—continued…
He threw her out the door and the room flooded with silence. There’s no sound in the room. All the girls, including me are frozen. Frozen because it’s so cold and frozen in shock.
   The door flung back open and he looked at us all with his dark eyes. “If any of you speak, you’ll be joining her!” the door slammed and the room went silent again.

   My heart is racing. I don’t think I’ll be able to take this much longer. I’m cold. I’m starving. I feel sick and I want to go home.

   Thud! A thud came from outside the room. Followed by another and lots more. I cover my ears. 

I was shivering all night. At least, I think it was the night. The barn is pitch black. There ain’t even a slit of sunlight or moonlight peaking through and reflecting on the wall or ground.

   I’m starving! My tummy keeps grumbling. Is he gonna give us some food or what! I think it’s been nearly two days. What if he starves us?

   And where is Carly. I want her with me. Or even in another cage in this room. At least I know she’s with me. What if she’s escaped? No. she wouldn’t leave me her. Unless she has gone to call for help. Or…she’s…dead.
   At tear ran down my cheek. The only time I get to see my sister after month, she gets taken from me.

   I remember! There’s a phone in my…oh, it’s gone. He’s took it. I bet there wouldn’t be any signal out her anyway. Why does he live out here? What sick man is he?

   There’s a rumbling outside. A rumble of an engine. An engine in a car! The mud and stones crumbled as the wheels rolled over the track. As soon as the crumbling noise disappeared all the girls started talking. He’d gone! I won’t get my hopes up because he’s obviously not gone forever. He’ll be back.

   The girls were all telling me about themselves. Their names. Even thought its pitch black I can figure out whereabouts they are in the room. 

   There are eleven girls in eleven cages in this one barn. Maggie, Sara, Tilly, Jade, Saffron, Emily, Caitlyn, Angelina, Brooke, Laura and May. Each one of them fourteen or fifteen. Just like me.

   “Well haven’t you tried to escape?” I ask.

   “How?” Emily asks. She has a distinct voice. “We’re in bloody cages!”

   “And there’s wire on our feet.”

   “Have none of you actually tried?” I ask. Surely they must have. Why would you wanna stay in a place like this? With a freak who obviously takes a liking to locking up young girls in cages! “Surely you wanna get away from here.”

   “All of us are too scared. Lucy…this girl called Lucy who went about two months ag—”

   Some of these girls have been here for months! “You’ve been here for months! But—”

   “Well, we think its months. We can sort of tell because he lets us have showers once a week. I’ve had at least twelve showers. Also, you can sort of here him sometimes saying what day it is.” Caitlyn explains.
   “What happened to Lucy? I’m sorry I interrupted.” I apologise.

   “She managed to escape from his arms when he was putting her back in the cage. We’d all just got back from the showers,” Angelina continued. “I hate having a shower once a week. I hate peeing in the pots in here.”

   I hadn’t realised I had one. Mines behind me. I probably wouldn’t have worked out what it was for if I’d seen it anyway.

   “She ran for her life. She managed to throw one of his axes at him. That’s why he’s got two fingers missing from his left hand. Lucy never came back and no police have ever turned up. We don’t know what happened to her.”

   “Did her kill her?” I ask.

   “We don’t think so. We did here her shout something as she was running outside.” Sara said.

   “Electric!” Jade shouted.

   “We think an electric fence killed her. I think he has them all about outside.”

   I’ve been thinking all day about escaping. But, by the sounds of this, I don’t think I’ll be very successful.

   “Is there another barn?” 

   “There’s about four.”

   My heart leaped. Maybe Carly’s alive!

   “I and my sister Carly were kinda spying on him,” I explain to the girls. “I think he was the one who sent me a text saying ‘I’m coming for you!’. He beeped me in his car when I was walking my dog. I saw him in the cinema and on the way home on the motorway he nearly swerved into us.
   “That’s when we decided to follow his car which took us down a road leading away from the motorway. We were driving further and further into the countryside. In the middle of nowhere.

   “We stopped and parked the car behind a bush and my sister spied on him through some binoculars of hers. He unfortunately spotted us when a load of birds flew out of the tree which we’d disturbed. We drove as quickly as we could to get away.

   “A truck was coming down the road and it luckily distracted him. I and my sister drove into a ditch which was covered by a hedgerow. That’s when it happened. The last thing I remember was something with a large force crash into the back of the car. It must have knocked us out.

   “Are you close with your sister?” Tilly asks.

   “Not really. I used to be. She’s been in university for last few months. She hasn’t bothered to call me and my parents at all in that time. Carly came and wanted to stay with us after she’d heard what had been happened to me with him!”

   “She must be in one of the other barns.”

   “I want her. I want to go home. I want him dead.” I start crying. I do though. You never think about how you’d feel or what you’d do if you were taken from your family, when you’re with them most of the time. You don’t realise how much you’d actually miss them.

   I want the police to find this man. Even if they don’t kill him, at least lock him up and torture him they way he’s done to these girls.

   I just don’t wanna get hurt. Just cutting my finger or whatever by accident I go mad. What is he actually doing to them? Do I even wanna know?
The Showers

He didn’t get back at least after two hours. I felt calm when he wasn’t there. I didn’t get that horrible feeling knowing that he’s only next door. And one thing you did, like talk, could get you killed.
   I’m starving to death. The last food I had was popcorn and that ain’t even proper food. So my stomach is dying. I’ve been sick already.
   I want to go home. I wonder if mum and dad have called the police because I and Carly have gone missing for, what, three days I think?

   It reminds me of all those TV shows you watch like CSI and that, where people go missing. It usually turns out that they’re dead. I’m just scared. I’m scared I’m gonna get killed.
   The door opened and the lights lit up. It hurt my eyes. I haven’t seen any light for hours. Maybe days…

   “Here’s your food.” He grumbled.

   Food! Yes!

   He opened a latch on the top of the cages and tipped food in. unfortunately on the cold, dirty floor. I’m starving to death. I don’t care if it’s been on the floor. Its food for heaven sake. I bet the poor African people have to eat their food dirty. I’ll be living their life for however long I’m in here. Maybe months…years…if I can last that long.

   You can hear all the girls chomping. Its only vegetable stuff. I need a drink as well. The food is rank. Tastes like sick. It looks like sick. I’m quite fussy with my food, but if I wanna live instead of starving to death, I better eat what I get given. When I’m given the chance.

   So he’s given us food for the first time in I think three days! Three days! I feel like I’m going to die.
   If he wants to keep us then why is he trying to kill us? We’re gonna die soon if he feeds us once every three days and gives us a bottle of water a day. I’m always thirsty.

   It reminds me of that film called twenty seven hours. When that guy gets his hand trapped and survives six days without food and hardly any water. It’s horrible.

I think it’s the morning. I’m guessing like always. I wake up on the cold floor and stretch in the tiny cage, well just about stretch.

   The door opens wide and in he comes. His great big black boots, jeans all torn and a large black coat which is drowning him. A scruffy old knitted jumpers underneath and his hair is thick grease. His hands are covered in mud and his nails have dirt under them. You could say he was a tramp. I bet he never washes. That explains the mud and the greasy hair. I bet he never washes his clothes either. 

   A ring of keys rattle on his pocket which he unclips and holds in his right hand.

   “Shower time.” He chuckled nastily.

   It was I suppose good for me. I like to keep clean. Having no shower for a day can annoy me loads.

   He pulled a large chain down from the wall and clipped each girl to it. I’d wondered what the clips chains on my wrists were for. He must do this so we can’t escape.

   There was all of us girls all hooked to a long chain which he pulled us along and took us to the showers. 

   It’s so weird leaving the barn. It doesn’t look right. My eyes are finally meeting natural light which they haven’t seen in I think four days.
   The whole place is pretty big. There are lots of barns like they said. I hope Carly’s in one of them. I want to ask one of the girls whether all the barns of girls go to the showers together. It’s just; I don’t want him to do anything to me.

   The shower room is a large room. 
