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CHAPTER 1:  Ripped apart. 
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'MEMORIES' 

'It was a day I will always remember, the day it happened. I was awakened by the sound of the bathroom faucet running. I could see the floor was wet, soaking the carpet in the hallway, as I drew nearer. I still get a sick feeling in my stomach when I think about it. I looked down at  my feet, which were engulfed in puddles and the ripples of the icy water were turning my feet blue. The coldness made me shudder as I reached for the bathroom doorknob. My world fell apart, when I saw my mother in the bathtub, with a needle sticking out of her flesh with a plastic tube looped around her arm. Her skin had shrivelled up from the icy bath water, and although her eyes were open, she was not responding. I tried to wake her up by shaking her, but it was too late. I screamed, but nothing came out. My mother had died. According to the paramedics, my mother had been lying there dead for several hours. I remember screaming at my sister to stay away from the bathroom and to get some towels, while I was having trouble turning off the taps. Before I knew it, I was scrubbing the floor, trying to mop up the mess, whilst my heart was shattering. There was nothing else I could do, I felt so useless. I am thankful that I, and not my sister Alice, found our mother, even though I hate that this day will always be etched in my memory. It hurts so much. Sadly, it's the last thing I will ever remember about her. Right now, all I can think of is her lifeless body in that bathtub. I've forgotten the warmth of her embraces, the smell of her skin, and the sound of her laughter. Every time I close my eyes, I see my mother dead in the bath. Why did she do it? Why? I suppose I'll have to wait to find out when I go to heaven. One day, I hope, I will be able to hug her once more, see her face, and experience the warmth of her embrace. Other times, I just feel terrible for being so angry at her. Why did she leave us behind?'  

––––––––
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SHE WAS A LOST AND empty soul, her life had been incredibly difficult. At the tender age of twelve, Jolene lost her mother to a drug overdose. Her stepfather, a Yardie, was a cruel and mean man. Her ten year old sister was her only source of solace, she knew she had to protect her, despite being just a child herself. On the day of the funeral, their stepfather made them clean the house for his friends. None of her mother's friends or family would attend, as those connections had long been severed. Sitting in the kitchen Jolene brushed and braided her sister's long hair. The two sisters resembled delicate porcelain dolls, with their piercing blue eyes, fair skin, and silky platinum blonde hair. Jolene sensed that her life was now over, her only shield had departed this world. She would become the protector, assuming the role of both mother and guardian. Her world had become confined and suffocating. Since her mother's departure, she was no longer allowed to attend school. Her stepfather made sure she stayed at home with him, taking over the responsibilities her mother had once shouldered. For now, her sister was still allowed to go to school. Jolene despised how her stepfather watched their every move, monitoring her daily chores and reprimanding her if the house wasn't impeccably clean or if his dinner wasn't served precisely at six o'clock every evening. Despite her recent loss, he had already subjected her to several beatings, simply because the dinner wasn't ready on time. She felt trapped, she had even reached out to social services for help, pleading for them to place them in care and spare them from her stepfather's clutches. The social worker who came seemed uninterested, and oddly friendly with her stepfather, allowing him to retain custody and guardianship over the sisters. Jolene couldn't fathom why. Her stepfather had a notorious reputation, known to the authorities as a drug dealer and pimp, and this terrified her the most. He seemed to possess an inexplicable power over everyone in his circle, including the police, local thugs, and even the neighbours, who revered him. It appeared that he was untouchable. Her poor mother had been reduced to a helpless addict by him, forced to work on the streets. Jolene would never forgive him for that. She felt like he had murdered her mother. Prior to meeting him, they struggled financially, but Jolene’s mother always did her best with what they had, ensuring the girls were clean and fed.  After her mother and Otis were married, Jolene’s world had been turned upside down, and her mother was forever changed, she became a mere shadow of her former self. Money and drugs were her sole focus, and not in that order. Jolene's life was far from normal, but her mother still attempted to make her and her sister as comfortable as possible. Despite everything, her mother still loved them above all else. On the day of the funeral, her stepfather's best friend arrived to collect them. 

The funeral would take place at the local crematorium and would be a relatively modest event. Jolene’s sister Alice couldn't stop crying. Their stepfather demanded that she quiet down, but she couldn't be consoled.  Jolene tried everything to calm her sister, but to no avail. Then their driver, her stepfather's best friend, handed Jolene two tablets and said, "Here, take these. They will help calm both of you." Jolene didn't know what the tablets were, but she weakly smiled at the man and her stepfather, and reluctantly took them. She gave one to her sister and swallowed one herself. She presumed they were Valium or diazepam from her mother's stash. Jolene didn't want to take the drugs after witnessing her mother's fate, but she knew that if she didn't calm her sister down, she would face further punishment later. She didn't want to bear any more pain on this day. Today was meant to be a day of remembrance for her mother and the love she had shown them. Both girls would deeply miss her. Little did they know that their lives were about to take a horrifying turn, they were completely unaware of the imminent danger ahead. 

The funeral was a solemn affair, attended only by a few of Otis's women, his best friend Shady, the girls themselves, and their stepfather. The tablets they had taken kept the girls quiet and subdued throughout the service. No tears were shed as their mother's coffin was taken down to the incinerators. Afterward, they stood at the doors of the crematorium, allowing guests to offer their condolences. The women in attendance were all employees of their stepfather, dressed inappropriately in their sex work attire. One of them, Maria, had been a close friend of their mother. She gave the girls packets of sweets and assured them of her support. Maria, once a beautiful woman, had been ravaged by drug abuse and the hardships of street work. Although she had always been kind to the girls, Jolene secretly blamed her for her mother's downfall. It was Maria who had introduced their mother to Otis.  

Jolene believed that their lives would have been completely different if not for Maria's involvement. Maria had jet black hair and a European appearance, with a slim frame and an extremely large bust. Despite everything, her hair remained long, black, and silky. Otis had a peculiar obsession with long hair, and all his women were required to have it. Jolene made a shocking discovery one day while putting away laundry in Otis's room. She found a collection of locks of hair, including her mother's hair neatly stored in a clear bag attached to a folder. Each bag was labelled and dated. Some bags had "DEAD YARN" written on them in bold letters, though she couldn't comprehend the meaning. Ever since her mum’s death, Jolene would occasionally enter Otis's room under the guise of tidying up or making his bed, just to touch and smell her mother's hair. Otis would cut locks of hair from all his girls and keep them as trophies in his collection. This peculiar hobby had begun in his childhood, but his mother had discovered it and thrown away his collection. His strict evangelist mother had vehemently condemned his actions. After her death, Otis vowed to never let a woman control his life again. He saw no harm in collecting locks of hair from the unsuspecting women of Birmingham, believing his mother's reaction to be absurd. Little did Jolene know, Otis's dark nature extended far beyond the hair collection. He abused and exploited women as a way to seek revenge for his perceived past grievances. His deep-seated hatred for women originated from the sexual and physical abuse he endured from his own mother, who sold him as a child. She had moulded him into the monster he had become, viewing women as objects, to be used until they were no longer of use. He had understood from a young age that people were commodities.  

Even though he was a pimp, he concealed a much darker secret, he kept trophies of his atrocities. He was intent on expanding into trafficking minors, seeing it as a lucrative endeavour. If he could coerce the girls into working for him, he hoped they would help recruit others. These twisted thoughts occupied Otis's mind, as he sought to perpetuate his cycle of violence and revenge. 

Once his women hit the streets, they lost their allure for him. His true nature, shocking and devoid of empathy, would subdue the unsuspecting women. Sex was never his real desire; it didn't stir any genuine emotions within him. He used it as a means to gain their trust and affection. His bones lacked any trace of humanity, a result of his mother's abuse. He had learned a long time ago, to shut down any semblance of human connection, considering emotions nothing but a burden. With their mother now out of the picture, he saw an opportunity to exploit the sisters, just like he did to everyone else in his deviant world. It wouldn't take long for the young girls to start earning him money. He had a few high-paying clients lined up, eagerly waiting to take their innocence. Once he had brought the sisters home, his plan was to drug their drinks, leaving them unconscious for the wealthy men he had invited to deflower them. A steady stream of clients had been arranged, including the corpulent and sweaty social worker, who had a disturbing preference for young girls. Gathering such information wasn't difficult, word travelled among the younger girls on the strip, it was widely known, which social workers would trade sex for haircuts or new clothes. Although Otis despised the man, as he reminded him of his own abusers from childhood, he saw him as a means to an end. This night promised a lucrative pay out, and Otis was determined to ensure everything ran smoothly. 

As they sat in the back of the car, Jolene and Alice, sobbed quietly, finding comfort in each other's arms. They had just buried their mother, and their world had crumbled. Jolene's main concern was getting her sister home safely and tucking her into bed. Neither of them had an appetite, but Jolene still had to cook for her stepfather. Thoughts raced through her mind as the car sped through the streets of Birmingham, she worried about protecting her younger sister from the horrors that await them. Jolene, desperate to shield her sister, made a decision, she would do whatever Otis asked, as long as it kept her sister out of harm's way. She would take on her mother's responsibilities, even if it meant engaging in a relationship with Otis. Little did she know the sinister plans Otis had in store for both of them.  

On arriving home, Otis's unusually kind demeanour caught the girls off guard. He even went as far as making them hot chocolate, a rare gesture. Each sister received a chocolate bar, and Otis engaged them in pleasant conversation while they sat at the table. Grateful for his attention, they drank their hot chocolate, oblivious to the danger lurking within. Jolene's last memory was witnessing a stranger carrying her sister to the bedroom, a man she didn't recognise from Otis's circle of friends. Reality blurred into a hazy fog, and her body felt heavy as she slumped against the table. Meanwhile, Otis stationed himself outside the girls' bedroom, collecting payment from each man who entered to exploit the drugged bodies of the sisters. He aimed to ensure they were not excessively harmed, as he needed them back on their feet soon. He had arranged for each girl to be taken by five men, all of whom paid a substantial amount of money for the privilege. 

This single night alone, would earn him more than what some of his other women made for him, in a week. Otis knew their value would diminish once their innocence was lost, leaving him with the challenge of maintaining their worth in his immoral business. Once they were broken in, they would earn for him. His true colours would shock the unsuspecting girls, as it had his other women, manipulating them into submission. With the older women that worked for him, sex was just an act, he would use it merely as a weapon to gain their trust and affection. That was his normal “modus operandi”. Devoid of humanity, he had mastered the art, to suppress any human emotion long ago. These young girls would make him a fortune, especially now that their mother was out of the picture, there was no one left to protect them. He had ensured her demise with a fatal heroin injection. With her gone, he could exploit her daughters and pimp them to the highest bidders. 
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CHAPTER 2: Trophies and atrocities 
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As the sun began its ascent into the sky, casting a golden hue upon the world, Jolene emerged from the depths of her slumber. A restless night clung to her like a shroud, leaving her disoriented and dishevelled. Every fibre of her being throbbed with a dull ache, a testament to the physical toll exacted upon her. She stood there, perplexed, her brow furrowed in confusion. The world around her seemed to blur as she grappled with the scene before her. She could hear haunting whimpers, causing her to freeze in her tracks. With a sense of urgency, she hurried towards the source of the sound, her eyes scanning the room for any signs of distress.  

As she drew closer, her gaze fell upon Alice, her delicate frame trembling with fear. A gasp escaped her lips, as she noticed the tell-tale marks of violence etched upon Alice's thighs. In that moment, a shocking realisation struck her like a bolt of lightning, sending shivers down her spine. Jolene and her sister had fallen victim to a nefarious plot. Their lives had taken a sinister turn as they were surreptitiously drugged, their senses dulled, and their wills weakened. Unbeknown to them, they had become the latest pawns in Otis’s human trafficking ring. Their bedroom, once a sanctuary of safety, now exuded an air of desolation, the walls seemingly closing in on them like a foreboding prison.  

In the wake of their mother's passing, Otis showed no mercy, denying them even a single day to mourn. Just as Jolene began to process the loss, a piercing cry escaped Alice's lips, her voice filled with anguish, as she uttered the haunting words, "Blood, blood." Jolene's keen eyes caught sight of the crimson stain seeping through Alice’s nightdress. "Don’t worry Alice," she said with a hint of reassurance. Her heart, once a bastion of hope and love, now shattered into a thousand jagged pieces. The weight of her sorrow pressed upon her frail frame, every inch of her being consumed by an unrelenting ache. Yet, it was her mind, once sharp and vibrant, that suffered the most. Like a delicate porcelain doll dropped from a great height, her thoughts lay scattered and fractured, unable to be pieced back together. The air hung heavy with betrayal. The question lingered in the minds of those present, how could Otis, their stepfather, commit such a heinous act against them? The room fell silent. 

Both were previously innocent and untouched by the harsh realities of the world; they were mere children. Alice's tears cascaded down her face, each droplet a testament to her anguish. Jolene, desperately sought to soothe her trembling form, her gentle words a balm for Alice's shattered soul. The petite frame of her sister bore the tell-tale signs of a violent encounter, adorned with a tapestry of discoloured patches that marred her delicate skin. Jolene, with a heart full of vengeance, found herself unwilling to confront Otis at that moment. The burning desire to extinguish his life consumed her, yet she understood the insurmountable challenge that lay before her. Her heart raced as she cautiously approached the bathroom, her mind a single thought, would he be there?  

The anticipation of an empty home, devoid of his presence, fuelled her hopes and desires. She yearned for the solitude. With a soothing touch, she pacified Alice's racing heart. Then, with a purposeful stride, she made her way to the bathroom, preparing to immerse them both in a sanctuary of warmth and tranquillity. Silently navigating the dimly lit corridor of the house, she felt a surge of relief wash over her as she discovered no trace of Otis's presence. As she leaned over the bath, her fingers reached out to insert the plug. In that very moment, a sudden, excruciating pain surged through her abdomen, as if a malevolent force had plunged a wicked blade into her unsuspecting flesh. She stood there; her face contorted in pain. It was no surprise to Jolene that poor Alice, her petite frame now stained with purple patches, was also in the throes of agony.  

Jolene sprinkled Sea salt crystals into the bath, their glistening white forms dissolving into the warm water. A subtle fragrance filled the air as she carefully added a few drops of bleach solution to the water. The impending sting of their actions loomed ominously. They knew that in order to absolve themselves of their sins, they had to embark on a journey to cleanse their tainted souls. Never before had she experienced such a profound sense of filth and disgust. Lost in her own world, Alice entered the bathroom to find sanctuary with a hand towel, clutched tightly between her trembling thighs. As the bath was prepared, the two young girls approached it with caution, their movements synchronised as they eased themselves into the warm water simultaneously. Their tear-stained faces bore the marks of their shame, their resolve remained unyielding. With a shared determination, they started a ritualistic cleansing, their hands moving with a frenzied urgency. 

They meticulously scrubbed every inch of their bodies, as if attempting to wash away the sins that clung to their very souls. The air hung heavy with an unspoken understanding, not a word was uttered between them. In this solemn silence, they were hoping that the purifying waters would ease their hurt. The sound of running water filled the air, mingling with the tension that hung between them like a heavy fog. Jolene mustered the courage to break the suffocating silence. "I'm sorry," she whispered, her voice barely audible, above the steady stream. As they sat in the water, the bruises, dark and ominous, marred the delicate skin between their thighs, a haunting reminder to the brutality they had endured. Jolene winced, her body aching from the ordeal. Yet, her indomitable spirit, forged by years of enduring pain, shielded her from the worst of it. Poor Alice, with her delicate constitution, suffered far more acutely. The young girls remained motionless in the bathtub, their dainty frames filled with fear, plaintive cries echoing through the room. In a despairing attempt to find comfort in the darkness that surrounded them, they clung to one another, seeking a reprieve from their shared terror. Jolene's mind was filled with a chilling realisation, a haunting understanding of the horrors that had befallen them.  

They had been subjected to a series of brutal assaults; their vulnerable bodies rendered defenceless by the intoxicating haze that overpowered them. In their weakened state, resistance was futile, leaving them utterly helpless in the face of their assailant's relentless brutality. Jolene harboured a growing sense of unease, thoughts of this becoming a recurring incident plagued her mind. Leaning in close, she imparted her cautionary words to Alice, her voice a mere whisper, "Mark my words sis, under no circumstances will I allow this to happen again, I promise you.”  Alice's response was a mere nod, a subtle gesture that betrayed her inner turmoil. The words she longed to utter remained elusive, lost in her thoughts. The air was thick with the scent of sorrow. How could fate be so cruel, as to unleash a sinister twist of events on them on the very night they laid their beloved mother to rest?  

In a chilling display of callous indifference, Otis had effortlessly demonstrated his complete disregard for the sisters. It was abundantly clear that they were destined to endure a harrowing existence, plagued by the relentless torment and anguish he would inflict upon them. Jolene emerged from the steaming bath. She gingerly wrapped a towel around herself, the fabric absorbing the remnants of her cleansing ritual. With a sense of duty, she extended a helping hand to her sister, who emerged from the water's soothing embrace. Together, they embarked on the task of drying Alice, their bond as sisters, evident in their tender movements. Jolene, gently dabbed at Alices wounds, her touch as tender as a whisper.  Even during this gentle care, Alice's pained expressions betrayed the unrelenting agony she endured.  

Jolene seethed with a fiery anger; her emotions ignited by the cruel hand of injustice that had befallen her. The world seemed to conspire against her, fuelling the flames of her fury. She stood there, her mind racing with uncertainty, yet her determination burned like a flame within her. The weight of the situation laid heavy on her shoulders, but she refused to succumb to despair. Deep down she knew that she had to rescue her innocent sister from the clutches of this malevolent nightmare. She found herself trapped in a web of helplessness, devoid of any viable options or trustworthy allies. The sisters were in a desolate state, abandoned by any hope of rescue. No saviours would emerge from the shadows, neither in the present nor in the distant future. They found themselves trapped in a relentless game of patience, their only way out was to hope for a future escape from the clutches of Otis. Once they were dressed, Jolene and Alice tip toed down to the kitchen, where Jolene set about making them a pot of sweet tea. 

Fortunately, that night, Otis was nowhere to be seen. Jolene prepared dinner for herself and Alice, making sure to leave Otis's meal in the oven. As an act of defiance, she spat in his gravy, though it was a small act considering the circumstances. The girls were relieved in the knowledge that they wouldn't have to endure another night like the previous one. Alice asked Jolene to sleep with her in her bed, seeking comfort and safety. They huddled together on the single bed, holding each other as tight as their wounds would allow. 

Throughout the night, Jolene was plagued by nightmares. Faces loomed over her, pawing at her. She recognised one of the men in her nightmare. He was the repulsive social worker, the very same one who allowed Otis to get guardianship over them. It confirmed her intuition, he had always made her skin crawl, now she knew why. The nightmares felt all too real, leaving her apprehensive about falling back to sleep. Jolene stayed awake, gently stroking Alice's hair, lost in her thoughts, desperately trying to formulate an escape plan. However, no viable options presented themselves. They were trapped, with nowhere to run or hide. Jolene contemplated the potential consequences of seeking help from social services, though that could lead to possible separation from Alice. She couldn't risk it. They needed time, time to heal, time to plan and time to gather their strength, both mentally and physically. 

Desperate to protect her sister, Jolene considered striking a deal with Otis. Maybe if she earned enough money, the way her mother had, she could secure Alice's safety. Jolene would sacrifice herself, enduring the abuse, if it meant saving her sister. She prayed that Otis would accept her proposition. These thoughts swirled around her mind, as sunlight gradually filled the room. Jolene remained resolute in making things as bearable as possible for Alice, even if it meant sacrificing her own innocence to a string of men. She was determined to save her sister, knowing Alice couldn't endure the life Otis intended for them. Alice was delicate, always plagued by illness, and mentally slower than others. She had to be protected at all costs. The thought of losing her was unbearable. Jolene's mind raced, searching for a plan and someone to turn to for guidance. Maybe her mother's friend Maria could help.  

As if in response to her thoughts, Maria burst through the door, smelling of cheap perfume with jangling copper bangles. Otis had sent her to check on the girls, ensuring they weren't too damaged from the previous night's ordeal. Maria, flawed as she was, emanated a sense of maternal concern as she fussed over the girls, inspecting them for bruises and tears. Jolene seized the opportunity and confided in Maria, pleading for a way to protect Alice from further harm. She was willing to do anything to safeguard her sister, even If it meant earning double what her mother did. 

Maria empathized with Jolene's turmoil, agreeing that neither girl should have to live through such harm. But what could they do? Otis wouldn't listen to Maria either, he was a force unto himself. Jolene persisted, begging for Maria's help, so Maria reluctantly presented an idea. She suggested finding other girls their age to work for Otis, potentially from the local children's home. Jolene could establish friendships there, offering alternative targets for Otis's exploitation. The thought of sacrificing the innocence of others weighed heavily on Maria, but she saw it as a potential way to protect Alice. Overwhelmed with hope, tears streamed down Jolene's face as she contemplated Maria's proposal. 
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CHAPTER 3: Why didn’t you die? 
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Jolene's moral compass wavered, but she felt the weight of responsibility for her sister's well-being. Maria gently wiped away Jolene's tears and offered a potential solution. She believed she could persuade Otis to consider the idea, knowing that the prospect of a significant financial gain might catch his attention. As long as Jolene was willing to go to great lengths to find these young girls for him, Maria thought this was a proposition that he wouldn’t be able to turn down. Jolene's shame was evident, realising that these girls were someone else's daughters and sisters. She reasoned that perhaps they were already accustomed to the harsh realities of life, having grown up in the care system. 

In a futile attempt to protect her sister, Jolene would only recruit girls who had already been exposed to the harsh realities of life. In her mind, it seemed like a win-win situation. The girls could earn some money, and Jolene could ensure her sister remained in the relative safety of the confines of their home, away from the dark path they were forced into. Saving her sister became Jolene's sole focus, overshadowing any consideration for her own safety or well-being. Alice was the only ray of light in her life now, and Jolene felt an overwhelming responsibility to shield her from further harm in the absence of their mother. 

As Maria busied herself in the kitchen, preparing dinner for Otis and the girls, she received a call from him. Otis informed her that he was on his way home and expressed his hunger, expecting the girls to cater for him on his arrival. Maria, took the initiative and offered to cook for everyone, emphasizing that the girls were in no condition to attend to their stepfather's needs. Otis felt a twinge of annoyance, not wanting Maria to overstep her boundaries and assume their mother's role. On learning about Alice's fragile state following the previous night's traumatic events, he reluctantly saw reason and agreed to let Maria handle their dinner preparations, this time. 

Maria was preparing Otis's favourite dish, jerk chicken. She knew how much he loved it and hoped that by pleasing his taste buds, she could gain favour with him. Maria had an ulterior motive, she wanted to show Otis the error of his ways.  It wasn't fair for him to exploit the girls as his servants when she could take care of everything for him instead. She had once felt a tinge of jealousy towards the girl’s mother. She had often believed that she should have been the one to marry Otis. Her inability to have children prevented their union, and Otis ended up marrying the girls' mother in the hope of having an heir. Otis had hidden his drug stash in the house which had inadvertently turned his wife into an addict, which had then in turn negated the chance of him ever having a son.  

He quickly realised that his wife was no longer of any use to him, as she was consumed by her addiction. Without hesitation, he cast her out onto the streets to work for him. To him, she was just another worthless individual, a bottom feeder. He believed that once someone became a drug addict, they were forever trapped in that lifestyle. He showed no remorse for his role in her descent into addiction, refusing to acknowledge his own responsibility. The only positive aspect of his now deceased wife was her daughters. He intended to use and abuse them, ensuring that they earned him the money he required for a more luxurious lifestyle. As he found himself deep in debt with his suppliers, he saw the girls as a means to expand his control over the red-light district, and the drug trade. He harboured grand ambitions, and the sisters were his ticket to a lucrative empire. 

As he drove home, his mind dominated by thoughts of making Alice pay for her fragility, he believed that the sisters owed him for everything he had done for them and their mother. In his twisted perspective, their mother had failed to repay him, it was now the girls' turn to bear the burden of his expectations. He had no regard for their well-being, happiness or safety, they were merely expendable assets to be used until they were depleted. 

In an unexpected turn of events, as he passed through a green light, a violent impact shattered the side of his car. His body was thrown through the windscreen, landing broken and lifeless on the road. The piercing sound of sirens filled the air, followed by a sudden explosion. The consequences of his actions had finally caught up with him in a catastrophic instant. 

Several weeks later, Otis regained consciousness after his coma. Weak and disoriented, he immediately demanded his phone, insisting on calling his best friend, and his ‘girls’ as he referred to them. The nurse attending to him was taken aback by his request, as she had observed that he hadn’t had any visitors during his time in the hospital. It seemed that nobody cared about his condition, and she couldn't help but find the situation peculiar. There was an unsettling feeling that something was amiss, but she couldn't quite pinpoint it. 

Concerned, the nurse went to the nurses’ station to verify if his next of kin had been contacted. To her surprise, they had indeed attempted to reach out to his next of kin, who turned out to be his wife. Obviously, there had been no response. Returning to his room, the nurse gently explained that they had tried contacting his wife but received no answer. Otis's face drained of colour, he spat at the nurse, vehemently asserting that his wife was dead. According to him, she had passed away just before his car accident. The nurse stood there, stunned, realising that there was more to this story than met the eye. 

Despite her reservations, the nurse decided to comply with Otis's request and fetched his phone. Curiosity got the better of her, and she wanted to see who he had asked to contact. Based on their brief interaction, she didn't get the impression that he was well-liked. There was something about him that screamed danger, and she had a knack for sensing trouble from a mile away. 

The police were still investigating the details of Otis's car crash. The other driver involved in the accident had mysteriously disappeared, fuelling rumours among the hospital staff that Otis may have been the target of a deliberate hit. Whispers circulated throughout the ward, but nobody had concrete information about what had truly transpired. The nurse couldn't help but wonder if there was more to Otis's story than it seemed. 

A few days later, during visiting hours, the nurse arrived for her shift and noticed that Otis had a visitor. The man was remarkably large, towering over Otis like a giant. She observed them engaged in a hushed conversation and couldn't resist the urge to eavesdrop. Casually pretending to read notes, she positioned herself near the door to catch snippets of their conversation. What she heard sent shockwaves through her. 

Although she couldn't make out every word, she overheard that one of Otis's daughters was still bleeding, which somewhat explained their absence from the hospital. It seemed that a woman named Maria was taking looking after them. Otis's visitor revealed that he had been hunting down the driver responsible for the hit on Otis, but the police had already found the driver dead. There was also talk of another gang involved, as well as Otis's friend collecting money from his girls on the streets. The nurse scolded herself for listening in, realising that if Otis and his visitor discovered her, her own life might be in danger. She wondered what was meant by the alarming mention of one of his daughters still bleeding. 

Trying to convince herself that she had misunderstood or misheard the conversation, she pushed the thoughts aside and continued with her shift. The nurse couldn't shake the nagging feeling that she should have reported what she had overheard to the authorities. Fear for her own safety kept her from taking any action, realising that sometimes things were better left untouched. 

Back at Otis's home, both Jolene and Alice felt a sense of relief when they learned that he was hospitalised. They had secretly hoped for his death and had even prayed for it every night, desperate to escape his cruel grip. But fate had other plans, and Otis managed to survive. Despite their disappointment, they found solace in the fact that Maria had stepped in, to look after them. 

Maria, bless her, had shouldered the responsibility of managing the household. During the day, she would look after the girls, providing them with care and support. At night, she would work the streets to make ends meet. Surprisingly, Maria had formed a close bond with the girls, which touched their hearts. They recognised that she genuinely cared for them. One particular incident stood out in Jolene's mind. Alice had suffered a tear and persistent bleeding, causing concern. Maria, resourceful as ever, had sought help from a client who happened to be a doctor. With his assistance, Alice's injuries were stitched up, and soon on the mend. Jolene was grateful that Maria had taken on a motherly role, offering them temporary respite and a sense of security. 
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