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To those who keep breaking the generational cycles, this one's for you. 

Trigger Warnings: Assault, murder, drugs, alcohol, infidelity, and several other forms of abuse.
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Chapter 1

Kayla knew her mom had been drinking again. She could see the liquor bottles and smell the alcohol the second she walked into the house. There were wine bottles sitting next to vodka bottles, next to rum, next to her mom's unwashed, collapsed body on the couch. Kayla set her backpack down and took her mom's pulse. She was alive at least but stunk of sweat, alcohol, and unbrushed teeth. Every time her father had to 'work late' her mom would stay up and drink all night long. Kayla would come downstairs to find her mom passed out on the couch, clutching her wedding photo and watching her old pageant videos more often than not, mascara streaks on her face from crying herself to sleep and greasy hair stuck to the side of her face. Kayla's mom would tell her she watched the videos to prepare for their next win, but Kayla knew it was her wondering why her husband would trade a winning beauty queen for a plain, in her mother's opinion, secretary at his law firm. 

Kayla cleared the bottles off the table so her younger brother, Chris wouldn't see them. He knew their mom drank but Kayla was good at pretending things were ok. Chris had been very young when their mom started drinking and Kayla was always trying to protect him from her and their father. It didn't work every time, but she still felt as though she had to try. Kayla went to the phone and called the babysitter who just happened to be a neighbor. It was an older woman named Kathy, who would watch their younger sister, Lily when their mom was out. Lily was only a few months old and Monday through Thursday, they had to get Kathy over there to care for both baby and mom while the kids were in school. Friday was different because their mom would sober up just in time for the weekend beauty pageants that happened and then Sunday night, go back to slamming down as much as she could 'in celebration' of whatever victory they won. Their dad never attended the pageants anymore as he would spend the work week sleeping around with his secretary, and then come home on the weekends when the house was empty, and sleep around with her at their place while 'taking care of' Lily since she was too young to go to the pageants with them. Kayla suspected he would drop her sister off at the babysitter's house instead of having Kathy come over, mainly so he could fool around all weekend, ignoring the fact that he already had a family that he refused to take care of. 

Kayla knew her dad hated them all. He was never nice to them. He beat them profusely, constantly rubbed cheating on their mom in her face, and paraded around town like he owned everyone and everything. This just gave Kayla several more reasons to want to leave home. She couldn't wait for next year when she would be old enough to attend college. While she worried about her siblings, she knew it would be the best move for her to leave. Maybe one day she would save them both and they could live in their own place together. But that wasn't the case right now.

***

[image: image]


It was Thursday and naturally, school was a requirement. Chris wasn't much of a school lover, but Kayla was. As she walked down the stairs, she noticed her mom was half off the couch again. She set her backpack down for a moment to hoist her mom up off the floor. Luckily it was her upper half that had slipped off the couch and not the bottom half. She checked her mom's pulse again, as she did every time to make sure she wasn't over drinking, before she covered her with a blanket. Then, Kayla picked up her backpack again, put it on and headed out the door. 

Walking down the street, Kayla saw her brother Chris with his friends. They were all standing in an alley between the grocery store and hardware store. To her, it looked like they were just skipping class, at least until the drugs came out. The boys were passing around white sticks. Joints. That wasn't the problem, the problem was what followed. Syringes. This was the last straw. Kayla rushed over to him.

"CHRIS! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" She shouted, snatching away a syringe. 

"What the fuck, Kayla! I just bought that!" He said, trying to get it back from her. She was much faster than him, probably because she wasn't stoned the way he always was. 

"We have enough problems at home without you killing yourself. You have a pageant this weekend too you know. If you don't show up sober, you will be disqualified," she told him.

"I hate pageants. I don't want to do them, but mom and dad make me because not many guys do it and I always win them cash. I don't care anymore. Just leave me alone," Chris said, finally getting back the syringe. Kayla knew she couldn't stop him. She stormed off and went to school. She knew her family was falling apart and there was nothing she could do to stop it. 

Chapter 2

At school, Kayla felt the most at home. Her teachers appreciated how hard she worked to keep her grades nearly perfect, and she was always on the honor roll despite her family's best efforts to make her fail. She volunteered for just about anything that didn't fall on a pageant weekend or pageant prep weekend, and she was always the person that stayed out of trouble. This week was a pageant weekend and the school formal. She had been asked by several people to sign up to help but she was going to be out of town at the pageant and had to decline. She felt bad because she would rather do that than go off with her mom to another competition, but it was the only time she ever saw her mom sober and she missed that, even if it meant her mom sobbed into hotel pillows every night and covered up her lack of sleep with layer after layer of makeup. 

Kayla walked to her math class and sat down in the front row. She had just gotten her books out and class was about to start when the school counselor walked in.

"I need Kayla Williams for just a moment please," she said to the math teacher. He excused her and she went with the counselor to her office. Kayla took a seat as the counselor said, "Sorry I had to pull you out like that first thing this morning, but I wanted to talk to you about a few things. One, I know college is coming up and you applied for several of them, and applied using a few scholarships, some that you've won in competitions you've been in. Correct?" She asked.

"Yes. I have four of them and I can pick whatever school I want. My first semester should be free," Kayla replied.

"That's wonderful! What are you planning to study?" She asked. 

"I want to be a social worker," Kayla told her, thinking about how she wanted to save other children from being abused like her. 

"That is a great and very difficult field to work in. Are you feeling ready for it?" The counselor asked.
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