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Prologue
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“I still remember what I saw.  Everything I felt... “ her voice broke as she continued. She pushed her black medium length hair behind her ears before continuing.

”It was as if all I could do was feel... “ her head fell staring down at her hands.  She had been wringing them as she spoke.  They were red and kind of sore where she had put pressure trying to express feelings into words.  Feelings that just hurt.  She felt tears form behind her eyes,  but didn't concern herself with him.  She hadn't been able to cry since it had happened.  It just wouldn't happen.  She could scream.  She could show display pure rage and aggression,  but no tears.  

”Amelia,  you are progressing so well.  It is never easy after the loss of a child to continue living.  Getting up everyday doing what has to be done.  All of these things show real progress. You're not letting depression best you.  That takes a very strong woman.” Mrs.  Depree stated encouragingly,  but Amelia had heard it all in every fashion and form imaginable.  She had lost her daughter, Inocente, 3 months ago... crib death.  Since then she had been pushed towards counselors,  life coaches,  support groups,  and every known  program that could ‘help’ her through this tough time.  

TOUGH TIME..?

Her heart stopped and was ripped out the morning she saw her daughter was dead.  Her husband had tried to console her,  but it didn't help.  He finally gave up and threw himself into his work. He purposely worked late and long hours to avoid having to talk to her.  The pattern continues she thought as her phone message alert went off.  Ping!
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WORKING LATE.  SORRY.
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SHE LET OUT A SLOW breath frustrated.  She shrugged to herself as she left the counselor’s office and entered the parking lot scanning for her car.  Part of the side effects of grief included forgetfulness.  She pursed her lips adding it to the already extensive list of things to do with depression and grief.  Would it ever be over?  Most of all,  would she want it to be?  Would it make her feel guilty?  Would anyone understand?
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HER HOUSE WAS QUIET.  The housekeeper had been in earlier and had left a note with well wishing where her check had been left to pay for her services.  Resigned that her life didn't have much to offer she went upstairs to her room.  She layed in bed and went to sleep trying to will away her pain into bitter blackness.  She awoke looking at the bedside clock.
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3:42AM
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SHE TURNED OVER FINDING the bed empty.  Where was her husband? Had he come home at all?
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SHE WENT DOWNSTAIRS looking room to room.  Nothing had been disturbed.  She ran to the garage and found her car alone.  Sadness overtook her and she crawled back upstairs but was too tired to climb back into the bed.  She curled up on the floor and shook with grief.
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SHE PULLED INTO HER driveway just after dark sighing at her two car garage that as of late kept hers alone.  Randy,  her husband,  came home late, if at all,  but usually after she was in bed making sure to leave before she got out of bed.  Her spirit shifted lower with full knowledge that he was avoiding her.  She pulled in the groceries and put them away doing her best to stay busy.  She was chopping an onion when she heard the garage door open.
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HE WAS HOME THIS EARLY?

Her heart caught with hope.  She continued chopping and started putting all the ingredients together.  If they ate supper together that would be nice.  Something they hadn't done in a while.  She touched her face, shocked,  realizing her lips had curved into a small smile.  After preparing everything she went to set the table.  It had been some time since hearing the garage door but he still hadn't come into the kitchen. Placing the flatware and China in place she became instantly aware that his steps were coming down the stairs and toward the... garage?  She threw her apron off grabbing a towel to wring her hands and started for the garage.

The back of his SUV was raised and the look on his face proved he hadn't expected her to see him. His dark eyes closed with his face pinched in worry. He had loaded a small suitcase into the back. Their traveling bags that had been put away since their trip 2 years ago to Hawaii.  
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HER HEART CLENCHED.

“Where are you going?” she demanded voice strained and coming out a little higher than she expected.  

His face dropped,  ”look,  we both know it's been hard.  I just need some time.  Away.”

Her light blue eyes bulged with his last words.

He grabbed the sides of her arms and walked her inside.  He sat her down in one of the bar stools at the island.  Sighed and left.  She sat unable to react or speak.  Similar to how she had acted since Inocente’s death.  She was temporarily catatonic.

Sitting in Mrs Depree’s office again she felt hopeless. Now she had to deal with the loss of her baby and her husband. She was truely alone. No amount of words could comfort her or bring back hope for her. She was dragging as she left. She saw a Starbucks across the way and decided to walk over and get a Vanilla Bean Frappicino. Maybe that would cheer her up. When she walked back out holding her large plastic cup nearly overflowing with whipped cream her breath caught seeing what could only be described as her second worst nightmare. She saw a couple sitting under the big oak giggling and flirtatiosly flicking ice cream at each other. Her shock was noted that it was where her and her husband had met and her crazy switch went off seeing it was Randy with his intern!! She strode toward them determined to do something but she hadn’t thought it through that far. He didn’t notice her. She took her Vanilla Bean, pulled the lid off, and threw it all over both of them. The girl let out a shreik of disgust and surprise and jumped away from Randy. He jumped up to confront whoever had assaulted him, but fell short seeing her little features contorted into rage.

“Uh...I...I...Ameila. Ameila, I tried to tell you.” He stopped and looked down at his shoes which now had cold coffee and melted whip cream dripping on them.

“Tell me?! Tell me what?” She demanded. “That you are sleeping away your grief or worse your guilt. You didn’t tell her, did you?” She spat furiously turning to look at the drenched girl who was patting at her dress with small napkins fussing over how sticky she was and mumbling how Ameila was a shamless bitch who needed serious mental help. At that Ameila snapped.
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