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Phaedra

 

 

“Hey, babe. Mind stopping by the bank? I gotta get some money out,” her boyfriend, Bobby, said as she pulled away from where she'd picked up him and his friends, Randall and Aaron. Her parents didn't like him, they thought he was trouble, but at seventeen she thought she knew more than they did.

“Um, sure.” They were supposed to be going to a graduation party so she wasn't sure why he needed money, but she didn't ask. She just drove them there.

“You can wait in the car. We'll be right back,” Bobby told her as he and his friends got out and went inside.

Again, she was confused. Why did they all go in if he was the one needing to get some money out?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of gunfire. The guys came running out, each carrying a bag, and jumped into the car.

“Go!” Bobby said, and when she didn't put the car in gear right away he slapped her. “Fucking drive, Phaedra!”

She stared at him for a moment before she put the car in gear and pulled away. He'd never hit her before. What was going on?

“Faster,” he ordered just as the wailing of a siren reached them. “Damn it, Phaedra! Drive faster,” he practically snarled and lifted a gun into view.

Terror filled her as the realization of what they'd done hit her. They'd robbed the bank, maybe shot someone, and were just using her to get away.

Since the guys weren't paying attention to what she was doing, she made a snap decision. She wasn't going to let them ruin her life. With them distracted by the cops following them, she suddenly swerved and the front of her car ran into a telephone pole.

Moments later, police swarmed the car. Phaedra found herself being pulled out and handcuffed. “What? I didn't...”

She was read her rights, put into the back of a police car, and soon she sat in an interrogation room.

“Miss Sinclair. I'm Detective Stevens. Do you know why you're here?”

“Um, no. Where are my parents? Aren't they supposed to be here if you're going to question me?”

“I'm afraid not, Miss Sinclair. This isn't a movie or tv show. This is real life.” He tossed a folder down and sat across from her. “You're being charged with accessory to bank robbery and attempted murder.”

“What? I didn't do anything!” she countered and stood up.

“Sit down, Miss Sinclair. You were driving the getaway car,” he pointed out.

“And I crashed on purpose! I didn't know they were going to do that! Bobby just said he needed to get some money out. I thought he meant to withdraw it from his account.” She felt tears stinging her eyes and blinked several times.

For several hours, the detective tried to get her to change her story or trip her up in case she was lying, but since it was the truth her story never changed.

“You'll be taken to a holding cell to await arraignment,” the detective finally said as an officer entered the room.

She felt the tears sliding down her cheeks as she was led through the jail. Why hadn't she listened to her parents? They'd been right about Bobby all along.
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After her arraignment, she got to go home with her parents to await her trial. It was during that time that the District Attorney approached her with a deal.

“I won't lie to you, Miss Sinclair. These are some serious charges you're facing. You could spend a long time in prison,” the DA started. “I'm willing to cut a deal, but this is a one-time offer.”

“What's the deal?” her lawyer asked.

“If Miss Sinclair turns state evidence and testifies against her co-defendants, the state is willing to sentence her to ten years in a minimum security prison with the chance of early parole for good behavior. If she keeps her nose clean and doesn't get into any further trouble, her record will be expunged ten years after her release.

“Her co-defendants are more than willing to say she was a fully willing participant in the robbery.”

“Give me a moment to confer with my client,” her lawyer said and the DA nodded before leaving the room so they could talk.

“This is a good deal, Phaedra. As long as you don't do anything else illegal—I know you didn't do it knowingly—you'll be able to get your record cleared in the future.”

“Okay. I'll take it.” There was no hesitation in her voice. She wouldn't let her trusting the wrong person destroy her life forever.
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Sitting on the stand to testify against Bobby, Randall, and Aaron was nerve-wracking. All three men glared at her but she did her best to ignore them. Instead, she kept her gaze on her parents. They'd stood by her side and having them there gave her the strength she needed to get through this.

She told the courtroom what had transpired that day, including deliberately crashing her car so they wouldn't get away.

Of course their attorney tried to make it sound like she was lying, he tried to get her to change her story, but her lawyer had prepared her for that and she didn't stray from the truth.

“No more questions,” their attorney finally said and she was escorted from the stand to sit beside her attorney.

“You're going to regret this!” Randall snarled. “You just wait until I get out.”

Outwardly it looked like his words fell on deaf ears, but on the inside she was afraid. Very afraid.

Days later, when the guilty verdicts were given, she heard a sob from behind her and knew it was her mother. They'd been warned but it was still hard to hear.

“We'll be waiting for you when you get out, baby,” her mother told her.

“I know mom.”

She shared one last look with her parents before she was led away. It was going to be a long ten years.


Chapter One
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Phaedra

 

 

Almost eight years to the day that she stepped off the prison bus at Ashmount Women's Correctional Facility, Phaedra walked through the gates a free woman. Her mother, who was waiting just on the other side, pulled her into a hug and they both shed a few tears.

“I told you we wouldn't give up on you, baby,” her mother told her.

“I never doubted it for a minute, mom.”

“Let's get you away from this horrible place,” her mother said before she was enveloped in her father's arms as well.

“Hi, daddy,” she murmured and felt a fresh wave of tears slide down her cheeks.

“Hi sweetheart. Your mom's right, let's get out of here.”

Sliding into the backseat of her parents’ car, Phaedra breathed a sigh of relief. While inside, she'd done everything she could to stay out of trouble. Despite pressure from others, she never joined any of the ‘gangs’, choosing instead to be a loner for the most part.

“Are you hungry baby?” her mother asked. “We've got a five hour drive ahead of us.”

“I could eat,” she replied.

They pulled into a diner and headed inside. After looking over the menu, Phaedra decided on the country fried steak, mashed potatoes with gravy, and seasoned green beans.

That first bite had her moaning in pleasure. “Oh my gods, I forgot what real food tasted like.”

“I think stopping was a good idea,” her father chuckled.

“Yeah. Thanks daddy. Oh, can I get a piece of pie?” she asked after another bite.

“Of course, sweetheart.” Her father waved the waitress over and she ordered a slice of their apple pie.

By the time she was done eating she was pleasantly stuffed. “I don't think I could eat another bite, even if I did wish I could have another piece of pie.”

“That's easily remedied.” Her father ordered several slices to go before he paid the bill and soon they were back on the road.

As the miles passed by, her eyes got heavy and she leaned her head back and closed them to rest them.
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“Phaedra, baby, we're home.”

Her mother's voice pulled her from slumber and she rubbed her eyes. “Sorry. I didn't mean to fall asleep.”

“It's okay. You needed it. I picked you up a few things—clothes and toiletries—but we can go shopping tomorrow to get you whatever else you need,” her mother replied.

“Thanks mom.” She got out and followed her parents into her childhood home. So many memories assailed her and she had to blink back tears.

“Your room is just the way you left it,” her mother informed her. “It didn't feel right to change anything “

“It's okay, mom. Really. I'm just glad to be free.”

“So are we, sweetheart,” her father agreed.

“I think I'm going to go take a nice hot shower and lay down for a bit.”

“Okay baby. Sleep well,” her mother told her.

Phaedra headed upstairs to her bedroom where she found something to sleep in among the things her mother had purchased.

The first spray of hot water on her skin felt like heaven. Standing under it, emotions welled up and she dropped to the floor of the shower, wrapped her arms around her knees, and cried.

She cried for all the years she'd lost because she'd been a foolish girl. She cried for all the dreams ruined by the actions of others. And she cried for all the pain she'd put her parents through the last eight years.

Once she'd cried herself out, she stood up, washed quickly, and got out. After drying, she dressed, went back to her room, and collapsed into bed where exhaustion dragged her under.


Chapter Two
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Phaedra

 


“Hey, mom, daddy, can I talk to you for a minute?” Phaedra asked her parents a few days after she'd been released from prison.

“Of course, sweetheart. What's on your mind?” her father inquired.

Sitting down across from them, she played with the hem of her shirt. “I've been thinking about what I want to do. You know I've always loved to cook, but I don't want to just be a random, low paid cook in a restaurant. I want to go to culinary arts school to get my associate's and then my bachelor's degree. I want to be a chef.”

“That sounds like a wonderful idea, baby,” her mother told her.

“You think so?”

“Of course, baby. We'll help you in any way we can. Won't we, Earl?”

“Of course, Martha, “ her father replied.

“Thanks. I'm going to go look into it,” Phaedra told them. They'd gotten her a new computer just before her release so she headed to her bedroom and got online.

After a bit of researching, she settled on Faraday Institute of Culinary Arts. She filled out all the required information for tuition assistance and logged off with a sense of accomplishment. Her life had been on hold for the last eight years but she was finally back on track.
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Two weeks later, she stared at her acceptance email for several minutes before she yelled in excitement.

“Phaedra? What is it?” her mother asked, rushing into her room.

“I just got my acceptance email from Faraday. My financial aid came through and classes begin in three weeks,” she replied.

“That’s great, baby. I'm so proud of you.”

“Thanks, mom. I'm going to work hard, get my degrees, and then prove that just because I was a naive teenager, it doesn't mean I'm a bad person.”

“Of course you're not. Your father and I have always believed in you,” her mother promised her.

“I know, mom. You and daddy have stood by me through everything. I'm so sorry I didn't listen when you told me Bobby was trouble. I was so… arrogant. I thought I knew more than you. I was so wrong.”

Her mother moved to the bed and sat beside her before she lightly gripped her hand. “We all think we know more when we're that age. We're not upset with you. I just hate that you had to find out the hard way. And that you lost so many years because of that boy.”

“I guess there's no sense in dwelling on it, right? We can't change what happened,” Phaedra said after a moment.

“True, baby. Let your father and I know if there's anything you need for your classes. We'll make sure you get it.”

“Thanks, mom.”

She watched her mother go and flopped back on the bed. She might be starting late, but at least she finally had a plan for her life.
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That first day of classes, she'd been nervous, especially when she realized she was older than most of the other students. Thankfully, no one made her feel unwelcome and within days she'd found a routine.

Five days a week, she attended classes, learning everything there was to know about being a world-class chef. There were classes on culinary foundations, baking and pastries, world cuisine, meat, seafood, and poultry fabrication, garde manager–which was working with cold foods—a la carte cooking, banquet cooking, foodservice management, restaurant service where they learned about the front-of-house aspects, nutrition, wine studies, and of course her general education courses of math, science, and humanities.

As the weeks and months passed, Phaedra had two favorites among her classes—baking and world cuisine.

When she got that first degree two years after she began, she stared at it in awe. She'd done it. She had her associate's degree. Now for the four-year bachelor's.


Chapter Three
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Phaedra

 

Four years later

 

Phaedra sat there staring at the representative from Victim and Witnesses Support Services. “What do you mean he's getting out early? He was sentenced to twenty years. It's only been fourteen!”

“From what we have been told, he was up for early parole and it was approved due to good behavior,” the representative replied.

Terror filled her at the knowledge that Randall was being released early. She knew he hadn't changed. She knew he hadn't forgiven or forgotten that she'd testified against him. She wasn't stupid. He was coming for her.

“Thank you,” she said woodenly. She rose from her seat and moved on autopilot out to the car with her parents.

The entire drive home, she was silent. She was still trying to process what she'd been told.

It wasn't until she was safely in the house that the dam broke. She started shaking and her breathing grew ragged.

“Phaedra, baby, you're having a panic attack,” her mother said gently. “I need you to focus on my voice and slow your breathing. That's it, baby. Just like that.”

Once the attack faded she stared at her parents. “He's going to kill me.”

“No he's not. He'd be a fool to try anything,” her father countered.

“No, daddy, you don't understand. Randall isn't the forgive and forget type. He might not do anything right away, but he will come for me. I can't stay here. I need to get out of Michigan.”

“Okay. Tomorrow I'll contact a Realtor and get the house put on the market. You decide on where we're moving to,” her father replied.

“Daddy, no. I can't ask you—”

He held his hand up to stop her. “You're not. Do you really think we'd stay here knowing you could never come back?”

“You're father's right, baby. We told you that we would support you all the way. This is just one more aspect of that,” he mother interjected.

Phaedra deflated a bit. “I can't talk you out of this, can I?”

“Absolutely not,” her parents replied together.

“Okay then. I already know where I want to move.”

“You do? Have you been thinking about this?” her mother asked.

“Yeah. I knew I'd have to leave when he got released,” she admitted.

“Where do you have in mind?” her father questioned.

“Connecticut.”

“Why there?”

“You're probably going to think it's stupid,” she started, “but… there's this really awesome author signing event in Trumbull called RomantiConn. I found out about it last year after I started reading some indie published—that means independently published—books.

“One of the newer inmates, just before my release, got me hooked on reading indie and two of the authors I really like are going to be there. E.S. McMillan writes this fun small town series called The Allenville Series. It's set in a small, made-up town called Allenville, South Carolina.

“The other is an author named Samantha Cole. She has a lot of books, like almost a hundred and fifty, but the two series I like are her Trident Security series and her Doms of The Covenant series. It would be amazing to meet them and get a signed copy of one of their books.”

“Well, that sounds like as good a reason as any to move there,” her father said. “We just need to decide where in Connecticut.”

“Well, there are a lot of little towns, but the two biggest cities are New Haven and Hartford. Although New Haven is in the southern part of the state and close to the ocean, I'm leaning toward Hartford. It's further north, so it might feel more like home.”

“That sounds like a plan, then. We'll start looking at properties for sale in the area. We have two weeks before he's out. Let's get this done,” her father said, clapping his hands together.

It looked like they were moving to Connecticut.
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