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Chapter One

	Mila

	 

	I hear Adam calling my name, but his voice is muffled like he’s far away or like I’m far away. I can’t place myself, and what’s happening feels like a dream. I’m moving in slow motion and everything around me sounds like background noise. My eyes close and open, but my lids feel so heavy that I can’t keep up the movement. They just want to close. 

	I’m desperate for sleep. 

	What was once bathed in flashing lights has now fallen dark. I’m tired and sleep feels so much easier than trying to force myself awake. 

	It’s all a dream. 

	In the darkness I see his face. Adam’s perfectly beautiful face, and his hazel eyes that call to me, making me feel safe. I want him to take me in his arms and hold me and tell me what is happening because all I feel is confusion. I know I love him, and I hope he loves me, and what is happening here is all a dream. It’s a dream that I can’t seem to wake up from. 

	Where am I? 

	I was at The Last Drop and now I can’t recall what happened after that. It was my birthday, my twenty-first birthday or maybe it wasn’t. Maybe I dreamt it all.

	The air burns my nose and lungs with the smell of something bitter and hot, but as I take in a breath, it’s painful and the air won’t fill my lungs. It’s as if someone is standing on my chest and I reach out for help, but there’s no one there. 

	I open my mouth, but no sound comes out and I call for Adam, my words lost in the noise that has now grown even louder. Sirens and horns blare, the voices are yelling, and now I’m moving. My body is being shifted around and I hear Adam scream my name again. 

	I call out to him again and again, but the words stay stuck; something isn’t right. He’s panicked, I can hear it in his voice, the shakiness that comes with each call of my name, and then he’s gone.

	“Mila, Mila,” an unknown voice says, and I turn toward it. I can’t see their face; it’s just a blur of darkness and suddenly there’s a sharp, stabbing pain in the side of my body. 

	I try to shift away from it, but I’m being held in place. I scream out loud, calling out to no one, wondering if what’s happening to me can be heard by anyone else. Wondering if I’m reliving my past and what happened to me in Tahoe. It all feels far too similar. 

	“Mila, this will help,” the voice says now, and within seconds my body feels lighter, and I can breathe again, the air filling my lungs, but the pain in my chest still remains. The voice is soothing and calm which feels strange because everything around me feels out of control. “You’ve been in an accident,” the man’s voice states, and my brain tries to process what he’s telling me, but I’m lost and confused. 

	An accident? 

	And then I remember getting into the Uber with Adam, both of us a little drunk, and ready to go home, but something obviously happened, something I have very little memory of, something that is still happening now. 

	All I can think about is Adam. Where is he? Is he okay? My heart is breaking, shattering into a million pieces as I think about Adam being hurt or worse yet, dead. This can’t be happening. 

	I’m moving again, this time faster and the sound of sirens blare, loud and ear piercing.

	“Where am I?” I manage to splutter out as someone places something over my face. I paw at it, trying to move it, trying to ask my question again, but a hand holds it against me, and I’m overcome with a smell that stings my nose. 

	“An ambulance,” someone finally answers. “Just try to relax. Take a few deep breaths…” The person continues to talk, their voice now garbled, and my eyes close, pulling me into the darkness.

	It’s a dream. 

	It has to be a dream.

	 


Chapter Two

	Adam

	 

	It feels like forever that I sit in the waiting room, covered in Mila’s blood, but having no clue what’s happening to her or what’s going on or if she’s alright.

	Caleb sits silently beside me, thankfully not asking me any questions about what happened or trying to spin some bullshit about everything being okay. It’s like he knows I can’t hear that shit right now, that it’s not going to help and it’s most definitely not going to make me feel better. Not when I already feel completely destroyed by this.

	Ruby disappeared about an hour ago, getting called back by a nurse who didn’t even look at me when she came out to the waiting area. It had taken everything I had in me not to try and go with her, not to scream and beg and plead and do anything I could just so I could see Mila. Ruby had promised she’d get me back there, but so far nothing. 

	Caleb’s phone chimes out with a text and from the corner of my eye, I watch as he pulls it from his pocket to check the message. “Just Reid and Sie checking in,” he says, by way of explanation as he types out a response to them. 

	Where the fuck is Ruby and why the hell is this taking so long?

	My leg taps rhythmically, my body humming with a nervous energy that just won’t dissipate. It feels so eerily similar to how I felt a year ago that I have to force myself to remain seated. The urge to bolt, to run as far as possible, because if I’m not here to see it, it can’t be real, is almost overwhelming.

	How the hell can this be happening again?

	Why?

	Suddenly Ruby appears and both Caleb and I stand, my phone falling to the floor with a clatter. Caleb bends to pick it up for me as Ruby walks toward us.

	“She’s okay,” she says, her hand on my arm. “She’s on some meds, but she’s awake and asking for you.”

	“Can I…can I see her?”

	Ruby smiles. “Yes, you can. Come on.” She turns to Caleb, who steps toward her, pulling her close as he presses a kiss to her forehead. 

	“I’ll wait here. Tell her hi from me, wish her…” he trails off, as though he’s uncertain about what to say. I can’t imagine any of this is easy for him either. Months and months ago it was him covered in blood and struggling to make sense of things. 

	I wonder if this is bringing up bad memories for him too.

	“I will,” Ruby whispers, looking up at him as they share a private moment. She presses up on her toes then, kissing him quickly before she turns back to me and says, “Come on.”

	Caleb hands me my phone and I follow Ruby silently through the doors I was previously stopped from going through. We walk wordlessly down a short corridor before Ruby turns and leads me past a series of doors until she finally stops in front of an open one.

	My heart pounds inside my chest, my body wracked with guilt and nerves and fear over what I’m about to see when I walk into this room. Ruby hasn’t said anything, hasn’t prepared me for what I might find or how Mila is going to look and I’m fucking terrified in this moment, my whole body shaking.

	“Go,” Ruby urges, her hand on my back.

	I suck in a deep breath as I step into the room. 

	My eyes move to the bed that sits in the center of it and then to Mila. Her body bruised and battered, as it lies there, wires and tubes running from beneath the sheets to machines that beep and hum all around her. Her eyes are closed as though she’s sleeping, and she looks so unbelievably fragile, that I’m almost too scared to step closer.

	“I’ll give you a few minutes,” Ruby whispers, her hand on my back again as she gently pushes me closer. 

	I hear the sound of the door closing behind me, but I don’t take my eyes off Mila as she lies in the bed, her eyes still closed and unaware of the fact that I’m in the room. I can hear the steady beat of the machines telling me she’s still alive as I move closer.

	Up close I can see that the bruises on her face and arms are so dark, the purple-black patches mottling her skin and making my heart ache. Aside from her blood all over my shirt, I’m virtually untouched and everything about that feels so fucking unfair.

	Her right wrist is in a cast, her left hand unscathed and lying flat against the white sheet. I gently lift it as I pull a chair close to the bed and sit down. Pressing a kiss to the inside of her wrist, I close my eyes, breathing her in.

	“Adam?”

	My eyes fly open and I lift my head to find Mila awake and watching me. “Hey, baby,” I whisper, her hand in both of mine. “How are you feeling, are you in pain, can I get—”

	“I’m okay,” she whispers, her voice raw and scratchy. “I’m just glad you’re here. Are you okay?”

	I shake my head, even as I tell her, “I’m better now.”

	Mila smiles and it almost breaks me. “What happened?” she asks. “Tonight, what happened?”

	I take another deep breath, the memories of tonight, memories from a year ago, both still so fresh and now blurring together in a way that makes it hard to work out which belongs to which. “Car accident,” I start, my heart pounding hard in my chest. “Someone blew through a…” I pause, not knowing what happened exactly. A red light? A stop sign? I can’t remember, don’t know if I was ever told. I blink slowly, shoving the memories away. “Hit your side of the car,” I continue, swallowing hard as I force myself to just get the words out, no matter how hard they are to say. “You were…you…”

	“Oh, Adam,” Mila says, pulling her hand from mine as she reaches toward my face, her fingers brushing against my cheeks, which are somehow wet with tears. “It’s okay. I’m okay,” she whispers.

	“No, you’re not,” I say, shaking my head. “Look at you.”

	Mila tries to sit up, wincing as she shuffles herself higher against the pillows. “Come here,” she says, tugging on my hand.

	I stand, moving so I can sit on the bed beside her. I want to crawl under the sheets, pull her into my arms and hold her close. Never letting her go.

	Mila wraps her arms around my shoulders, her hand brushing the hair back from my face as she buries her face in my neck. “It’s okay,” she whispers, her breath hot against my skin. “It’s going to be okay.”

	It’s like she knows. Like she somehow knows this is about more than just what happened tonight. As though she can sense it, see it in me, like always. I turn my face into her, inhaling deeply, needing to be close to her. Needing her to know.

	“There’s something I—”

	My words are cut off by the door opening and I pull back to find a nurse walking in, with Ruby close behind. I stand from the bed, Mila’s hand still in mine as the nurse walks over, a clipboard in her hand.

	“Hi, Mila,” she says, offering a tired smile. “I just need to take a quick medical history, okay? There’s a chance we may need to operate on that ankle of yours, so just in case.”

	Mila glances up at me, a nervous look on her face. “Okay,” she replies, turning back to the nurse.

	She runs through some basic questions about Mila’s history, date of birth, medication use, allergies, any existing medical conditions. None of it is a surprise to me, even the fact that Mila is on the pill. We’ve been together long enough that I’ve noticed she takes it, even if we’ve never actually discussed it.

	“Okay and pregnancies?”

	My head snaps up at that one, looking first at the nurse and then at Mila, who swallows hard, her hand tightening in mine as she answers, “One.” 

	I feel my body start to shake again, my grip on her loosening as the room suddenly feels like it’s a million degrees.

	This can’t be fucking happening.

	“And number of live births?” the nurse asks, apparently oblivious.

	There’s a pause, the room weirdly silent despite the noise of the machines. “None,” Mila finally says, as my head now starts to spin, nausea filling my gut. 

	“Miscarriage?” 

	I don’t hear any more, the screaming in my head drowning everything out as Mila’s hand falls from mine. I swallow hard just so I don’t throw up, as the room starts to spin, the walls closing in on me as everything turns blurry.

	What the fuck am I doing here?

	I can’t do this.

	Not again.

	Not now.

	I turn, my body on autopilot as I walk toward the door, the voices calling my name muted, as though they’re coming from somewhere far away.

	I don’t know where I’m going or how I get out of there, but before I can even begin to process it, I’m standing outside the hospital, the cool air hitting me, reminding me of a night over a year ago. Of all the things that happened and all the things it did to me.

	Of how much it hurt and how I know I can’t go through that again. 

	Not ever again.

	And then I turn, and I start to run.

	As hard as I fucking can.

	 


Chapter Three

	Mila

	 

	I watch him walk out of the room, leaving me, turning his back on us and everything we ever had. My body aches, painful and stabbing, and it’s not just from the accident. It’s the feeling of my heart shattering into a million pieces, it’s the idea that I’ve once again fucked up. It’s written all over me, it’s seared deep inside that I’m not meant for happiness. I was born a disaster. 

	I can still hear the judgmental gasp of my name from Ruby’s lips as I admitted my medical history to the nurse who has since left the room. There’s no way she didn’t feel the bubble of surprise burst when I told her I had terminated a pregnancy. I don’t fear her judgment, but what I fear is that I’ve lost Adam forever. 

	“Mila,” Ruby says, her voice quiet yet still somehow screaming in my ears, loud and filled with more than I want to try to unpack. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 

	“Tell you what? Tell you exactly what you already thought of me? That I was a fuck up who slept around? Yeah, everyone wants that validated in their life.” 

	“Seriously, Mila—” Ruby starts, but I can’t bring myself to hear what she’s going to say. 

	“My life isn’t a fucking country song where we have a shotgun wedding and are married for thirty years. It’s real and it’s fucked up and yeah, I made a decision that was based solely on how it would affect my life. It was my choice, and it was absolutely the right choice for me even if everyone around me thinks it was so fucking wrong.” 

	“Can you stop for a second?” Ruby barks, her hand on her hips and any semblance of sympathy is gone. The pity she was projecting has been replaced by anger with her jaw clenched tightly and her hand tightening around my arm. 

	“I couldn’t exist as both a college student and a mother,” I whisper, the words barely making their way out before I start sobbing. “It was the hardest decision I’ve ever had to make, but that doesn’t mean I regret it.” 

	Ruby climbs into bed next to me, nearly sitting on top of me as she lies down and rests her head on the pillow, looking up at the ceiling. The warmth of her body comforts me in a way I never expected. While Ruby and I have always been close, we don’t share things with each other. It’s not in our nature, it’s honestly not really in our family’s nature either. Ruby has always been more open with our parents, but I attribute that to the fact that she wasn’t always in trouble growing up. You learn to skate alongside the truth, revealing only enough to pave the way for the reality. 

	“Why didn’t you tell me?” she now asks, her question genuine and without the judgement I automatically assumed it would carry. 

	“I didn’t tell anyone. Well, I told Charlie, but that’s it.” The last part comes out quietly and instantly I picture the guy’s smug face and everything that happened that night. There was not a chance I would ever go back and tell him because I wanted nothing to do with him. But it’s something I will never forget, no matter how hard I try. Every single time I think about it, I want to throw up. 

	It only takes one time, one time for me to end up pregnant and that’s exactly what happened. But that wasn’t when the shit hit the fan. It was when he admitted to me he had a girlfriend, a long term girlfriend of four years, who eventually found out. 

	But she didn’t blame him, she blamed me, harassed me and called me a slut, claimed I seduced her disgusting manipulator of a boyfriend. She was so in the dark about what really happened, it wasn’t even funny, and in a way, I felt bad for her, despite how much of a mess my life had become. I knew there was a possibility I would never recover from what he did to me, but it was her I felt sorry for. I would never have to see him again, but her, she couldn’t leave. He is the definition of a gaslighter and she would probably end up marrying him. 

	Those following weeks were the hardest of my life. I didn’t hide from what happened, but I still didn’t process exactly what was going on. It was like my body was going through the motions of being alive, but my head was so fucked up. 

	That same night, I went right to the local hospital and requested the morning after pill, and promptly took it with the nurse watching me, a little cup in her hand. She was kind and reserved and spent a small amount of time asking me a few questions that just seemed to make things worse. I don’t remember much after that other than feeling like my life was falling apart. The nurse wished me well and gave me a reminder card to come back in two weeks to get on birth control. 

	I didn’t bother to tell her this was the first time something like this had ever happened to me. It felt like it went without saying, but I’m sure she was wondering exactly what happened, despite her outward demeanor. This was a college campus, and I withheld my explanation, an explanation I was even having a hard time coming to terms with. 

	While I went home with guys and messed around, I never went this far and I’m certainly not reckless enough to have unprotected sex, even if that’s the impression I’ve allowed people to have of me. I slept with two of my high school boyfriends all while on birth control, and then went on to sleep with a couple of guy friends I made at school. Again, all while on birth control and then when my prescription ran out, I never refilled it. Totally fucking irresponsible looking back now, but I never thought I would find myself in bed with a guy I barely knew.

	“You could’ve talked to me,” Ruby now says, but we still haven’t looked at each other. “I’m sorry that you felt you couldn’t.” 

	“I felt I couldn’t talk to anyone. It felt easier keeping it to myself, but now I’ve totally fucked up my relationship with Adam,” I say, again the deep guttural sobs returning, the bed shaking as I cry, sucking in hard, unsatisfying breaths. “I did everything right and it still failed.” 

	“Do you want to tell me what happened?” Ruby asks. “I’m a pretty good listener. Someday I hope to make a career out of it.” She smiles at me when I finally look over at her and she looks different. Something about her has changed making her look older and wiser, or maybe it’s just because I feel so small and alone right now. 

	“I want to tell you everything, but I don’t know if I can,” I gasp out through stuttered sobs, my head a complete mess as I try to process Adam leaving and me finally admitting a secret that has eaten at me for the last several months of my life. 

	“Tell me as much as you can, even if it’s just a few words. It will help to get it out and I promise you, Mila, I’m not judging any decisions you’ve been forced to make.” Ruby stops, her eyes now shining with tears too. “I had a scare with Caleb early on and I ended up getting the morning after pill. I have no idea if it would’ve resulted in a pregnancy if I hadn’t, but I do know if it had, I would’ve made the same decision you did. Caleb and I were in no place to have a baby, financially or mentally.” 

	“I took the morning after pill and it didn’t work,” I admit, wondering if she’ll believe me because fuck knows I didn’t believe it either. 

	“Wait, that can happen?” 

	“Yeah, and I’m still wondering why it isn’t flashing like a neon sign when they give you the pill because it can fail, and it did for me.” 

	I cover my face with my hands, relieving the nightmare all over again, sitting on the ice-cold table in the women’s services center, the paper crinkling under me as the nurse shared the news that I was in fact pregnant. I had come in for birth control just as I was told to do and now, I was being told I was pregnant. 

	“So, I had an abortion at eight weeks. I was pregnant for eight weeks and I didn’t even fucking know it. I drank and smoked weed, I partied with Charlie and tried to forget the nightmare had ever happened. But it was far from over. Charlie took me two days later and ever since I’ve been…” 

	I don’t even know how to describe myself. One minute I’m totally fine, like nothing ever happened, but then in the darkness of my bedroom or in a moment of quiet, I’m reminded. I’m reminded of the hardest decision I’ve ever made in my life. I’m reminded of my poor choices and the judgement of other people. I’m reminded of the way the sterile room smelled and the way the nurses and the doctor spoke and moved so softly. I’m reminded of the kindness of the nurse that night and how she just knew everything I couldn’t say out loud.   

	“I’m trying to be strong because that’s the expectation. I made my bed, so I should lie in it, right?” I ask, my question spat out with venom, bitter and angry. “I’m not allowed to feel bad for myself.” 

	“I don’t think that’s true at all,” Ruby replies. “You are allowed to feel however you need to feel. There are people who stand by you and people who need to hear this story more often.” 

	It’s a story I still can’t bring myself to tell, knowing that people aren’t walking around holding signs that say, “I hate people who have abortions no matter the reason”. It would be a lot easier if they were. Then I’d know who I could tell and who I couldn’t. 

	Adam is obviously one of those people I couldn’t tell. 

	As I lie here, I see Adam walking out the door upon hearing my answer to the nurse’s question after she had come in to tell me I might need to have surgery. She gathered my medical history, and it was only one question, one fucking question that changed the entire trajectory of my life, a life I thought I was finally getting back. 

	“Number of pregnancies?” she asked, monotone and moving through the list as if she had just asked me the color of the sky. 

	“One.” 

	“Number of live births?” 

	“None.” 

	“Miscarriage?” 

	“Termination.” 

	The word still hangs heavy in the air, it weighs heavy in my chest and in my stomach making it feel like I swallowed a rock. 

	I replay the conversation over and over and every single time I miss the look on Adam’s face, but what I don’t miss is seeing him turn his back and leave. 

	“He hates me,” I mutter, feeling like I can’t possibly cry any more tears, but they just keep spilling from my eyes. My head throbs, aching behind my worn-out red eyes, my body is weak and broken, sore from the accident, but it’s my heart that hurts the most. 

	“I don’t think he hates you, Mila,” Ruby says, sympathetically, her hand brushing my hair back. “I think there’s a hell of a lot more going on with him.” 

	I know there is, and we’ve talked all around it, piecing together that we’re both clearly hiding something that we’re not ready to share. But fuck my life because mine was just shared so publicly. 

	“Mila, he was so shaken up when we got here. He was crying and he could barely talk to me. He actually hugged Caleb when he saw him. Like grabbed him and was clinging to him.” 

	For a second, I forget all the awfulness that surrounds us. I forget that he left, angry and confused, and I remember what it was like to have him hold me, what it was like to have him love me. 

	A broken heart hurts the worst of all. 

	“Please don’t tell Mom and Dad,” I whisper to Ruby when we both fall silent. My head is resting against hers as she lies next to me. 

	“You can trust me with anything.” 

	 

	I wake up a few hours later when the nurse comes in, her shoes are loud in the quietness of the room, and Ruby shifts beside me. She stayed when she didn’t have to, when they should’ve made her leave, but they didn’t. 

	It’s the same nurse who took my medical history, but this time she looks different, her eyes look tired and her face wears a pained expression. 

	“I’m sorry,” she whispers, looking down at Ruby sleeping next to me. “That question, it’s…” She stops, shaking her head. “I’ve been there too, and it was as hard for me to hear your answer as it was for you to say it.” 

	I watch her face, her brows knitted together and in the faint light I can see the moisture pool in her eyes. She looks as if she wants to say more, that she wants to share her story with me and in a way, I wish she would. There’s solidarity in numbers, there’s compassion and understanding, there’s the feeling of not being so lost and alone. 

	“You’re lucky you have your sister. I had no one,” she confesses, now looking back at the door, almost like she wants to ask me about Adam, but she doesn’t. “They’re going to take you in for an MRI of your ankle now. Maybe he’ll be here when you’re done,” she adds, trying on a smile that we both know is just for show. 

	“Yeah, maybe.” 

	 


Chapter Four

	Adam

	 

	I walk aimlessly through the darkened streets, my head a mess of images and sounds and a loud, deafening roar that just won’t go away. My chest aches with a sharp stabbing pain, right where my heart is supposed to be. I thought I’d lost it long ago, but the truth is, I’m pretty sure I left it behind in that hospital room when I walked out the door. 

	When I ran away.

	Again.

	I’m such a fucking coward.

	“Fuck,” I suddenly scream into the night, shoving rough hands through my hair as I grip the back of my neck and sink into a crouch on the footpath. I close my eyes, the tears still streaming down my cheeks as my head falls between my knees.

	Such a fucking coward.

	I don’t know what to do or where to go. I want to go back to her, but I can’t. She’s the only person I want to be with right now, the only person who can make this pain stop and I can’t go back to her.

	I can’t be what she wants or needs even though she is everything to me.

	But I caused this, all of it, and now I’ve just made everything worse and all I can feel is the guilt eating at me.

	Groaning, I push up from the ground, turning in a circle as I try to work out where the hell I am. Eventually I get orientated and start the long walk back toward my apartment. It’s nearly four in the morning now and the streets are quiet, even if the noise inside my head is loud and unrelenting.

	When I get upstairs, the door to Mila and Charlie’s apartment is closed. I have no idea if Charlie even knows what happened tonight and if I was anywhere close to being a decent guy, I’d knock on her door and tell her. Give her a chance to go and see Mila. 

	But I don’t, turning toward my apartment instead.

	Inside, I don’t switch on the lights, I just walk into the darkened kitchen as my eyes scan for anything that might help take away this pain. They eventually land on a bottle, which I grab and take back to my bedroom.

	A side lamp is still on, casting the room in a soft light. My gaze lands on the unmade bed, to the t-shirt that’s been left lying on it. The red panties and bra are discarded on the floor. I can’t even remember the last time we slept here.

	I walk over and pick up the shirt, lifting it to my nose as I inhale deeply, her scent filling me, making the pain in my chest even worse. I collapse to my knees on the floor with a groan, burying my face in her t-shirt and sobbing now, unable to hold back the tears.

	I don’t know how long I sit on the floor, but eventually, I pull myself up, falling onto the bed. Her scent still lingers on my sheets too, only now, it’s mixed with mine, my bed smelling of us. Of everything we had together.

	Closing my eyes, I bury my face against her pillow, her t-shirt still balled up in my fists as I try to remember what it was like to have her here, lying beside me. Her warm body pressed against mine, not a sliver of space between us as her arms circled around me, pulling me closer and her lips kissed the scar that runs across my chest. 

	Almost like she knew.

	 

	I wake to the sound of my phone ringing. Blinking my eyes open, I immediately snap them shut against the sun streaming in through my open blinds. I roll over, reaching for Mila and the second my hand touches the cold sheets beside me, everything comes flooding back.

	The sound of her laughter at something I said.

	The feel of her warm skin beneath my fingers as I pulled her toward me.

	The sudden jolt of the taxi as the car slammed into us, sending Mila crashing into me before the seat belt across her chest yanked her back against her side of the car. I think she screamed but when I turned to her, her eyes were closed, almost as though she were sleeping. 

	She wasn’t though, not when the whole side of the car was caved in around her, twisted metal and broken glass and her.

	The ringing of my phone stops and I roll over, a fresh wave of pain now coursing through me. It starts up again and when I reach for it, I see Caleb’s name flashing on my screen. Groaning, I send him to voicemail because I can’t speak to him right now. He calls back once more and I do the voicemail thing again before the ringing stops and is replaced with the sound of an incoming text message.

	 

	Caleb: hey, are you ok? Ruby said you left the hospital last night. Mila didn’t have surgery in the end. Call me…we’ll go see her.  

	 

	I don’t reply and a few seconds later, another text comes through.

	 

	Caleb: Adam, call me. Please. Trust me, I know how shitty this is. Let us help you.

	 

	I almost laugh at the second message because honestly, the idea that anyone can help me is fucking laughable. Caleb and I might work together, and we might be friends. Hell, we hang out and we’re dating two girls who happen to be sisters, but that doesn’t mean he knows me.

	It doesn’t mean he knows anything about me.

	Actually, I’m pretty sure after last night, I won’t be dating Mila or whatever it was we were doing, anymore anyway. Pretty sure I’ve just completely fucked up what we had going on.

	Because I’m a coward.

	A coward for walking out on her.

	A coward for walking away from what was happening between us.

	A coward for continuing to deny the one truth in all of this: that I’m falling in love with her. That I am in love with her.

	A coward for being so afraid to lose her.

	Such. A. Fucking. Coward.

	And all because of one word. One stupid little word that I never thought would affect me like it did.

	I never expected that word would be a trigger, the catalyst for me losing my shit over everything that had happened last night and causing me to do what I do best, run away.

	I’d thought for sure the accident would have been what did me in. And even though every single second I spent in the middle of that intersection, holding Mila in my arms, telling her everything was going to be alright as she drifted in and out of consciousness, pressing my hand against the cut on her arm to stop the bleeding, I’d managed to keep it together.

	When the ambulance came, the same flashing lights and blaring sirens as before, I’d felt my chest tighten, but then Mila had come around for a second, mumbled something that brought me back to the present. Grounded me.

	The ride to the hospital was different this time, the accents, the phrases, the way Mila kept opening her eyes and finding me. Trying to give me comfort even though she was the one lying on the gurney. At the hospital, everything had moved so quickly that I’d barely had time to process it all, let alone the fact that it was the first time I’d stepped foot inside one in over a year.

	I hadn’t realized though, just how fucked up I actually was or just how much I wasn’t holding it together. I didn’t know I was walking around with tears streaming down my face while Mila was in having a CT. How it became impossible to form a sentence, let alone explain what happened when Caleb and Ruby showed up.

	When Mila was finally taken to a room and Ruby took me to see her, I’d felt overwhelmed; relieved that she was awake, that she woke up and spoke to me. I was so fucking grateful that she was okay, despite the bruising and the possible broken bones. 

	She’d been sitting on the side of the car that got hit.

	Me, I barely got a scratch.

	But when the nurse came in to ask some questions, that’s when everything changed.

	Because of one word.

	One single, fucking word.

	Miscarriage.

	 

	Groaning, I sit up, getting out of bed as I grab a backpack from the wardrobe and start stuffing it with clothes. I’ve still got Mila’s t-shirt in my hand and I shove that in too, before grabbing my phone charger, wallet, and keys.

	I walk to the front door, peering through the peephole first to check everything is clear. I feel like an arsehole, but Charlie is the last person I want to run into right now. 

	The door to their apartment is still closed and when I glance at my phone, I can see it’s still early, only just gone eight in the morning. I quietly open my front door, locking it behind me before walking quickly to the lift.

	Inside, I hit the button for the parking garage, moving quickly as I throw my backpack into the passenger seat before getting in.

	I have no idea where I’m going.

	No fucking idea what I’m doing either.

	I reverse out of my parking spot, heading toward the exit that will take me out onto the street. I turn left, away from the direction of the hospital, making my way toward the highway, where I head north because that seems like something to do.

	But with every kilometer I put between me and Hawthorn, the ache in my chest only grows, spreading like a virus inside me until eventually, every fucking part of me hurts. 

	I know I should go back. 

	I know I should go back and be with her

	But I can’t and I don’t.

	And so I just continue to drive.

	 


Chapter Five

	Mila

	 

	They don’t take me in for surgery, but it doesn’t mean I won’t need it later. The puncture to my lung was the most serious of my injuries, caused by my broken ribs and I’ll need to follow up with an orthopedic for my broken ankle and my broken wrist. But none of what happened hurts as much as Adam walking out that door.

	My body physically aches, bruised and broken, but my heart feels like it’s been ripped from my chest. All I really want is to go home and forget this ever happened, yet I know that is far harder said than done. I can’t even walk, and the right side of my body feels like someone took a baseball bat to it. I’ve been told it will feel this way for at least two weeks. 

	I remember very little from the accident, and I wish it also could have erased my memory in the process, but every detail from when Adam left remains as vivid as the day it happened. 

	“You’re going to be released today,” a different nurse says when she comes into my room early the next morning. “Here’s the card for the orthopedic we recommend. You’ll need to make an appointment and follow up with them to get your permanent casts and find out if you need surgery on that ankle.” 

	She hands me the card and then a pile of paperwork, asking me to sign in a few different places. It’s like déjà vu and once again, it makes me feel far more like an adult than I really want to be. My abortion was the first adult decision I made in my life and while I don’t regret it at all, I do hate that my secret was told in a way that was not my own. 

	“Do you have someone to pick you up?” she now asks, looking at me sympathetically and I can’t help but wonder if she talked to the other nurse. If she told her how my boyfriend walked out on me after finding out I had an abortion. If she looked in my chart and saw my medical history. If they talked about me in a way that was comforting or if I was nurses’ station gossip. 

	“I do. My sister is coming. She should be here any minute.” I look down at my phone, willing Ruby to just appear even though I sent her a text just seconds ago telling her to come get me. 

	Our parents arrived late last night and luckily for me the hospital told them they couldn’t visit, but that didn’t mean I didn’t spend an hour on the phone with my mother. I get that they were both worried and that I was seriously hurt, but holy shit, she went from hysterical to angry with me in like two seconds flat. 

	I’m certain it will be them who picks me up rather than Ruby and I’ve prepared myself for that. I’ve also prepared myself for the fact that they will demand I come home. 

	Disastrous Mila. Can’t be left alone for a second and she certainly can’t be trusted to live like an adult even if she’s now twenty-one years old. 

	The accident wasn’t even my fault. Hell, it wasn’t even Adam’s fault. We were doing the responsible thing and taking an Uber back from the bar. We were both drunk, both exhausted and I was halfway to falling asleep when it happened. My memory of it is just filled with sounds. The sound of metal scraping on metal, glass shattering and the sound my body made as I banged off the car door, the sound of voices and sirens, crying and screaming. The sound of Adam’s desperate pleas. 

	I feel the sting of tears and suddenly they’re falling from my eyes as the nurse sorts through my now signed paperwork. She looks up at me when I give a stupidly loud chest-heaving sniffle. I’m not looking to be consoled or for her sympathy. Quite the opposite actually. I’d just like to be left alone, something I doubt will happen anytime in the near future. 

	“Hon, you okay? Something hurting?” she asks, stepping closer and looking me over. 

	Everything hurts. My heart most of all. 

	“No, I’m fine. Sorry,” I
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