
 

 

 
Olivia woke with a pounding headache and a foggy mind. For a moment, she couldn’t remember where 
she was. The room was dim, the curtains drawn tight. The furniture was worn, the carpet stained. A faint 
smell of smoke lingered in the air. 
 
Then it all rushed back. 
 
The drive. The overwhelming sleepiness. Jamal. 
 

https://yjo9b8cab.cc.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=001GZchyF8ynTRwFgo1DFt7tVM6bTvYiSr8oCCPdFW17wDZXwvSDT5ZrNaQOB0GYY2hePMY6VdppRYuGhMklf4dMCBvf48dFrhTDX2sZVfw0YxVvQajMwheEUFjjT6wKnIVB-twhBWp8vnZvXptBDxw0yJkmyNAIH7E&c=i2lbLzTB8XEqM9XEKu6UwkUedgxPcDRGsgqzfybWca5bzpOKmG40xg==&ch=AKFU5C1f8CkipftyAsLDETpL-IJWZj2L-LRrfknVW057y33WHOmn2A==


She bolted upright in the narrow hotel bed. This wasn’t home. It wasn’t even her town. Her stomach 
twisted as she realized she was in a cheap roadside hotel somewhere in Georgia. 
 
When Jamal walked in, he wasn’t smiling. 
 
Olivia’s voice trembled as she asked what had happened and why they were there. His easy charm had 
vanished. In its place was something cold and impatient. He told her that since she had “run away” with 
him, she now had to earn her keep. The words didn’t make sense at first. Then he explained—calmly, 
cruelly—that men would be coming to the room, and she would do what he said. He would set 
the price. 
 
“I don’t want a price tag on my head,” Olivia cried. “Please. Just take me back to 
my grandmother’s house.” 
 
“No,” he snapped, his voice sharp and final. 
 
When she continued to protest, his tone grew uglier. He mocked her. Blamed her. 
Told her no one was looking for her. Told her this was her choice. That she owed 
him. 
 
Olivia felt the walls closing in. 

The days that followed blurred into a 
nightmare. Jamal became more controlling 
with each passing hour—monitoring her 
movements, criticizing her appearance, 
belittling her, stripping away her sense of 
worth piece by piece. He dictated what she 
wore, what she said, when she could sleep. 
His insults were constant, designed to 
make her feel small and powerless. 
 
But even in the darkness, something inside 
Olivia refused to disappear. 
 
With each cruel word, she began to see him 
clearly—not as the charming boy from the 
messages, not as the exciting older guy 
with the red sports car—but as someone 
manipulative and dangerous. The illusion 
shattered completely. After two weeks of 
relentless fear and trauma, an opportunity 
came. Jamal stepped out, distracted and 
careless for once. Olivia’s hands trembled 
as she found a way to send a single text to 
her grandmother. 
 
Just a few desperate words. A location. A 
plea for help. 

 

  

 



Within thirty hours, there was a pounding at the hotel door—but this time it wasn’t 
Jamal’s command. Police officers forced their way inside. Jamal was arrested on the spot. Olivia wrapped 
her arms around herself as a detective gently led her out of the 
room. The world outside felt overwhelming—bright, loud, unreal. But for the first 
time in weeks, she could breathe. 
 
Soon, she was reunited with her grandmother. The embrace was long and tearful, filled with both relief 
and heartbreak. Her family knew coming home was only the beginning. Olivia would need protection. 
She would need counseling. She would need time to heal from what had been done to her. 
 
But she was alive. And she was no longer alone. 

RESOURCES FOR PARENTS AND GRANDPARENTS 
 

Five Ways to Have Meaningful Conversations with Your Teen 
 
Aim to create an environment that fosters consistent, healthy conversations with your children and 
grandchildren. Focus on fostering human connections through family gatherings and engaging in 
positive activities such as family prayers, exercise, sports, crafts, reading, and various non-technology 
hobbies. Make face-to-face conversations a priority over social media interactions. Here are some key 
tips! 



 


