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      Dalton and I have been through a lot in the years we’ve been together. Somehow we’ve come out on the other side.

      But this?

      This might break us.

      After all - it’s completely broken me.
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      The days all run together now, like never-ending pieces of a dream I can’t wake up from. I want to wake up, I try everyday to let go of the fog.

      But it lingers, in everything I do. In front of my eyes, in my head, and even over my heart. The heart I’d opened up so wide for a baby I had begun to assume wasn’t coming.

      We’d tried for months and months to get pregnant, only to have each test be negative. Dalton and I, we’d given up, honestly. Both of us had thrown up our hands and said if this is meant to be, then it’ll be. We’d stopped worrying about temperatures and times of the day, and ovulation kits. We’d gone back to being spontaneous and having fun with each other - in a way I don’t think we’d ever done before.

      Only to have this baby ripped away from us.

      And now this fog. It won’t lift, and I can’t see past it. But it feels like no one understands.

      “Mom!”

      The shouted word causes me to slip from the stool I’m sitting on. Glancing at my son, I have no idea how long he’s been there, how long he’s been yelling my name, or what he’s even said to me.

      “Hey!” I do my best to give him a smile. “How was school?”

      His cheeks are ruddy with irritation, almost the same way Dalton gets.

      “Sucked,” he throws his book bag down on the living room carpet. “You were supposed to come and pick me up, remember?”

      “Was that today?”

      I could have sworn it was tomorrow.

      “Yeah, it was today.”

      Okay so he’s supremely pissed, much like his dad is at me lately.

      “I’m sorry, time just got away from me.”

      He looks at me, accusation so obvious in his gaze. “You’re still in your pajamas. It’s what you were wearing when I left this morning,” his eyes shift back to the sink. “Looks like you didn’t eat either.”

      “I cleaned up after myself.”

      The lie is too easy. They’ve become so easy these past few months, and nobody questions me. Nobody checks on the truth anymore.

      Why don’t they check on the truth? Why can’t they see I’m hurting; dying inside?

      My son, he’s defiant, going over to the fridge, he opens it so hard the door hits against the wall.

      “Hey,” my tone is sharp, hoping to show him I still run this place, even if I feel not at all equipped or qualified to take care of either one of us. “Don’t be banging doors.”

      “There’s nothing gone from this fridge, Mom. I know because I looked before I went to school, and I knew you would lie to me, so I took pictures,” he pulls a cell phone out of his pocket.

      “Where did you get a cell phone? You’re ten years old, you’re not old enough to have one of those yet. We’ve discussed it.”

      “Dad gave it to me so he can be in contact with me when he needs to. He said you don’t answer your phone when he tries to get in touch with me.”

      How dare Dalton do this to me? How dare he act like I can’t take care of the kid who managed to live? How did Walker make it when the other baby didn’t? I grab myself around my middle - which should be distended, almost ready to give birth right about now - instead it’s hollow.

      My eyes shift to the son in front of me. The living flesh and bone I’m responsible for. The child who did make it nine months. I’m failing him, and we’re putting him in the middle oof our bullshit. I swore to myself I’d never be this person, but I’m just not strong enough right now. I’m not strong for me, how can I be strong for them?

      “Your Dad should have spoken with me before he gave you that.”

      Walker raises an eyebrow. “Then maybe you should talk to him.”

      I don’t know when he got this attitude. Probably when I wasn’t paying attention, but he’s acting much older than his age, and it’s scary. He’s so much like his father it’s frightening.

      “Go to your room, right now.”

      My finger shakes as I point down the hallway.

      “No,” his eyes meet mine.

      “No?”

      When did I lose so much control over everything?

      “I won’t go to my room and let you sit out here in your pajamas while you stare off into space. Not anymore. I’m calling grandpa.”

      The last thing I need is for my dad to show up here. “No you’re not.”

      “Yes I am!”

      “Walker, I’m not playing around with you.”

      “I’m not playing around with you either. This,” he gestures to the filthy inside of our house. “Isn’t who you are. You’re not my mom anymore, and if you think you are, you’re wrong.”

      He takes off running, going straight out the door.

      I want to follow him, but I can’t make my feet move. It seems like too much work to put one foot in front of the other. I can’t seem to make myself care about anything anymore, and it’s with that thought I actually do make myself move.

      Instead of going for the door, I go toward the cabinet in the kitchen. The one I’ve been thinking about for weeks. It keeps me up at night as I fight between my desire to forget my life, and to reclaim it.

      Stopping in front of the cabinet, I close my eyes and take a deep breath. My heart pounds and my mouth salivates as I think about what’s behind the piece of oak Dalton made himself. We stained these together the first week we moved in here.

      We ended up on the kitchen floor, stain covering our bodies as we’d enjoyed the time alone. It’d taken us two more days than we’d thought to get the kitchen done. When Dad had something about it, we’d looked at each other with little smirks on our faces and had answered with something like, it’d been worth it.

      But that was another time, might as well be a whole other life. It’s definitely not one I recognize anymore.

      Slinging open the cabinet, I see what I’m looking for.

      The amber liquid of bourbon, pill bottles that I’ve hoarded and stashed the last couple of months as I’ve gone from one doctor to another, complaining about not being able to sleep, holding onto them for the perfect moment. The shot glass, I’ve been saving it too.

      This moment.

      The one when I don’t have to be in pain anymore.

      Grabbing all of it out of the cabinet, I go back over to the counter and have a seat, counting out the pills in a neat row. Opening the bottle of bourbon, and pouring a shot into the shot glass Dalton and I got on our last trip to the Alabama coast.

      Everything is set out, everything is perfect, the time is almost here.

      Pulling my phone over to me, I look at a picture of Dalton, and I’m hit right in the heart with the memory of the last time we saw each other.

      That’s the only thing that stops my fingers from reaching for the pills.

      That memory.

      The one that tore us completely apart.
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      ONE WEEK PRIOR

      D: I’m at the field. Come meet me.

      My stomach flutters when I see his name pop across my phone. It still says Hubby <3. Almost as if everything’s okay.

      But it’s not, and I’m not sure it’s going to be again. He’s asking to meet in our field. The one where I told him I was pregnant, the place we went a few days after the miscarriage and held each other as we both cried. Only he seemed to move on, and I can’t.

      As much as I want to see him, I go with the best excuse, Walker.

      M: Walker’s in bed and it’s cold.

      D: Walker slept through a legit tornado, and I know how to keep you warm.

      His words warm a place that’s been cold for far too long. Whatever happens tonight won’t make what’s going on between us right, but I miss him. For just a few minutes in all the chaos that’s been surrounding us, I long to feel normal. Even if it’s only for a moment.

      I shouldn’t do it, but all the choices I’ve been making lately seem to be the wrong ones. Might as well go for broke.

      M: I shouldn’t do this, but I’ll be there in a few minutes.

      D: Thank you, babe. I love you.

      I love you.

      It’s foreign to even read those words from him, which is wrong on so many levels. He’s my husband. Those should be some of the only words I expect to hear or see.

      Even though I’ve pretended like this isn’t a big deal, it is. I take a few minutes to run a comb through my hair, some mascara on my lashes, and lip gloss. The kind he loves.

      What are you doin’ Mandy?

      It’s a question I’ve asked myself a million times, but I just can’t seem to make heads or tails of it. Sometimes everything seems right, other times it’s like there’s someone I don’t know in my head.

      Quietly I check on Walker, before locking up and leaving. When I sit my butt down in the driver’s seat of my car I have a moment of insecurity. What if he wants to see me to tell me it’s over, that I’ve pushed him too far away this time?

      No, I shake my head. Dalton would never give up on me.

      Even if I’ve given up on myself.

      With shaking hands I start the car and do the couple minute drive to our field. This piece of land has been one of the most important places of our lives, and I hate that I’m probably going to break us here.

      My heart trips violently against my chest as I see him. There’s a glow around his face, no doubt the cigarette he’s smoking to calm his nerves. His eyes are on me as I park, shut the car off and slowly get out. I can feel them, burning through my clothes to the skin underneath as I walk toward him.

      I don’t run, not the way I want to, instead I stop at the front of the car, leaning against the hood.

      “Hey,” his voice is so deep, full of emotion, and fifty thousand times sexier than any other man I’ve ever spoken to. In the light of the full moon, I can see his hand flex to his jeans pocket, shoving it down to the knuckles.

      I wish he’d reach out and touch me.

      Nervously, I take a lock of my hair, twirling it around my index finger. “How have you been?”

      Why do I ask him this question? Obviously I’m a glutton for punishment. If he’s anything like me, we aren’t doing well.

      The pain in his voice cuts me to the bone.

      “How have I been? I feel like I’m missing my other half, Mandy. I wanna come home,” those words are ripped from his throat, tears are in his eyes, and for a second I want to tell him to forget all this shit, to just come home.

      But something stops me.

      “Dalton please,” I sigh before dropping my piece of hair and fixing him with a glare. “Do you think this is easy for me?”

      “It must be,” he yells. For the first time since this started, he yells at me. The only other times we’ve yelled have been at God. This time though, he directs that anger toward me. “Because it doesn’t seem like you’re going through the same shit I am. I’ve been patient Mandy,” he advances on me, putting his huge hands on either side of my hips, pressing his body into me.

      I’m not scared of him, I’ve never been scared of him.

      “You don’t know what I’m going through.”

      I try so hard to convey without words how I’m feeling, but I know I’m failing. It’s not there the way I want it to be.

      “Babe, I’m scared,” he whispers, the honesty in his voice almost my undoing. “I’m scared for you, for me, for Walker. What’s happening?” He leans into me, and I take his weight.

      It’s the weight of him that does me in. I’ve missed him, his body, his hands, his voice, his presence. A tiny noise off appreciation works its way from the back of my throat. He’s hard, his length pressing against me in a way I haven’t felt in so long. Immediately my nipples react, my core clinches. I miss my husband.

      “Dalton,” I reach down, cupping his bulge against the zippering of his jeans with my hand. “I’m scared too.”

      “Then let me back in.”

      He does this thing that I love. He widens his stance so that we’re eye-to-eye. He did it the first time he kissed me, and it’s always been something so intrinsically him.

      Unshed tears ton my voice when I speak again. “I want to, but I don’t know how.”

      He begs. “We can do this. We can make it work again, whatever is bothering you, talk to me about it.”

      Frustration pools in my belly. The same frustration I’ve felt since all of this happened. I can’t get people to understand me, and I’m getting sick of it. “I don’t know how,” I tell him again.

      “What do you mean you don’t know how?”

      My face screws up in a grimace the likes of which I’ve never made before. The sheer pain I feel is evidence of that. “I’m broken, Dalton.”

      “What?”

      How can he not see I’m broken? How can he not see how I’m struggling.

      “You’re not broken, why do you say that?”

      “Losing our baby, there’s a piece of me that shattered and I can’t put it back together, Dalton. I’m not sure how. I wake up every day telling myself this is the day you’re going to fix your hair, put on a little makeup, call your husband and fix the shitshow you’ve made of your life, but it never happens. And I know, don’t you think I know, how you feel?”

      “No,” he grasps me by the chin. “You don’t know how I feel because you’ve never asked.”

      “I can’t take it,” I sob. “The blame I know you’ll put on me, I can’t take it, I don’t want to accept it.”

      “What? There’s no blame I’d put on you. I love you, Mandy.”

      “I love you too,” I put my arms around his neck holding on tightly. For once I need to feel something other than the despair. Slipping my arms back slightly, I angle my mouth to his and I forget everything we should be talking about. Instead, I want to feel.

      My tongue tangles with his, his lips affix themselves to mine, fighting for real estate as he reaches down and lifts me to the hood of our car, here in our field, in the moonlight.

      If it wasn’t for the circumstances, this would be the perfect night.
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      Our fingers fight against one another, feeling for flesh neither one of us have touched in so long.

      When I try to get his button-down flannel undone, my fingers get tripped up. I growl deep in my throat, ripping the fabric.

      Slightly pulling back, he chuckles. “Good thing that wasn’t one I’m attached to.”

      I hook my legs around his waist, pulling him to me. “I’d rather have you attached to me.”

      I don’t even question the words I just spoke. Deep in my heart I know I’m sending mixed signals to him, but I can’t seem to stop myself. When you’ve loved someone since you were a kid and you’ve been with them through so much in your life, it’s hard not to come back to what’s familiar. All seems right in my world as he reaches down to unbuckle his belt, making quick work of the zipper and button, sliding them down far enough so that he can I can get to his cock.

      It’s cold, but not too cold to be doing this. The two of us are acquainted with sex in this field.

      I wrench my lips away from him. “Hurry Dalton, I need you.”

      Digging my nails into his shoulders, I try to urge him to move faster. Somehow clothes are removed from the lower half of my body and I’m pulling him into me.

      “Slow down,” he whispers.

      We haven’t done anything since we lost the baby. The only pleasure I’ve had has been from my fingers and a vibrator. I’ve missed him lying next to me at night, the sound of him taking a shower, and just the commanding presence he has.

      “I can’t,” I grab at him, my nails dig into his hips, pressing him into my aching core.

      “God, you’re wet.”

      “I know,” I lean in, nipping against the skin of his neck. “I’ve been thinking about you for at least a week.”

      “Why didn’t you call me or text me?”

      I’m trying to move, but he won’t let me. Reaching over to me, he tips my chin down so that our eyes are forced to meet one another.

      “It’s too painful,” I finally puff out. “It’s just a reminder of something I had and now it’s gone.”

      Not wanting to hear broken and false promises, I hook my heels into his ass, and we’re both down for. I’ve wanted him too long, and being in his arms feels more like home than has in months.

      Together we push and pull, taking each other’s bodies in ways we haven’t in a long time. There’s a savagery to way I pulls against him and he pushes against me.

      The only thing that can be heard between us is the slap of our bodies and the grunts and groans as we work so hard to meet the physical release we both know we can get. Fuck the emotional one at this point.

      We need something and we’re taking it.

      All too soon I tighten against his cock, pulling it deeper into my core and that’s all it takes for him to let go.

      In the aftermath, I sleepily rest my forehead against his.
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        * * *

      

      “Tomorrow I’ll move my stuff back to the house,” he kisses me on the forehead.

      Immediately I’m panicking, thinking about him moving his stuff back into the house, knowing all of this isn’t fixed. I’m not sure it ever will be. Again, he’s taking more than I’m offering to give.

      He always does this to me.

      “No,” I whisper. “Dalton, things still aren’t fixed.”

      He pulls back from me, jerking his shirt tails  back and tucking himself into his jeans. He’s pissed, his face is a dark cloud of irritation.

      “Well, I kinda feel like we fixed some things.”

      He always wants to run before we walk, and I don’t know how to make him understand that just because he wants things to be better, just because we were able to come together like this doesn’t mean things are perfect. It doesn’t even meant things are okay.

      “We fucked, Dalton. We both had needs, they were met. Physical needs, met by physical pleasure.”

      “Why are you doing this?”

      “Why can’t you see?” Tears stream down my face now. Why can’t he see what I need? “Why can’t you see what I need from you?”

      He grabs me by the arms, getting into my face.

      “Why can’t you fucking tell me what you need from me? I keep making gestures, I keep trying and you continue to tell me that whatever I’ve done isn’t good enough. What do you expect me to do, Mandy? Please, just tell me.”

      “I don’t know!”

      My scream can probably be heard for miles as it reverberates off the hills of the surrounding property. I continue screaming those words over and over again. Hoping someone will take me out of the pain I’m in. Hoping against everything that someone will just fucking fix me. When he tries to grab me for a second time, I shrug him off, turning so that I’ve facing him.

      My shirt is hanging halfway off, tears are making tracks down my face and I’m fucking miserable.

      “There’s something,” I point to my head. “Going on up here, and if you think I’m not scared to death after what happened with Travis, then you don’t know me, Dalton.”

      “I do know you, babe,” he takes what I’m sure he believes is a safe tone with me. “Which is why I’m telling you, I need to be with you and Walker.”

      “No,” I shake my head. I’m done letting people decide my life for me. I can do this. For one time in my life, I can do something on my own. I don’t need someone to hold my hand and baby me. “I need to figure this out for myself.”

      “No,” he argues. “You need me, you need your family.”

      My smile is sad, much like me. “There’s no way you can need me. You hate me for losing our baby, and to be honest, I hate me too.”

      Before he can say anything else, I’m in my car, driving home, wiping the tears from my eyes. His smell surrounds me, but it doesn’t help, not like it used to. It just makes me feel more hopeless.

      Alone.

      Scared.

      Completely unsure of what to do and how to proceed.
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      “Mom, I’m headed to school. Uncle Drew is giving me a ride.”

      I hear his voice and I fight against the overwhelming tiredness surrounding me. It’s a massive undertaking to open my eyes and acknowledge my son has said something to me.

      “Love you Walker,” I manage to call out.

      He answers with something I’m assuming is love you too. At least I hope that’s what it is. Reaching over, I grab my phone, texting Charity to let her know I won’t be in.

      I don’t even know how I still have a job. It must be because she loves me, or we’re family. If I were her, I’d have fired me months ago. Pulling myself out of bed, I shuffle to the kitchen. The first thing I see are all the bills I haven’t paid, the mortgage is late, so is my car. Credit cards? Can’t tell you the last time I paid them.

      Not even the phone calls are worrying me anymore.

      I had hoped I’d feel something.

      Anything.

      But when they started calling me, asking for payment, I just laughed. Money and bills aren’t important when you can’t seem to keep your life from spiraling out of control around you. Never mind that losing my home and my livelihood had been one of my biggest fears when I was a kid.

      Turning to the fridge, I look at the calendar. Walker likes to know what day it is and with a deep stab to my chest, I realize our baby would have been six months old today.

      My hands are shaking as I grab my phone, meaning to call Dalton. But what would I say?

      Hey, the baby I wasn’t able to carry to term would have been six months old today. Wanna go out for lunch?

      Another stupid idea in a long line of stupid ideas. Sometimes I wonder why I couldn’t have been the one who got killed instead of Travis. In fact, I think that more often than I should these days. It’s a thought I’m obsessed with, sometimes I dream about it.

      What it would be like to not have to live in this pain anymore, to not have to make excuses as to why I can’t show up at some get together, why I can’t meet the girls for dinner, why I can’t fucking invite my husband back to his own home. They wouldn’t even be issues because I wouldn’t be here anymore.

      Picking up my phone, I call Meredith.

      She was nice to me when I was a kid, and knew about Dalton and I from the beginning. She’s always been one of the women I go to when I need someone to talk to. Her voicemail picks up.

      Hey Mer, I just wanted to call and say I love you. Thank you for always being such a calm voice in a world full of loud people who say a lot, but never make any sense. I just wanted to tell you how much you mean to me. How much I appreciate that you never treated me like a little kid, and always took what I said seriously. Take care of Walker? Love you.

      When I started my message, I wasn’t sure what this day meant to me, but as I talked, one thing has become abundantly clear. Maybe I’m just not for this world anymore. Maybe it was never truly for me, and I’m one of those people, destined to constantly be on the outskirts of family and friends, wanting desperately to be a part of it, but scared to death to let people in.

      It’s something I’ve struggled with since I was a kid, and I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to fully get over it.

      So it’s time to stop worrying.

      About everything.

      Going around the kitchen I grab what I’m going to need, everything I think of that might help me in completing what I know I must do.

      Once I have it all in a basket, I carry it upstairs to the nursery.

      The door has been closed since we lost him.

      But today, I bravely push forward, knowing this is the last time I’m going to see this. My suffering will be over, and I won’t have to live in this purgatory anymore.

      It’s almost as if I’m stepping back in time.

      It seems like years since we decorated this room, even though it’s only been months.

      How could my life have changed so much in a matter of months?

      The walls are a muted yellow, because that’s what had called to me when we’d gone pain shopping. Muted yellow and gray. Everything was ready for him. The crib, the changing table made my Tyler for Walker. We’d decided to pass it down, and were so excited for our second child to use it.

      Desperately, I try to keep my eyes from going to the corner, but it’s like they’re sucked there by an invisible force. There we have a picture of the sonogram in a frame that reads love at first sight.

      And it was - the same as it’d been with Walker.

      As soon as I saw that picture, I knew I would do anything to protect my child. Except I didn’t realize my body would betray me. It would reject the protection I wanted to give.

      I hurt my child.

      My body killed it, and I’m never going to be able to live with myself.

      Sitting down on the floor, I take everything out of the basket. In no hurry, I count out the pills I’m going to use, separating them by dosage amounts.

      There’s even some here for back up in case the first dose doesn’t work. For the first time in months my hand is steady as I pour a glass of Bourbon, taking a drink to wet my mouth.

      I wear my wedding and engagement ring around my neck because I don’t want them to have to cut them off. I’d rather Dalton be able to give it to Walker. At least it would be something for him to remember me by. I haven’t given him much the last few months.

      Tears start to fall from my eyes. I was a good mom to him, the best I could be until my head started being filled with all this shit and I couldn’t make it stop.

      I wish I was still the mother he deserves.

      Still the wife that Dalton wants.

      The person I remember being.

      But we don’t always get what we want, and more than anything I want out of this pain and this misery.

      This is the only way.
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      My phone alerts me that someone is here just as I’m about to take the next shot of bourbon. The doorbell we have with the video pops up on my phone and I see my dad.

      The man who took me and Drew in as kids. He was one hundred percent the dad he didn’t have to be to us, and I hope him and mom help Walker get through this.

      He rings the bell, I can hear it, but I can’t make myself get up and go answer. He’ll stop me and I’m not sure I can ever get back to where I am right now.

      He rings it again, and again I ignore it, looking at the pills and alcohol I have laid out before me.

      Now is the time to do this. What if he gets here before I finish and he stops me? Then I will have failed at something else.

      “Mandy!”

      His voice is full of terror. There’s only been a few times I’ve heard him sound this way. The pounding of his motorcycle boots thunder through our house, and I hold off just a second.

      “Mandy!”

      His running comes to a stop, and I can hear him outside the door to the nursery. He’s approaching it like he would a robber in the night. He’s not been in this room since the day we showed it to him.

      Slowly he opens the door, and with a deep inhale, I know he sees me. Someone finally sees me. “Mandy,” his voice is soft this time. “Mandy, look at me sweetheart.”

      My body turns, my knees up to my chest. Tears are streaming down my face and I sob out all the pain I’m feeling to him. “He would have been six months old today, and nobody remembers it but me.”

      He rushes in, taking me in his arms.

      “Things are going to be okay,” he soothes, rocking me back and forth like he used to when I was a kid.

      “It’s never going to be okay again,” I hiccup, holding onto him tightly. I fist his shirt in my hands, turning in toward him, letting his body shelter me from all the bad things.

      I can tell when he sees what I have in front of me by the way his body tightens.

      “What are you doing?” I’ve never heard such astonishment, such hurt in his voice. He puts his hand under my chin, forcing me to look at him.

      “I don’t know what to do anymore,” I sniffle. “Things were fucked when everything happened with Justice, and they’ve just not gotten better.”

      “What’s with this?” He gestures to the alcohol and pills in front of me.

      “I’m in so much pain,” I scream loudly, wailing deep in my throat, feeling it reverberate against the walls of the room. “And I can’t help but think everyone would be better off without me. My husband, my son, you, mom, Drew, all of you are constantly worried about me, and I just can’t take it anymore.

      “No,” he hugs me close. “That’s so far from the truth, sweetheart.”

      For hours it feels like, he holds me while I cry, purging all the bad feelings from my body. I cry like I’ve never cried before. Little did I know I only needed my dad to help me see the light.

      When I’m finally done, I pull back, my eyes stinging, my throat and face raw. “Dad, I need help.”

      “I know you do, and we’ll get you the help you need.”

      He’s never broken a promise to me, and I know I can trust him with any part of my life.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Doc Jones said this is the best one.”

      It hasn’t even been hours since dad found me in the floor of the baby’s nursery. He and mom have already gotten me taken care of. I’m walking up to this place with them flanking me.

      “She knows me and she knows what people like me need,” I whisper.

      “You’re going to be fine,” mom pushes my hair back.

      “Dalton and Walker are going to hate me,” I cry softly.

      “They’re going to understand,” she argues. “They know something is wrong. We’ve all known it for a while, none of us just wanted to admit it. We love you, Mandy and we know that you don’t want to be like this.”

      I don’t, I want to look forward to the next morning, to sit at the kitchen table with my husband, drinking our morning coffee again, to watch Walker grow up into a man.

      I want it all.

      But first, I have to fix me.

      This is going to be the hard part, telling everyone what I did.

      As we enter the facility, I drop my head slightly, ashamed that I’m even here. When we get to the front desk, mom and dad sign the paperwork, but then the receptionist looks at me.

      “Mandy, why are you here?”

      There are so many things I could say, but I stick with the obvious, and the most important.

      “I tried to kill myself, and I realized I want to live.”

      She smiles, her eyes warm and inviting. “Good Mandy, that’s real good. We’ll take care of you here.”

      And for the first time in months, I feel like my world isn’t ending, and there’s hope at the end of the storm.
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