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    Dedicated to my own depression and ideations, and to others like me. There are other ways to get through the pain, I promise.

      

    


Disclaimer: The BDSM community (including all of its sub communities) values: clear, consistent, and enthusiastic consent; a clear and stable mental health standard; and physical and mental safety precautions to be followed by all parties at all times. Please remember that, even within the confines of a contract, avid and zealous consent is normal, healthy, and should always be encouraged. BDSM can be used within consenting adult relationships as a form of therapy, a tool to explore trauma and abuse, and can be a form of self expression.

If you or someone you know is struggling with depression, anxiety, or suicidal ideation, there are resources available to help:  

988: 988 is a suicide prevention hotline, chatline, and text line, that is available in both Spanish and English, with interpretation services. They are available 24 hours a day. 988 is the new dialing code for the National Suicide Prevention Lifeline (1-800-273-TALK), and is available to everyone across the U.S.  On their website, they include support networks for BIPOC communities, LGBTQIA+, Neurodivergent individuals, and more. The dial code has been in service since mid 2022.

National Domestic Violence Hotline: The NDVH is a crisis hotline, available via phone (800-799-7233), text (text START to 88788), and online chat. It supports English and Spanish speaking individuals, and offers interpretation services. Upon entering their homepage, one is advised that web usage can be monitored, and offers the above phone number to use if you believe that your internet usage will be monitored by your abuser (800-799-7233). The site offers help with planning for safety, identifying forms of abuse, and local resources, among other things.

Aspire News App: Listed as a “health and fitness” app in the google play store, this app offers educational services regarding abuse, and can, in an emergency, disguise itself as a news article or contact someone you trust. This app cannot, as yet, contact emergency services. 

Thank you, and please enjoy the story.

Life is demanding. Life can be demeaning. Sometimes, life likes to slowly nip at you with bits of dread and anxiety before it finally tries to land the final blow — But sometimes, life will throw you a rope. 

The bar stool I sat on was in an inconspicuous gay bar that was maybe a 10 minute walk from my home, and maybe a twenty minute walk from the fast food restaurant I’d been fired from a few hours before. It was still the early afternoon, but I had already had a couple of bottom-shelf rum and cokes when I noticed another person enter. He wasn’t hard to spot; I was the only other person in the bar, after all. 

I'd been planning on killing myself after I’d finished my drink when he approached me. He was well-built, and taller than me, wearing a nice suit that framed his musculature in an unobtrusive way. He smelled like expensive cologne that floated through my olfactory sweetly and softly, and it made me inhale deeply as he brushed behind me. When he spoke it was low and gravelly. 

"Drinking alone?" He asked next to my ear. The music was loud enough to have to raise your voice to be heard over the top of it, but not so loud that speaking into someone's ear was ineffective. 

I surveyed him from the corner of my eye while sipping my rum and coke, and nodded.

"Not much for talking right now?" He asked, and I felt his lips brush my ear. It was...nice.

I was a man in a gay bar. I wasn't gay, that I knew of. I had never really had that sort of inclination before. I could have gone to somewhere else, and not invaded this relatively safe space, but other bars were depressing. I liked the lights and the colors in this one. I liked that the music playing wasn't all Garth Brookes, and I was depressed enough without having to listen to some drunk Kevin Broheim recount whatever disgusting thing he'd tried to do to a woman over the weekend.

I felt the large man lift himself off the stool next to mine, careful not to touch me more than he had to, and he leaned down next to my ear again. "I'll leave you alone, then. Sorry for bothering you."

I don't know why I did it. Even now, I couldn't tell you. My body acted all on its own, probably in some sort of last call, ‘Hail Mary’, because it knew that when my drink was done, it was too.

I reached out and grabbed his sleeve as he lifted his hand away, tugging on it just a little. He looked down at his sleeve, surprised, but didn't try to pull out of my grasp.

"Do you want to talk?" He asked, uncertainly. I raised my drink up near my mouth, and shook my head. I wasn't even looking at him. I was staring down into my drink, my brain numb and filled with loud static. At least until he spoke. Every time he did, my mind seemed to clear and quiet just a little. It made him easy to focus on, instead of other things. "So, do you just want some company?"

I downed the rest of my drink, the glass thunking down onto the bar, and sliding just a little on the cushion of condensation that had built up on the bottom of the glass. I held my hand up to signal the bartender, and ordered another, my voice thick, low, and ugly from the alcoholic burn.

The man just waited patiently.

"Yes," I finally said to him. "Yes, please. Just...Just sit next to me. You can talk if you want but I don't feel up to a lot."

"I can do that." He said it without even a pause.

My drink came, and I let go of his sleeve. I had forgotten I was holding it, but I was gently rolling it around between my fingers, feeling the fabric and the soft warmth of his wrist every so often when my attention strayed. I didn’t know what the fabric was, but it was smooth in some places and rough in others, creating a striped pattern between the two. 

When the new glass made a loud noise on the bar, I came back to myself, and let him go. He sat back down and for the first time, I noticed he didn't have a drink. I put my hand up to signal the bartender again.

"Whatever he's having. On me."

He ordered, and I retreated back into my own little world, ruminating on my plan and my note. 

I didn't have anyone I wanted to leave a note to. I didn't think anyone I knew would care. I had tried to reach out once or twice: a text to my girlfriend that said, 'Hey, I need someone to talk to'; or a post on social media, 'Not doing okay today, anyone wanna hang?'
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