

    
        
          Not Invisible to Me

        

        
        
          Mandy Greenwood

        

        
          Published by NaomiAoki, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      NOT INVISIBLE TO ME

    

    
      First edition. March 21, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Mandy Greenwood.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393415213

    

    
    
      Written by Mandy Greenwood.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Content Warning

Author Note

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Epilogue

About the Author

Sign up for Mandy Greenwood's Mailing List

Further Reading: Dangerous Lessons

Also By Mandy Greenwood

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]


BIG THANKS AS ALWAYS needs to go to my beta/proof-reader Abrianna and the members of my readers group – Greenwood’s Groupies!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Content Warning

[image: ]


ACCIDENTAL DRUG OVERDOSE
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MULTIPLE SCLEROSIS is an auto-immune disease that attacks the central nervous system and effects everyone diagnosed with it differently. Common symptoms include difficulties walking, muscle tightness/weakness, brain fog, dizziness/vertigo...
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Chapter One
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“OH, BUGGER OFF! HOW bloody old are you?” Grant cursed, gripping the sheets beneath him as the bed suddenly dipped jostling his body and sending his brain into freefall. Eyes that had flown open in shock were now closed as he took slow deep breath and prayed that when he opened them again, the room had stopped spinning. Some days vertigo sucked.

“Same age as you,” Corryn retorted. “No. Wait. I’m three days older,” chuckling as Grant snatched up a pillow and threw it at him. “But in my defence, you never specified how you wanted to be woken up.”

Grant glared at his friend. “Maybe because I didn’t think I needed too.” Corryn had been living with him for the last six months, most of which consisted of his friend tip toeing around him as though Grant was a fragile piece of china who might shatter at any minute. He guessed now that had changed. “If I wanted to be woken up by an eight-year old, I’d have asked my nephew to stay over.”

Corryn threw him a cheeky smile and clambered off the bed. “Can’t say I regret it... not now at least. Later might be a different story.”

Throwing back the covers, Grant swung his legs off the bed and paused to make sure there were no lingering effects from the vertigo. It didn’t often happen in such a dramatic fashion these days, settling instead for making Grant’s world feel a few seconds out of sync. But, on the days it did strike hard, everything in Grant’s life became ten times harder to achieve.

And it wasn’t the only thing he needed to check before finally getting to his feet. No point in trying to stand if his brain didn’t acknowledge his feet were even there... however, today was looking good. His legs were heavy, tingly, and numb. Not quite the encased in concrete sensation that indicated a slow-moving day, but more like someone wrapped rope around them several times squeezing them tight and leaving him with a bad case of pins and needles. And even that didn’t truly describe the weird feeling Grant had lived with for the last ten years. 

Not a loss of sensation, but a lack of it. 

Not paralysis and yet some days Grant had little urge to move his legs either.

And they ached; a deep thrumming sensation that on bad days was almost constant.

Grant snorted. Good days? Bad days? It was all relative really. On bad days...unless they were close friends or family, people never saw him and didn’t see Grant struggle with minor everyday tasks including having the energy to get out of bed. On good days... they failed to see him as disabled or thought him miraculously recovered from Multiple Sclerosis. Or at least they did when a good day had seen him walk without a walking stick. These days Grant notched it up as a win if he didn’t drag his foot as he walked or failed to discover the invisible stones hidden in the footpath and didn’t stagger about like his drunken teenage self.

But good days had been few and far between recently.

Staggering out of the bedroom it hadn’t escaped Grant’s notice how attuned to his needs Corryn had become. Corryn always knew whether Grant needed his walking stick or could be left to stagger down the hallway to the kitchen without it. Didn’t miss either that his friend waited until he’d taken those first few steps of the day before disappearing out the doorway. It was a routine they’d fallen into over the last six months since Corryn had moved in, and one that irked Grant. He hated the way his friend initially hovered about like Grant was a child or a frail old age pensioner these days. 

But instead of saying something, Grant swallowed back his pride and tried to appreciate the sentiment behind it. Even if the man’s worrying annoyed the piss out of him. Because six months ago, Grant had fallen during a rather nasty relapse and there had been no one around to help him.

He took a deep breath and tried to shake off the memory before it dug its devastating claws in. It wasn’t that there hadn’t been anyone around at the time, but more a case of the person Grant had expected to help—that anyone would have expected to—hadn’t. His now ex-boyfriend had scowled at Grant as he lay on the floor unable to move his legs while berating him for acting like a drama queen who expected everyone to wait on him hand and foot. Because yes, MS was that easy to shake off and Grant had complete control over how it affected his body or when a relapsed occurred. Hell, if he could, Grant wouldn’t have scheduled his relapse right before work.

Instead Grant had spent three hours on the floor of his bedroom. Muscles twitching and refusing to move while vertigo kept the room spinning like a Ferris wheel. He’d finally managed to knock his phone off the nightstand and send a garbled message to Corryn. Garbled because the stress of the fall and his boyfriend’s reaction to it had seen more symptoms join the relapse party. Grant had never been more grateful that it hadn’t happened while he’d been in the shower.

That night he’d kicked his boyfriend of ten years out and Corryn moved in.

Grant shuffled out to the kitchen after detouring to the bathroom first and made the usual decision as to whether it was better to sit or stand to pee. Mornings for the last six months always meant sitting, something that had taken him awhile to accept as though it somehow made him less of a man. But after a wobbling a few times and creating an embarrassing mess more reminiscent of his six-year old self, Grant had accepted defeat.

He slumped onto the seat at the breakfast bar and watched Corryn potter around the kitchen as he made their toast and coffee. His gaze drifted to the rugby shorts his friend wore, the ones that were so old the fabric left little to the imagination whenever Corryn bent over and yet Grant wouldn’t complain when the fabric finally tore—especially if he was around to witness it. Corryn’s inclusion in the First XV during high school wasn’t the only reason Grant had happily attended every game. He still did watch Corryn play on occasion, like whenever the weather wasn’t too cold which wasn’t that often really—Invercargill in winter could rival a walk-in freezer.

“Bugger off!” Brow furrowing as he stared at the bright pink striped straw sticking out of the mug of coffee Corryn placed in front of him. “I don’t need a bloody straw... and where did you get this from?” Grant pulled the offending object from the mug and dropped it on the bench.

Corryn sniggered. “Grabbed it from Natasha’s last time I was there. It was left over from Ava’s birthday... and I could have grabbed one with unicorns on it.”

“Unicorns? Yeah, no.” Grant shook his head. There was no point in complaining, only thinking about how he could get the bastard back. “I got my fill of unicorn themed parties with Morgan and Emily’s last birthday... so much glitter and sugar-hyped kids.” 

“Suck it up, buttercup. You know you love it,” Corryn retorted not batting an eye as Grant’s grumpiness. “Now...do you feel like peanut butter, mum’s homemade lemon curd or the dregs of something I think was once raspberry jam?” he gestured at the cupboard behind him as the toaster popped. “And do you want one of the white bottles of pills first or the lovely orange one?”

“You do realise that it makes no difference what order I take them in?” Grant pulled the first bottle toward him and fumbled with the child-proof lid before tipping two pills out and the repeating the action with the next bottles. Tried to ignore the careful attention Corryn paid him as he washed them down with his coffee. Grant didn’t need the reminder that sometimes the small pills proved a challenge to swallow. “And do you really need to ask? Jam and cheese... though I pretty sure, there is a new jar of raspberry jam in the cupboard as that one-” pointing at the jar Corryn had pulled out “-isn’t so much jam anymore but an experiment in growing mould.”

“True... it does look a little funky.” Corryn dumped the jar in the sink and filled it with water before turning to the fridge. “Ah... it will have to be plain jam on toast. We’re out of cheese. Do you want me to stop in at the supermarket on the way home and grab some?”

“Don’t bother.” Corryn paused and gave him a curious look. “Carolyn is coming around this morning and I’ll get her to take me. We need to do a proper grocery shop.”

“Are you sure?” He placed the jam toast onto Grant’s plate before turning back to the sink and filling a glass with water. Grant grimaced at the sachet his friend soon tipped into it.

“Am I sure about what? Going out to get groceries? Definitely. Or about asking Carolyn to take me?” Grant hands curled tight, frustration washing over him. “No. Not at all. I’d much rather drive there myself, but I’m not allowed to do that anymore.”

Corryn straightened and held his hands up in mock surrender. “Sorry I asked. I know it’s a sore point... but you’ll be allowed to drive again soon.”

“Maybe.” He grabbed the glass of water thickened with more meds and forced himself to drink it, reaching for his coffee to chase away the horrid taste. “But I won’t know for another six months and even then, it’s up to my neurologist and a whole slew of other health professionals.”

The worst thing about his MS relapse six months ago, wasn’t the falling and discovering what a douchebag his now ex-boyfriend was, but the loss of independence. Due to the prolonged spell of vertigo and being hospitalised, the doctors hadn’t hesitated to recommend Grant’s driver’s license be suspended for at least twelve-months. He’d pointed out that Grant posed the same risk—to himself and others on the road—as someone who’d suffered a seizure. But there was no guarantee that at the end of the twelve-months he’d get his license back when his relapse had caused more issues than a bit of dizziness.

And yet, needing to rely on others when he was so used to doing it for himself... was fucking frustrating.

“Anyhow.” Corryn shoved off the bench and grabbed their empty plates and put them in the dishwasher. “Are you heading into the office today, or working from home?”

“Working from home. Go in tomorrow...I have several meetings tomorrow with clients and then organise any resulting changes to the plans... also need to check in with the junior architects that the firm has brought in and remind them that none of their work will be shown to clients if they don’t send it through to me first.”

Corryn chuckled. “How are you finding it, being a mentor that is?”

“Frustrating as shit. Mentoring one would be tough enough, but I now have to oversee all three junior architects employed by the firm... and fine I can understand the rational, it’s an easier task for me to do regardless of whether I’m in the office or working from home...but shit, surely I wasn’t that cocky when I was in their place?”

“No...no... of course not,” Corryn snarked. “You weren’t at all difficult to work with... not like some architects that barge onto the building site and harangue us builders about doing something wrong before realising they were looking at the wrong building’s plans.”

Grant narrowed his eyes and slipped off his seat, grabbing his walking stick to steady himself. “Once. I did it once. And it wasn’t my fault.”

“Like fuck it was. A townhouse development on Macmasters Street is nothing at all like a commercial development on Doon Street.”

“You’re never going to let me live that down, are you?”

“Nope. Now go have your bloody shower so I can get to work and turn all those plans you draw up into actual buildings.”

––––––––
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WATCHING GRANT WALK away, Corryn shook his head and muttered a curse under his breath. He needed to stop staring at Grant as though his best friend was about to fall apart—a dandelion clock that would lose all its seeds with the softest of breezes. It was better than the alternative, Corryn guessed, staring at Grant with unbridled lust. 

He breathed deep, shoved off the bench and headed for the stairs leading up to his bedroom. Fuck, these feelings he harboured for Grant had never disappeared once Corryn had realised them and yet there had never been a right time to explore whether this attraction was mutual. Neither of them single at the same time... except for now. But it wasn’t the right time either, not when Grant had not long gotten out of a ten-year relationship and it didn’t matter that the guy had been absolute douche, you didn’t just move on from that kind of commitment quickly.

Grabbing clean clothes and a towel, he hurried back down to the bathroom as he realised the time. Advantages of being the boss was that no one would yell at him for being on site late. Yet it still wasn’t a habit Corryn wanted to get into. He ducked under the water long enough to soap up and wash off, stepped out and hurriedly dried before jamming a toothbrush in his mouth and gave his teeth a quick scrub—enough to keep the dentist off his back and make his breath minty fresh. 

Once dressed, Corryn dropped his dirty laundry in the washing machine, made his lunch and stowed it in his bag—there’d be no time to duck off to buy lunch today, a few days of rain had set the project back. He grabbed keys, yelled out to Grant that he was leaving while shoving his feet into his work boots and then disappeared out the door. He might be boss, but it didn’t mean his workers wouldn’t give him shit for turning up after they did.
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Chapter Two
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GRANT BREATHED A SIGH of relief as the house finally fell quiet. For all that he loved having Corryn here, his friend had never mastered the art of quiet as he thudded through the house like a herd of elephants while whistling whatever tune had gotten stuck in his head—this morning it had been a rather off key rendition of White Trash by Steriogram—and slamming cupboard doors closed as he organised his lunch. But it was a silence that wouldn’t last long as his sister Carolyn was not much quieter, and she’d promised to call in for a cuppa after she’d dropped the kids off at school. 

He had an hour and half to spend relaxing on the couch with a good book or doing one of the puzzle ones the Occupational Therapist had suggested would be good for exercising his brain. Time enough to have another coffee before she arrived, two if she wasn’t coming from school knowing that his sister hardly ever turned up somewhere on time. Except that Grant had unwittingly purchased a house that was a ten-minute walk away from the primary school and kindergarten that his nephews’ and niece went to. At the time all Grant had cared about was the flow of its living spaces and the proximity to his favourite bar the Tipsy Lizard, loving the idea of being able to stagger home after a few drinks instead of paying for a taxi.

But it had been a while since Grant had last gone out for a drink. Exhausted more evenings than not, he waved off Corryn’s invites to join him and their friends down at Tipsy Lizard, instead the group often arrived on Grant’s doorstep, beers and snacks in had ready to watch whatever game was on TV that night. Grant missed going out though. Missed the bustling atmosphere of the bar, the scents and sounds that couldn’t be replicated at home even if the company was the same.

And grocery shopping? Grant couldn’t remember the last time he’d walked into a supermarket. Maybe a month ago? One his own...well that’d be even longer. It wasn’t a trip Grant could make on his own anymore, struggling to carry home even a single bag. He huffed, knowing his luck the supermarket would have changed the layout of its shelves again making it harder for Grant to find what he wanted and see more of what he didn’t need end up in his trolley. Yet, it’s be good to get out of the house and feel social.

Grant wandered into the kitchen, the time showing five minutes past nine on the oven and filled the jug. He grabbed out two mugs, sat them on the bench along with sachets of his favourite coffee blend. If southern superstitions played out right, his sister would arrive the moment the jug finished boiling. 

He grinned as the jug flicked off and his front door opened.

“Yahoo, Grant,” Carolyn shouted as she walked through the door. 

Grant winced as the door slammed shut and shoes hastily kicked off thudded against the skirting board. “I’m in the kitchen,” he yelled back. “Coffee is poured.” He carried the cups through to the living area, placing them on the coffee table and sat on the couch as he waited for hurricane Carolyn to sweep in.

“Just one coffee?” She dumped her handbag on the kitchen bench on her way past and dropped onto the couch next to Grant. “I could do with like six... all double espressos.”

“Yeah...no. The last thing you need is more energy.” Grant chuckled lifting the cup to his lips and ignoring the way his sister watched him. Carolyn thought she was being subtle, watching his hands and looking for any signs of tremors without Grant realising she was doing it. He hated that she did it...that they all did it, but Grant wasn’t going to make fuss about it either.

His family treated him differently these days, all kid gloves and cotton wool as though the reality of the disease Grant lived with every day was suddenly real. It wasn’t that they’d refused to accept his diagnosis before his last relapse, but it had been easy to dismiss the all the worst-case scenarios that came with it. Never taken it seriously until Grant had wound up in hospital and much of the independence he’d enjoyed taken from him.

“Yeah...well... Emily was up all night.” Carolyn sighed, resting here head on Grant’s shoulder.

“You didn’t need to come if she’s sick.”

Carolyn shook her head. “No, not sick. Thank God.” She leaned over and tapped the wooden table, not wanting to risk fate. “We’ve only just recovered from the last stomach bug doing the rounds... I’d love bit more of a break before the vomiting starts again.”

“Charming,” Grant muttered. “So then why were you up all night with her?”

“Nightmares. Calvin and the boys decided to watch Jurassic Park while I attended a PTA meeting... Emily then spent the rest of night afraid to go to the toilet alone because she thought a T-Rex might eat her.”

“You should’ve let Calvin deal with it then.”

“I would’ve if he didn’t have a meeting with the big boss at work first thing this morning.”

“But I’m guessing you didn’t drop your daughter’s grumpy arse at Kindy... and she’s not here which means you left her at Mum’s.”

“You bet I did! No way was I dragging a grizzly four-year old around the supermarket if I could help it.” Carolyn placed her empty mug on the table and turned to stare at Grant with the pleading puppy dog eyes that always worked so well. “She’s more likely to sleep there...”

Grant sighed, lips twerking as he tried not to laugh. “Fine, you can crash in the spare room... but only after we’ve gone to the supermarket... we’re out of food.”

“Thank you. Thank you. You’re the best big brother ever,” she squealed, leaning over to give him a hug. 

“I’m your only brother,” Grant muttered.

––––––––
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ANOTHER TWO CUPS OF coffee later and Grant managed to shuffle his sister out of the house and take him to the supermarket. He decided it was easier to visit the one nearest to his place instead of travelling further into the city where the larger supermarkets were. He might pay a little extra for his groceries, but the convenience of not having to walk far from the car to the door—even if they couldn’t get a mobility park—was worth spending a few more dollars. There was nothing worse than trying to get around the supermarket when the walk from the car to the front door exhausted him... and today wasn’t pension day so they wouldn’t need to compete with the elderly for a prime spot next to the doors. 

Not that it mattered some days. Other shoppers did a great job at making Grant feel like a fraud for getting Carolyn—or whoever drove him—to park in the mobility park. He’d seen people peer at the permit stuck to the car window as though trying to ascertain whether it was fake while side-eyeing his walking stick. It was both infuriating and heartening. Pleased that people were more aware of the importance of the parks and keeping them free for those who needed them, but it frustrated him that no one believed that Grant needed those spots as much as any other person with a disability.

Grant climbed out the car, slower and less graceful than he used to manage but he didn’t end up flat on his face, so that was a win. He leaned on his walking stick heavier, steadying his balance as he pushed the door shut. Shook his head as he caught Carolyn’s worried gaze, lips pressed tight as she chewed over whatever comment she wanted to make, but thankfully left it alone. Grant hated that they looked at him as though at any minute he’d keel over and wind up back in hospital. But this was his new normal. Tight muscles that made his movements stilted or chose to have a dance party at the most inopportune times. And right now, Grant was pleased it was one muscle dancing its heart out instead of an entire limb. He just wished it wasn’t in his foot.

“I’m fine Caro... no plans to take a header in the supermarket carpark. Now grab a damn trolley so I can fill it with food. Corryn is eating me out of house and home.” 

He strode ahead through the doors knowing she’d catch up quick enough. Grant inspected the vegetables, grabbing a box of new potatoes, some broccoli, and a cabbage. He bypassed the fruit section, being between seasons the pickings were slim or expensive imports and headed up and down the aisles adding more items to the trolley. Important items like coffee, ice cream, and chocolate. Healthy items like breakfast cereal full of fibre, milk, and cholesterol lowering margarine. And cheese. Grant couldn’t forget the cheese or more jam. It’d be enough to keep them going for the next fortnight at least—chucking in a few steaks, sausages, and some chicken breasts—and topped up with a few meals they didn’t need to cook.

Lunches however weren’t so well catered for, Grant realised as he glanced back at the trolley. He wondered if he could convince either of their sisters or mothers to whip them up some muffins, scones or something that could be easily frozen and pulled out for lunch. Staring up at the signage, he headed back down the baking aisle and grabbed a couple bags of flour hoping they’d sweeten the request.

“Right. I think I’ve got everything.”

Carolyn snorted. “I think you’re missing something.”

“Like what?” He stared at the full trolley wondering what on earth he could’ve forgotten and how his sister could even tell.

“Toilet paper”

Okay, yeah that was kind of important. He grumbled under his breath and headed for the right aisle, grabbing the largest pack he could just to prove a point—not that Grant knew what that point was
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