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Welcome to “Help, I Need Help”. This is not a book of polished success stories or quick-fix advice. It is a collection of raw, unflinching accounts from eleven people who each reached a moment when the world narrowed to a single, desperate truth: I cannot do this alone anymore. They came from different cities, backgrounds, ages, and struggles—addiction, depression, poverty, grief, abuse, career collapse, chronic illness, fractured relationships, homelessness, identity crises, and the quiet torment of cultural displacement—but every one of them stood (or fell) at rock bottom and made the same terrifying, life-altering choice: they asked for help. What follows are their stories, told as honestly as memory allows, because the details matter. The shame, the fear, the small miracles of kindness, the slow rebuilding—they all matter. These are not fairy tales with guaranteed happy endings; they are testimonies that rock bottom is not the grave. It is hard, unyielding ground—solid enough to build something new upon.

If you are reading this because life has brought you to your own version of that ground, know this: you are not broken beyond repair. You are not weak for needing help; you are human. The people in these pages once believed the same lies you might be hearing right now—that asking would make them smaller, that no one would understand, that their story was too messy or too late. Yet each of them reached out—one phone call, one door, one trembling admission—and discovered that help exists in many forms: strangers who become anchors, professionals who listen without judgment, communities that hold space for every scar. Their journeys remind us that change rarely arrives in a thunderclap. It arrives in quiet, stubborn steps: one therapy session, one meeting, one honest conversation at a time. This book is here to say you are not alone in the dark—and that the simple, courageous act of saying “I need help” is the first plank in the bridge that can carry you forward. Turn the page. Let their stories remind you: the hand you reach for will reach back.
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Chapter 1

Emily's Descent into Darkness – Overcoming Addiction
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Emily Harper had always been the one who had it together. At twenty-eight, she was a rising star in digital marketing at a bustling San Francisco tech firm. Her Instagram feed was a curated dream: golden-hour hikes in Marin, artisanal coffee in Noe Valley, weekend getaways to wine country with friends who looked just as polished as she did. Colleagues called her "the machine"—always on time, always prepared, always smiling through the late nights and impossible deadlines. But beneath the filter, something was quietly unraveling.

It started innocently enough, the way these things often do. A glass of Cabernet after a brutal client pitch. Then two, because the first one barely touched the edges of her anxiety. By her mid-twenties, the wine had become a ritual: uncork the bottle at 7 p.m., pour until the world softened. Work stress, the pressure to perform, the nagging voice in her head that whispered she wasn't good enough unless she was perfect—it all quieted with that first sip. Alcohol wasn't a problem; it was the solution.

Her family noticed the shift slowly. Her mother, calling from Ohio, would ask, "Honey, are you okay? You sound... tired." Emily laughed it off. "Just busy, Mom. You know how it is." Her younger brother, visiting once, watched her refill her glass three times during dinner and raised an eyebrow. "Em, slow down. You're not twenty-one anymore." She rolled her eyes. "Relax. It's just wine."

But it wasn't just wine anymore.

By twenty-seven, the nights blurred. She'd wake up on the couch with an empty bottle on the floor, head pounding, stomach churning. She'd swear it was the last time, chug water, pop ibuprofen, and power through the day with black coffee and forced enthusiasm. At work, she excelled—promoted twice in eighteen months—but the effort cost her. Meetings became endurance tests; she'd sip from a water bottle laced with vodka when no one was looking. Colleagues joked about her "bottomless energy." If only they knew it came from a flask hidden in her desk drawer.

The first real crack appeared on a Friday in October. A major campaign launch had gone sideways—client furious, team scrambling. Emily stayed late, alone in the office, finishing a bottle of Merlot she'd bought "for the team" but drank herself. By midnight, she was crying on the bathroom floor, mascara streaking, whispering to herself, "I can't do this anymore." She drove home—stupid, reckless—swerving once, heart hammering. She made it, barely. The next morning, hungover and terrified, she called in sick. That was the first day she missed work.

The spiral accelerated. Friends drifted away; invitations stopped coming. She told them she was "swamped." Truth was, she couldn't face them sober. Nights became marathons: start at happy hour (one drink turned to five), Uber home, finish a bottle alone, pass out. Mornings were rituals of shame—checking her phone for embarrassing texts she didn't remember sending, Googling "how to stop drinking without rehab," promising herself tomorrow would be different.

Rock bottom didn't arrive with fanfare. It crept in quietly, then hit like a freight train.

It was a Tuesday in March, two weeks after her twenty-eighth birthday. She'd celebrated alone with a bottle of champagne and half a fifth of gin. Woke up Wednesday feeling like death, but dragged herself to work. By afternoon, the shakes started—hands trembling so badly she spilled coffee on her keyboard. She excused herself to the bathroom, locked the stall, and vomited bile. Staring at her reflection—pale, hollow-eyed, lips cracked—she didn't recognize the woman looking back.

That evening, she met a client for drinks. One cocktail became three, then shots. Blackout. She came to in the ER at 4 a.m., hooked to an IV, a nurse gently shaking her shoulder. "Ms. Harper? You were found passed out in your car in the parking garage. Blood alcohol was .28. You're lucky you're alive."

The doctor was blunt: acute alcohol poisoning, liver enzymes elevated, possible early cirrhosis if this continued. "You need help," he said. "This isn't sustainable."

Emily nodded, numb. They kept her overnight for observation. In the dim hospital room, alone with beeping machines and the metallic taste of fear, she broke. Tears came hot and fast. "I don't want to die like this," she whispered to the empty room. "I don't want to be this person."

The next morning, discharge papers in hand, she sat in her car in the hospital lot for an hour. Phone in hand, she searched "alcohol rehab San Francisco." Her finger hovered over the call button. Shame screamed: *You're weak. You can handle this alone.* But the memory of the ER bed, the doctor's words, the blackout terror—it drowned out the shame.

She called.

"Hi," she said, voice cracking. "I... I think I need help. I can't stop drinking."

The intake coordinator was kind, no judgment. "You're in the right place. Can you come in today?"

Emily drove straight there.

The facility was quiet, unassuming—a low building with gardens and soft lighting. Intake took hours: questions about her drinking history, family, mental health. She cried through most of it. When they asked her rock bottom, she described the hospital, the blackout, the moment she realized she might not wake up next time.

They admitted her that afternoon.

Detox was hell. The first forty-eight hours: shaking, sweating, nausea that felt endless. Nurses checked vitals constantly, gave meds to ease withdrawal. Emily paced the room, cried, raged at herself. "Why couldn't I just stop?" she sobbed to a nurse one night.

"Because addiction isn't about willpower," the nurse replied gently. "It's a disease. You're here to treat it."

On day three, the fog lifted slightly. She attended her first group meeting in the facility. A circle of strangers, all with their own scars. A woman named Maria shared first: "I lost my kids because of this. But today, I'm fighting for them." Emily listened, tears streaming. When it was her turn, she could


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WILL STEVENS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





