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“We are not perfect [...]

We have aspects of ourselves that have darkness.

The shadows are there [...]

Ask the divine [...]

May I see my shadow.

May I see my darkness,

so that I can move and heal and transform

at the speed of light.”

~Ingrid Arna

#SelfishSunday

Written by Eirian Naomi Omid

Dear Reader,

I am happy to see that the universe has connected you with this book. It's an intense roller-coaster ride, and if you're still with me here, I promise you will enjoy the surreal tale that lies within.

But, there are a couple of things you must know about this story before you start. First of all, this book is heavy. It addresses PTSD, substance abuse, physical abuse, and sexual addiction in a very short amount of time. This tale is incredibly raw.

Second, the timeline is confusing. Read carefully and savor every moment. It is confusing for Keoni as well, you're not alone in this. If you've ever seen Donnie Darko, it's a little like that, except for I did my due diligence and hope that it comes across in the least confusing way possible. (But, you should feel at least a little confused. It's a part of the experience).

Third, this is just a glimpse at Keoni's story. It should leave you wanting more. These are just flashbacks and snippets of Keoni's memories. You'll get to see Keoni's full story in two novels yet to be published, entitled Behind Closed Doors and When the Caged Bird Flies. The novella you're reading now is about her progress healing through a particular period of time, and does not include all the details of her trauma.

Finally, Keoni's story takes place on the planet Th'aer, so please go check out the glossary, map, and “Welcome to Th'aer” brochure at the end of the book to learn more about the world.

Now without further ado,

#SelfishSunday

Dedicated to my love,

to whom I owe my whole life,

and whom I want to have with me

every step of the way.
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Saturday, June 2nd, 2018
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Everything had been going so well...

––––––––
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“MAYBE YOU SHOULD LEAVE if you can't handle yourself!”

Fuck, she hated these nights where they rubbed each other the wrong way. ...Heh. “Nights.” It was nine P.M. now, but this had been their “all day”. She hated going back to work after a weekend like this where they got off on the wrong foot at some point and tumbled down a hole.

Well... more like she had tripped them and pulled them down into the hole, but she couldn't remember what had happened all day up to that point. She just knew that now, they were locked in a useless battle that no one could ever win.

But... it was always with good intent...

She just wanted everything to be perfect all the time...

She hated her mania. Hated her PTSD.

Hated the fact that these were self diagnoses.

Keoni and Rocky had been together for six years now. Living together for six years. They'd been around the block together, pulled out of homelessness together, and now, they lived in a tiny studio apartment together. Rocky was Keoni's true love, her knight in shining armor, and she loved him deeply. But she also grew up in an extreme situation, and some days her brain straight up just did not work.

Admittedly, that was still a bit of an excuse though. With discipline she could definitely circumvent these days.

But recently...

Shit was getting really bad. They'd fight every few days, rather than weeks or months. They were drinking because of it. The cycle would repeat. Because, in the words of William Shakespeare, “it is a shame that men would put an enemy in their mouths to steal away their brains.”

And she was addicted to grains.

Like, truly addicted. She'd spend eighteen hours a week in the kitchen to ensure her tasty wheat fix.

And they'd fight. Because that's all she knew growing up. Fighting.

Keoni was confused. She never understood the journey between point A and point B. Like, “when the fuck did we get on THIS train? And why can't I get off?”

Well, on top of the aforementioned “illness” (in quotations because Keoni didn't feel sick), Keoni had a bit of an obsessive compulsive disorder, which could manifest in obsessing over negativity in the quest of positivity. Above all, THIS was her problem. And of course Rocky was at the end of his rope because he could only be patient for so long. And after six years, it seemed like her recovery had plateaued. And when you truly love someone and want the best life for them, it's frustrating to see them at this point, especially when you are unable to help. Keoni was obsessed with talking. The only way to stop the episode was to get her to obsess over and focus on something else. But when he stopped talking to her to get her to stop, she would take offense. And keep. Fucking. Talking! He loved her, but she was young. Five years was a HUGE gap some days...

She needed to understand that she wasn't nearly as damaged as she led herself to believe. He knew that. But he couldn't make her know that, no matter how hard he tried, and no matter how patient he was.

He wasn't going to leave. He was fucking sore and didn't want to go out in the light rain at nine o'clock at night. So, to get away from her, he locked himself in their large closet.

In a subconscious, desperate attempt to get his attention and “work things out”, Keoni tugged on the closet door and murmured, “I'd like to take a walk, but I need my coat.”

Rocky sighed, thought about acknowledging her, but then stayed quiet. She could make herself miserable, he was done with it.

The silence penetrated Keoni's soul deeper than any blow to the head she'd taken in her previous relationship. She hated this. She hated not getting his attention. When everything was normal and he wanted to be around her and hang out, she was super content. But she hated the opposite of that, to the point of it being a problem.

She retreated forlornly to their futon, and pulled it out into its bed form with a sigh. It was now almost ten o'clock and she had to wake up at three in the morning to get ready for work before leaving at five to walk and make it to her barista gig at six. And it was her birthday tomorrow. She'd be turning “eighteen for the sixth time,” as she liked to put it, or “twenty-four” if you asked her parents.

Keoni curled up on the bed, dramatically tucking herself entirely beneath their thick, blue comforter. She laid there with her eyes closed, trying to remember how to fall asleep alone, when Sadie, their lady golden-retriever, hopped up on the bed next to her and plopped down tightly against the curve of Keoni's form. It took Keoni a whole five minutes before she passed out. The full day of crying, obsessing, fighting, and... crying had exhausted her to her fullest.

In that moment, she buried herself in her memories of when she had first met Rocky. They'd leave flirtatious notes for each other in the cash registers at work and share secretive glances when no one was looking. There was the first time they ever sat out back, behind the Pump'n'Gulp and just sat there, enjoying the sunset together. Then Keoni finally got to hang out with Rocky outside of work, she had arranged it very precariously. He took her to the river a mile down the road and they explored the uncharted nooks and crannies of the vast, hidden landscapes.

She dozed off with a smile on her face, having nestled deep within the comforts of the “good old days”. She had forgotten how difficult they had been though, and had painted a rosy picture of the good days. He had helped her through a LOT of trauma, and it was not an easy process. Keoni, however, preferred not to think about what things were like before she met Rocky. Before she had a reason to be well. And she had made the tragic mistake of taking Rocky's support for granted...

About an hour and a half later when Keoni was lightly snoring, Rocky rose and let himself out of the closet to go pee. As he walked by, he couldn't help but cast a longing glance Keoni's way. Soft, silvery moonlight illuminated Keoni's now peaceful face. Rocky sighed. They'd never really slept apart before in their six years of partnership, but he just couldn't bring himself to lay down next to her... not yet.

“I love you, butterfly,” he murmured wistfully, “but I can't stand you when you're like this...” he paused a moment before defeatedly adding, “I wish you would grow up.”

A shooting star dropped from the sky as he leaned down and sealed the wish with a kiss on her forehead before grabbing a pillow and retreating back to the cozy closet.

Outside, the wind began to blow vehemently, sweeping a dark thunderstorm in. With the first flash of lightning and crack of thunder, Keoni's brow furrowed. Suddenly, she heard the fluttering of thousands of fragile paper wings beating together, so powerfully that it sounded like the rushing of a river during summer runoff season, as thousands of white butterflies, each with a single black dot on either upper wing, invaded her mind. As they fluttered, the wings sparkled with a magic quality. Meanwhile,  her dreams were dark, swirling around her with the shadowy truth of her childhood.

A dark, silky, smoky, female voice giggled from beneath the churn of thousands of pairs of wings as the butterflies continued to circle Keoni’s shadowy dreams in a thick border. “It’s time you remember what it was fucking like. You’ve forgotten too much about that time,” the voice murmured, her words nearly blending into the drum of wings.

Every clap of thunder in the real world brought back another repressed memory, and another, and another.

Keoni tossed and turned, whimpering at the truth and reliving horrific memories as the voice continued to murmur, “You need to go back. Remember what it was like. See if you’re still worthy of Rocky’s salvation.”
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[image: ]




Everything's gonna be okay... right?

With a rush of butterfly wings, Keoni woke the next morning, Rocky was still not by her side. She sighed at the weight of waking up on her twenty-fourth birthday on such a rotten note. In that instant, she was entirely defeated and did not think they would ever recover from the fallout of this. But then she realized that the song, “Happy Birthday Groove You,” by the Scarabs was blaring from somewhere in the apartment complete with crunchy seventies guitar and doo-wop type vocals. The sun was filtering in through the curtains full steam, signaling to Keoni that not only was her morning askew, but she was also insanely late for her morning shift... like, three hours late.

But why would he be playing THAT song? Do we even have that song? I haven't heard that song in six years! She thought momentarily.

No amount of deep breathing would settle her down from the fact that she might get fired over this, so she bolted out of bed and frantically searched for her phone. She was sure that she had fifteen angry or panicked voicemails from her manager. She manically pulled the comforter from the bed and started inspecting her pillows for the missing piece of technology. It wasn't until after she had tossed all of the pillows one by one onto the floor that she finally noticed her surroundings.

This wasn't her studio apartment!

The pink sheets that matched the plush, pink comforter, faux-cast-iron day-bed bed-frame... yellow walls, stained tan carpet hidden beneath a twenty-five dollar Martin Mart rug??

Suddenly a custom PNK KanD alarm began playing because it was ten A.M. Her flip phone vibrated across the top of her hand-me-down dresser.

Flip phone?!

Keoni reached for the alien-seeming piece of technology, in a near out-of-body state of mind. She noticed that her nails were painted black and couldn't help but shriek a little. Her father mistook the noise for elation and whooped, “Happy birthday Keo!” as he walked down the hallway.

Her head was spinning. She opened her flip phone and blindly looked at the date on the screen. She tried looking at pictures and contacts, but it took a good, solid, two minutes for her eyes to focus on anything. Finally, she saw the one name she was hoping to forget. The one name that had brought her years of torment and caused her to need someone stable to guide her back into normalcy. The name that made her cringe when she turned down certain streets, recoil walking into select buildings, and wince when she heard others addressed by the same name.

Baxter.

She closed the phone and clutched it to her chest, closing her eyes and gulping, “No. Please, dear Cos, no!”

Baxter was her boyfriend. The boyfriend she'd had for five years that she hoped to never see again because of the poisonous manipulation he had put her through. He was a lost boy. Youngest of three boys, parents divorced – father living overseas... somewhere, and mother traveling the globe. He grew up with very little discipline and absolutely no respectable woman role model. His brothers, Burton and Bruce, were the only family he had. Bruce had been climbing the corporate ladder for about ten years, and Burton was Baxter's guardian. They had no idea that their little brother was such a mean soul. At first, Keoni had thought it was cool that his parents weren't around. But at this point in her life, she realized how dangerous it was and was ready to get out of it. Seeing his name again stunned her completely.

On top of being entirely overwhelmed by the situation, she also felt bloated to the point of being water logged. She felt greasy, groggy, and genuinely displaced by having to deal with her parents today. She still didn't really know what was going on. Either Rocky and the past six years had been the product of her wonderfully wild imagination to help her cope with her current predicament... or this was a dream. She looked down at herself. She was quite sturdy in comparison to the body she'd gone to bed in. But how could she have made up a love and life in such great detail? They had a dog together! What did that say about her mental health? Was her psyche deteriorating?!? She wasn't even technically eighteen until one fifteen P.M!

She was fucking dizzy. She needed something to drink. Keoni looked around the room and located the mini fridge tucked under her second-hand desk and pulled out a WhattoDo chocolate drink, chugging it without a second thought.

Oooh yeah. She was “back”. Apparently she'd never left, but now she was actually settled into her skin. Surprisingly, she didn't have a headache this morning, and as she admired herself in her full length mirror like a lonely bird, she remembered that she didn't have to see Baxter until later that afternoon. He wasn't going to their graduation ceremony – always the rebel with absolute zero cause. To celebrate, she grabbed another can of WhattoDo and slammed it, throwing her birth control pill and a couple of painkillers in her mouth to start the day. She was sporting fuzzy Cake Critter pajama pants that were a shade lighter than the pink of the popular children show puppet character who was known for causing a ruckus and eating cake, and only cake, and sported a repeating pattern of the bulbous nosed monster making zany faces over and over and over again; they were her happy pants. To completely clash with the cute cartoon puppet character on her legs, she was wearing a Horror 'Ere Yuletide T-shirt which was black and sported the main characters of the strange Halloween-Christmas mashup, a clay-mation skeleton in a blazer, red button down shirt, and slacks and his female counterpart – the ragdoll with frizzy blonde and blue hair, wide green eyes, and an elegant, emerald green, patchwork ball-gown. It was the first movie her parents had taken her to as a kid, and she was all about that spooky life right now. Upon noting that she was fully dressed, Keoni decided to go see what was crackin' in the kitchen.

The girl exited the purgatory of her bedroom to explore the mystery that was the rest of the house. She found her father's sisters, Dolly and Daylia, and her cousin, Janette, setting up a hair styling station in the living room. Upon seeing her they all squealed and exclaimed variations of, “Happy birthday baby girl!”

Keoni had one final, “But seriously...what is going on right now,” thought flick through her brain before the over-the-counter painkillers she had been abusing over the last... year... year and a half, kicked in with a blood rush that momentarily replaced her hearing with the sound of butterfly wings,  and wiped away all of those troublesome thoughts. She let herself succumb to the shower of hugs and kisses followed by the primping they had traveled hundreds of miles to take part in. Keoni loved it when her Aunties visited, which was very very rarely. She loved having her mixed-Afrai hair tended to by someone who actually knew how to tend to it. They straightened her hair expertly, leaving it glossy and smooth, and not at all triangular. Her cousin painted her eyelids and did a non-goth look for the occasion, which Keoni countered by wearing her favorite shoes, her only combat boots – which had been passed down to her by her mother's aunt when she was thirteen, and an edgy grunge-glam band T-shirt that was her father's in the eighties.
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