
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: Text

Description automatically generated]


Copyright 2022© Darlene Tallman and Erin Osborne

All rights reserved. This book, or any portion thereof, may not be reproduced or used in any manner without the express written permission of the author except for brief quotations used in book reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, or organizations is entirely coincidental.

Proofreader: Kim Richards

Cover Designer: Erin Osborne

Formatter: Erin Osborne



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Dedication

[image: image]




This book is dedicated to my youngest son. S, you make laugh on a daily basis with your crazy antics and the way you go out of your way to share funny things with me. I can’t wait to see where life takes you. I love you to the moon and back!

~ Erin

While I don’t expect him to ever read my books simply because he’s just a tad over a year old, this series is dedicated to my youngest grandson, Austin Dakota Dean. Because of you, I’m once again a grandma and I look forward to watching you grow up, sweet boy. Gramma loves you to the moon and back and beyond!

~ Darlene
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Please note these books may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Twenty-Two years old

I’m almost on my four-year mark for being in the military. Over the last few weeks I’ve been debating whether or not to stay enlisted or leave and go back home to my family. We’ve got a bunch of new recruits here for boot camp and I’ve been helping them out as they train in different areas and work out. Some of the guys I’m getting to know are making me lean toward staying in. It will mean a promotion and a few other things personally. However, I have to decide whether or not my family needs me right now or if I can be selfish and continue to hide out from the world in the military. 

Yes, you read that right. I’m using the military to hide from my family, the town I grew up in, and the reality of my past. See, I had an older brother. He was my rock, the person I looked up to as we got older and started becoming independent, and someone who went out of his way to help those in need. His name was Knight. Knight was always so damn cool to me. Everyone wanted to hang out with him in school and after we got out. Being almost four years younger than him, Knight never once told me to get the hell away from him or his friends. 

The only other man I had in my life to look up to was our grandpa, Colt. We didn’t live with him growing up, but we did spend a ton of time together. Our mom was essentially a single mom who worked her ass off to keep a roof over our heads and food in the house. So, we would go to school and then head to our grandpa’s after we got out. Well, I did at any rate. Knight was a football player, so he had practices after school and then games. There wasn’t a lot of time to do much else for him. Especially when we would try to help Gramps out around his house, so he wasn’t tackling everything around there all alone. 

Our dad was in and out of our lives. Not just for work but because he couldn’t handle being in a home with children and a woman who wanted to spend time with him. Mom did literally everything for the man and he repaid her love, loyalty, and kindness by cheating on her repeatedly or just disappearing for long periods of time. Knight ended up taking on being a role model for me even though it wasn’t up to him. Our grandpa was more than enough to show me what kind of man I wanted to be when I grew up. Hardworking, loving, loyal, and the kind of man who cherishes his family. Doesn’t run the fuck away because he’s selfish. 

Anyway, Knight played football and was popular in school. He was never alone. Once he got to high school, the parties started. Every single weekend my big brother was running off to one person’s house or another to drink and party with his friends. Those are the only nights I didn’t get to go hang out with him. Knight never wanted me to be around the other kids when they were drinking and partying. He wouldn’t even tell me what happened there. Especially on the day I caught one of the girls he used to hang out with yelling and screaming at him. She was crying and going on and on about some sort of mistake that happened between the two of them. Knight refused to tell me what the hell was going on. All I know is everything changed that day. The first day of his junior year of high school. 

Knight started ditching me to go with his friends more and more. He’d come in later at night. Most nights he ended up having to sneak in since he didn’t bother to show up until after our mom got home from her second job. He lost his jobs at the grocery store and ice cream stand he worked to help our mom pay the bills and still be able to go out with his friends. Knight’s entire attitude toward life, our family, and everything surrounding him changed in the blink of an eye. No matter how many times I asked him what was going on, my big brother refused to let me in. On top of it all, fights started happening in our home on a daily basis. Not just between him and Mom, but our grandpa would come over too. The three of them got into so many fights I started leaving home as soon as Knight showed up. I couldn’t handle hearing them go after one another. 

By this time, I was following in my brother’s footsteps. I played football, had a ton of friends, and was still helping out our gramps. If I saw someone in need of help for any reason, I’d lend a hand where I could, including walking one of our neighbor’s daughter to the library and then back home a few days a week so she wasn’t alone. We barely spoke to one another on these walks, and I always found something to do while she was inside. Amelia was her name, and she was a year younger than me. This girl was going to be a heartbreaker when she got older for sure. With her overly large eyes and tan skin tone, as well as her kind personality, I suspected it wouldn’t be long before someone smarter than me scooped her up. 

Knight continued to go on a downward spiral causing a rift in the family. It was far larger than our father, or sperm donor, ever thought of creating with his antics. At least until the end. About six months after Knight started to change, my life ended. Knight went out to a party as he normally did. Only he didn’t come home that night. He’d never come home again. Come to find out, my big brother started using drugs because that girl, Autumn, who was yelling at him that day, told him she was pregnant with his baby. My brother was going to be a dad to a little girl. He couldn’t handle what it meant for him and believed she was trapping him. Still, Knight loved his daughter, Lyric, with everything in him despite her not being born yet. He just didn’t know how to deal with the emotions he was feeling. Especially when it came to him feeling as if he’d fail as a dad because we didn’t have a very good role model. Other than our grandpa, that is. 

So many people came up to me after Knight died that tragic night. They wanted to know how I didn’t see the signs of his drug use. Or why I never spoke up to my family or a teacher about his changed demeanor. Not a single person gave a shit about how I was feeling. Or even what I was going through by already placing the blame on my shoulders for what happened to Knight. See, he didn’t see all the ways he took care of me and our mom. Knight didn’t realize he’d make a perfect dad because he already knew what not to do. If I could turn back time, I’d tell him that he would be the very best dad ever because he wouldn’t be by himself; he’d have me, our mom, our gramps. Autumn is a good girl and together they made a life. I’m not sure what happened between them, but the loss of Knight completely devastated her beyond repair most days. 

Once Lyric was born, Autumn cleaned up her act and started living her life again. She didn’t stay in bed all day long with no intentions of getting up, eating, or taking care of herself. My niece gave her a new lease on life which we were all overjoyed to see. Thankfully, Autumn never once tried to keep our family away from Lyric either. We got to see her on a regular basis and even kept her every other weekend so Autumn could do what she needed to do. The promise she made my mom and Gramps was we were family and would never be taken out of Lyric’s life for any reason. We all agreed to keep Knight’s memory alive by sharing every single story of his short life with Lyric as she got older. I have so many stories to share with her and I can’t wait! She’ll know what a kind, loving, and special man my brother was growing up to be. 

Lyric is everything good from Knight already. My niece is her dad’s mini me in every single way. Not only did she inherit his long dark hair and soulful brown eyes, but she loves everything outdoors and all sports. I have found her countless times at Gramps’ house helping out in the yard before being allowed to run around and create havoc. The same thing we did as young boys her age. Knight would be so proud of his girl and love her with every fiber of his being. I can imagine him spending all of his time with her and teaching her how to love and making so many memories with her. Memories the rest of us will now have to create in his place. 

My heart breaks once again as I shake the melancholy thoughts from my head. Every single day I miss Knight more. The pain of his loss hasn’t gotten better or gone away over the years. If anything, the last eight years has only reminded me how little you can truly know someone and not see the signs which are right in front of you. Signs I should have seen over everyone else in our life at the time.

Pulling out a notebook and my pen, I begin writing a letter to my gramps. It’s been a while and I need to check in with him. Let him know my future plans. Things I don’t want to burden my mom with. She hasn’t been doing too good over the last few years. Not since we lost Knight if I’m being honest. Mom took his death hard as fuck.

Gramps,

I know it’s been a while since I’ve written to you. I’m sorry about that. I’ve been trying to figure out what to do with my life. Do I reenlist or get out of the military? Does anyone truly want me to come home for more than a few days or weeks? Can Mom handle me remaining in the service? There are so many fucking questions swirling in my mind and I truly don’t know which way to go. 

Every single day I think of Knight. Of what he’d tell me to do in this situation. It honestly makes me miss him even more because this could be his life. Maybe not necessarily the military, but waking up every single morning to a new day and spending time with his little girl. I never did tell you or Mom I was sorry for what happened to Knight. While I might not have been forcing those drugs in his body, I should have seen something. Known something was going on with him. More than just him going through some attitude phase or whatever the hell I was thinking at the time. I’ll never forgive myself for not seeing the signs of his addiction or realize the changes he made in his life were as serious as they were. Maybe one day you’ll be able to forgive me for my mistake. A mistake which cost his life, Autumn her man, and Lyric her dad. I’ve taken him from all of you because I didn’t try hard enough to help him or get him to let me in.

How are Mom and Lyric doing? I know I didn’t come home to see them on my last leave. Honestly, I didn’t leave the base. All I did was hole up in my room and try to forget everything. It’s hard as hell coming back home. Seeing all the looks everyone in town gives me. The looks I’ve been getting since Knight died. Everyone knows I’m to blame and they let me know it. I miss Mom and Lyric more than I thought I would. Lyric has probably grown even more since the last time I saw her. Is she still doing cheerleading and softball? Or has she changed her sports once again? 

It’s almost time for you to plant your garden. Is Lyric going to help you again this year? I know Mom loves helping you and playing around in the dirt. Despite her protests about spending so many hours in the sun and dirt, Mom will do anything to help you. I know she secretly loves working alongside you. If I were home, I’d pull you both up a chair and have Lyric help me out. Make sure she knows the right way to plant a garden.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.png
HEALING

TATTERED AND “JORN MC
IDARLENE “TALLMAN & TRIN OSBORNE





