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Chapter 1 
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Promise stood at the stove, carefully flipping pancakes as the sizzle of bacon filled the kitchen. Her mother, Skye, sat at the table with a mug of coffee in hand, looking worse for wear from the night before. Skye had always been a party girl, living for the thrill of the moment and never worrying about the consequences. It often fell to Promise to pick up the pieces and take care of her when she indulged a little too much.

As Promise stirred the eggs in the pan, the morning news played in the background. A somber-faced reporter announced, "In local news, the body of a woman named Tracy Alexander was discovered yesterday, the victim of a brutal domestic violence incident. She had been trying to escape her abusive boyfriend when tragedy struck."

Promise felt a pang of sympathy for the poor woman who had lost her life in such a senseless way. "How sad," she murmured, shaking her head.

Skye took a sip of her coffee and replied nonchalantly, "Yeah, it's a shame. Tracy was my sister, you know."

Promise's eyes widened in shock. "Your sister? You never mentioned having a sister. Why have I never met her?"

Skye shrugged, her gaze fixed on the swirling steam rising from her coffee cup. "Tracy was one of the outside children that my father had while he was cheating on my mother. She was never really part of our family, so we never talked about her." 

Promise felt a wave of sadness wash over her. "That must have been tough for her, growing up like that."

Skye scoffed, her voice tinged with bitterness. "Yeah, well, she made her choices just like the rest of us. She was always chasing after some bad boy, thinking she could change him. Guess she finally met her match."

Promise felt a surge of anger rise within her. "That's not fair, ma. No one deserves to die like that, no matter what mistakes they've made."

Skye shot her a glare, her eyes flashing with a mixture of sadness and frustration. "You don't understand, Promise. Life isn't always black and white. Sometimes people get trapped in situations they can't escape from, no matter how hard they try."

Promise sighed, feeling a sense of helplessness wash over her. She knew she couldn't change the past, couldn't undo the mistakes that had been made. But she could try to make a difference now, in the present.

"I hear you. I still just feel bad for her," she said softly, placing a plate of food in front of her mother. "I can’t image what it’s like trying escape a partner like that, all to be hunted down by him in the end. "

Skye looked up at her daughter, a hint of gratitude in her weary eyes. "You're right, Prom. That shit is scary as hell. I wish I might ever let a nigga go upside my head. These bitches be thinking a man being aggressive is cute until they are in too deep. That’s why you have to be willing to always protect yourself from these men. If I was lost in a forest and had to choose between being lost with a man or a wild best, I certainly would not choose a man." 

Skye pushed her plate away from her and let out a heavy sigh, her stomach knotting with anxiety. It had been weeks since she had quit her last job at the law firm and money was running dangerously low. She glanced around her small, dimly lit apartment, taking in the peeling paint on the walls and the stack of unpaid bills sitting on the kitchen counter. She knew she needed to find another job soon, but the thought of going back to the grind of corporate law sent a shiver down her spine.

Sighing once more, Skye got up from the breakfast table and walked over to the cupboard where she kept her liquor stash. She grabbed a bottle of vodka and poured a generous amount into her glass of orange juice, the familiar burn of alcohol coursing through her veins. She took a long sip, relishing the sharp taste that momentarily distracted her from her financial worries.

As she sat back down at the table, Skye's mind wandered back to the day she had walked out of the law firm for the last time. It had been a decision fueled by frustration and disillusionment, a breaking point after years of long hours and thankless work. She had always dreamed of making a difference in the world, of fighting for justice and righting wrongs. But the reality of the legal world had crushed that idealism, leaving her feeling lost and adrift in a sea of paperwork and bureaucracy.

But now, with her savings dwindling and the rent due, Skye knew she needed to put those dreams aside and find a way to make ends meet. She had sent out countless resumes and gone on a handful of interviews, but nothing had panned out so far. The rejection emails had started to pile up, each one a harsh reminder of her failure to find a new job.

As she took another sip of her spiked orange juice, Skye's phone buzzed on the table in front of her. She glanced down to see a message from her best friend, Mia, asking if she wanted to meet up for a drink later that day. A flicker of hope sparked in Skye's chest at the thought of seeing Mia, who always had a way of making her feel better no matter how bleak the situation.
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Skye rushed around her bedroom, frantically searching for the perfect outfit to wear for her date night with Skeeter. She was forty-five years old, but still embraced a youthful style, with her belly button piercing proudly on display. She finally settled on a tight black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, paired with some strappy heels.

As she rummaged through her daughter Promise's closet to find a cardigan to throw on top, Promise barged into the room, looking annoyed. "Mom, make sure you bring that back in one piece," she said, eyeing Skye suspiciously.

Skye rolled her eyes and scoffed, "Oh please, like I'm going to ruin your precious cardigan. Just be glad I'm borrowing it and not wearing something of yours that actually fits me."

"Whatever, just don't mess it up," Promise muttered under her breath as Skye grabbed the cardigan and flounced out of the room.

As Skye made her way downstairs, the sound of a horn honking outside caught her attention. Skeeter was already here to pick her up. She quickly checked her reflection in the hallway mirror, smoothed down her hair, and gave herself a final once-over. Satisfied with her appearance, she headed towards the front door.

Before leaving the house, Skye stopped by Promise's room to say goodbye. She leaned down and kissed her daughter's forehead, saying, "I'll be back by midnight, Promise. Don't wait up for me."

Promise raised an eyebrow, "Where are you guys going?"

Skye smirked, "Oh, just out for dinner and maybe a little dancing afterwards."

"Uh huh, sure," Promise said, unconvinced. "Just be safe, Mom."

Skye waved her off, "Don't worry about me, I'll be fine. And don't stay up too late, you have school tomorrow."

With that, Skye turned and left the house, closing the front door behind her. Skeeter was waiting in his car, leaning back casually in the driver's seat. He grinned when he saw Skye approaching, and whistled appreciatively at her outfit.

"Damn, Skye, you look sexy as fuck tonight," Skeeter said, reaching over to open the passenger door for her.

Skye giggled and slid into the car, "Thanks, Skeeter. You clean up pretty well yourself."

As Skeeter pulled away from the curb, the two of them started chatting about their plans for the evening. Skye was excited to have a night out with her boyfriend, away from the hustle and bustle of everyday life.

"So, where are we going for dinner tonight?" Skye asked, trying to make conversation.

Skeeter reached over to hold her hand, "I made reservations at that new French restaurant downtown. I heard they have amazing escargot."

Skye wrinkled her nose, "Ew, snails? No thanks. I think I'll stick to the steak and mashed potatoes."

Skeeter laughed, "Suit yourself. I'll have to remember that for next time."

The rest of the car ride was filled with easy banter and laughter, as Skye and Skeeter enjoyed each other's company. They arrived at the restaurant and were seated at a cozy table in the corner, surrounded by flickering candlelight.

As they perused the menu, Skye couldn't help but feel grateful for moments like this, where she could let loose and be herself without any worries. She glanced across the table at Skeeter, his eyes twinkling with affection, and felt a warm flutter of happiness in her chest.
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The club was packed, the bass thumping through the speakers as the crowd moved and swayed to the music. The low lights in the club gave off a mysterious and alluring vibe, casting shadows on the dance floor as colored lights flashed in sync with the beat. The DJ was playing a song by Big Boogie and Glorilla, a popular duo known for their catchy hooks and infectious rhythms. The combination of the music and the atmosphere drew people in like moths to a flame, eager to lose themselves in the pulsating energy of the club.

Skye was in the midst of it all, her body moving fluidly to the music as she danced and twirled with a group of friends. She felt the music coursing through her veins, the thump of the bass reverberating in her chest as she lost herself in the music. As the song reached its peak, she found herself drawn to the dance floor, where she began to dance and grind with a tall, handsome stranger.

His name was Skeeter, a regular at the club who had caught Skye's eye earlier in the night. He had a rugged charm about him, his eyes dark and intense as he moved in sync with her on the dance floor. As they danced, he leaned in close, whispering flirtatiously in her ear as their bodies moved together in a hypnotic rhythm. Skye felt a surge of desire coursing through her as she danced with him, feeling his hands on her hips as they moved as one to the music.

After a few songs, Skeeter leaned in and murmured in Skye's ear, "I'm gonna run to the bathroom real quick, then we can get out of here and head back to my place. What do you say?" Skye felt a rush of excitement at the prospect of being alone with Skeeter, away from the crowded club and the intrusive eyes of the other patrons. She nodded eagerly, her heart pounding in her chest as she agreed to go with him.

As Skeeter made his way to the bathroom, Skye grabbed her purse and made her way to the bar, where she quickly downed the remainder of her drink. She felt a mix of adrenaline and anticipation coursing through her veins as she waited for Skeeter to return, her mind racing with the possibilities of what the night might hold. She glanced around the club, taking in the sights and sounds of the crowded dance floor before turning her attention back to the entrance, where she watched for Skeeter's return.

The bass thumped loudly through the crowded nightclub, the colorful lights flashing and swirling around the room. Skye sat at the bar, sipping on the last of her tequila shot, feeling a warm buzz spreading through her body. She had come to the club alone that night, wanting to let loose and forget about the stress of her busy week.

As she sat there, lost in her thoughts, a man approached her. He was tall and muscular, with a head full of long dreadlocks that swayed as he moved. He flashed her a charming smile and said, "Hey there, beautiful. You look sexy tonight."

Skye felt a tingle of excitement as she looked up at him, her hazel eyes sparkling in the dim light of the club. She tilted her head slightly and replied, "Well, thank you. You're not too bad yourself."

The man chuckled, his deep voice sending shivers down Skye's spine. He reached out and gently took a lock of her curly hair in his hand, twirling it around his fingers. Skye felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her body at his touch, and she smiled flirtatiously at him.

"What's your name, gorgeous?" he asked, his eyes locked on hers.

"Skye," she replied, her voice low and sultry. "And what should I call you?"

The man grinned, his dark eyes shining with desire. "You can call me Jay. So, Skye, are you here alone tonight?"

Skye nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she shouldn't be so quick to trust a stranger, but there was something about Jay that drew her to him. She let out a soft laugh and said, "I am. And what about you, Jay? Are you here with friends?"

Jay shook his head, his locs swaying as he moved closer to Skye. "No, I came here by myself too. But I'm sure glad I found you." He leaned in closer, his warm breath brushing against Skye's neck. "You're so sexy, love. I can't take my eyes off you."

Skye felt her cheeks flush with heat as Jay's words washed over her. She leaned in closer to him, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "You're not so bad yourself, Jay. In fact, I think you're quite attractive."

Jay grinned at her, his hands trailing down her arms as he pulled her closer. Skye let out a soft gasp as she felt his touch, the heat of his body searing through her skin. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the intoxicating sensation of his hands on her.

They danced together, the music pulsing through their bodies as they moved in perfect synchrony. Jay's hands roamed freely over Skye's curves, his touch sending waves of pleasure through her. She let out a low moan, her body arching towards him as he pulled her even closer.

Their conversation continued, a mix of playful banter and heated whispers as they danced the night away. Skye felt herself drawn to Jay in a way she had never experienced before, the electricity between them crackling in the air. She let go of all her inhibitions, allowing herself to be swept away by the passion and desire that burned between them.

Skye and Jay stood in the center of the dance floor, their bodies pressed together as they swayed to the rhythm of their own heartbeat. Jay's eyes never left Skye's, his gaze filled with a hunger that mirrored her own.

Without a word, Jay leaned in and captured Skye's lips in a searing kiss. She responded eagerly, her hands tangling in his locs as she pulled him closer. The world around them faded away, the only thing that mattered was the connection between them, the raw passion that burned like a wildfire.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 4 

[image: image]


Skeeter came out of the bathroom of the crowded club, his eyes scanning the room for his girlfriend Skye. As he made his way through the dancing bodies, he finally spotted her in a dark corner, her face mere inches away from a man with long dreadlocks. Skeeter's blood boiled as he watched them exchange flirtatious smiles and whispered words, oblivious to his presence.

He strode over to them, his jaw clenched in anger. Skye's eyes widened in surprise as she saw him approach, but there was a defiant glint in them that only fueled Skeeter's fury. He could feel the heat rising in his chest as he reached them, his words cutting through the music and chatter around them.

"What the hell do you think you're doing, Skye?" Skeeter demanded, his voice low and dangerous.

Skye turned to him, her expression defiant. "I was just talking to a friend, Skeeter. What's your problem?"

Skeeter's grip tightened on her arm as he leaned in close, his eyes blazing with anger. "Don't play dumb with me, Skye. You know damn well what you were doing. You're always up in someone's face when I'm not around, flirting and acting like you're single."

Skye's eyes narrowed as she yanked her arm out of his grasp, her voice filled with venom. "I don't need you telling me what to do, Skeeter. I can talk to whoever I want."

Skeeter's control snapped at her defiance, his hand reaching out to grab her arm once more. "You think this is a game, Skye? You think you can just disrespect me like that?"

Before he could react, Skye's fist came flying towards his face, the force of the punch sending him stumbling back. The music seemed to fade away as Skeeter's head throbbed with pain, his vision swimming as he watched Skye walk past him, her figure disappearing into the crowd.

As they stood outside the club, the cool night air washing over them, Skeeter struggled to regain his composure. Skye's silence only added to the tension that hung between them, the anger and hurt simmering beneath the surface.

"Why did you do that, Skye?" Skeeter finally spoke, his voice laced with frustration and confusion.

Skye's gaze remained fixed on the distant streetlights, her voice cold and distant. "You don't get to control me, Skeeter. I'm not some possession for you to dictate. I can talk to whoever I want, whenever I want."

Skeeter's hands clenched into fists at his sides, his jaw tight with restrained anger. "You're right, Skye. I can't control you. But I won't stand by and watch you disrespect me like that. We're supposed to be in a relationship, Skye. There's supposed to be trust and respect between us."

Skye finally turned to face him, her eyes flashing with defiance. "Maybe this isn't working, Skeeter. Maybe we're not right for each other."

Skeeter's heart sank at her words, the weight of her uncertainty crushing him. "Is that what you really want, Skye? To just walk away from us?"

Skeeter unlocked the car and opened the door for Skye, who stumbled in with a giggling smile on her face. As he got in the driver's seat and started the engine, he couldn't help but notice that Skye was more intoxicated than usual. And that was saying a lot. Skye could outdrink men twice her size. 

"Skeeter, you're just like all the other niggas I've dated," Skye slurred, her words slapping the air like a drunken whip. "You just want to control me and tell me what to do."

Skeeter gripped the steering wheel tighter, his jaw clenching with frustration. "Skye, you need to chill out. I'm just trying to get you home safely. I don't need to hear this nonsense right now."

Skye leaned back in her seat, crossing her arms and pouting. "You don't know me, Skeeter. You don't know what I've been through with these men. They all try to control me and I won't stand for it."

Skeeter let out a deep breath, trying to keep his composure as he drove through the quiet streets. "Bitch, ain’t nobody trying to control you. That reverse psychology may have worked on a beta male, but I am an alpha male. I care about you and just want to make sure you're okay. I don't understand why you're getting so worked up."

Skye shook her head, the alcohol clouding her judgment. "You were too busy in the bathroom while I was dancing with that guy on the dance floor. You don't even care about me, Skeeter."

Skeeter's hands clenched on the wheel, his patience wearing thin. "Skye, I went to the bathroom for two minutes. I trust you, but the way you're acting right now is making it hard for me to continue to do so."

Skye huffed, turning to stare out the window. "You don't trust me. You just want to control me like all the other niggas. I see through you, Skeeter."

Silence filled the car as Skeeter focused on the road ahead, trying to block out Skye's drunken words. The tension between them was palpable, the air thick with unspoken feelings and misunderstandings.

Finally, Skeeter spoke up, his voice tinged with frustration. "Skye, I'm done with this conversation. I'm taking you home, and we can talk about this when you're sober. I won't stand here and be accused of things I didn't do."
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Promise rubbed her eyes sleepily as the sound of the front door slamming open echoed through the house. She sat up in her bed, her heart racing as she strained to hear the voices coming from the living room. It was her mother, Skye, and Skeeter - the man she never liked.

Holding her breath, Promise listened as the arguments between her mother and Skeeter grew louder and more heated. Skeeter was accusing Skye of talking to other men at the club, while Skye was defending herself, her voice tinged with anger and frustration.

The argument seemed to be never-ending as it moved from the living room to the hallway and finally into Skye's bedroom. Promise could hear Skeeter's raised voice and her mother's pleading tone as they continued to argue.

And then she heard it - a loud bang followed by her mother's cry of pain. "Look what you did to my arm! You left a bruise on me!" Skye's words sent a shiver down Promise's spine. She knew that her mother was all she had in this world, and the thought of anyone hurting her made her blood boil.

Without thinking, Promise jumped out of bed and made her way quietly to the kitchen. She knew what she had to do. She reached for the butcher's knife, her hands trembling with a mix of fear and determination.

As she made her way back towards her mother's bedroom, she could still hear Skeeter's voice, taunting and cruel. Promise steeled herself, her grip on the knife tightening, as she pushed open the door.

Skye and Skeeter both turned towards her, their argument coming to an abrupt halt as they saw the knife in Promise's hand. Skye's eyes widened in shock, while Skeeter's face twisted into a sneer.

"What do you think you're doing, girl?" Skeeter spat, his voice filled with malice. Promise didn't say a word. She simply narrowed her eyes and took a step closer, the knife gleaming in the dim light of the bedroom.

Skye's voice cut through the tense silence. "Promise, put down the knife. This isn't how we solve our problems." Her tone was calm but firm, her eyes pleading with her daughter to listen.

But Promise couldn't listen. Not when she saw the fear in her mother's eyes, the bruises on her arm standing out starkly against her pale skin. She took another step forward, her gaze fixed on Skeeter.

"You have no right to hurt her," Promise's voice was low and steady, her jaw clenched in anger. "She's all I have, and I won't let you lay a hand on her again."

Skeeter laughed, a cold and humorless sound. "And what are you going to do with that knife, little girl? You think you can scare me?"

But Promise didn't back down. She raised the knife, locking eyes with Skeeter. "I'll do whatever it takes to protect my mother. And if that means getting rid of you, then so be it."

Skye's breath caught in her throat as she watched her daughter standing up to the man who had brought so much pain and fear into their lives. She knew that Promise was strong, but she had never imagined that she would be willing to go to such lengths to protect her.

Skeeter took a step back, his bravado fading as he realized that Promise was serious. "You're just a kid," he muttered, his eyes flicking nervously towards the knife in her hand.

"But I'm a kid who loves her mother more than anything in this world," Promise replied, her voice unwavering. "And I won't let anyone hurt her, no matter what."

Skye couldn't help but feel a surge of pride and gratitude towards her daughter, who had shown a strength and courage that she had never thought possible. Promise typically was such a crybaby, that Skye didn't know that Promise had a mean bone in her. 

Promise felt that she was doing the right thing, and that she would always be there to protect her mother, no matter what. Her mother was all that she had in this world. Her father jumped ship before she could walk and never looked back. She would be damned to see a man abusing her mother. Promise knew that she had made a promise to herself - to always stand up for what she believed in and to protect the ones she loved, no matter the cost. And she intended to keep that promise for as long as she lived.

Promise's heart raced as she stood in her mother's bedroom, clutching the butcher's knife in her trembling hand. She could feel the anger coursing through her veins, fueled by the sight of her mother's bruised arm and the sound of Skeeter's cruel laughter.

"You need to get the fuck out of here, nigga," Promise spat, her voice filled with venom. "Try that shit with someone else's mother, but I don't fuck around about mine."

Skye's eyes widened in fear as she watched her daughter confront the man who had brought chaos into their home. "Promise, please, put down the knife," she pleaded, her voice trembling with emotion. "This isn't the way to handle things."

But Promise was beyond listening to reason. She took a step forward, her eyes locked on Skeeter. "You think you can come into our home and hurt my mother?" she growled, the knife glinting in the dim light of the room. "You're nothing but a coward, preying on women who are too good for you."

Skeeter's laughter died away, replaced by a sneer of disdain. "You think you're tough, little girl?" he taunted, taking a step closer to Promise. "You're just a kid, playing with things you don't understand."

Promise's grip tightened on the knife, her knuckles white with determination. "I may be young, but I know right from wrong," she declared, her voice firm. "And hurting my mother is the ultimate wrong in my book."

Skye could see the dangerous glint in her daughter's eyes, a mixture of rage and protectiveness that she had never witnessed before. "Promise, please," she pleaded once more, her heart aching with fear for her daughter's safety. "Don't do something you'll regret."

But Promise's mind was made up. She stood her ground, her gaze unwavering as she faced Skeeter down. "You have until the count of three to leave," she stated, her voice cold and unyielding. "One... two..."

Skeeter's sneer faltered, replaced by a flicker of uncertainty. He could see the determination in Promise's eyes, the fierce loyalty she felt towards her mother. He knew he had pushed too far, and now he was faced with the consequences of his actions.
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Promise Regions sat nervously in the courtroom, her rainbow-colored wig slightly askew on her head. She glanced over at her lawyer, Zari Thomas, who was urging her to take the plea deal that had been offered to her. Promise's mother, Skye, was nowhere to be found, leaving Promise feeling abandoned and alone.

Zari leaned in close to Promise, whispering urgently, "Promise, you need to consider taking this plea deal. It's the best option for you right now. You'll be out in five years with probation. Think about your future."

Promise shook her head adamantly, her heart pounding in her chest. "I can't plead guilty to something I didn't do, Zari. I didn't kill Skeeter on purpose. I swear to you, I didn't. He tried to take the knife away from me. I got scared and panicked."

Zari's expression was one of frustration and concern. She knew that the evidence against Promise was strong, and taking the plea deal might be her only chance at a lighter sentence. But Promise's stubbornness was getting in the way.

As the prosecution began their opening statement, Promise felt a knot form in her stomach. The prosecutor painted a vivid picture of Promise as a violent and dangerous individual, capable of murder. They recounted how Promise had overheard an argument between her mother and Skeeter Matthews, leading to a violent altercation that ended in Skeeter's death.

The prosecutor's words hung heavy in the air, and Promise could feel the jury's eyes on her. She clenched her fists, feeling the weight of the accusations crushing down on her.

"You see, ladies and gentlemen of the jury," the prosecutor continued, "Promise Regions is a troubled young girl who let her emotions get the best of her. She took matters into her own hands and violently ended Skeeter Matthews' life. She must be held accountable for her actions." 

Promise could hear the murmurs of agreement from the jury, and she felt a sense of desperation wash over her. She turned to Zari, her eyes pleading for help.

Zari sighed, knowing that their case was not looking good. She whispered to Promise, "Promise, you have to understand that the jury is swaying against you. You need to seriously consider taking this plea deal. It's your best chance at a lighter sentence."

Promise felt tears welling up in her eyes as she shook her head. "I can't do it, Zari. I can't admit to something I didn't do. I won't let them take away my freedom."

Zari's heart ached for Promise, knowing that they were fighting an uphill battle. She sat back in her seat, feeling helpless as the prosecutor continued to lay out their case against Promise.

As the trial wore on, Promise's resolve never wavered. She refused to accept the plea deal, determined to prove her innocence no matter the cost. But as the evidence mounted against her, it became increasingly clear that the odds were stacked against her.

Promise Regions sat nervously in the courtroom, her fingers tapping on the wooden bench as she awaited the judge’s arrival. Beside her, her lawyer, Zari Thomas, leaned in close and whispered, “Promise, maybe we should consider the plea deal. It’s the best option we have.”

Promise shook her head firmly, her rainbow-colored wig bobbing with the motion. “No, Zari. I can’t take the plea deal. I have to tell my side of the story.”

Zari sighed, knowing it was going to be an uphill battle. Promise’s mother, Skye, was nowhere to be found, and she hadn’t spoken to her daughter since the night the police had taken Promise into custody. It was clear that Promise was on her own in this fight. 

As the trial began, the prosecution painted Promise as a violent, cold-blooded killer. They described how she had viciously stabbed Skeeter Matthews after overhearing an argument between him and her mother. The jury watched intently as the prosecution portrayed Promise as a dangerous threat to society.

Zari knew she had her work cut out for her. She stood up and addressed the jury, her voice strong and unwavering. “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, I ask you to look past the colorful wig and see my client for who she truly is – a scared, vulnerable young girl who was trying to protect her mother.” 

The prosecution objected, arguing that Zari was trying to manipulate the jury with emotional tactics. But Zari pressed on, recounting Promise’s difficult childhood, her struggles with poverty and abuse, and her undying love for her mother.

As Zari spoke, Promise felt a surge of emotion. She knew she had made a terrible mistake in stabbing Skeeter, but she also knew that she had been trying to protect her mother – a mother who had always put her safety and well-being first.

The jury deliberated for what felt like an eternity before returning with a verdict. Promise held her breath as the judge announced, “The jury finds the defendant, Promise Regions, guilty of voluntary manslaughter.”

Promise’s heart sank as she realized the magnitude of what was happening. The judge sentenced her to a penalty thirteen years. Tears welled up in Promise’s eyes as she was taken into custody, her rainbow-colored wig slipping off her head and falling to the floor.

As she was led away, Promise couldn’t help but feel a profound sense of sadness. Not only had she lost her freedom, but she had also lost her mother – a woman who had always been her rock, her protector, her everything. Skye’s absence in the courtroom spoke volumes, and Promise knew that she would never forgive herself for causing her mother so much pain.

In the months that followed, Promise struggled to adjust to life behind bars. She missed her mother desperately, and the guilt of what she had done weighed heavily on her heart. But as she sat in her cell, Promise was surrounded by darkness and despair.

Promise sat on her cot, staring at the calendar on the wall. It was her sixteenth birthday, but there were no balloons, no cake, and no presents. The only thing she had to look forward to was the same dreary routine she had grown accustomed to in her cell.

She had been in juvenile detention for almost a year now, and in that time, she had slowly started to develop a deep-seated hatred for her mother, Skye. It wasn't always like this. Promise used to love her mother more than anything in the world, but that all changed the night she killed Skeeter. 

At the time, Promise thought she was doing the right thing. She thought she was saving her mother from a monster. But now, sitting alone in her cell, she couldn't help but feel a growing sense of resentment towards Skye. How could her mother abandon her like this? How could she not visit or even send a single letter?

It was this sense of betrayal that fueled Promise's hatred. She felt like she had sacrificed everything for her mother, and in return, she had been left to rot in a cold, damp cell. As her 16th birthday approached, Promise couldn't shake the feeling of loneliness and abandonment that had settled deep within her soul.

On the morning of her birthday, Promise woke up to the same bleak surroundings she had grown accustomed to. The fluorescent lights overhead flickered on, casting an eerie glow over her small cell. She sat up, wrapping her arms around her knees, trying to push away the overwhelming sense of sadness that threatened to consume her.

As breakfast was served, Promise couldn't help but notice the absence of any special treats or gestures. The other girls in the juvenile detention center seemed to be celebrating their birthdays with cake and presents, but for Promise, there was nothing. She picked at her food, feeling a lump form in her throat.

As the day wore on, Promise tried to distract herself by reading a book from the small shelf in her cell. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't shake the feeling of despair that clung to her like a heavy cloak. She thought about her mother, about Skye, and the anger she felt towards her started to fester and grow.

By the time evening rolled around, Promise was a ball of pent-up emotions. She felt like she was drowning in a sea of loneliness and abandonment. The other girls in the detention center tried to cheer her up, but their attempts fell flat. Promise couldn't shake the overwhelming sense of bitterness that had taken root in her heart.

As the lights went out and Promise lay in the darkness of her cell, she finally let the tears fall. She cried for the loss of her innocence, for the betrayal of her mother, and for the crushing weight of loneliness that threatened to consume her. She wished for a way out, for a way to escape the suffocating grip of her own emotions.
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