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    For every child who had to grow up too soon,and every parent who fought their way back.Recovery is never just one person's story.
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Shattered Bottles A Mother’s Descent into Addiction and the Fight to Reclaim Her Children
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PART I: THE FALL

Chapter 1: The Weight of Silence Depression did not arrive like thunder. It came like fog. It rolled in quietly, covering everything a little at a time until Elena could no longer see the edges of herself. At first it was small things. Unopened mail. Laundry piling up in warm, sour-smelling heaps. Dishes were soaking so long the water turned gray. She would drop the children off at school and sit on the couch in silence for hours, staring at a fixed point on the wall as if the answer revealed itself there. Two weeks after Marco left, the divorce papers arrived. Irreconcilable differences. He had met someone else—a younger coworker, according to the gossip that found her through people who meant well and people who didn’t. The betrayal did not explode. It burned. Slow, acidic, constant. Nights were the hardest. “When is Daddy coming back?” Sofia would ask from the doorway, clutching a blanket to her chest. Mateo cried when Elena skipped his bedtime stories. Her patience thinned. Her voice shortened. weight without trying. Sleep abandoned her completely. She lay awake in the dark replaying every event, every old argument, every moment she should have seen coming. Was I not enough? She asked the ceiling that question so many times it became a prayer. Her sister Maria called every day. “Come stay with us,” she urged. “Just for a while. You need help.” But Elena was proud, and pride can look an awful lot like drowning with your chin lifted. “I’m fine,” she lied. Meanwhile, the bills gathered. Mortgage. Utilities. Groceries. School supplies. She stopped taking freework because she could barely think, let alone create. The credit cards filled in the gaps until they didn’t. Then one evening, after Sofia came home with a note from school about missing homework and had a meltdown over a broken crayon, Elena opened a bottle of cheap red wine. Just one glass, she told herself. Just enough to take the edge off. The warmth slid into her body like relief. For the first time in weeks, the ache inside her loosened. One glass became two. Two became the bottle. She woke at dawn on the couch to the sound of Mateo crying for breakfast. 

Chapter 2: The First Sip The wine became routine before Elena realized it had become a need. What began as a nighttime escape shifted into something more constant. Vodka hidden in water Quick swallows while folding laundry. A drink before school pickup. A drink before answering the drink because the quiet felt unbearable. A drink because the noise felt worse. She told herself it helped her function. It did not. She forgot to pick up once and blamed the traffic. Then twice and blamed her phone battery. Neighbor. Teachers exchanged careful looks. Sofia got quieter. Mateo started wetting the bed again. Alcohol softened the sadness for an hour, then sharpened everything that followed. Elena viewed the house like a cracked mirror—warped, brittle, impossible to look at for long. She snapped over tiny things, then knelt on the kitchen floor sobbing apologies they were too young to carry. She caught sight of herself in the bathroom mirror one afternoon and barely recognized the wobbly wobbler. Hollow eyes. Sallow skin. Hair pulled into a knot she hadn’t washed in days. Her body felt disconnected from her life, and desire vanished with everything else. Since Marco did not want to be touched. She had not wanted to be seen. Then Maria dragged her out one weekend for what she called “sister time.” It was meant to help. Instead, it opened another door. At the bar Elena met Jax, a tattooed bartender with an easy smile and a way of listening and understanding. He leaned in when she talked. Refreshed her drink before she asked. Made her for a night less visible. She went home with him because she wanted to feel wanted and because numbness is sometimes a mask of hunger. The encounter was rough, desperate, and more transaction than tenderness. In the morning the shamhard. But not hard enough to keep her away. A week later Jax handed her a couple of pills. “These’ll help you sleep,” he said. Oxycodone. Elena took one after the children were asleep. The rush that followed was not like alcohol. It was brighter. Cleaner. A sudden, floating, distant wound she had been dragging behind her. For a few blissful hours she was not abandoned, failing, or afraid. She was simply free. And once she felt that, ordinary pain became harder to survive.

Chapter 3: The Grip Tightens Addiction escalated in the space where desperation met opportunity. Pills turned into patterns. Patterns became rituals. Oxycodone led to Percocet. Percocet led to whatever Jax could get cheap. When prescriptions dried up, Elena bought street pills from men who kept one hand in their pockets and never made contact. She drove to neighborhoods she once would have locked her car doors to pass folded bills for tiny bags and told herself she still had control because she was choosing to go. But control had already left the room. Soon she was crushing pills on the back of a spoon, snorting lines in the bathroom after T-sleep. Then came the stronger pull of fentanyl-laced pills and, eventually, the needle. The first time she injected, her hands trembled so badly she nearly dropped the syringe. She sat on the bathroom floor, knees pulled up, breath ragged, staring at the track of blue beneath her skin. Afterward, the high hit her like a wave so complete she almost cried with relief. Then came the cost. Nosebleeds. Scabs. Veins that bruised and collapsed. Track marks hidden beneath long sleeves in summer. The children are learning not to ask too many questions. Elena mixed alcohol with opioids until her days blurred at the edges. She blacked out on the vomit on the floor. Forgot meals. Forgot permission slips. Forgot what day it was. Sofia found a syringe once beside the bathroom sink. “Mommy, are you sick?” she whispered. Elena grabbed it too fast and lied too quickly. “Medicine, baby.” But guilt is a stubborn thing. It gnawed even while the drugs numbed everything else. The house decayed alongside her. Rotten dishes. Sour towels. Trash overflowing. Utility shutoff wedged in the mailbox. She pawned jewelry for cash—first a bracelet, then earrings, then her wedding ring. By then Jax was no longer pretending to care. Their arrangement had stripped itself down to truth: he supplied drugs; she gave him access to her body, her apartment, her dignity. The children paid for all of it. Sofia stopped inviting friends over. Mateo woke up screaming from the night terrors. Elena was too stressed out. A teacher noticed bruises on Sofia from a playground fall and called Child Protective Services. When the social worker first knocked on the door, Elena answered, smelling like vodka and mouthwash. Even then, she told herself this was not the bottom.

Chapter 4: The Abyss Rock bottom, Elena would later learn, is rarely a single moment. It is a series of choices so devastating they begin to erase the person making them. The overdose happened on a freezing night in January. She had been chasing something stronger than oblivion—something complete. She swallowed pills, then vodka, and then injected more because what she had already taken
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