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​A Letter to You

My name is Patrice.

And if you’ve made it this far, that means you’ve walked with me through more than heartbreak — you’ve stood beside me through silence, survival, and the slow rebuilding of a girl who had to learn peace by hand.

This story isn’t just mine anymore.

It belongs to anyone who ever carried more than they were given room to speak about.

To every daughter who grew up too fast.

To every mother who kept going without a map.

To every woman who had to re-teach herself softness — not because she didn’t deserve it, but because life never taught her how to rest.

Book Three isn’t a perfect ending. It’s not a fairytale.

It’s a sunrise — slow, strong, and quiet after the storm.

There will still be days that ache.

But there’s beauty in what I’m building now — not from what broke me, but from what I chose to do with the pieces.

What life gave me, I built on.

And I’m still building.

So thank you. For seeing me. For walking beside me. For believing that soft can still be strong.

With all my heart,

– Patrice
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​Chapter One: Ain’t No Guide for This
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(Angel Face: Book Three)

The silence in the house wasn’t heavy — it was honest. The kind that slips in when everybody’s too tired to pretend they’re okay but still finds a way to keep going.

Patrice stood in the kitchen barefoot, the floor cool beneath her feet. Dawn hadn’t even started stretching yet, but a soft glow from the streetlight outside flickered against the blinds, throwing long shadows across the counter. The coffee pot  was still empty, untouched. But she was already up. Already thinking. Already carrying.

Ms. Kelly’s old hoodie slid off her shoulder, sleeves rolled from the night before. The faint scent of her mama’s perfume still lived in the seams — powder soft, with a little edge. Just like her.

Her phone buzzed on the counter.

Zay: You good?

3:48 AM.

She didn’t respond. Not because she didn’t want to — but because there wasn’t a real answer. Just an ache she’d learned to breathe around. The kind of hurt that doesn’t leave; it just gets quieter.

A sticky note clung to the fridge, edges curling.

“You’re doing good, baby. Just keep waking up.”

Her handwriting.

Her mama’s voice.

Across the hall, Nova stirred in her sleep, murmuring something soft. Patrice didn’t move — she just listened. She always listened now. Stayed close. Closer than before. Like love had a deadline and she wasn’t allowed to miss a moment.

Her heart didn’t feel soft today.

It felt tired.

It felt like bricks and breath and too many unspoken things.

She pulled her knees to her chest at the kitchen table and stared at the crooked calendar on the wall. A pink highlighter ringed the date they all came home from Jackson — Ms. Kelly’s last real weekend with them before.

Before everything shifted.

There was no guide for this.

No syllabus.

No step-by-step on how to remain somebody’s daughter after they’re gone.

But Patrice still had something.

The stories. The Sundays. The secrets whispered over simmering pots.

And she had Nova.

Nova — the reason she still brushed her teeth, still packed lunches, still showed up even when her legs begged her not to.

And if nothing else...

She had herself.
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​Chapter Two: The Weight of Softness
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The sun had barely cracked the horizon when Patrice pulled Nova close on the front porch swing. The boards creaked under them, steady and familiar. The cool morning air kissed their faces, but the warmth between them was thicker than any blanket — the kind of warmth only love could build.

Nova hummed a quiet tune, her small fingers tracing soft patterns across Patrice’s wrist — circles, lines, loops — a silent rhythm that felt like hope blooming right in her palms.

Patrice leaned her head back, letting the early light wash over her, but her thoughts drifted to last night. The letter she never sent still sat folded on her nightstand, heavy with the words she couldn’t bring herself to share. She’d spent hours wrestling with what it meant to be soft in a world that demanded strength like armor — strength she learned too early and too painfully.

Soft wasn’t weakness.

But it wasn’t easy either.

Soft meant choosing to feel when shutting down would be simpler.

Every day, she carried the weight of softness like a secret muscle — one that ached when stretched but made her stronger over time. It was a strength people didn’t applaud, the kind she built quietly, almost secretly, when nobody was watching.

She wanted to be the safe place Nova could run to, the shelter she never had growing up. But some mornings, the cracks in her own armor felt too wide to hide. Some days, she questioned if she had enough softness left to give.

“Mom,” Nova whispered, breaking the quiet with her tiny, steady voice.

Patrice glanced down, brushing a stray hair  from her daughter’s forehead. “Yeah, baby?”

“Will you always be my soft place?”

The question landed like a prayer. A plea. A vow she wasn’t sure she deserved.

Patrice swallowed the lump rising in her throat. “I’m trying, Nova. Every day, I’m trying.”

Her voice was gentle but steady, the kind of tone that came from surviving things she never wanted her daughter to face. And maybe trying was enough — showing up, loving hard, even when it hurt. Softness wasn’t just a feeling. It was a choice.

And Patrice was choosing it, one breath at a time.

As the days passed, they didn’t necessarily get easier. But Patrice learned something: she didn’t need easy. She just needed honest. Showing up as herself — tired, healing, flawed — was still showing up.

She started carrying a small notebook in her bag. At first it was just to catch her breath when the world felt too loud or her heart too heavy. But it became more than that — a place she scribbled down reminders, tiny victories, pieces of herself she didn’t want to forget. Things she hoped Nova would one day read and feel held by.

Like how it was okay to cry.

How strength didn’t mean pretending you were unbreakable.

How healing wasn’t a race — more of a slow walk, sometimes uphill, sometimes through mud, sometimes with bruised knees and trembling hands.

One afternoon, while Nova played in the yard, Patrice sat on the porch steps, notebook open on her lap. The sun was warm on her back. She flipped through page after page of her own handwriting — shaky, rushed, sometimes messy. But real.

Her own words surprised her.

“Softness is not giving up. It’s holding on when you want to let go.”

She traced the sentence with her finger, feeling the weight of it settle into her chest in a way that wasn’t heavy... just true.

She smiled — a small, tired smile that felt a lot like hope. Maybe softness wasn’t a weight after all. Maybe it was a release. The lightness that came from finally letting herself feel everything she had buried for years.

From the yard, Nova laughed — a bright, ringing sound that made Patrice look up. For a moment, she just watched her daughter chase a patch of sunlight across the grass. A reminder of why she chose softness every day, even when it hurt.

Because softness wasn’t weakness.

It was legacy.

And Patrice was building one, one gentle moment at a time.
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​Chapter Three: Something to Make Me Smile
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PATRICE WAS FOLDING laundry when Nova came in with her arms full of drawings — paper flapping everywhere like little wings. Scribbled suns, crooked stick figures, and what might’ve been a unicorn if you squinted or tilted your head just right.

“Mama! Look!” Nova beamed, her whole face lit up like a lamp somebody turned on inside her.

Patrice paused with a pair of socks halfway into the drawer. “Oh wow, baby. Who’s this?” She pointed at the page covered in bold marker strokes.

“This one’s me, and this one’s you,” Nova said proudly, tapping the page with a finger still stained blue from her marker set. “And this one’s grandma. See the wings?”

She held up a picture with a heart in the middle — shaky, a little lopsided, but somehow perfect. Three figures. Three smiles. Three halos.

Patrice’s eyes stung before she could stop it. It was always the small things that cracked her open the easiest.

“She’s still with us, huh?” Nova asked, her voice soft in that way kids get when they wander into big feelings they don’t fully understand.

Patrice crouched low until they were eye to eye. “Yeah,” she whispered. “She is. In here.” She pointed to Nova’s chest. “And here.” She touched her own.

Nova nodded like she already knew. “That’s why I draw her. So she don’t feel too far.”

Patrice swallowed the ache climbing up her throat and pressed a kiss into her daughter’s hair , breathing in the faint smell of crayons and cocoa butter. “That’s beautiful, baby.”

Nova skipped away, humming a new tune, leaving the pictures scattered on the floor behind her — tiny reminders of love that didn’t know how to die.
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THAT NIGHT, AFTER NOVA fell asleep with her stuffed giraffe tucked under her chin, Patrice found herself pacing the house like something inside her couldn’t settle. The silence felt too big. Too sharp. Too loud.

Before she really decided to, she grabbed her keys and slipped out the door.

The corner store sat on the edge of the neighborhood, washed in the glow of a flickering streetlight. A place she hadn’t stepped inside since she was a teen sneaking out for snacks she couldn’t afford. Life felt heavier then too, but in a different way — like she was carrying the wrong things.

Tonight, she didn’t know what she was looking for.

Maybe quiet.

Maybe a sign.

Maybe just a reason to be out of the house.

Maybe something — anything — to make her smile.

She wandered the aisles slowly, touching nothing but noticing everything: the dusty cans, the old freezer humming too loud, the shelves half full. Everything felt exactly the same and somehow completely different.

She stopped in front of a small display of cheap nail polish. Most of the bottles were chipped or half-dried, but one stood out — deep wine red. The exact shade her mama used to wear. The one that made her feel like herself after long, exhausting days when she needed to feel pretty again.

Patrice reached for it.

Held it in her palm.

Felt the memory warm her fingers.

She bought it without thinking twice.

At home, she sat on the bathroom floor with her legs crossed, the cool tile grounding her. She unscrewed the bottle and the familiar smell of acetone stung the air. She painted her toes slowly, with the kind of focus she hadn’t given herself in months — like she had time. Like she deserved time.

No rush.

No phone buzzing.

No noise.

Just her.

The soft hum of Rod Wave drifting from a tiny speaker.

The faint overhead light.

Her breath finally slowing down.

She didn’t cry.

Didn’t smile either.

But her shoulders dropped a little. That was enough for tonight.

The next morning, Patrice woke to the sound of small footsteps sprinting toward her room. Before she could open her eyes, Nova launched herself onto the bed — fully dressed, shoes and all.

Patrice blinked through sleep. “What... is happening?”

“I made a decision,” Nova declared, standing on the edge of the bed like she was making a speech to Congress. “I’m dressing myself now. I’m almost five, Mama.”

Patrice sat up, ready for whatever this was — and immediately had to put a hand over her mouth.

Nova wore inside-out pants, a unicorn shirt backwards, two completely different shoes, and glitter lip gloss smeared on her chin
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For my brother —
the quiet strength behind so much of
who | am.
Thank you for being everything a brother
should be and more.

Your love, your loyalty, and your
steadiness have carried me farther than
you know.

My rock. My constant.

The one who reminds me that family will
always be safe and solid.

I’'m grateful for you — more than these
pages could ever say.

For my father —
Like we used to tell each other, “I love
you more than the whole wide world,”
and there was never a day that | didn’t

feelit.

Though you are gone, | carry your love

with me always.

I love you forever.
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