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ANGELIQUE

JANUARY:

Angelique Beavois stares at a chip in the table in the unisex Santorini Hospital’s Psych Ward. It’s a new year, and she’s been admitted once more after her daughter, Valarie, decided she needed more help.

She thought about the years of abuse she’d suffered at her late husband’s hands, Vladimir Beavois. He was such a dark man, and he showed his love through different shades of purple and blue on her arms and unseen wounds in her mind.

“Mom?” she heard a voice call from behind her. She flinched at the voice and turned to her daughter.

“Your three weeks are over. I’m here to pick you up,” Valarie said.

Angelique stood up, grabbing the luggage that the nurses had packed for her earlier. They walked out into the sunny day. The sun burned her eyes as she walked beside her daughter in the parking lot. She hadn’t seen the sun in a long time.

“Are you feeling okay?” Valarie asked.

“As okay as I can be recovering from trauma,”

“One step at a time, Mom. You’re doing better. You look healthier.”

Her daughter was nicer these days. Thirty had done wonders for her. And becoming a mom made her look even better. She gained more weight, her smile deepened, her laugh lighter, and her skin clearer. She felt closer to her daughter now more than ever before. Motherhood had made them bond.

“You can live with us for the time being. Carissa misses you. I think you need to be around people right now. Living alone in that mansion is not the best for you right now,” Valarie said, driving out of the hospital parking lot.

“Thank you, Valarie. I’m happy you’re fine with me moving in with you and your wife.”

“Carissa misses her grandma,” she said, smiling. “She’s always crying for Granny Angie because she doesn’t know how to pronounce Angelique yet.”

Angelique grinned.

“She’s a sweet little girl,” she said to her daughter.

“She is.”

They arrived at the Dumont-Beavois mansion, and Valarie packed Angelique’s clothes in the spare room. Angelique took a nap and woke up a while later. Downstairs, the chef had prepared some bloody chicken for dinner.

“Mom, you’re awake. Have some dinner,” Valarie said.

Carissa was crawling around and playing with her dolls in her dollhouse, but ran to her grandma the minute she saw her.
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