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~ Not every broken heart is meant to be mended. ~
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To my biggest supporter
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How is a person supposed to come to terms with these facts?
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Fact 1: My parents aren’t upstanding citizens (kind of learned that one at an early age)

Fact 2: The same two people who gave me life are the same people I, not too long ago, watched slice up two of my high school peers. (Great! Serial killers on top of idiotic thieves.)

Oh, and that’s just the starter. What comes next makes those things seem like child’s play or having a cotton candy treat at a damn fair.
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Destiny? Fate? I’d like to give those bitches a swift kick in the teeth.
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Kincaid Kierney has his work cut out for him if I’m the one he wants to spend his time with.
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Chapter 1

Death of Me

Dylan
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I

’m not supposed to feel this way. I’m not even supposed to be here. It was his promise. It was hers as well. I never would’ve believed it would happen had I not been present for it all. I’d love to say I could chalk all that transpired with my parents—my blood, the woman who gave birth to me and the man who provided the seed to create me—up to temporary insanity. That’s not the case. No way in hell! Their actions were premeditated. I knew this because I’d seen too much. I’d heard more than I was ever supposed to, and they weren’t happy knowing that. I was officially a liability.

The issue with their determination was I was ... am flesh of their flesh. Hell, I don’t know if that’s a good or bad thing. I’m not likely to go sharing with the world that I belong to them. Being theirs did teach me a thing or two. They didn’t expect me to know what I know. The two idiots didn’t realize in my seeing all that I had over the years, I’d learned what it meant to tap into my “crazy.” By “crazy” I don’t mean insane, I mean the fight or flight mechanism kicks in when attacked or threatened. 

I learned to read people from a young age. At age five, I had no idea I was being used to pick potential targets. They were play things and I was the pawn in my parents’ diabolical schemes. Theft, both petty and grand, was later discovered as a "skill" my parents survived on. I would also later learn those crimes seemed minute in comparison to the grander scale unnerving situations I discovered.

Back to the unwitting part I played in all of this. I'm told that no one could resist the girl with the magnetic personality, bouncy curls, million-dollar smile, captivating brown eyes, and pinky deep dimples. Apparently, that combination coupled with my singing and guitar plucking skills made for excellent crowd pleasers. It also distracted those people while my mother or father robbed them blind. None were the wiser. Realization always came a little too late to do anything about it. We'd be long gone when they discovered what had truly transpired while they watched the “talented” little girl play.

It wasn't until I met Kincaid Kierney that I realized what was happening was wrong and not how "regular" parents paid for things. The "five finger discount" was one that was a standard with my family. Meaning, anything my parents could put their hands or “fingers” on, in their eyes, belonged to them. Once “owned” by them, they protected it fiercely. The first day I was at the Kierney home visiting with my parents—who were being introduced—to his parents, I was told to take a crystal ashtray.

I refused. My refusal didn’t stop them from taking a couple glasses or a few choice pieces of jewelry. I have no clue how my mother made it to the bedroom without them knowing it. While my parents slept that night, I grabbed everything they’d taken and returned it to the Kierney household. I liked hanging out with Kincaid. He was nice to me when I didn’t know how to be nice to others without worrying my parents were close by, ready to pounce.

I was thirteen when I made up in my mind I wasn’t going to allow my mother and father to ruin my life. Kincaid was the good friend who listened to me without having to know all of the gory details. He simply understood. I didn’t know people did that. He had a girlfriend. I don’t even remember her name. I just remember him always talking about her and how much he thought we’d get along.

There’s a reason I don’t remember her name. It’s a coping mechanism. If I don’t recall personal information, then I can compartmentalize all of what happened and why she didn’t remain Kincaid’s girlfriend. I was the reason for that. It’s a weight I carry with me and wear it around my being like I wear the necklace I’ve kept all these years.

Fifteen years and it’s still fresh. Clearing my throat, I quickly bat my eyelashes in an attempt to blink away the tears.

“You, all right?” my friend Rachel asks me as she pulls her burgundy highlighted hair up into a ponytail.

We decided to switch up our morning run and make it a brisk walk this morning. She and I run together because she hates the gym. Her husband, Michael, loves the gym. She and I meet at the beginning of the bike trail on the days he likes to go to the gym, Mondays and Fridays, and we either run, bike, or walk the trail. My other friend, Karisma, and I meet the other days of the week to work out in the gym or do Wednesday morning Pilates. Pilates day is spent with her sister, Sharon, then we have breakfast together before I head home to change so I can start my day. The weekends we don’t work out at all. Saturdays and Sundays are our rest days.

I look up from the newspaper that caught my eye and have to take a moment to figure out where I am along with what’s just happened.

“Huh? Oh, um ... sorry, Rach. Something distracted me. What were you saying?”

“I was saying anything. I was just trying to figure out if you were all right. You just went ghost white and I’m a little worried. Do we need to stop so you can have a little recovery time or is something else going on I need to know about?”

The good thing about my friends and the fact that we work in New Haven is small town things don’t reach the big city unless it’s major news. Unfortunately, Cary and Louise Grayson find a way to make themselves part of “major” news. Apparently, they are trying to get their convictions overturned. How are they trying to do such a thing? They are trying to claim their daughter was coerced get the testimony thrown out. The fact that she was a minor is one of the major reasons they are citing to have the testimony thrown out.

What caught my attention was the fact they are claiming the daughter was a liar and schemer. I can’t help but laugh out loud at that notion. Almost thirteen years and good old mom and dad have found a way to make my life miserable. At least they would, if I were to allow them to have that power over my life.

Dylan Destiny Grayson is pawn no more. I was in my right mind when I strolled into the police station with a list of all of the petty crimes and misdemeanors my parents had committed. I provided the journal my mother kept along with my own of the dates I was asked to be the “look out” while the “handled business” elsewhere. I provided possible sites where things and people could be found. I’d been in denial for a long time. I didn’t want to believe it.

I look out over the pond where everyone likes to fish here with the goal to focus on something else. Anything else. Rachel and Karisma don’t know anything about that life. My past is my past. Cary and Louise are trying to make it my present. I refuse to allow them to do that. This is my life. I’ve worked damn hard to keep that life separate from this one. I don’t want to be affiliated with the Hank’s Puppets.

There it is. My stomach flips and I’m running for the nearest trash can.

“Dylan? Oh! Okay. Oh no, honey.”

I don’t know how she kept up, but Rachel is right there holding my hair when I bend to empty the contents of my stomach. A cold bottle of water is placed in my hand as she guides me to a bench not far away. Fortunately for me we aren’t in the wind path for me to get a whiff of my sick in that trash can. I take a huge gulp before looking up into concerned green eyes.

How in the hell did my life get so damn complicated? 

I know how. It all starts and ends with them. Those two are the reason I can’t find complete peace in my life. They are the reason I’m always looking over my shoulder. It’s not for fear of finding them behind me or anything. They are locked away and I won’t see them anytime soon. That’s my greatest desire. God help me. I will stand by it.

The reason I keep looking over my shoulder is because the action is ingrained in my mental makeup. It’s like an automatic given I’m reading the room and the people in it. I have the ability to sight a rich mark ... person in a manner of seconds. I now use that particular talent for good. It’s used to help my team fund-raise for special events at the Children’s Hospital where I work.

I love working at the Children’s Hospital. The Yale New Haven Children’s Hospital allows me to explore the other aspects of my mind. It keeps me busy. Thinking about the hospital reminds me that I need to get going.

“Thank you so much, Rach. I’m so sorry. I’ve got to go. I’ll call you on lunch. We’ll talk then.”

I say the words as I sprint back to the place where I parked my car. I drive into New Haven to meet Rachel. I live in the same town I grew up in but I’m rarely there. I work here and hang out with my friends in New Haven, sometimes Hartford. I didn’t think life would bring me back to Connecticut. The powers that be here in Connecticut saw some of the work I was doing at a Children’s Hospital in Michigan and wooed me away with a hefty salary along with the promise to run my own team here. It’s been two weeks. I hit the ground running. My friends were ecstatic to hear I was coming back home.

I make it home in record time. Showering and changing is completed in even less time. I’m on the road and in my office less than an hour later. How I accomplish what I do before 8 am shocks even me some days. I’ve always been an early riser. Dealing with my family taught me to work well with little to no sleep at all. I rarely sleep through the night but greet the morning as if I had. I don’t want to think any more on those things. I have work to do.

As I sit at my desk, the marquee scrolling along the bottom of the screen of the television hanging in the corner of my office a news reports what I already know. I’m glad it isn’t headline news or anything. I’m thrilled to know my name was never and will never be released to the public. I’ve gotten into the habit of having the news on screen, so I’ll know these things but curse myself today as another blast from my past’s face fills the school.

“I’ll be a monkey’s uncle,” I say as I set my coffee mug down and almost spill it in the process. “I can’t believe he’s still here.”

Kincaid Kierney in all of his dark and sexy glory is on my television screen. Those killer blue eyes look directly into the camera and I swear, I feel like he’s looking at me. My stomach flips again. Not for the reason it did earlier. This time it’s for a good reason. Damn, he looks good!

Who the hell told him to get better looking with age? My goodness, I’d like to feel the full weight of that mass on me again and his body pressing into me too.

Can’t happen, Dess. Not an option and you know it! Back that kitten up and lock it down!

“Morning, Ms. Grayson. Who are we drooling over?”

Mentally chastising myself for getting caught, I quickly refocus my thoughts on my tasks for the day. 

“Maya, I would like to have these sent over and reproduced for the meeting this afternoon. An update was made, and we need to have a copy in everyone’s hands. Also, make sure menus are finalized and ready for the twenty-five members who will be in attendance. You’ve confirmed each of the individuals invited will be in attendance?”

“Yes, Ms. Grayson. All have been confirmed, cars have been prepped and the menus were finalized yesterday before I left. I’ll have these added to the presentation folder. Is there anything else you need, Ms. Grayson?”

I hear the change in the tone of her voice, but I ignore it. I’m not about to acknowledge it because I am fine with her being upset with me. It distracted Maya from her line of questioning and got me out of having to tell a story I had no interest of sharing. I handed her the rest of my requests to handle for the next few meetings I have just to keep her busy and out of my office. I like her, but I have things I absolutely refuse to share with anyone. I’m most assuredly not going to share it with someone who works for me.

With her out of my office, I have time to focus on what I don’t want to focus on. The marquee is still scrolling. This time there’s a news story. And. There They. Are. Live and in living color my parents’ faces fill the screen. They are being transferred to a new maximum-security facility where they will serve out the rest of their sentences. Each of them is shackled and muzzled like the animals they turned out to be.

My phone rings but it’s background noise, white noise to the issue at the forefront of my thoughts. Without realizing it, I’m having a full-blown panic attack. I know why I’m having it. I was told neither of them would see the light of day and now both are within breathing distance of one another. Snagging the remote from the corner of my desk, I shut the television off and work to get my emotions under control.

Tears stream down my cheeks as I catch a glimpse of my reflection. After all of these years, I still see her. I see that frightened yet determined teenager who knew she had to do what she did in order to protect the world from those two. I also see the little girl who had to say goodbye to the only parents she’s ever known. The two people who promised to do right by her, take care of her, and protect her from the rest of the ugliness of the big, bad world. No one ever told me who was supposed to protect me from the ugly and big bad inside of my very own home.

I can remember it all just like it was yesterday. The memories begin to flood to the forefront of my mind. I have a visual of the current me running like crazy to get to the door. I have to beat them there. If I can just get on the other side of it then I’ll be all right. I see me sprinting, running, making a mad dash for the door. It’s a door with a white flower on it. It’s my safety sign. It tells me I’ve made it through another bout with this ... whatever this is. My hand wraps around the handle of the door and it’s a final tug to pull myself through the doorway to slam it shut, locking it for good.

My body slams into my chair and I have to take a moment to wrap my arms around myself in order to regain control of my faculties. After about five minutes, I’m up and out of my chair. I’ve got to get out of here. I’m not going to be able to do this. That was too damn close for comfort. With a quick note left on Maya’s desk, I’m out of the office and back in my car. I’ll send my boss an email. He has an idea but isn’t aware of the details of it all.

“I’ve got to see her today. This can’t happen again.”

Two hours later, I’m sitting in an ice cream shop wondering why I am still trying to get my friend to understand why she’ll never be my shrink. I refuse to tell her I finally found someone who I thought would be someone to help me deal with all of this.

“Yet another dud. I’m beginning to think this is never going to happen. Maybe I’m cured and that’s why no one fits.”

“Sweetie, I love you and say this with the utmost sincerity, but hell fuck no. I know you’re not sleeping, and I know there’s something you’re keeping from us. Before you try to deny it, Rachel and Maya called me today.”

“What the hell? Why is my assistant calling you and tattling on me like you’re my mother or something?”

“I asked her to let me know if ever there are any issues or if there is a time she feels concerned about your well-being.”

My eyes feel like they are about ready to pop out of my head I’m so shocked by this revelation.

“Today, she had cause for alarm. I gave her a list of duties and nothing more. What could possibly have alarmed her?”

“Nothing could have alarmed her, yet you sit across from me at an ice cream shop, having an ‘early lunch’ after one of, and I quote, ‘the worst therapy sessions’ you’ve ever had.” Karisma taps her chin with the side of her spoon before she makes her mock thinking face. “No, shutting off the television that never gets shut off before the day ends, fifteen minutes later leaving an office you never leave before 6pm, and a noticeably red, splotchy face that was barely covered by your oversized sunglasses was noted as you exited the building. Those are definitely not reasons to be concerned or alarmed.”

“I don’t like you and don’t appreciate my team being put ‘on notice’ by my so-called friend. How is she supposed to respect me if you have her ‘watching out’ for me? You know that tells her that I’m not exactly mentally stable considering the source?”

I’m pissed, and she knows it. I see it in her eyes. There is an apology there as well. Still, I wait for the apology I deserve. She isn’t wrong very often and I plan on milking this teat until the thing is dried up. Did I mention I grew up on a farm? No, well, now it’s known.

“Fine. I’m sorry. Forgive me for being worried about you. You’ve tried several different therapists, and all of them have failed you in one way or the other.”

I have to smile because I’m enjoying the fact that she has to do something she doesn’t get to do that often. She’s the one who has to eat crow. I’m loving this new side of things. Her brown skin is heated, and I can tell she’s bothered by the scrutiny of my gaze. She doesn’t like being in this position. I know that too. Doesn’t stop me from taking all of this in and basking in the beauty of it.

Therapy, I’m told is as a good thing. It is an opportunity for betterment. It’s what’s been drilled into my head by each of the six different therapist I’ve seen over the last ten years. 

I guess that’s a pretty decent average. Six therapists in ten years isn’t all that horrible. The first three thought they should combat any aggressive urges I had with positive mantras and meditating. Telling myself that I am “more than the anger and frustration I felt” did nothing but made me angrier and more frustrated.

The next two therapist felt possibly getting my “rocks off” would be a good fix for my “pissues.” Pissues would be problems and issues. I had a male and a female therapist present this has a ‘prescription” for what “ailed” me. The guy was attractive and all but his ease of action with approaching me on that subject made me uncomfortable. It had me believing I wasn’t the first or the only patient to whom he’d made his offer. That simply wasn’t cool. I didn’t appreciate even the implication there. Plus, it made me feel like I was being propositioned only I would be the one paying for it. I don’t want to have anything to do with any form of prostitution.

Now, I will say this much, the woman was gorgeous. I’m talking could’ve been a model had she not been a therapist. She was a lot subtler with her attempt to go out with me. I didn’t even realize she was asking me out until she spoke the words, “Would you be willing to date me?” It took me a moment to respond since I was in a therapy session with her. The result was a gentle let down on my part. I later notified her I would be looking for another therapist.

Sitting in the Heavenly Cream Shop, I listen to my friend, tell me I am crazy for looking for yet another person to spill my guts and share my life story with while sitting on some special ordered furniture.

“You can always talk to me. I’m here and available. Guess what? My advice is free.”

“Your advice also comes at the low, low price of a hell of a hangover in the morning. Did you forget I’ve known you now for well over ten years and know your listening ear usually comes with a handy bottle of Whiskey, Jack, or Vodka? It all depends on your mood.”

“Never stopped you from taking it to the bottle before,” she offers as we both stand.

“You are such are an evil bitch.” I say while chuckling as we walk towards the door nearest my favorite restaurants, Olive Garden, parking lot.

“Yes. I know this. Nothing’s changed. Does that mean I’m not hired for the position?”

As I walk to my car, I turn my cutting gaze towards my friend. I know there’s no way she could believe I would turn her down. What she doesn’t understand is that I’m dead serious about not having her in my business ... my head. I love my friend, I truly do, but there’s no way in shit she gets to delve into my brain like that. Doctor of psychology or not, she doesn’t get to shrink me. 

“Kay, you are my very best friend and I love you something fierce, but you will never ever ... ever be the person who gets to poke and prod in my head. The deepest, darkest recesses of my brain are off limits to you. Not because you aren’t damn good at what you do. It has everything to do with protecting you from my crazy.”

After having another ten minutes at my car, Kay finally lets it go. The next morning, she sends me the information for some woman therapist she thinks would be perfect for me. Kay assumes—correctly, but that’s not the point—my last therapist was a woman and things went well with her, so why not try the “x” chromosome again. Obviously, she’s hoping I’ll have the same result. Honestly, I am too.

The woman who was my shrink and had been for the last three years couldn’t make the trip with me to Connecticut from Michigan. Not that I would ever think or dream of asking her to uproot her life and family for me. She did jokingly offer, but I let her know it wasn’t necessary. Sadly, she highly recommended the “drug rep” I saw yesterday morning. That quack was twisted if he thought his recommended dosage a well-known anti-depressant was going to be missed in the list of prescriptions he wrote to help stave off any further panic attacks.
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