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      Foreword

      
      On 28th June 1995 a man was released from prison in Kent, where he had served four years for the kidnapping of an eleven-year-old
         girl and the attempted kidnapping of a seventeen-year-old. A month later he moved to East-bourne. This was in the days before
         the Sex Offenders’ Register and he slipped quietly off the police radar.
      

      In 1998, 14 miles along the coast in Hastings, two young girls were becoming firm friends. They liked clothes and sweets and
         computer games and the Spice Girls. After they had reached their tenth birthdays, their parents decided they were responsible
         enough to walk to school together every morning without adult supervision. After all, it was only a ten-minute walk.
      

      The man didn’t have any friends, or a job. He lived alone in a dreary flat above a shopping centre. His only interest in life
         was pretty young girls…
      

   
      PART 1

      
      
      
      1

      
      
      
      
      Charlene

      
      
      Lisa and I were best friends from the day I started at Christ Church Primary School in June 1998, when I was nine years old.
         I’d moved schools quite a few times by then because I’d been in and out of foster care since I was very small, but at last
         I had a proper home with my dad and I hoped that I could finally settle somewhere and make some real friends.
      

      
      Christ Church Primary seemed much bigger than any school I’d been to before, with a confusing layout. There were two different
         staircases up the middle – the little kids went one way while the bigger kids went the other and I thought I would never be
         able to find my way around. A boy called Dan was assigned to guide me for the day, pointing out where the toilets were and
         so forth, but although he seemed nice I felt nervous and too scared to strike up a conversation with anyone.
      

      
      In the Year 4 classroom, I’d only just started writing the sentences the teacher asked us to copy out when the lead snapped
         off the end of my pencil. I looked in my pencil case and realised I’d forgotten to bring a sharpener.
      

      
      ‘Does anyone have a sharpener I can borrow?’ I whispered timidly to the group sitting nearest.

      
      A voice behind me said, ‘I’ve got a Spice Girls sharpener.’ I turned round to see a girl with short, curly, light brown hair
         and two round bunches on the sides, like Princess Leia in Star Wars.
      

      
      ‘Thanks,’ I said. I loved the Spice Girls. Baby Spice had been my first favourite but now I preferred Posh because she was
         so sophisticated and I liked the way she dressed.
      

      
      ‘You can keep it,’ the girl said, and I smiled shyly at her.

      
      ‘You’re new,’ she said. ‘What school did you go to before?’

      
      ‘I’ve just moved down to Hastings to stay with my dad. I was in London before.’

      
      ‘Where do you live?’

      
      I told her the name of our road.

      
      ‘I live just one road down from yours,’ she said. ‘My name’s Lisa. I’ll play with you at break time if you like, if you haven’t
         got anyone else to play with.’
      

      
      I nodded and grinned and was about to say ‘Yes, please,’ when the teacher told us to stop talking and get on with our work.

      
      At break time we walked out to the playground together, chatting all the way. I really liked her shoes, which were a bright
         blue, green and yellow mix with foam rubber soles and a strap across the top. She liked the hairband I was wearing with my
         name spelt out across it in different-coloured letters on a black velvet background. I liked her funky nail varnish – blue
         with yellow dots – and the fact that she was so little and sweet and happy. She smiled the whole time, as if she didn’t have a single care in the world.
      

      
      I invited her up to my dad’s house that evening and she arrived wearing a little pink cardigan and denim hot-pants and those
         blue sandals and we just hit it off. We quickly found out that we both collected teddy bears and arranged to swap some with
         each other. We liked playing Crash Bandicoot on PlayStation, and doing our hair and playing card games like Crazy Ace. The
         time just flew when we were together, and we never ran out of things to chat about. Dad was happy that I’d found a friend,
         and so was I.
      

      
      It was only two weeks till the end of term, but then it was the summer holidays and we spent the whole summer playing together,
         either at my house or at Lisa’s. She had swings in her garden, but her dad was very strict so we spent more time up at mine,
         having water fights in the paddling pool, making little camps, walking to the Spar to get ice creams or sneaking up to throw
         water balloons at her older brother James. She often stayed overnight at mine, although I never stayed at hers because her
         dad didn’t like noise. I’d never been allowed to have a friend staying over before, but I loved it. We would stay awake for
         hours, whispering secrets to each other and telling each other about our lives.
      

      
      I had quite a story to tell, I suppose, and it was very different to Lisa’s background. She had a brother and two sisters,
         and parents who were married and lived together – just a nice, normal family, or so it seemed to me. There was nothing normal
         about my childhood, though it was a bit more settled now that I was at last living with my dad, his wife Philomena and her daughter Ceri-Jane. It had taken a
         long journey to get there.
      

      
      My mum was an alcoholic and a heroin addict and she kept trying to go clean but couldn’t manage, even when she was pregnant
         with me. I was born prematurely and addicted to methadone, which meant I was very small and couldn’t breathe for myself, so
         I had to be kept in an incubator in hospital for several months before I was allowed home.
      

      
      I had two half-sisters, Carol and Rose, but they were much older than me – twenty years or so – and had their own homes. Carol
         had kids of her own, and I saw her from time to time but I hardly saw Rose at all. I also had a couple of much older half-brothers
         but I’d never met them and didn’t know anything about them.
      

      
      Mum and I lived in a West London maisonette that was filthy and always full of different men who were coming and going, injecting
         drugs then disappearing into the bedroom with her. I’d be left on my own watching horror movies on the telly while they groaned
         and panted in the next room. I knew exactly what they were doing. One time when I was three I walked in while she was having
         sex with someone and I asked, ‘Mummy, where’s the cookie jar?’
      

      
      ‘It’s in the cupboard,’ she told me, stopping briefly.

      
      So I went downstairs and got a biscuit. It didn’t faze me at all. I don’t know when I learned the facts of life but it felt
         as though I’d always known.
      

      
      Once I was asleep on Mum’s lap and I woke up to find a man trying to put his penis into her mouth. That’s what her so-called ‘friends’ were like.

      
      Some of the men shouted at me and pushed me around a bit but none of them ever harmed me. They quite often fought with each
         other, though. I remember one fight when a guy got stabbed in the bum and there was blood all over our sofa. I didn’t like
         to sit on it after that because every time I looked at it I felt sick.
      

      
      There was never any food in the cupboards so I was often starving, but if Mum took me to nursery school they’d give me school
         lunches of pizza or sandwiches or roast chicken. We didn’t have dinner times at home. I’d get fed when Mum could be bothered,
         if she had anything in the house. I have an early memory of sitting in front of the television eating mushy peas out of a
         tin and thinking they were delicious.
      

      
      I loved my mum to pieces, though. When she was being nice, she was great fun and used to give me lovely cuddles. But that
         could change in a heartbeat. I didn’t know what drugs she was taking but I knew whenever she’d taken some because from being
         my smiling, affectionate mother she would suddenly change and would be off her face, just lying on the sofa, eyes rolling
         back, not doing anything. It was worse when she was drunk because she got violent then; either that or we’d go out and I’d
         have to sit outside the pub waiting for her for hours on end.
      

      
      Once, I picked her some flowers from the garden but when I came into the flat to give them to her, she was drunk.

      
      ‘I’ve got you some flowers,’ I said, holding them out and beaming from ear to ear, sure that she would be pleased with me.

      
      ‘Get out of the way,’ she snarled and pushed me over, before she staggered upstairs with some man and locked the bedroom door
         behind her. I still remember how shocked and hurt I felt sitting on the hall floor, clutching my straggly flowers and staring
         after her.
      

      
      Sometimes I asked about my dad, but Mum hated him with a passion and wouldn’t tell me anything except that he was a thieving,
         lying, no-good junkie who was probably in jail; so I stopped asking after a while.
      

      
      When I was four, social services stepped in. Seemingly I was suffering from malnutrition, with my ribs sticking out, and they
         decided enough was enough. I was taken into care and assigned to foster parents. Between the ages of four and six, I think
         I had about four different sets of foster parents. There were definitely benefits to this – I got fed, my hair was brushed,
         I got a story read to me at bedtime, I had nice clean clothes – but all the time I missed Mum. I would much rather have been
         back with her than living with strangers in their house. None of them were as much fun as she could be when she was sober.
      

      
      Once a week, we had supervised visits when Mum came to see me in a special hall with lots of toys on the floor. I looked forward
         to her visits like mad, but she didn’t always turn up and if she did, she might be off her face. She kept applying to have
         me back and when I was five I did go home to live with her again for a few months. She was clean of drugs but still drinking. Some days she would be the most brilliant mum in the world to me, then the next
         she was so ratty you didn’t want to be anywhere near her. I suppose social services still didn’t think she was taking proper
         care of me because before long I was whipped off into foster care again.
      

      
      Meanwhile, I had started at primary school but it was hard to make friends because I felt so different from all of them. They
         had proper mums and dads and nice houses, and they had birthday parties and Christmas stockings and went for sleepovers at
         each other’s houses. Obviously I couldn’t have anyone to stay over at Mum’s, and when I was in care, it was a complicated
         process with forms to be filled in before I could have anyone back to play, so I never bothered. I changed schools a few times
         as I changed foster parents, so any friends I made were left behind anyway.
      

      
      Then, when I was six, my dad’s sister Vera and her husband Harry said that they would foster me. They had two boys, Scott
         and Steven, who were much older than me. Scott was about seventeen when I arrived and Steven had already left home. My Auntie
         Vera was absolutely lovely. I think maybe she had always wanted a girl because she started buying me lots of girly presents,
         like pink Barbie shoes, and fifty-two Polly Pockets along with the Polly Pocket village, and not only did I have lots of Barbies
         but I also had the camper van, the horse, the house and everything to go with it. My whole bedroom was Barbie pink, from the
         bedcovers to the wastepaper basket to the lampshade.
      

      
      Auntie Vera took me to drama classes and singing lessons and Irish dance club and I loved anything to do with performing.
         I didn’t like school so much though. I was diagnosed as dyslexic and no matter how much they give you the soft soap, I always
         felt self-conscious that I couldn’t read very well. I was way behind the rest of the class and that made me feel as though
         I must be stupid.
      

      
      Once I was living at Auntie Vera’s, my dad came back into my life. He came round one Sunday soon after I arrived and we all
         sat in the sitting room together having tea and cakes. I was worried because Mum had always told me he was evil and no good,
         so I hung back a bit and didn’t go over to give him a hug or anything.
      

      
      ‘Do you remember me?’ he asked first and I shook my head, then I worried that might seem rude.

      
      ‘We’ve met a couple of times before,’ he said, ‘When you were living at your mum’s, but you were very young at the time.’

      
      He had a nice face and he looked straight at me when he was talking to me, which I liked. He explained to me that he had been
         a heroin addict, like Mum, but had signed himself into a rehab centre in Bexhill and got clean. He told me that as soon as
         he heard I’d been taken into care, he’d gone to the courts to try to get custody of me or even just to be allowed to visit
         me but his requests were always denied because of his past record, which included some time in jail for theft back when he
         was a drug addict.
      

      
      ‘I’m living down in Hastings now,’ he said, ‘Working as a counsellor at a rehabilitation centre. That means I help other people to come off drugs.’

      
      ‘Could you help my mum?’ I asked innocently, and there was a hush in the room as the adults all looked at each other.

      
      ‘I don’t know if she’s ready to stop yet,’ he replied at last. ‘But if you like, you could come down and visit me in Hastings
         some time and I’ll show you around. It’s just by the seaside. Would you like that?’
      

      
      I felt a bit odd because I didn’t really know him, even if he was my dad. ‘Could Auntie Vera come too?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Yes, of course. And your Uncle Harry.’

      
      We didn’t go down straight away but I found myself beginning to look forward to Dad’s visits. I liked the way he talked to
         me, like an equal instead of a grown-up talking to a child, and he always listened to what I told him and remembered to ask
         me questions the next time. If I said I had a maths test at school, he would remember to ask how it went. He remembered that
         I had a friend called Toni and he’d always ask ‘How’s Toni?’ when he came. After a while he started taking me out for lunch
         and he always let me go to McDonald’s. I loved McDonald’s. It was my absolute favourite place.
      

      
      I still saw Mum on supervised visits at weekends, and I started playing up a bit and blackmailing her.

      
      ‘If you don’t buy me a chocolate bar,’ I said, ‘I’ll go and live with my dad.’

      
      She hated that thought so she always bought me the chocolate bar. ‘You can’t do that, sweetie,’ she coaxed. ‘You and me are going to live together again, just as soon as I knock some sense into the authorities.’

      
      By the time I was eight, things were much better. Mum had stopped taking drugs and hadn’t even been drinking for six months
         because she was determined that I should be allowed to come back and live with her. Social services had said she just had
         to manage a couple more weeks of staying clean and then I could go home, so I was really excited. Every Saturday, she came
         to the children’s centre for a supervised visit, and she always brought me a Lion bar, which was my favourite chocolate bar.
         She looked really well, she’d got a nice new flat and she’d got engaged to a lovely bloke called Malcolm, who wasn’t in the
         drugs scene. She promised me that she had left all her old druggie friends behind and she only saw nice people now. I couldn’t
         wait to go home because she was my mum and I loved her to pieces.
      

      
      Then one Saturday, Mum didn’t turn up. Uncle Harry took me to the centre for a visit and we sat together in the big hall with
         all the toys in the middle and the other children who were having supervised visits all messing around, and we waited and
         waited for over an hour. As we sat there in silence, I felt a cold fear crawling over my skin. I knew something bad had happened.
         She wouldn’t have forgotten. She wanted me back with her so much that the only reason she wouldn’t have come that day would
         be if she was dead. I actually thought that. It was as if somehow I knew.
      

      
      It was two days later before it was confirmed. I was watching telly with Auntie Vera and Uncle Harry when the doorbell rang. I went to answer it and it was my half-sister Carol.

      
      ‘I’ve got bad news,’ she said bluntly. ‘Mum’s dead.’

      
      My worst fears had come true. I just stood there and couldn’t react. I didn’t ask how; I knew it had to be drug-related.

      
      Carol stood fidgeting on the doorstep for a bit, then she said, ‘I’ll let you know when the funeral is,’ and off she went.

      
      ‘Who is it?’ my aunt’s voice called from the sitting room.

      
      ‘It was Carol,’ I told her going back into the room. ‘She says my mum is dead.’

      
      Auntie Vera gave a little scream and jumped up to hug me, but I didn’t cry or anything. I felt completely numb. Shortly afterwards
         I went out to play with my friends outside and I didn’t say anything about it to them. It was as if it hadn’t happened.
      

      
      A week later I went to Mum’s funeral, in a little room at a crematorium, and still I didn’t get upset. There were only a few
         people there because most of Mum’s friends had died from drug overdoses before her, and it was over very quickly.
      

      
      After the funeral, I kept having dreams in which I woke up and Mum was still alive. I don’t think the reality had sunk in.
         It was about a year later when I suddenly had a delayed reaction to it all. It’s as if I’d been given an anaesthetic and after
         a year it wore off and the grief burst out in a great big emotional rush. It was then that I asked Auntie Vera what had happened
         and she explained it to me.
      

      
      It seems that Mum had had a massive argument with Malcolm and he stormed off for the evening, leaving her at home on her own.
         She was so upset that she fell off the wagon and took some heroin. Because she’d been clean for six months, her body had lost
         its ability to cope with the drug and all her organs just shut down. Malcolm came back and found her in bed, where she seemed
         as though she was sleeping, so he just climbed in beside her. It was only when he rolled over to give her a hug at six in
         the morning that he realised she was stone cold.
      

      
      I cried all the time for months after that. I started having problems at school because I couldn’t concentrate on lessons,
         and I kept asking Auntie Vera if I could take days off because I was so upset. She was lovely to me right through that period
         but it was my mum I wanted and I couldn’t have her. I couldn’t ever hug her or laugh and joke with her again. It was the hardest
         thing I’d ever had to cope with. It hurt so much.
      

      
      Even now, when Lisa and I were whispering secrets to each other after we’d snuggled down in our duvets, I couldn’t tell her
         about everything that had happened to me. Some things were so bad and so painful that I couldn’t tell anyone, ever. Losing
         Mum was just the beginning.
      

      
      
   
      
      
      
      
      
      2

      
      
      
      
      Lisa

      
      
      When Charlene told me about everything that had happened to her in her life, I could only imagine what that must be like.
         Our family seemed very dull and ordinary by comparison, but secretly I was glad. I thought that Charlene must have had some
         terrible experiences and I hoped I’d never have to go through anything as bad. I was happy feeling safe and secure at home.
      

      
      We lived in a maisonette in Hastings, upstairs from my granddad, my mum’s dad, whom I was very close to. He lived in the flat
         below, and I’d be in and out of his place all day long. He used to be a teacher before he retired, so he helped me with my
         homework after school – but he’d never give me the answers, and instead made me work them out for myself. He’d give me juice
         and biscuits while we worked, and find bits of paper for me to do my drawings on when we finished. He loved my art – I was
         especially good at copying cartoon characters – and was always encouraging me to draw pictures for him.
      

      
      Upstairs, there were four of us children – my brother James, who is two years older than me, my sister Christine, who is two
         years younger, and the baby, Georgie, who is nine years younger than me. My dad was very strict. We all had to sit around the dinner table together every
         evening and we weren’t allowed to leave until we had cleaned our plates and everyone else was finished as well. Dad hated
         noise and the kind of mess and racket that children make, so we weren’t allowed in the front room when he was watching telly
         in case we disturbed him. We were rarely allowed to have friends over to play, and Dad never let us have anyone over to stay
         the night, even though we begged. He said he worked very hard and needed his rest when he was at home. He worked as a gardener
         for the council, doing the flowers along the seafront, and he just loved gardening. He was very good at it, I think.
      

      
      My mum didn’t work. I used to think she was very beautiful, with long black hair and a slim figure, but she could be a bit
         dopey and I couldn’t really confide in her if I had a problem because she never kept secrets. She was always going out with
         her friends while Dad stayed at home to babysit for us, and if she were at home, she’d have friends round to sit and gossip
         with her over a coffee or a glass of wine.
      

      
      I was a very girly girl, with my Barbies and my pink bike. Dad built us a Wendy house in the back garden that had carpets
         and curtains and some old car seats to sit on and I liked taking my friends in there to play cards when Dad let them come
         over. In my bedroom, I had posters of the Spice Girls, Leonardo di Caprio and Snow White, from the Disney film. I shared my
         room with my sister Christine and I kept my half of that bedroom spotlessly clean and tidy – in fact, people used to compare me to Monica from Friends, who is obsessive about cleaning. I could tell instantly if anyone had been in, because everything had its own place and
         I’d notice if things were moved by even a millimetre or two. I’d know if Christine had borrowed my shoes because she never
         put them back in exactly the right place, and I knew when my brother or sister had found the latest hiding place for my money
         pot and helped themselves to fifty pence. It used to make me furious but no matter how hard I tried to think of good new hiding
         places, they always seemed to find them.
      

      
      I liked primary school and did well at most subjects – except for science, which I hated. I won a competition once for a story
         I wrote about a rainbow fish, and I was good at art, reading and maths. I had plenty of friends – Samantha, who had been a
         close friend since nursery school; Lisa, the chatterbox with the same name as me; and Luke, who was sometimes mean to me because
         he was a boy and boys that age aren’t meant to be nice to girls, but who was basically a friend as well. And when I was ten,
         I had a boyfriend called Stevie. He had black hair and pale skin, and we used to go out on our bikes together or I’d go round
         to his house to play on his computer. I was his girlfriend for about a year, but we only kissed once, and that was just a
         little peck.
      

      
      As soon as Charlene arrived at Christ Church Primary and I lent her my Spice Girls sharpener, we were best friends. She had
         long dark brown hair that was held back in a pretty hairband and seemed quite quiet – although I soon found out that was just
         because she was new to the school and feeling a bit shy. Once the holidays started, we spent hours and hours at her house. Her dad, Keith, made me feel
         completely welcome and said I could stay over at weekends whenever I wanted to. He was obviously very pleased to have Charlene
         living with him, and wanted to see her happy, so if she asked me to come and stay, then I could.
      

      
      Even though her dad doted on her, Charlene didn’t have a totally easy life at home. I felt sorry for her, because I could
         see that she didn’t get on very well with her stepsister Ceri-Jane, who was always accusing her of messing with her make-up
         and touching her things. When they passed in the hall, Ceri-Jane would say things like ‘Hello, smelly!’ Charlene would ignore
         her and pretend not to care, but I could see that it hurt her feelings. Her stepmother, Philomena, didn’t seem too keen on
         Charlene being around the place either – she was always snapping at her and telling her that her dad was spoiling her. She
         didn’t seem to like me much either – I don’t think she liked any of Charlene’s friends. We never asked her for anything because
         we knew she would say ‘no’ but Keith was so kind, he would give us whatever we wanted, so we were always asking him for sweets
         or this and that. I loved it round at Charlene’s house because it felt so relaxed compared to my home, if we ignored Ceri-Jane
         and Philomena, and we were really allowed to do whatever we liked.
      

      
      When we were playing, Charlene was usually the one who would be in charge. I’ve never been a bossy kind of person and I was
         quite happy to just go along with her. She usually chose the games we played and decided the rules. When we realised we both had lots of teddy bears, we decided
         to swap some and I don’t know how but I ended up giving her three of my bears for the one of hers that I wanted, but I didn’t
         mind.
      

      
      I was an innocent nine-year-old, and my childhood had been very sheltered. Char was much more streetwise than me and I listened
         open-mouthed when she told me bits and pieces about her background: that her mother had been a drug addict and that she’d
         been taken into care when she was four because she wasn’t being looked after properly. She had only come to live with her
         dad that year even though he’d been applying through the courts to have her for ages. I thought it was a very sad story and
         I felt so sorry for her when she told me that her mother had died. I couldn’t imagine anything worse than losing your mum.
         After Charlene confided in me about such an awful thing, I felt very close to her.
      

      
      Charlene was more grown-up than me in other ways as well. We had a sex education class at school one day, where they told
         us about starting periods and growing breasts, and I thought periods sounded disgusting. When we came out of the lesson, I
         said to Charlene, ‘Yuck! Imagine all that blood in your knickers.’
      

      
      And she said, ‘It’s not that bad. Don’t worry about it. I started mine earlier this year.’

      
      I was amazed. ‘But you’re only nine. The teacher said in the lesson it might happen when you were eleven or twelve.’

      
      She shrugged. ‘I’m just an early developer.’ Then she said something I didn’t understand at all. ‘It means I could get pregnant now.’

      
      I looked at her questioningly but she changed the subject. I had absolutely no idea how you got pregnant. I suppose I thought
         it was something that only happened when you got married. I knew babies grew in their mother’s tummies because my mum had
         only just given birth to Georgie that year, but as to how they got there I hadn’t a clue and I’d never thought to question
         it.
      

      
      Because Charlene seemed more mature than me, and she was a good few inches taller, I suppose we slipped into a pattern where
         she looked after me, like a big sister. She would stand up to my brother if he was bullying me and cook meals for me at her
         place, and comfort me if I was upset. My brother James, who is two years older than me, used to beat me up sometimes and once
         he made me ride my bike all the way to Filsham School with him, which is about half an hour away, then he left me to find
         my way home on my own. I think he felt left out in our family, because there were three of us girls and no other boys, and
         maybe that’s why he took it out on us sometimes – or maybe it’s just an oldest child thing. Maybe all big brothers are the
         same.
      

      
      In September, we went back to school. Now we were in Year Five, and very excited to be moving up and getting our new timetables.
         We were both kitted out in our new shoes and schoolbags. Now that we were ten years old, our parents decided that we were
         big enough to walk to school together: it was only ten minutes away and there were no main roads to cross. Charlene’s stepmum
         Philomena would walk her down to our house, then we’d set off on our own, chattering away about all sorts.
      

      
      That’s what we were doing on the morning of Tuesday 19 January 1999. Just going on our way to school, like any other day.
         Two small girls walking along the road, talking away to each other and expecting to be at school in just a few minutes.
      

      
      
   


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


Abducted/images/9780141042176_Abducted_cover_IMGX.jpg
Ll

&
5
e
bl |
¥
-
- i
*
.{1
§

CHARLENE LUNNO
- LISAHOODLESS







Abducted/images/9780141042176_Abducted_001_IMGX.jpg








Abducted/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





