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For everyone. No seriously—all of you. If you’ve picked this up and given my writing a chance you’re the bee’s knees and a certified rockstar.

And for the light of my life, my very own Chris. We’ve loved through hell and back and it’s been great.
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ANNA

One minute I was kissing my husband Chris goodbye, smacking his sinfully plump ass with all the vigor that beautiful dump truck deserved, and the next I was getting woken up by a knock at my door in the middle of the night.

No body, the officer had said. But the car was totaled, wrapped around a tree out by the freeway, and there had been a lot of blood. Did I have someone I could call? Someone who could stay with me?

Chris. My Chris. The light of my life, my best friend, my tether in the dark. Just...gone. Like he hadn’t been a force larger than life, like he hadn’t reshaped me into the best version of myself I could ever have hoped to be with his kind smiles and gentle hands. 

Just...gone.

I called my sister Sadie, of course. I don’t remember doing it, don’t remember what I could have possibly said, but I remember waking up the next morning to her blasting her early 2000’s pop-punk in my kitchen, making me breakfast. 

We both helped with the search when enough time had passed and they still hadn’t found anything. I was panicked and desperate, my fingers and toes numb almost immediately in the autumn chill, screaming his name into the wind until my voice stopped working. But I still tried to say it, still kept my feet plodding forward over the crunching leaf fall, stumbling into trees and walking through bushes until my limbs felt like just one big bruise. Chris wouldn’t have liked that; he’d have made me turn back and relax in the car, would have grabbed me by my shoulders with his big warm hands and pressed a tender kiss to my forehead as he promised he’d take care of it.

But Chris wasn’t here. It almost felt like he was, my heart was crying out for him so loudly. But no matter how many hours I stumbled around in the forest he’d crashed in, we never found him. 

After enough time, they told me he was likely dead. I overheard them telling Sadie that an animal must have come along and gotten to his remains before we swooped in with our searches. But that didn’t ring true to me. Shouldn’t we have found something? Even a toe, a scrap of his clothes, some hair—something. 

Plus...it just didn’t feel right. Chris was the center of my universe, so if he was really gone, shouldn’t I be feeling it? Shouldn’t I be aching with the black hole of his absence? But instead I just felt lonely, and unbalanced, because my other half was somewhere far away from me, but I didn’t feel different at the core of me. Didn’t feel like I was half dead.

Because of course I’d die without him. I’d known it all along. As soon as he’d pulled me close on that rainy night ten years ago and stared down at me with those molten brown eyes of his, his curly dark hair fluttering boyishly in the wind as we’d huddled in the hut of our bus stop and he’d told me he’d loved me—I knew. There was no way I’d be able to live without that man. So he couldn’t be dead, because I was still here. 

So I waited. I went through the motions, let Sadie help me with the groceries and the cooking and the cleaning while I did as I was told and declared him dead. We had a service, I pretended to say my goodbyes, and soon enough everyone else was moving on. His mother stopped calling me and inviting me to get-togethers. Sadie went back to her husband, checking in once a week: 9 PM on Fridays like clockwork. My coworkers stopped peering at me all day with pitying sadness, waiting for me to lose it and break down at my computer. So I stopped pretending to be in mourning.

I still wore my rings, obviously. Why would I take them off, when Chris wasn’t really gone? I still felt him sometimes, could have sworn I still smelled him all over the house and on the air when I went out for my evening walks. He’d be so mad I was doing them all alone, with how I blasted my music on my headphones and daydreamed; I needed to be more careful, he’d always tell me as he held my hand and followed my meandering paths through our neighborhood. But no one bothered me, because maybe they could sense that he was still with me, too.
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ANNA

With Chris gone, I felt more vulnerable in a lot of different ways, but one of the big ones was that guys were starting to sniff after me again. Even though I still wore my rings and didn’t go out on dates, all of my small town’s “eligible” bachelors had heard I was a widow and were making their interest known. And without Chris as an excuse I didn’t know how to gracefully turn them down. 

“Hey Anna, got any plans for the weekend?” my coworker Andy asked me, leaning against the edge of my cubicle and giving me what he’d probably thought was a winning smile. 

“Yeah, I’m going to see my sister,” I told him, trying to keep my smile bright and my posture relaxed. If I said I wasn’t doing anything he’d probably try to ask me out, and since we were coworkers it felt like an even worse idea than seeing anyone else. Chris was the only man I wanted, and I wouldn’t settle for Andy, even if he was nice.

“Oh. Well, that’s nice. Anything special you’re getting up to?”

God, why did everyone have to pry? After the accident everyone had been trying to get the scoop on what had happened, what the updates were, and now that Chris had been declared dead they circled me like vultures trying to find out what I was doing with my free time. Was it morbid curiosity about my being a widow? It was hard to feel like people were just concerned about me when none of them bothered to try and do anything to help me. 

I continued to dodge Andy’s good-natured interrogation, slipping away when five o’clock hit to finally head home. It had been a long week—all of them were, since Chris had gone—and I just wanted to go home and wait for Sadie’s weekly check-in in peace.

It had been almost a year since Chris had walked out the door to pick up some groceries and never come back, our car found wrecked in the forest and covered in blood—Chris’ blood. People were expecting me to have moved on by now, the thrill of watching someone else go through the worst thing of their life long since worn off. I pretended that I was fine, that I wasn’t in mourning any more, but the truth was that I’d never really gone through it in the first place. I was stuck, feeling like I was just waiting for him to come home, desperate to see him again, to feel his familiar warmth wrapped around me. I still smelled him all over our house, thought I could hear him when I was on the cusp of sleep, telling me how much he missed me, how much he loved me.

I’d never shut off his phone. They hadn’t found that, either, had assumed it was with his body. So every night I sent him a text, sometimes called the number and left a voicemail, hoping that I could somehow pull him back to me if I cried out into the void loud enough.

Andy was nice, but he wasn’t Chris, and I would accept no less than my husband. I’d told him all the time that he’d ruined me for other men, with his sweetness and his thoughtfulness, and whenever I next saw him I’d be able to shove his face in how right I’d been.

Eventually Andy drifted away, promising to see me on Monday and telling me to have a good weekend, and then I was finally able to slink home. 

I drove in a haze, my mind swirling with bittersweet memories of my missing husband. I had a playlist that I put on during my commute, of songs that led me through my most frequent fantasy: walking in the door, downtrodden and wrung out from another long week in operations, only to notice the light on in the bedroom. I would close the front door, being quiet as I could, nervous about burglars and clutching the switchblade I kept in my purse tightly. I’d creep towards the bedroom, heart hammering in my chest, my thumb hovering over the call button on my phone, 9-1-1 already typed into the keypad. The door would be open a crack, and as I’d get closer I’d hear the sound of someone humming a goofy pop song, and then I’d burst into the room, my breath knocked out of me. And there he’d be, covered in dirt and scratches but whole, alive, beaming at me with that beautiful dimpled smile that made me ache, humming whatever song was stuck in his head so he could get it stuck in mine, too. I’d throw down my knife and my phone, and launch myself at him. I’d fling myself into his arms, kissing him with everything I had, crying with relief and tearing at his clothes, at my clothes, so I could feel his skin back against mine at last. 

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





