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The Voice, The Control, and the Breaking Point

DEDICATION

To Kayla Marie Langham My best friend.

My other half.

The one who knew me before the world tried to change me. I carry you with me in every step I take.

And to my papaw, William Eugene Ganann My peace.

My safe place.


You taught me love without conditions—and I hold onto that every single day.


You both became a part of me.

You helped shape the woman I am today.

And everything I am... carries a piece of you.

Chapter 1

Before everything turned into flashing lights and bad decisions, I was just a girl from the pond. Not the kind of girl who cared about nails or hair or any of that. I had red dirt under my fingernails more often than not, and I liked it that way. The air out at my dad's deer camp always smelled like cedar and smoke, and that smell still feels more like home than anything else ever has.

Me, Sloane, and Lexi—we were inseparable. Not just friends. Something tighter than that. We knew every inch of that shoreline like it belonged to us. We'd build fires right at the edge of the water, talking about the future like it was guaranteed. It felt wide open back then. Like nothing could touch us. We hunted. We fished. We ran through the Mississippi pines until our lungs burned, laughing like the world outside our county didn't even exist. And for a while, it didn't.

I was the kind of person who needed people. I fed off energy, off movement, off being in the middle of everything. Loyal to a fault, but I didn't know that yet. I just thought it meant I was strong.

The summer of 2009 was where something shifted. What felt like freedom at the time—late nights, parking lots, back porches, stretching time as far as it would go— was really something else entirely. We started taking Adderall just to keep going, just to stay awake long enough to feel like we were living more than everyone else. I didn't know I was training myself for a life that would never slow down.

When everyone started leaving for college, it happened fast. One by one, taillights disappearing down roads I wasn't on. And just like that, it got quiet. I didn't know what to do with that silence. I didn't know yet that empty space has a way of attracting the wrong kind of people.

At first, it didn't feel like anything was wrong. It felt like movement. Like momentum. Like I had figured something out that everyone else hadn't yet. The nights got longer. Sleep felt optional. We stayed up talking, driving, sitting in parking lots like there was something important happening just beneath the surface of everything. Adderall made it easy to believe that. It made everything feel sharper. Faster. More important. Conversations felt deeper than they really were.

Connections felt stronger than they actually existed. And I leaned into that feeling hard, because I've always needed intensity more than stability.

Looking back, that was the first mistake. Not the drugs. Not the people. The need. The need to feel like I mattered to someone.

When everyone left for college, it wasn't dramatic. No big goodbye. Just quiet exits, one after another. I remember watching it happen like I was standing still while everything else kept moving. That's the part no one prepares you for—the silence after. No noise. No chaos. No one needing anything from you. I didn't know how to exist without that. So when something new showed up—something louder, sharper, more consuming—I didn't question it. I stepped straight into it.

I don't remember the exact moment things changed. There wasn't some dramatic turning point, no single decision where I knew I was stepping into something I wouldn't be able to get out of. It was quieter than that. It started with small things—conversations that lasted longer than they should have, attention that felt heavier than normal. The kind of attention that makes you feel seen, even if you don't fully understand why. And I wanted that. More than I realized at the time.

I had always been loyal. The kind of person who would show up, stay late, fix things that weren't mine to fix. I didn't think of it as a flaw. I thought it meant I was dependable. Strong. But loyalty without boundaries doesn't stay loyalty for long. It turns into something else. Something easier to use.

Jace didn't come into my life like a problem. He came in like clarity. Like someone who understood how things really worked. Like someone who could explain the chaos I felt but couldn't put into words. Conversations with him felt different. More focused. More intense. Like there was always a point just beneath the surface that I needed to catch. And I leaned in.

That was the pattern, if I'm being honest. I didn't step back. I didn't question things. I moved closer. Because it felt like purpose. Like direction. Like I had finally found something solid to stand on after everything else had started slipping.

Looking back, I can see it for what it was. Not clarity. Not stability. Control—just slow enough that I didn't recognize it. But at the time, it didn't feel like that. It felt like relief. Like someone had stepped into the silence I didn't know how to handle and filled it with something louder. And louder felt better than empty.

I didn't realize yet that not everything that fills a void is meant to stay. Or that some things don't just fill it—they learn it. They study the shape of it. And when they finally speak, they don't sound unfamiliar. They sound like you. Or at least... close enough that you don't question it.

At the time, I thought the thoughts were mine. That the pull I felt was just instinct, just curiosity, just me trying to figure things out. I didn't know yet how easy it is for something else to slip into that space—especially when you've already been emptied out. I didn't have a name for it then. Not yet. But it was already there.

I used to think I was the type of person who would never bow to anyone. I stood on that. Ten toes down. No matter who it was, no matter what the situation looked like, I believed I would stand my ground. That's who I thought I was. That's who I told myself I was.

But when it came to him—I wasn't that person anymore. I bowed. And that's something I never thought I would say about myself. Because any other man, I would've stood up to. I would've matched energy. I would've fought back. I would've walked away before it ever got that far. But with him—something changed. Or maybe something in me broke. I stopped fighting. Not all at once. Not in some obvious moment. But slowly. Piece by piece. Until one day I looked up and realized I wasn't standing anymore. I was submitting. And the worst part is—I knew it. I felt it happening. And I still stayed.

He controlled everything. Not just what I did—but how I moved, how I spoke, how I existed. Some days it didn't even make sense. There wasn't always a reason. I could breathe wrong. Sit wrong. Look at something too long. Or not long enough. And it would be a problem. And when it was—I paid for it. Every time.

There was no consistency. No logic. No way to predict it. And that's what made it worse. Because I started trying to control things that couldn't be controlled. Overthinking everything. Second guessing every move. Every word. Every reaction. Trying to avoid something that was going to happen anyway.

And in the middle of all of that—I lost something. My peace of mind. My sanity. I didn't trust anything anymore. Not people. Not situations. Not even myself.

I started isolating. Pulling away from everyone. The people who actually cared about me—I pushed them the farthest. Because it was easier than explaining what was really going on. Easier than facing it.

And the truth is—I chose him. Over and over again. I chose him over my family. And that's something that sits heavy with me. Because I knew better. Deep down, I

knew better. But I wasn't moving from that place anymore. I was moving from fear. From control. From something that didn't even feel like me.

And by the time I realized how far it had gone—I was already deep in it. Deeper than I ever thought I would be. And the person I used to be—the one who stood ten toes down—felt like someone I didn't even recognize anymore.
Chapter 2: The Mindset Shift

It didn't start all at once. There wasn't some big moment where everything just changed. It was small at first. Subtle. Almost unnoticeable. Just thoughts. Ideas. Ways of looking at things that felt... different. Sharper. Like I was starting to see things in a way other people didn't. And at first, I liked that feeling. It made me feel aware. Like I was gaining control. Like I was finally understanding how things really worked.

It crept in the way fog rolls across the pond at dawn—so slow you don't notice it until you can't see the shoreline anymore. One day I was thinking like myself, and the next I was thinking like someone I didn't fully recognize. But the strange part was, the new version felt smarter. More alert. Like I had been walking through the world half asleep and someone had finally shaken me awake.

I started pulling apart conversations. Replaying moments. Reading into things that probably didn't need reading into. A look someone gave me. A pause that lasted half a second too long. I turned everything into evidence of something deeper. And it felt good.

That's what people don't understand. The shift didn't feel like breaking. It felt like upgrading. Like I had finally cracked some code that everyone else was too comfortable to look for.

But what I didn't realize was—I wasn't gaining control. I was starting to detach. Slowly pulling away from how I used to think... how I used to feel... how I used to connect to people. And I didn't question it. Because it didn't feel wrong. It felt powerful.

The girl who used to sit at the edge of the pond and feel everything—every breeze, every laugh, every firefly blinking over the water—she was getting quieter.

And something colder was taking her place. I just didn't know it yet.

Chapter 3: Isolation

The distance didn't happen overnight. It built up. Slowly. Quietly. Until one day, I looked around—and realized I wasn't really connected to anyone anymore.

It started with not returning calls. Then not answering at all. Then making excuses for why I couldn't come around. Then not even bothering with the excuses. My mama would call and I'd watch the phone ring. Not because I didn't love her— but because I didn't know how to talk to her without her hearing everything I was trying to hide.

And Sloane. Lexi. The girls who used to know every thought in my head before I even said it out loud. I couldn't even look them in the eye anymore. Because they would've seen it. They would've known something was wrong. And I wasn't ready for that conversation.

I stopped trusting people. Questioning intentions. Overthinking conversations. Reading into everything. Even things that didn't need to be read into. And because of that—I pulled away. Not because people left me—but because I left them first. Mentally. Emotionally. Completely.

Isolation didn't feel lonely at first. It felt safe. Like I was protecting myself. Like I was avoiding problems. I told myself I didn't need anyone. That needing people was what had gotten me hurt in the first place. That being alone was the smartest thing I

could do.

But that was the voice talking. Not me. Because the real me—the girl from the pond—she never wanted to be alone. She needed people like she needed air. She fed off laughter and late nights and the sound of her best friend's voice on the other end of the phone.

But over time—it turned into something else. Something heavier. Because when you cut yourself off from everything, the only thing left—is what's inside your own head. And by that point... mine wasn't a peaceful place to be. It was loud in there. Constant. Like a radio that wouldn't turn off, playing the same dark station on repeat. And there was no one left to change the channel. Because I had pushed them all away.
Chapter 4: Losing Control

I thought I was in control. That's the part that's hard to explain. Because from the outside, it probably didn't look like it. But in my head—everything felt intentional. Every decision. Every move. Every thought. It felt like I was choosing it. Like I was aware of what I was doing.

And for a while, that story held up. I could look at my life and tell myself I was the one running it. That every step I took was deliberate. That I was playing a game I understood.

But control is a funny thing. It feels real until
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