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​​Chapter 1
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As Joe was lying on the bed, he became aware of his surroundings. The soft voices, now a distant hum, seemed to be coming from somewhere above him. He tried to lift his head to get a better look, but his neck felt heavy and unresponsive. His limbs, too, remained immobile, as if weighed down by an invisible force. His eyelids felt heavy, and his mouth was dry.

The room itself was dimly lit, with a faint, blueish glow emanating from the corners. The air was thick and heavy, carrying the scent of stale air and a hint of something metallic. Joe's mouth felt dry, his tongue sticking to the roof of his mouth as he tried to speak.

Joe, confused and scared, looked for his imaginary friend. Voice was part of his life from a young age. Voice filled the void of his parents, who did not see Joe as for what he was. His mother tried to make him a girl, and his father resented him for being weak.

Voice filled the empty space in Joe’s life, providing a friend he so desperately needed to alleviate the loneliness. Voice gave Joe a purpose, making him feel safe and loved. Voice instilled in Joe the courage to face his tormentors, helping him overcome the challenges that Joe had to face.

Despite his efforts, Voice remained silent. "Voice, are you there?” Joe asked, not sure if the words left his mouth. But no answer came back. “Voice I’m talking to you. Where am I? What is going on?” Joe kept on asking. Yet Voice didn’t answer.

Joe's questions once again went unanswered. The soft whispers continued, growing fainter as if the speakers were slowly retreating from the room. Joe's sense of unease grew his mind racing with questions about his situation. 

As the whispers faded into the distance, Joe was left alone in the dimly lit room, trapped in his immobile state. The silence was deafening, punctuated only by the occasional creak of the steel bed beneath him. Joe's thoughts raced, trying to make sense of the situation, but the answers remained elusive. Voice, once his guide and companion, was now silent, leaving him to navigate this mysterious and unsettling reality on his own.

***
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Joe's eyes fluttered open, and he found himself once again lying on the same theater bed. This time, however, he could hear the muffled voices at the foot of the bed. The whispers were clearer, and he could make out the words being spoken.

Joe's ears perked up as he heard the voices again, this time discussing a psychologist. His confusion deepened as he tried to understand the situation. Why were they talking about a psychologist? And what did they mean by "the patient"?

The first voice asked, "What did the psychologist say about the patient's condition?" Its concern was palpable, and Joe couldn't help but feel a sense of dread creeping up on him. 

The second voice replied, "I'm not sure what will happen, but for now, we will keep the patient under sedation." It’s tone was more measured and professional, but it did little to ease Joe's growing unease.

As he lay there, Joe's thoughts raced with possibilities. Was he a patient? What kind of condition did he have? And why was he being kept under sedation? The more he tried to piece together the puzzle, the more his mind spun with questions and fears.

The voices at the foot of the bed continued to speak in hushed tones, but Joe couldn't make out any more details. He was left alone with his thoughts, his heart pounding in his chest as he struggled to understand what was happening to him. The silence that followed was deafening, and Joe could feel his anxiety building with each passing moment. Joe's heart raced as he tried to process what he was hearing. The mention of a psychologist and sedation sent a wave of confusion and fear through him. He tried to sit up, but his body remained heavy and unresponsive, as if still trapped by some unseen force.

***
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Joe's memories resurfaced, and he recalled some of the events that led him to this place. He realized Voice and Alex couldn't help him, leaving him alone. The thought of them made him sad, wondering if he'd disappointed them so much, they deserted him. He remembered Mother was dead, and the girls he'd killed might have family seeking revenge. It felt like he was trapped, just as he'd trapped them.

Joe desperately needed Alex, his trusted ally and friend. She was the one person who understood him and knew what he was going through. But where could she be? He recalled that she was from Scotland Yard, and given the circumstances, he assumed she must have returned to Europe to continue her work. Joe's mind was a jumbled mess, struggling to piece together the events that had led him to this point. 

His brain felt foggy, as if it had been drugged, and he found himself battling to remember the details of what had happened.

As he lay there, trying to clear his mind, Joe couldn't shake the feeling that he was in danger. He was trapped, with no clear path forward or any idea of who he could trust. His thoughts turned to the "dolls" he had left on the dump, wondering if they were somehow connected to his current predicament. Joe knew he needed to find a way out of this situation, but first, he had to remember what had happened and find Alex. She was his only hope for salvation, and he feared that without her help, he might never be able to atone for his mistakes and move forward.

Joe's ears perked up as he heard the distant footsteps approaching. The fear that had been dormant moments ago surged back, sending his heart racing and his breaths coming in short, shallow gasps. His body, still paralyzed, refused to cooperate, leaving him trapped and helpless. The inability to speak added to his mounting panic, as if he were drowning in his own silence.

Tears streamed down Joe's face, but he couldn't even turn his head to wipe them away. He was completely at the mercy of his surroundings, unable to defend himself or make a single sound. The footsteps grew louder, and Joe's mind raced with thoughts of what could be coming next. He was acutely aware of every creak and groan of the environment around him, as if the very air were thick with anticipation.

As the footsteps drew nearer, Joe's terror reached a fever pitch. He couldn't help but wonder who, or what, was coming for him. Were they here to punish him for his past mistakes, or was this some new form of torment? Joe's only hope was that Alex would find him soon, but until then, he was at the mercy of the unknown.
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​Chapter 2
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Detective Sergeant Plaaitjies Paulse was seated at his desk, with the reports of the notorious serial killer, Joe Baits, spread out before him. Joe Baits has been the subject of intense media attention for several months, with his exploits dominating the front pages of newspapers. The report, titled "Dolls Killer," provided a detailed account of Joe's crimes as well as the efforts of Plaaitjies and his colleague, Alex Barclay, a seasoned profiler from Scotland Yard in England, working the case. Together, they had been working tirelessly to unravel the mystery surrounding Joe's gruesome killings, hoping to bring an end to his reign of terror. 

Detective Sergeant Paulse, the weight of the serial killer case of the "Dolls Killer," as the media referred to it, bearing down on him. The news had made it seem like the case was already closed, with Joe Baits, serial killer, apprehended and admitted to the institution. Yet, here Plaatjies was, still working through the final file on his desk.

As Plaaitjies pored over the report, he was deep in thought. When he came across the lab report of the DNA tests, he requested information regarding the body they found in the burnt-out house. Joe confessed that he had pushed his mother down the stairs and lit the house on fire. Looking at the DNA report, he noticed that the DNA from Joe and the DNA from the body do not confirm the relations between the two. Plaaitjies looked at the report to make sure he had read it correctly, piecing together the clues and considering the next move in their investigation.

The Brigadier had taken over the media relations, informing the public that Joe was the sole suspect and that the DNA evidence, coupled with Joe's confession, had sealed the case. But for Plaatjies, the case was far from closed. He couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to the story and that there were still unanswered questions lurking in the shadows.

As he sat there, staring at the file, he knew he had to resolve the question relating to the newly found DNA. Plaatjies couldn't help but think about the enigmatic Joe Baits. Was there more to her story than met the eye? 

Despite the official conclusion of the case, Plaatjies couldn't let it go. He was determined to uncover the truth, no matter how elusive it might be. As he sat there, lost in thought, he knew that this was far from the end of the story. The case of the "Dolls Killer" would continue to haunt him, and he would not rest until he had uncovered all its secrets.

***
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Detective Sergeant Paulse’s phone rang, and he picked it up without checking the caller ID. "Detective Sergeant Paulse, how do I help you?" he answered, realizing that he had put his cell phone on silent.

"Plaaitjies, so good to hear your voice. How are you?" Alex's voice came through, her excitement palpable. "How are you doing? It feels like a lifetime since we spoke. I believe you haven't heard from the institute where they have Joe? I tried to phone them, but it seems they are busy with tests, and we are to wait for the results before we are allowed to contact him."

Plaaitjies couldn't hide the excitement in his voice as he responded, "I'm so glad you called, Doctor... I mean, Alex. Sorry, I'm not sure that this is the last we'll hear of Joe. Something is bothering me."

"What do you mean, Plaaitjies?" Alex asked, her concern growing.

"I don't know what it is, but something about the case is bothering me," Plaaitjies confessed, his brow furrowed in concern. "I'm not sure what it is, but I'll keep looking into Joe's case and see what I can find." He paused, a faint smile creeping onto his face as he continued, "It would have been great if you were here to help me."

"That's why I called you," Alex explained, her excitement returning. "I have some leave coming up at Scotland Yard, and I thought I would pay you all a visit."

Plaaitjies chuckled. "That will be great. I'm sure John would be excited to see you again."

"Now, now, Plaaitjies, I'm visiting all of you, not just John," Alex teased, her voice filled with humor. "I believe he's home, and the burns to his arms are doing well."

Colonel John Barns, the leading detective in the “Dolls Killer” case, was severely burned in the explosion of the house that Joe claimed he killed his mother. The conversation flowed easily between the two old friends, their camaraderie and mutual respect evident. As they spoke, Plaaitjies couldn't shake the feeling that there was still more to uncover in the case of the "Dolls Killer, Joe." But with Alex on her way to help, he felt a renewed sense of hope and determination to get to the bottom of the mystery.

***
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Plaaitjies hesitated for a moment before rapping his knuckles on the door of the Brigadier's office. After a brief pause, he heard the familiar "Come in" and entered the room. Brigadier Swazi, a man of considerable rank and authority, sat behind his desk, his expression suggesting a mild annoyance at the prospect of yet another issue arising in the Dolls case.

"Sir," Plaaitjies began, "I've been going over the latest reports, and I've found something that's bothering me. I think it's worth looking into further." The Brigadier's eyes narrowed, his skepticism evident. He had been hoping that Plaaitjies would have some positive news rather than another complication in the already complex Dolls case.

"What is it, Detective Sergeant Paulse?" he asked, his tone conveying a hint of impatience. Plaaitjies took a deep breath before launching into his concerns, his mind racing with the implications of what he had discovered. The Brigadier listened attentively, his expression growing increasingly grave as Plaaitjies outlined his findings. It was clear that the situation was more serious than he had initially thought, and he would need to take immediate action to address the issue.

"The good news, sir, is that Doctor Alex Barclay is on her way back to South Africa. As soon as we have more information, we will present it to you, sir. I just want to hear her opinion first.”
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​​Chapter 3
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Joe's eyes slowly opened, and he began to remember and understand where he was. The last thing he recalled was the court case, where he had been sentenced to 25 years in an institution for observation. The psychiatric evaluation aimed to assess his mental fitness, determining whether he could adapt to a standard prison environment without posing a risk to himself or others. The court had recognized that this would be a challenging decision, given that Joe had undergone gender reassignment surgery. Additionally, his mental health status had not yet been definitively determined, as he had not yet been declared insane. These factors made his case particularly complex and required further evaluation before a final decision could be made. As Joe's memories flooded back, he struggled to come to terms with his current situation and the uncertainty that lay ahead.

***
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As Joe began to regain consciousness, he became aware of a profound sense of disorientation and confinement. His body felt trapped, and he struggled to move, only to discover that he could now turn his head. However, his hands and feet were securely shackled, limiting his mobility. Attached to his body were various machines that continuously monitored his vital signs, including his blood pressure and breathing. Joe was unfamiliar with some of the equipment, but he could sense that these machines were essential to his survival.

Furthermore, he noticed that he was receiving intravenous feeding, which meant that his nutrition was being administered directly into his bloodstream. This realization only added to his confusion and discomfort as he tried to make sense of his current situation and the reasons behind his confinement. The combination of physical restraints and the constant hum of the machines created a sense of unease and vulnerability, intensifying Joe's feelings of disorientation and helplessness.

***
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Joe's heart raced as he was startled by the sudden voice next to him. She hadn't even realized someone was standing at the top of his bed. The friendly tone of the nurse's voice provided some reassurance, but Joe's confusion and disorientation remained.

"Hi Joe," the nurse said, her tone warm and gentle. "I hope you rested well." Joe tried to respond, but his voice was hoarse and barely audible. The nurse continued, "I'm just taking notes on your vital signs." As she spoke, she deftly checked the various machines monitoring his condition, her movements precise and efficient.

Joe struggled to focus on the nurse's words, his mind still reeling from the unfamiliar surroundings and the implications of his confinement. He tried to ask a question, but his voice was too weak. The nurse noticed his struggle and smiled reassuringly. "Don't worry, Joe. We'll get you all sorted out soon. Just rest and let us take care of you." With that, she patted his arm and moved to the other side of the bed, jotting down notes on a clipboard. Joe felt a mixture of relief and apprehension as he watched her, his thoughts whirling with questions and concerns about his current predicament.

After the nurse left the room, Joe took a deep breath and tried to free ‘Voice.’ "Voice, where are you?" he called out, loudly speaking this time. To his relief, he could hear his own voice, though it was still soft. His optimism surged, and he shouted "Alex! Alex!" at the top of his lungs.

The nurse reappeared in the doorway, concern etched on her face. "Please calm down, Joe. You're only going to make matters worse," she pleaded, her voice gentle but firm.

Joe's tone shifted from demanding to pleading. "Now, you tell me where Alex is. She arrived here with me, so where is she?" he asked, his voice cracking with emotion. The nurse hesitated, clearly uncomfortable with the situation, but she finally spoke up.

"Joe, I'm afraid I don't know who Alex is. You've been under sedation for quite some time, and we've been monitoring your condition closely. I'm not aware of anyone named Alex being involved in your care," she said, her words measured and carefully chosen. Joe's eyes widened in shock and disbelief, and he struggled to process the nurse's statement. Who was Alex, and why couldn't she remember her? The questions swirled in his mind, leaving him feeling more confused and disoriented than ever.
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​Chapter 4
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The strange woman in the maternity ward moved unnoticed among the nurses, her presence blending seamlessly into the background of the bustling hospital. She appeared to be cleaning the maternity ward, where the new mothers and their babies resided, but her true intentions remained hidden behind a mask of innocence.

At the baby ward, the woman stood for a while, her eyes fixed on the observation window. Inside, a nurse gestured to the woman, indicating which baby was hers. The strange woman appeared surprised. Her expression caught between confusion and disbelief. Instead of approaching an assigned baby, she simply pointed to the nearest crib, as if by chance she had stumbled upon the right one.

As the nurse left the ward, the woman seized the opportunity to slip inside. With swift and deliberate movements, she reached into the nearest crib and scooped up the baby, cradling it in her arms. Then, without drawing attention to herself, she melted away down the hall, disappearing into the labyrinthine corridors of the hospital. The baby's cries were drowned out by the cacophony of the hospital, leaving no trace of the woman's actions or her motives.

***
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The next morning, the news was abuzz with the shocking story of the kidnapping of a day-old baby from the hospital. The baby boy, one of identical twins, had been snatched from his crib, leaving his sister untouched. The parents of the twins, Jonathan David Baxter and his sister Juniper Willow Baxter, were left reeling from the tragedy.

Every media platform was flooded with reports of the case as investigators and reporters scrambled to piece together the events of the night before. The public was gripped by the story, and “Find Baby Baxter” trended on the front pages of the newspapers as people shared their theories and offered support to the devastated Baxter family.

However, as the days turned into weeks and the weeks into months, the case remained unsolved. The trail had gone cold, and despite the best efforts of law enforcement, the kidnapper remained at large. The Baxter family, heartbroken and desperate for answers, was forced to move on with their lives, their grief and longing for their missing son never far from the surface.

***
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Despite the passage of time and the lack of any concrete evidence, Juniper Willow Baxter never gave up hope that her brother was still alive. She clung to the belief that identical twins shared a unique bond, and if her brother had indeed met a tragic end, she would have somehow known.

As the years went by, Jonathan David Baxter seemed to have vanished into thin air. His family and friends searched for any sign of him, but he remained a mystery, a ghost from the past. Juniper, however, continued to hold onto the belief that her brother was out there, somewhere, waiting to be found.

She devoted herself to searching for any leads, scouring the internet, talking to strangers, and following every whisper and rumour that might lead her to her brother. Her determination and unwavering faith in their twin connection never wavered, even in the face of overwhelming odds and the crushing weight of doubt.

As the years turned into decades, Juniper's belief in her brother's survival never faltered. She remained steadfast in her conviction, a beacon of hope in the darkness, refusing to let go of the possibility that one day she would be reunited with her long-lost sibling. And so she continued to search, to hope, and to believe, fuelled by the unbreakable bond between twins and the indomitable power of the human spirit.

***
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Juniper Baxter had pursued her dream of becoming a journalist, driven by her unwavering determination to find her missing brother, Jonathan. She had spent years honing her skills, covering every possible lead, from unidentified bodies to missing children. As a result, she had built a successful career as a freelance journalist.

One morning, as she sipped her coffee in a bustling coffee bar, her colleague handed her a newspaper clipping. Juniper's heart skipped a beat as she read the headline, "Dolls Killer Arrested." The article detailed the arrest of a woman who had been linked to a string of gruesome murders, and the chilling nickname "Dolls Killer" sent shivers down Juniper's spine.

Her colleague noticed her reaction and remarked, "Wow, she looks just like you! It could have been your twin." Juniper dismissed the comment as mere coincidence, pushing the clipping aside. "Oh, it's just a resemblance. I'm looking for my twin brother, not sister," she tried to cover up her surprise.

However, the coincidence was not lost on Juniper. She couldn't shake off the feeling that there was more to this woman than met the eye. "I thought you said you were looking for your twin," her colleague pressed, surprised by Juniper's sudden change of heart. Juniper hesitated before deciding to find out more about the woman they had arrested. Little did she know that this seemingly unrelated case would eventually lead her down a path that would forever change her life.
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​​Chapter 5
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"Joe, can you hear me, Joe?" The man's voice pierced through the silence, his tone calm and collected. Joe's eyes narrowed, his irritation growing with each passing second.

"Do I look like someone who is deaf to you?" Joe retorted sarcastically, his voice laced with a hint of annoyance.

The man across from him held up his hands in a placating gesture. "I am aware of the fact that you are not deaf, but you do not respond when I speak to you," he explained patiently.

Joe's expression darkened. "That's because you ask questions that I don't know the answers to," he said, his voice clear and firm. "If you might ask something I can answer, I will." The underlying tension between them was palpable, the air thick with unspoken words and unasked questions.

The man leaned back in his chair, his eyes never leaving Joe's. "Very well, let's start with something simple. Do you remember your name?" he asked, his tone neutral.

Joe's brow furrowed as he considered the question. "My name is Joe," he said, his voice steady. The man nodded, his gaze never wavering.

"Good. Now, do you know where you are?" he asked, his tone remaining calm and measured.

Joe's eyes darted around the room, his mind racing to piece together the fragments of his memory. "I... I don't know," he admitted, his voice trailing off. The man's expression remained neutral, but Joe could sense a hint of concern lurking beneath the surface. The questions had only just begun, and Joe was already struggling to find answers.

Dr. Ethan Sharma leaned forward, his eyes locked onto Joe's. "I am Dr. Ethan Sharma, and you are in my office," he began, his voice gentle and reassuring. "You were admitted to the Peaceful Minds Institute, a facility designed to help individuals like yourself navigate the complexities of their minds and emotions."

Joe's eyes widened as he processed the information. "The court has decided that we first do an evaluation to determine if you qualify to be able to adapt in the general prison population," Dr. Sharma continued, his tone matter of fact. "This is a crucial step in your journey, Joe. We need to understand your mental state and determine if you're capable of functioning in a regular prison setting."

Dr. Sharma paused, allowing Joe to absorb the information. The weight of his words settled heavy on Joe's shoulders, and he could feel his heart rate quicken. 

The realization that he was in a mental institution undergoing an evaluation to determine his fate was overwhelming.

Dr. Sharma's expression softened. "Take your time, Joe. Process everything. We'll go at your pace, and I'll be here to guide you through this process." His words were comforting, but Joe couldn't shake off the feeling of unease that had taken hold of him. The future was uncertain, and he was at the mercy of the courts and the experts who were assessing his mental state.

"I need to speak to Alex. She knows everything. Please, I need to speak to Alex," Joe pleaded, his voice cracking with desperation. Dr. Sharma's expression remained neutral, but his eyes showed a flicker of understanding.

"Alex?" he repeated, his tone cautious. "Who is Alex, Joe? Someone you know from your past?"

Joe's eyes welled with tears, and he shook his head vehemently. "No, no, it's not like that. Alex saved my life, and she's the only one who can help me. Please, you have to find her."

Doctor Sharma's eyebrows furrowed in concern. "Joe, I'm not sure if I can help you find someone who doesn't seem to exist. There's no record of a woman named Alex, and I've reviewed your case files extensively. It's possible that you're misremembering or confusing someone from your past."

Joe's face contorted in anguish. "No, no, it's not that. I know what I'm saying. Alex saved me, and she's out there somewhere. You have to help me find her."

Dr. Sharma sighed, his expression empathetic. "Joe, I understand your distress, but we need to focus on your own well-being right now. We'll get through this evaluation together, and then we can discuss your options for moving forward. But I can't promise you that we'll find your Alex."

Joe's eyes drooped, defeated. "Okay," he whispered, his voice barely audible. Dr. Sharma nodded, his heart heavy with the weight of Joe's plea. He knew that this was just the beginning of a long and arduous journey, one that would require patience, understanding, and a willingness to confront the darkest corners of the human mind.
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