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MAROLYN TAKES THE STAND

CROSS-EXAMINATION

THE VERDICT

TRIAL — Ramon Brunal

TRIAL — Montez Palmer & Rayne Phelps

TRIAL — Chanel Bennet

The Interrogation

The officer guided him into the cold, dimly lit room and sat him down across from the detective. His wrists were cuffed, the metal biting into his skin. He wore an all-orange matching uniform.

The detective didn’t waste time.

“Mr. Graves,” he began, sliding a stack of photos across the table. “There’s been a warrant out for your arrest. Did you know anything about this?”

Mr. Graves kept his posture straight, hands folded neatly on the table. “No, sir.”

The detective tapped the photos—images of Mr. Anderson’s bruised, swollen face.

“Are you aware he was brutally beaten with a bat? Skull fractured.”

“No, I was not aware,” he answered calmly.

The detective opened a thick folder, flipping through pages with deliberate slowness.

“You do know this is an attempted murder case.”

“I’m aware.”

The detective leaned forward. “Your sister already confirmed someone popped out of the closet. She couldn’t identify who. Was it you?”

“No.”

“So where were you the night Huey Anderson was attacked and left unconscious?” The detective’s tone sharpened, irritation creeping in.

“I was out,” Mr. Graves replied.

“Out where?”

“Running errands for my mother.”

“Will your mother vouch for you?”

“Yes. She will.”

The detective studied him, eyes narrowing. “You’re the only person in the household who seems out of place during the time of the incident. You don’t find that strange?”

Mr. Graves shrugged lightly. “I didn’t do it.”

“Hm.” The detective’s jaw tightened.

The door opened. An officer stepped in holding a handheld fingerprint scanner.

“We found light fingerprints on the base of the bat,” the detective said. “Would you mind if we take your prints for comparison?”

“Sure.” Mr. Graves lifted his hand confidently.

The officer scanned each finger, then left the room.

The detective folded his arms, leaning back in his chair.

“What do you think your prints will determine?”

Mr. Graves met his stare without flinching.

“That I’m innocent.”

Mekhi’s Arrival

The police cruiser rolled into the parking lot of Longwood Residential, its headlights cutting through the early morning haze. When the officer stepped out and opened the back door, Mekhi emerged slowly.

He was young—broad-shouldered, muscular, with black dreads brushing the base of his neck. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes carried a mixture of exhaustion and guarded defiance. His wrists were cuffed, the metal glinting under the fluorescent lights.

Several staff members and security guards stood waiting near the entrance, watching him closely. No one spoke. No one smiled. This wasn’t a welcome—it was a transfer of custody.

The officer guided him inside the main office. Papers were exchanged, signatures scribbled, and information verified. After a few minutes, the cuffs were removed, leaving faint red marks on his wrists.

A staff member stepped forward with a clipboard.

“Alright, Mekhi,” he said firmly. “Welcome to Longwood Residential. This is a Community Corrections Alternative Program. Not a place of privilege.”

Mekhi nodded once.

“You are court-ordered here until your investigation is complete. Your behavior here will affect your case before trial—whether you’re found innocent or guilty. Understood?”

“Yeah,” Mekhi muttered.

The staff member continued, flipping through the folder. “There are two cottages. Hideaway is the male cottage. Oaklyn is the female cottage. Each holds up to ten juveniles.”

He glanced at the sheet. “You’re in Hideaway.”

Mekhi’s jaw tightened, but he said nothing.

“We’re not full right now, so you’ll see new residents come and go. In your folder is your daily schedule. You’re up every morning at 6:30. Showered, dressed, breakfast eaten, and moved to your classes.”

“Classes?” Mekhi asked, brows furrowing.

“Yes,” the staff member said, unfazed. “Every day you attend computer classes, therapy sessions, gym for physical exercise, and group therapy. Everyone eats in the cafeteria. At 12 p.m. sharp, you return to your cottage. By 1:00, everyone must be inside. Understood?”

“Yeah,” Mekhi said again, though his confusion lingered.

“Breakfast is at 7. Classes start at 8. Lunch at 12. Dinner is served in your cottage.”

He pulled out another sheet and handed it to Mekhi.

“Next set of rules. All physical contact with females is monitored. Security and staff watch at all times.”

“Alright,” Mekhi said, scanning the paper.

“Weekends,” the staff member continued, “you have the option to attend off-campus events.”

Mekhi’s eyes widened. “We can leave off campus?”

“Yes,” the man said, “but you will be monitored at all times and must wear a shock-enabled ankle brace until we return to the premises.”

“Oh.” Mekhi looked away, his expression shifting. “Now that makes sense.”

The staff member nodded toward the dresser. “We’ve provided you with a blanket, pillow, and matching clothes. Once you get changed, I’ll take you to your classes. It’s 10 a.m., so everyone is in Module 2.”

He stepped toward the door.

“Let me know when you’re ready.”

The door closed behind him, leaving Mekhi alone in the small, unfamiliar room—his new reality settling in like a weight on his chest.

Ramon Introduced

“Thirty-eight... thirty-nine... forty.”

Ramon whispered the numbers under his breath, breath steady, muscles tight, sweat rolling down his chest in thin streams. His veins bulged along his arms as he bench-pressed the 130-pound barbell. The weight was heavy—155 pounds had nearly humbled him earlier—but he refused to show strain. Ramon made 130 look effortless, like it was part of his daily warm-up.

He kept his form perfect. No wobbling. No ego lifting. No attention to the sweat or the eyes on him.

And there were eyes on him.

“Fifty.” He exhaled, racking the bar with a controlled motion.

“Good job, Ramon,” the security guard said, checking off the goal on his clipboard.

Ramon leaned forward, elbows on his knees, reaching for his water bottle on the floor. As he lifted his head, he caught sight of two women walking past—slowly, deliberately. Both glanced back at him.

The first woman had curves that spoke for themselves—toned, shapely, clearly dedicated to the gym. Pale skin, hair in a tight bun. Her friend was slimmer, tanned, with a small but defined figure.

They could’ve walked anywhere. The gym was wide open. But they chose right in front of him.

Ramon smirked. He knew the effect he had.

He was tan-skinned, white, built like a model—broad shoulders, narrow waist, sculpted chest, six-pack abs, 5’11, and a smile that could melt steel. Curves were his weakness, and the first woman had plenty. He gave them a charming smile, and they giggled as they walked away.

He wiped the sweat from his neck and stood, heading toward the one person who always grounded him.

Rayne.

She was his favorite person in the entire program—light-skinned, wavy hair, slim, beautiful, and brilliant. Their bond was so natural people often assumed they were together.

“Yo, Rayne!” he called, jogging up behind her.

She jumped, turning around with wide eyes. “Dude! You scared me!”

He laughed. “My bad. What were y’all talking about?”

“Weekend lounge resort,” she said with a smirk. “Something you’re not interested in.”

“You’re right, I’m not.” He shrugged. “But I am interested in you.”

Rayne rolled her eyes, used to his flirting. “Yeah, okay. Go flaunt your big-eyed self at someone who wants you.”

“They’re too easy,” he teased. “I prefer a babe like you. Nice figure, long hair...” He looked her up and down dramatically. “Not much brains, but that’s durable.”

“Boy, get out my face.” She shoved his chest, laughing.

Mekhi’s Entrance

The gym doors opened, and a staff member walked in with a new resident trailing behind him.

Mekhi.

He scanned the room—eyes sharp, guarded. He wore the standard grey uniform, his posture tense but controlled. The gym was a massive indoor shed with workout equipment, a full court, bleachers, and security guards posted above like watchful hawks.

“Hello everyone!” the staff called out.

A security guard blew a whistle to get everyone’s attention.

“This here is Mekhi. He’s new.”

A few heads turned. Some stared. Some didn’t care. Ramon glanced over briefly, then went back to talking with Rayne.

Mekhi stood still, taking everything in.

“He’ll be joining the class for now,” the staff continued. “I’ll leave him with you, Mr. Walter.”

The instructor nodded.

“Everyone’s spread out at the moment,” the staff said to Mekhi. “Go ahead and get to know some of the residents.”

Then he walked away.

Mekhi looked around the gym—at the groups talking, the people lifting, the guards watching, the unfamiliar faces sizing him up.

Hmm, he thought.

A new world. A new environment. A new beginning—or a new problem.

Mekhi Meets Rayne and Ramon

“But for real,” Rayne said, nudging Ramon’s arm, “why don’t you ever come to the weekend events? It’s the only time we get to leave the premises.”

“Is it worth it?” Ramon tilted his head at her, unimpressed.

Rayne raised a brow. “What do you mean?”

“They slap shocking ankle monitors on everybody,” he said, rolling his eyes. “And everyone out there can see it clear as day. Even though we get to leave, security guards are everywhere. As if being here isn’t embarrassing enough.”

Rayne shrugged. “Yeah, but there’s still some freedom. Sometimes we get better food. And believe it or not, some people out there aren’t as judgmental as you think.”

“But what about the suits?” Ramon looked down at his uniform. “We look like criminals. They could at least let us wear our own clothes.”

Rayne blinked. “What ‘own’ clothes?”

“Exactly.” Ramon gestured at his outfit. “Every day it’s these colored suits.”

Rayne grinned. “Look on the bright side. At least you get to see more of the world than what’s in this facility.”

She nudged him again. “Everything is just how you look at it.”

Before Ramon could respond, someone approached them.

“Hey,” a voice said.

They both turned.

Mekhi stood there—hands in his pockets, expression unreadable.

“Hey,” Rayne said, smiling politely. “Who are you?”

“Must be new?” Ramon added, giving him a quick once-over.

“Yeah,” Mekhi said with a small chuckle. “I just got here earlier today. Didn’t you hear the man introduce me?” He pointed toward the front of the gym.

“Nah,” Ramon said bluntly. “We didn’t.”

Rayne crossed her arms, eyeing Mekhi curiously. “So... what are you here for?”

Mekhi hesitated, giving her a look that said really? before answering.

“Like I assume everyone else is here... court-ordered.”

“Oh, you’re discreet,” Rayne said, smirking.

“Why are you here?” Mekhi asked her.

She shrugged dramatically and rolled her eyes toward Ramon. “Long story.”

Ramon stepped in. “What made you come over here and talk to us?”

Mekhi lifted a shoulder. “Scanned the room when I walked in. Thought you two seemed the most approachable.”

Ramon scoffed. “Oh nah. We’re not as friendly as you assumed.”

“My fault,” Mekhi said, raising his hands slightly. “Didn’t mean any harm.”

He backed up and walked away.

They are weird, he thought.

A loud alarm suddenly blared through the gym, echoing off the metal walls. Instantly, everyone stopped what they were doing and formed a line at the door.

Another day. Another routine. Another reminder that freedom was a privilege none of them had.

Lunch

The alarm sent everyone into motion. In a straight line, the residents walked down the hall toward the cafeteria, guided by staff and watched closely by security. The smell of warm food drifted through the air—simple meals wrapped in aluminum, stacked neatly on trays.

Each resident grabbed a tray, collected their food, and branched off to their usual tables. Some sat with friends. Some sat with their cottage groups. Some sat alone.

Mekhi chose a table in the corner—quiet, isolated, safe.

He unwrapped his food slowly, peeling back the aluminum. As he took his first bite, he noticed a shadow fall across the table. A reflection in the metal wrapper. Someone standing over him.

He looked up.

A girl stood there—skin a warm caramel gold, wild curly hair with brown roots fading into golden-blonde ends. She was slim, soft-featured, and curious.

“May I sit with you?” she asked.

Mekhi shrugged and looked back down at his food. She took that as a yes and sat beside him.

For a moment, there was silence.

Then she whispered, “Hey.”

Mekhi turned his head slightly. “What’s up?”

“I’m Myla,” she said with a bright smile. “And you are?”

“Mekhi.”

“Nice to meet you, Mekhi.”

She leaned her elbows on the table. “Been here long?”

“No.”

“Me neither. I’m new.” She sighed. “But I’m learning people here aren’t as sociable as I thought.”

You and me both, Mekhi thought.

“Yeah? That so?” he said, still focused on his food.

“You’re pretty dry at talking,” she teased.

“Not much of a talker.”

“I see.” She smiled again, undeterred. “How old are you?”

“Sixteen. You?”

“Same.”

Mekhi took another bite, sauce smudging the corner of his mouth.

“Let me help you,” she said, lifting a napkin toward his face.

But before she could touch him, Mekhi noticed a security guard walking toward them. His instincts kicked in. He gently pushed her hand down.

“What was that for?” she whispered, confused.

The guard reached their table.

“Ma’am,” he said firmly, “there’s no physical contact with the males. And vice versa.”

Myla straightened immediately. “My apologies,” she said respectfully.

The guard gave Mekhi a warning look, then walked off.

Myla exhaled softly. “Well... that was embarrassing.”

Mekhi smirked faintly and went back to eating.

Group Session: The Shift

The alarm rang again, sharp and repetitive, echoing through the halls. Everyone groaned as they lined up single-file and shuffled toward the meeting room. Some dragged their feet. Others muttered under their breath.

Mekhi overheard a few complaints as they walked.

“I can’t stand this group session.”

“Why do we waste our time coming in here?”

“Nobody say anything!” Someone yelled, laughing.

Mekhi took his seat quietly.

Moments later, Mr. Watson walked in, clipboard in hand, glasses sliding down his nose.

“Hello everyone.”

“Hello, Mr. Watson,” the group responded in a dull, unenthusiastic chorus.

“I hope everyone had a wonderful night,” he said, settling into his chair. “Now—who would like to go first? Feel free to tell the group what brought you here and what you plan to do better when you leave.”

Silence.

He sighed. “I don’t want to keep doing this every day, you guys. I’ve told you all my past life, what I’ve been through. Why don’t you share? This is a judgment-free zone.”

More silence. A few huffs. A few eye rolls.

He scanned the room. “How about you?” His eyes landed on Mekhi. “You’re new here. Mekhi Graves, right?”

Mekhi stiffened.

“Tell the group what brought you here. Your testimony could help someone.”

Mekhi shook his head slowly.

Mr. Watson’s tone hardened. “In order to complete this program—and have results that help you in court—you must cooperate in group therapy. I can’t help you if you don’t open up.”

Mia scoffed. “Last time someone opened up, you had her crying and running out the room.”

“We are not allowed to speak on former members who are no longer in attendance.” He snapped.

“Yeah, whatever,” Mia muttered.

“Last time I told you my story, I said I was innocent. You still accused me.” She added, rolling her eyes.

“Your story didn’t sound believable, and the papers say otherwise—”

“So what’s the point of telling you anything if you’re just going to believe the papers?” Montez cut in, voice rising.

“Exactly!” several others chimed in.

Mr. Watson raised his hands. “I want to hear your point of view. I want to understand why you did what you did.”

“It’s like you already assume we did the crime,” Myla said.

“Exactly!” the room echoed again.

“I’m not saying that—”

“It sure sounds like it,” Elara interrupted.

Mr. Watson’s patience snapped. He looked down at his clipboard. “Rayne Phelps. It says here you and Mr.—”

“So now you’re exposing everyone’s personal business because we won’t talk?” Montez barked, standing halfway out of his chair.

“No! But you all need to cooperate instead of arguing with me!” Mr. Watson shouted, rising to his feet. “I am the adult, and you are minors being convicted as adults. Your freedom rights were taken the second you stepped into this program!”

“Yeah, whatever,” Chanel said, laughing. “This place is nothing compared to where I been. More freedom here if you ask me.”

“Oh, is that right?” Mr. Watson snapped. “To you this place is a privilege, huh? Since you’ve been convicted of murder!”

The room erupted.

“Who is this man?” Mekhi said loudly, pointing at him.

“And who are you to expose my conviction before I’ve even been judged?” Chanel shouted.

Voices rose. Chairs scraped. Everyone talked at once.

Then—

Clack. Clack. Clack.

The sharp sound of heels striking the floor silenced the room.

A woman stood in the doorway—poised, confident, unbothered by the chaos.

“Who are you,” she said calmly, “to provoke these children unto anger?”

Mr. Watson blinked. “Who are you?”

“I’m your replacement.”

Gasps rippled through the room.

She was stunning—white tailored V-neck blouse, slim-fit flared pants, pointed-toe stilettos, and a structured white handbag. She looked like authority wrapped in elegance.

Mr. Watson stepped toward her. “Who are you to come in here and tell me you’re taking my position?”

Before she could answer, the head supervisor, Mrs. Lauroon, entered behind her.

“I sent her in,” Mrs. Lauroon said. “I wanted her to observe who she’ll be working with. And by the looks of it, she will be your official replacement.”

The room buzzed with shock.

“Seeing everyone agrees,” Mrs. Lauroon added, “you need to go.”

“Mrs. Lauroon, I have not provoked these children—”

“Regardless,” she cut him off, “I’ve already decided. Pack your belongings and leave the premises.”

Mr. Watson stormed out, shaking his head.

The woman stepped forward.

“Hello everyone,” she said warmly. “I am Ms. Angel. Your new therapist.”

Rayne’s jaw dropped. “Wow. We all spoke up... and a change actually happened.”

“That’s right,” Ms. Angel said with a smile. “All it took was a little courage. You never know who’s watching.”

She moved to the center of the circle.

“Before we dismiss, I want to introduce myself properly. I’m Ms. Angel. I’m 32. I’ve worked in this field for over six years. I’ve helped many people return home—mentally, emotionally, and spiritually renewed.”

She walked slowly around the group.

“I am here to help you help yourselves. I won’t force you to do anything. I don’t need a paper to tell me who you are.”

Her voice softened, but her eyes were sharp.

“I will know.”

She paused.

“Today’s lesson is simple: Cause and Effect.”

Chanel raised a hand. “Everyone knows what that is.”

Ms. Angel smiled. “Then tell me. What does ‘cause’ mean, Ms. Bennet?”

Chanel straightened. “Cause is when you do something—and the reason behind why you did it.”

“That’s correct.”

“And what does ‘effect’ mean?” she asked the room.

“The effect is the result of the cause,” Mekhi said.

“Exactly,” Ms. Angel nodded. “Every action has a result. Whether it happens now or later.”

She clasped her hands.

“And another valuable lesson: your response. How you respond—your words, your tone, your demeanor—determines your outcome.”

The room fell silent.

Some confused. Some thoughtful. Some convicted.

Ms. Angel smiled gently.

“Class dismissed.”

Hideaway Cottage

Mekhi stepped into Hideaway Cottage for the first time. The place felt strangely empty—quiet, but not peaceful. The guys were scattered around: a few in their rooms, some lounging, others pretending not to notice him.

The cottage itself was wide and open. Directly ahead was a lounge area with old sofas facing a mounted TV that played the local news. To the right, behind a long armored glass panel, staff and security sat in a sealed-off section—watching them, but unseen themselves. In the back was a locked kitchen, with tables outside it where the juveniles ate their supper.

Mekhi walked to the lounge and dropped onto a sofa, eyes fixed on the TV. He tried to focus on the news, anything to distract himself from the tension in the air.

A shadow fell over him.

“That’s my seat.”

Mekhi turned his head slowly. “Excuse me?”

“That’s my seat,” the boy repeated. “I’m going to need you to get up and move around.”

Mekhi scoffed. “What I look like getting up for a dude? I’m not moving. So either you move me... or get out my face.”

The punch came fast—hard—cracking against the side of Mekhi’s jaw.

He shot up instantly, posting up and swinging back. The boy swung too. They traded blows—raw, angry, unrestrained. Then the boy ducked low, grabbed Mekhi by the waist, and lifted him clean off the ground before slamming him onto the floor.

Pain shot up Mekhi’s neck. The boy dropped to his knees and hammered body shots into his ribs. Mekhi gritted his teeth, taking each hit, trying to swing back.

“All available to Hideaway Cottage! All available to Hideaway Cottage!” a voice shouted over the intercom.

Security stormed in from every direction.

Mekhi kept swinging, catching the boy—and accidentally catching staff too. More guards rushed in, grabbing both of them, slamming them down, trying to restrain the chaos.

Finally, after a struggle, they dragged the two apart and shoved them into separate rooms.

Locked In

Mekhi sat on the edge of the bed, breathing hard, jaw throbbing.

What is up with these people? Everyone got a problem with me. Like I did something to them.

The longer he sat, the angrier he grew.

“Get me out this room!” he yelled, pounding on the door. “I was minding my business before he came messing with me!”

Silence.

No response.

Eventually, he lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, frustration boiling in his chest.

Dinner

They were finally released for dinner. Mekhi grabbed his tray and sat alone at a different table. Across the room, he saw the guy he fought—now sitting comfortably with Ramon.

Oh, that explains it, Mekhi thought. Two goofies.

As staff served food, Mekhi noticed the two whispering and glancing at him.

He stood up. “Why y’all trying to be two sissies talking about me? Come say it to my face.”

The guy he fought stood, but Ramon pushed him back down.

“Nah, I got you,” Ramon said, stepping forward, eyes locked on Mekhi. “You want to get beat up again?”

Security rushed between them.

“What is up with y’all?” Mekhi snapped, looking from guard to guard. “What’s your problem with me?”

“Learn how to mind your business and speak when you’re spoken to,” the other guy said, standing beside Ramon.

“Who are you?” Mekhi asked, staring him down.

“I’ll be your daddy if you keep talking to my girl,” the guy said.

Mekhi blinked, confused. “I don’t even know you! How am I supposed to know who your girl is?”

He shook his head. “Matter fact, I don’t even care.”

He picked up his tray.

“Can I eat my food in my room?” he asked the security guard.

The guard nodded.

Mekhi walked off without another word.

This place was already testing him. And he had only been here one day.

Ramon’s Backstory

Ramon woke up to the same hollow feeling he felt every morning. He walked past the mirror and paused. His reflection stared back—thin, fragile, the kind of skinny that made people whisper. He had been trying to gain weight, but his family struggled. Most days, the only real meal he could count on was whatever the school served.

He got dressed quietly and sat on the sofa, waiting for the bus. His stomach growled, twisting painfully. He pressed a hand against it, willing the hunger to settle until he reached school.

When the bus pulled up, he ran outside.

Ramon hated school. Not because of the work—but because of the kids.

“Ramon, your mom got you on drugs or something?” a boy snickered as he walked down the aisle.

“He’s always been that skinny,” another chimed in. “Since middle school.”

“I’d hate my life if I looked like a toothpick,” the friend added, laughing.

Ramon stared out the window. “Can you guys leave me alone?”

“Does your mom even notice you?” one mocked. “Probably thinks you were a mistake.”

They laughed louder.

When the bus arrived, Ramon hurried off, heading straight for the cafeteria. He needed food. He needed relief. But the boys followed him.

“Why are you running so fast?” 

“He’s starving!” one shouted, making others laugh.

Ramon ignored them and joined the breakfast line, constantly checking over his shoulder. When he finally reached the front, he grabbed his tray and sat down.

But the bullies weren’t done.

They walked up and bumped his tray, knocking all his food to the floor.

“Oops,” one said with a smirk. “Didn’t see it.”

They walked away laughing.

Ramon stared at the mess, a tear slipping down his cheek. He swallowed hard, picked up what he could, and sat back down. He ate anyway. Hunger didn’t care about humiliation.

Class was worse. His stomach growled so loudly he tried to cough or shuffle papers to cover the sound. The pain made it hard to focus.

“Bathroom again, Ramon?” the teacher asked.

He nodded, clutching his stomach.

In the bathroom, he let the tears fall. He waited until the room was empty before letting himself cry harder. The hunger, the bullying, the loneliness—it all pressed down on him.

When the bell rang for lunch, he ran again, hoping to beat the crowd. But the bullies blocked him.

“Where are you going?” “Let us get your food for you.” “We owe you from earlier.”

“No thank you,” Ramon said, trying to slip past.

They stepped in front of him again.

“Either we get your food... or we make you regret it.”

Fear shot through him. He turned and ran to the bathroom instead.

Inside, he slid down the wall, holding his stomach, shaking. The weight of everything—hunger, shame, isolation—felt unbearable.

I can’t win in this life, he thought. I never could.

He felt himself spiraling, overwhelmed and desperate for the pain to stop. His thoughts grew darker, heavier, until he found himself doing something out of pure emotional collapse—something he didn’t fully understand, something he would later regret.

Ramon saw the metal end of his eraser, as he peels it off the pencil and began cutting himself.

The first slit hurt. The second brought a strange, temporary numbness. A release he mistook for relief.

But it wasn’t relief. It was a cry for help he didn’t know how to voice.

Next Day: Breakfast Tension

The next morning, the residents branched off to their usual tables for breakfast. Mekhi went straight to the same seat he’d chosen yesterday—quiet, tucked away, predictable.

But before he could take his second bite, the same girl from yesterday walked up and sat beside him.

Mekhi looked over at her and shook his head. “You can’t sit beside me.”

“Why not?” she asked, brows raised.

“I don’t know who you are or what you and homeboy got going on,” he said, voice low but firm. “But keep me out of it.”

He stood to walk away, but she tugged lightly on his shirt.

“Wait. I’m serious,” she said, eyes wide. “I’m new here. Like I told you yesterday. I don’t know anyone here—just like you. And there’s no ‘homeboy’ I know either.”

Mekhi paused, looking down at her hand, then at her face.

She sounds serious, he thought.

He sat back down.

“When did you get here?” he asked.

“Yesterday. You?”

“Same.”

She nodded knowingly. “I assume you’re getting bullied too, huh?”

“Bullied?” Mekhi repeated, confused. “I wouldn’t say I’m getting bullied.”

“So, who’s messing with you






























































































[image: ]























































































[image: ]




























































































































[image: ]



[image: ]




































































[image: ]

















































































































































































































2 Samuel 13 — Cause and Consequence







The Lesson Mekhi Sees
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Previously — Context for the Reading


Genesis 19:29–38 — 
































2 Samuel 11 — Power, Desire, and Betrayal









Chanel’s Reaction



































d2d_images/cover.jpg
' ’ BY: SERENITI FITCH






d2d_images/scene_break.png





