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CHAPTER 1


A gasp and a slight moan escaped Chantel’s body. She felt nauseated, her head wanting to explode, painful memories flooded through her brain, while pressure built up through her small body. Her natural instinct was to bolt from the hospital bed to save her sister from the monster as the shadowy figure loomed over her. Suddenly, Precious coughed loudly enough to garner her attention. Signaling with her eyes and mouthing the words “Trust me,” Chantel turned once again toward her baby sister, then toward the man, the despicable molester, who was smiling as if there was no tomorrow—or an ugly, secret past. Her eyes circled the room at all the unfamiliar and unforgiving faces standing nearby until they fell once again upon Precious’s stern and hardened face who assured her with a nod to stick to the plan.


Ms. Gifford finally spoke again, in a robotic, civil-servant mode, “The City of New York recognizes that through consistent child support payments during Nakea’s lifetime, as well as his regular visits, his sound financial income, and his spotless character and family stability, Reverend Washington can provide his daughter with a fine and stable home life.”


Reverend? Regular visits? Child support? These were foreign words to her, Chantel thought. All lies. She wanted so badly to protest, but she remained silent, choosing to bite her tongue instead until she could taste her own blood trickle down her throat.


Ms. Gifford gave Chantel a faint smile, exposing red lipstick that caught on her yellowing teeth, and said, “Your sister really wants to see you, and so does Rev. Washington. You can support each other during your time of loss and grief. We will leave you all alone for a moment.” Ms. Gifford smiled benevolently again and nodded while waving for her newly crowned family to come over.


Precious immediately walked over and whispered in Chantel’s ear again. “If you show any hint that you remember what he did to you, he might not ever let you see your little sister till she’s grown. So act like you don’t remember SHIT!” she emphasized, pulling away, warning her with her dark, determined eyes and looking to see that she got the message.
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