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Sarah loved to snort her purple pills.

She lowered her head down onto the roughness of the red rug in front of her blinking fireplace and snorted her worries away, as if doing so was simply one more task that hadn’t yet been completed on her day’s to-do list. There was nothing like forgetting who you were and what you were supposed to be doing in the world after scorching your brain with a numbing pain that turned your entire body to jelly.

Sometimes she wished that she’d die on her red rug. When she was high there was no self-pity for her pathetic soul, no hope for a better tomorrow. Sometimes she imagined the opposite, that she’d be rescued, her slim, unathletic body swept away in the strong arms of a caring stranger. But then she’d laugh, sadly remembering that few thought of her so fondly, and even fewer still enough to save her from a slow and lonely death. Who would? There was no point in extending a hand for a woman like her. It was better that she faded away, her useless name scratched from the slabs of time.

Yet still, death was frightening.

She was, in every regard, an unfortunate victim of her own self-loathing. Someone who’d given up on anything that would’ve placed her on steady feet years ago. Someone too afraid of death to commit themselves to accepting its eternal seduction.

Anna, her most trusted and doting friend of thirty-four, walked in on her with two glasses of orange juice and a plate of moist chicken and vegetables balanced on top of her head. She’d been a talented gymnast in days past, but now earned her living as an instructor of ambitious youths. The juice was for them both. The nutritious meal, for her thin friend. She frowned. It was difficult to remember the last time Sarah’d even been close to being so alarmingly thin.
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