Im in prison. Why you might be asking I will tell you in just a bit. I'm not just in any prison, I'm in an all women's prison the roughest and toughest women's prison for the criminally insane and most dangerous women in America most of the women being locked in cells most of the day so you might think that it would be nice and easy drinking tea and knitting in here but you couldn't be more wrong its the complete opposite. Every day in here there are riots, fights, suicide and even murder, the women in here are evil the fights that occur daily arent the ones where you punch and slap, no they use hand made weapons and stab each other with them blood normally gets thrown everywhere and if its not fighting its suicide its all about hurting one another in the most painful way possible, thats all that happens in this place. What people don't know is that women are evil, nasty, disgusting and most of them are disturbed, very disturbed in here, apparently that's what most of the inmates say about me that apparently Im disturbed and dangerous and that's why the other inmates keep their distance from me but I don't feel like am disturbed I am a very happy, content, positive individual but there must be some truth behind it otherwise I wouldn't be in a high security prison under armed guard for 24 hours a day, only being allowed out for an hour a day and that's in a caged area like a hamster, outside being babysat by an armed babysitter. Apart from that lovely hour of fresh air I spend the rest of my time in what I like to call my boudoir but most people would say it's more like a very, very, very cheap basic hotel room im talking a bed, sink and a toilet and of course being watched constantly which is a bit of putting when needing the toilet you never get used to it. I'm not even allowed photos/pictures on my walls of my own special room not that I have any family photos to put up every single member of my family has disowned me except my father who I will tell you about, I don't know why as they are safe around me they are too old not my target market you could say, I like them young and innocent. Plus Im not allowed anything in my boudoir that could be used as a instrument or tool that I could use to harm or kill myself with or harm anyone else for that matter, I dont even have my own light switch the guards turn the lights on and off for me and Im under constant surveillance. I like to think of it as I have my very own stalker. I like to play games with her ( all the guards at the prison are women as it's an all women's prison no males allowed no fun for me no wonder so many inmates turn lesbian I haven't turned to that side just yet!) Luckily for my guard there aren't many places to hide in my room so the game is over pretty quickly.


According to the prison authorities I have to spend so much time in my boudoir so I can think about what I have done and to ask God for forgiveness, I pretend to do that to keep them happy but unfortunately for them I actually dont care Im not sorry for anything that I have done, I enjoyed every single minute of what I have done I have achieved something in my life Im proud of myself I bet your now wandering what I’ve done it needs to be bad kidnap, theft definitely not murder especially not bloody murder and would've carried on if I hadn't made that stupid mistake I would still be out there doing what I love! My adventure ‘Oh God I miss it!’ actually thinking about it that's probably why other inmates think im disturbed and stay away from me they have begged for forgiveness and I won't, but they are all perfectly safe they are not what I go after way too old, when are they going to realise that stupid idiots no wonder they are here, wait a minute what does that make me I got caught as well! Its only at meal times that I'm allowed to mix with other inmates I don't know why they are so scared we are all on the dangerous inmates list but it feels good, I've done the same crime as them but what I've heard though prison gossip which is constant in here is that mine was the worst by far the most disturbed and sickening, murdering the most innocent individuals that you could kill. Wow! I'm pretty proud of myself for what an achievement see my father always told me that I was special. So that's my life now, spending the remainder of my days until I die in this place in my special boudoir surrounded by these so-called dangerous individuals but they are actually a bunch of pussy’s as they are so scared of me, my friends for the rest of my life.

Sitting here in my cell thinking about my crime and the reasons why I did it maybe trying to find an excuse but then again I did enjoy it thinking also about my life before this, the beginning of my life wasn't so good which I will explain about in more detail later but when you do read it don't feel sorry for me that wasn't the reason for why I did the things that I have done I would off carried on if it wasn't for being caught which stopped all of my fun. My life was boring before, I needed a bit of excitement I was of sound mind when I did what I did when I was arrested I had psychiatric test after psychiatric test done to me to determine whether I was mentally ill when I committed these disturbing, sickening and bloody crimes and all the tests came back negative but I didn't receive the death penalty due to the fact the judge thought that he could see the forgiveness in my eyes that I felt guilty about the crimes that I had committed I don't know where he was looking but I didn't feel one ounce of guilt, I told them that I know exactly what I was doing it wasnt someone in my head telling me to do it like some of the other inmates in here are blaming someone else that was just weak, it was all me and I loved doing what I did it was so much fun hopefully now you won't feel sorry for me and so my story begins...
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My life has been pretty messy so far, I ran away from my foster home at 17 years old where I was placed after my father committed suicide, he found out that his wife my mother was having an affair and was planning on leaving him behind with myself but unfortunately for me I was the one who discovered the affair. After returning home early from school well I was bunking off school. I hate school! Thinking and knowing that my mother and father were out at work well supposed to be at work I thought I would have the afternoon to myself and no one would ever know just like I had done plenty of times before this, nothing unusually there but as I entered through the front door as quietly as I could do just encase you never know but everything should be fine no parents. The house to myself they dont get home till after 5pm so I few hours to myself watching television and eating snacks like I always did but as I turned around to close the front door I stood still frozen to the spot I could hear voices quite faint but still voices and what can only be described as some very disturbing noises but instead of turning around and leaving which is what I should have done and to this day I don't know why I didnt I was more intrigued then ever, not scared but the need to run. To find out what was going on in my home and who the hell was upstairs I don't know whether I'm smart or stupid at this point for doing this but what are those noises? Upon further investigation of the downstairs as quietly as I could going around every room looking everywhere possible that someone could hide I couldn't find anyone it was all quiet the noises were quietly disappearing the further inside my house I went but there was something on the kitchen counter the only thing that I could find out of place, sitting on the counter were 2 empty wine glasses one with what appeared to be the faded reminisces of a lipstick mark but I didn't think anything else of it as mother and father both enjoy a glass of wine in the evening. The weird thing is I don't remember them having a glass last night. If they did why weren't they washed up just left here on the counter but they must of nothing else crossed my mind.

I find myself back by the front door and looking straight up at the stairs the weird noises are still sounding louder than before when investigating downstairs, the only explanation left was whoever or whatever it is its upstairs, now the big problem we have wooden stairs with no carpet on and they squeak like anything under any sort of pressure that was applied with any single step so I need to be extra careful and quiet. I think creeping up them right on the edges of each step might be the only way to go I don't want whoever or whatever that is up there to hear me and come chasing after me, maybe to kill me worst situation or maybe they are halfway through burglarying the house and i'm about to disturb them but with the strange noises that I can hear it's definitely that not explanation burglaries or murder but I still don't know and can't take that risk you never know what someone might do trust me you wouldn't think that I was capable of what I was convicted off, I start creeping up slowly and carefully taking my time I can't make a sound. I get halfway up the stairs when the unthinkable thing happens, ‘creak’ goes the step that I have just placed my foot on ‘Oh God wait for it did whatever it is upstairs hear me and is now coming for me!’ I'm frozen to the spot unable and not wanting to move or breath for that matter just waiting, waiting to hear something, waiting to turn on the spot and run out of my house as fast as I could but luckily it doesn't come no footsteps nothing, silence, dead silent I don't hear anything whatever it is obviously didn't hear me the noises start up again getting louder and louder the further up the stairs that I go which is a good thing I’ve survived. Now just the rest of the stairs to tackle as I finally reach the top of them I can finally take a big deep breath, I stand in silence for a minute just encase someone did hear me, but after a few minutes I start to hear those weird sounds again louder now it's definitely coming from up here but as im now closer to the sound it doesn't sound disturbed anymore it sounds like someone is really enjoying themselves then a thought comes into my mind which now I wish I hadn't! A very disturbing image for me is now printed in my head Im now scarred for life, its mother and father having intercourse sex ‘oh no this isn't good’ first of all I shouldn't be here as im supposed to be bunking off school plus I don't want to walk in there if they are doing that I don't want to see that!

I start walking along the hallway as quietly as I can I know it sounds stupid as I don't want to see my parents having sex but im not 100% sure that, that is exactly what that noise is but i'm still intrigued I've come this far I just need to make it to my room, which is just up here on the left, the bathroom is on the right and my parents bedroom straight ahead. I just need to make it to my room there I can hide until it's time to actually come out around 15:30pm that's when I usually come home from school and hopefully then they will be finished by then please God be finished by then and soon plus I don't think father could last that long God I hope not, thinking about it makes me feel sick. I really need to stop thinking about that I am definitely having nightmares tonight, no sleep for me Great! I'm just about to grab the door handle to my bedroom when the noises begin all over again. Not again will they just stop they are tormenting me within a few seconds i will be in my room and i can place a pillow over my head to block out that noise but instead of pulling the handle down i end up standing in the corridor for a few seconds i don't know why in shock I tell myself over and over again ‘Stop just stop!’ But standing there for those few seconds listening, hang on one minute I recognise one of those voices its my mother but the other one I don't recognise it's a male voice but I'm 100% sure that's definitely not my fathers! Without even thinking or hesitating I march straight into my parents bedroom and I'm immediately frozen to the spot, I can't even move let alone speak. I'm in complete and utter shock of what I'm witnessing in front of my own eyes. My eyeballs are burning from the scene that I'm looking at, let's describe to you what I'm seeing well. My mother is in bed, my parents bed but I can 100% guarantee that's not my father in the bed with her actually I don't know who that is? It's a complete stranger to me obviously not to my mother of course probably work colleague oh god im thinking too much into this my mother is in bed with someone who definitely is not my father, but then again she has been spending a lot of time at work and I can honestly say that I have seen way too much of my mother and this mysterious strange naked man and in a very strange and weird position as well. I thought my mother was way too old to bend that way but the look on my mothers face now that's priceless, as some of the shock starts to wear off I can start to feel blood run through my body again and I can move.

I turn and run as fast as I can. I need to get away from her. I don't even know who she is anymore. My real mother wouldn't do anything like that to me or to my father. ‘Oh god my father he doesn't know does he?’ What's going to happen now? Instead of running out of the house I end up running and locking myself in the bathroom, finally collapsing on the floor crying my eyes out, how could she do this to me and my father, her husband! After a few minutes the tears start to slow down drying up, I can hear my mother on the other side of the door crying as well ‘Why is she crying she's the one that's doing this to us breaking my family up!’ She is desperately trying to apologise and tries to explain what i've just walked in on but nothing she can say will explain why she has done what it is that is going on. Eventually after what feels like hours I cant hear her outside the door anymore pretending to sob her heart out for forgiveness but I do hear voices talking coming from what sounds like my parents bedroom, it's definitely my mothers voice and the other is that man, the family destroyer. I can only hear certain words in between me crying and sobbing. It's mostly my mother talking about guilt and forgiveness and that she's not happy anymore and has not been for awhile.

I must have fallen asleep cause when I wake up it's dark outside and the moon is shining in through the window and lighting me up like a spot light that's what woke me up in the first place, but as im starting to wake up I can hear voices again but this time its my father, my father is home. The voices are coming from downstairs. He isn't shouting or anything, just talking calmly. Maybe this is all a dream and nothing actually happened, my mind is seriously messed up if it thought that lot up. I unlock the door and run downstairs to give my father a hug but before I can make it into the front room I stop and listen my mother and father are in there busy talking definitely no shouting or arguing just calmly talking but what I do hear means that I was not dreaming at all, everything was real very real. I hear my mother announce to my father that she is leaving him and me to start a new life with this stranger explaining that she isn't happy and hasn't been for years. She doesn't want a family anymore, no children tying her down, she wants to live a single life and be free she feels trapped. But she chose to have me she could have terminated the pregnancy or put me up for adoption, she had options don't blame me for this! I burst into the front room. My father is sitting in his favourite chair by the window. He has been crying, his face is bright red and puffy, my mother is crying as well why has she been crying selfish bitch! You could have cut the atmosphere with a knife. It was tense but considering what she has just said, I don't care at this point. I hate her and don't want to ever see her again! I might consider going to her funeral but then again maybe not, my mother tries to approach me but my father moves, he jumps out of his seat and grabs me cuddling me hard and tight not wanting to let me go, he whispers in my ear that everything will be alright me and him taking on the world together we dont need anyone else as long as he has me. I watched as my mother walked out of the front room and towards the front door not once turning around to look at me, let alone say goodbye and that was the last time that I saw her. I tear myself away from my father it was hard as he was holding me so tight not wanting to let me go like she had just done, I followed my mother to the front door she already had her bags packed and stacked ready to go by the door, she must of done that whilst my father was at work and her only daughter her flesh and blood was asleep on the bathroom floor exhausted from all the crying after finding out about her mothers disgusting affair with this strange man that she has invited into our family home and having sex with him in her and her husbands bed. That just shows me how much she really loved me because of how fast she has dropped me just like a piece of crap on the bottom of her shoe, all for a new piece of meat I hope she has a horrible miserable life and dies a painful, nasty death for what she has done to me and my father, our family!

Months have gone by and my father hasn't been the same since she left, my mother or that woman hasn't even made contact with me, no phone calls, no letters just to see how I am her only daughter but nothing it's like she never existed or I never existed and obviously doesn't care about me. She doesn't know how bad it is, I mean the only things that my father does nowadays is to go to work to pay the bills to keep a roof over our heads and of course keep him distracted to stop him from thinking about what's happened or he is at home either asleep in his favourite chair or crying his eyes out in his chair, he doesn't go out with friends anymore, i'm the one that does the food shopping everything. He is so exhausted and needs a break from all of this, to get away but he wont listen to me or anyone else for that matter.

It's such a lovely sunny afternoon today and very warm as well im returning home after a really busy, hectic day at school so i'm taking a relaxing slow walk home, I've got no need to hurry my father won't be there yet he will still be at work and i've got all the house chores to do when I get home washing, cleaning, making dinner for my father which mother used to do before she walked out on us, now it's down to me as my father doesn't know how to do it he can't even switch the washing machine on. I am teaching him slowly, first of all trying to distract him a bit from what's going on and of course I won't be living at home forever so he needs to know how to do things to survive. But unfortunately today i'm in a really good mood so I will do everything so that my father doesn't have to do anything when he gets home, hopefully just relax and also have his dinner ready waiting for him when he gets home from work, so that gives me a couple of hours to get everything done plenty of time. As soon as I step through the front door first things first I need to open up some windows it's so stuffy in here and there is a weird, strange smell as well, I walk into the kitchen well that explains the smell there are dirty dishes that have just been chucked into the sink and left not good in this heat I wish that was the smell, but before I start I need to get out of my school uniform first, my father will kill me if I ruin it. I wander upstairs and get changed and whilst I’m up here I will open the windows in my room. The hallway and the bathroom I dont go into, my mother and fathers bedroom there is no need father hasn't slept in there since my evil cheating mother walked out and he doesnt allow me to go in there he doesn't want me touching any of her things, moving them or cleaning them if it was up to me I would burn all of her things not just chuck them away burn it then it will never come back again along with her! The room has been left exactly how it was when she walked out it's so disgusting, father won't even allow me to throw the bed sheets away that were on the bed when I caught my mother and that man having sex in their bed and I still don't know that arsehole’s name, he ruined and teared up my family I hate him and wish him a very painful death, and of course her! Or just allow me to clean the sheets, it's gross! I think deep down inside in his fantasy world he is hoping that she will come back someday. He is living in a dream world. She is never coming back, not for me or my father she is not hurting my father again. Two hours have gone by so fast I’ve done all the housework just waiting on my father now, then three hours later still no sign of him ‘where is he?’ He is never late. He arrives home at the same time every single day you can place a bet on it and set your watch by him so why isn't he at home? Hopefully nothing bad has happened and he is out having drinks with friends or work colleagues. That's a good thing or wishful thinking! If that's the case getting on with his life again forgetting about what she did to him, I’ve already lost one parent I can't lose the other one as well that would just end my world ‘Betty stop thinking like that he is okay he hasn't run away like she did everything is fine he will have a good reason as to why he is late!’ Wait! Maybe he is still at work working some overtime and has either forgotten to tell me or he did tell me and I totally forgot it's probably me, I wasn't listening when he told me my fault, I hope he arrives home soon otherwise dinner will be ruined.

In desperation I phone his work hoping to hear his voice when he answers the phone and then I can stop panicking and relax, but when the phone finally gets answered it's not his voice not even a males voice that I hear it's some woman's voice but she knows exactly who I am it takes me a few seconds but finally I recognise it. The woman's voice is my fathers secretary. Why is she answering that phone? That phone is located in his office its only him that answers it thats weird, she tells me that he left work hours ago he only came in for the morning apparently he told her that he had something really important that he had to do in the afternoon so he needed time off to sort it out and that he didn't want to be disturbed whatever it was he said it couldn't wait so he only came in for a couple of hours and went. That's strange, he never told me anything last night and I was with him all night until he fell asleep like usual in his chair, then I went upstairs to bed and when I came down in the morning he was still asleep in his chair in the exact same spot that I left him in, I woke him up when I got up for school the next morning, this morning 'what's so important that he needed to do?’The only thing that I can think off and hoping that he is doing is something to do with my mother hopefully divorce papers and then he can finally move on with his life. The only option that I have left is to ring his mobile and hope that he answers it I dial it luckily it starts ringing hopefully he has it on sound and not silent that definitely won't help it keeps ringing over and over he isn't answering it ‘what's going on why isn't he answering his phone just pick it up!’ I end the call it's just ringing it's not even going to answer the phone he must have switched that off. I wonder into the hallway and face the front door hoping to hear his keys in the door thumbling like normal or seeing his blurry image though the glass panels in the door but nothing I stare at the door for ages just frozen to the spot I can't tear my eyes away from the door he might come though it any second now I need to make sure that he is okay ‘where is he?’ Whilst I’m standing here I try ringing his phone again it starts ringing over and over again exactly like before and still he doesn't answer but hang on a minute that's weird I can hear something, a noise not voices this time just a noise, which is strange and spooky as i'm the only individual in this house. The noise sounds like its coming from upstairs I move closer to the stairs it's definitely upstairs whatever or whoever it is, I stand still for a few minutes and listen to the noise wait a minute I recognise that noise its a ringtone from a mobile phone hang on that's his ringtone thats his phone my fathers phone! I only know that cause I picked it out for him it was a jolly, cheerful ringtone hoping to make him smile a bit, what is it doing upstairs when father is supposed to be at work or somewhere I bet he has either left his phone at home on purpose or accidentally and he now can't remember which and is now out wasting time trying to find it I wish there was a way to tell him but if that's the case I’ve just gotta sit back now and relax until he finally decides to give up and comes home for dinner.

I'm hoping that he is upstairs, when I finally reach the landing, going as quietly as possible. Hopefully he is asleep up here and trying not to wake him. I'm still ringing his phone. It's definitely up here the noise is getting louder and louder now to find the room that he is in. The first one I go up to is my bedroom door I gently put my ear up to the door and stand in silence I hold my breath waiting and waiting nothing it's quiet, the noise isn't coming from my room that means one down two to go, next up its the bathroom but the door is open so I just stand in the doorway and listen the noise is definitely not in the bathroom the only option left is my parents bedroom. The noise is getting louder and louder the closer i'm getting to the bedroom, I put my ear up to the door his mobile is definitely 100% in there which is strange as no-one has been in there since she left not even my father goes in there he won't let anyone in there, maybe and this is what i'm hoping that he is in there sorting things out hopefully chucking my mothers things out and it's finally hit home that she isn't coming back. Listening through the door expecting to hear footsteps and him rummaging around moving stuff those sort of noises but as I listen I hear nothing, nothing at all dead silence perhaps he got exhausted and decided to take a nap I better wake him up apart from his dinner getting cold he must be hungry by now being at work and then doing this and plus he won't sleep properly tonight and he desperately needs a decent night's sleep. I quietly knock on the door with nothing but silence, so I knock a bit louder and this time call for him ‘Dad, dad, dad are you in there?’ I stand in silence waiting for a reply I think I hear something, someone is moving around in there very quietly but im sure I can hear something instead of knocking again I pull the door handle down and slowly then gently push open the door when it gets wide enough I look through apart from the smell nothing yet I can't see him from what I can see he definitely hasn't started to clear the room up it's exactly how it was the day that my mother left the only difference is everything now is covered in a thick layer of dust and cobwebs hanging everywhere and by god that awful smell that is hurting
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