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    For those we lost too soon.
For the ones still waiting at the door.
And for every heart that carries both love and regret.
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Foreword

This is the story of Annie.

A daughter, a sister, a friend. A girl who laughed too loud at
her own clumsiness, who believed in Christmas magic a little longer
than most, who dreamed of drawing pictures that would one day hang
on walls. A girl who grew up in a home filled with pancakes on
Sundays, shortbread in Granny’s kitchen, and the faithful bark of
her dog Bruno greeting her at the door.

Through Annie’s own memories, you will walk with her from the
wide-eyed wonder of childhood to the fragile hopes of young love.
You will see her joy, her innocence, her stubbornness, and her deep
belief that love could never betray her. But you will also see the
moment when everything breaks. When trust is shattered, and despair
whispers that life is no longer worth living.

Annie’s choice to end her life
was not the end of her story. In the silence after death, she is
not given rest but reflection. She must watch as the world she left
behind unravels without her. 




She must see the tears of
those who loved her, the empty chair at the family table, the dog
who waits by the door for a girl who never returns. 

She must also face the life
that could have been — a life of love, children who were never
born, laughter, and hope — a future lost because of one choice made
in the darkness of grief.

This is a story of memory and regret, but also of love and
second chances. It is heartbreaking, but it is also tender,
reminding us that one life touches many, and that even in our
lowest moments, we matter more than we think. Annie’s journey will
stay with you long after the last page — a whisper of both warning
and hope.
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Part One -
Before the Crash

Rain drummed on the windshield, heavy and mean, as if it wanted
to push me off the road. The wipers squealed but couldn’t keep up,
leaving everything blurred and trembling. My hands were locked on
the wheel, white-knuckled, my palms raw from gripping too tight. I
couldn’t stop shaking. My face was wet with tears and sweat all
mixed together, the taste of salt bitter in my mouth. My heart beat
so fast it hurt, but I didn’t slow down. The car growled as I
pressed the pedal harder, the narrow road stretching ahead, black
and slick, lined with trees that leaned in close like they were
watching.

Marco was everywhere. His shirt half unbuttoned. Her hand—my
best friend’s hand—on his chest. Their faces too close, whispering.
The door opening, my body freezing, the world cracking apart. That
image burned behind my eyelids, flashing with every blink like a
cruel film I couldn’t turn off. My chest felt hollow. I had given
him everything—my first kiss, my first time, my first plans for a
future—and he had taken it and handed it to the one person I
trusted most.




“How could you do that to
me?” I whispered to the empty car. My voice cracked, rough and
unrecognizable. The rain hammered harder. The road curved and
narrowed, shining under the headlights like glass. I pressed the
gas again. Faster.

No one will miss me anyway. He’ll be sorry when I die right
here. She’ll be blamed for taking him away from me. I don’t want to
live without him.

The trees blurred into dark smudges, the mist closed in.
Somewhere inside me, memories began to rise—not tonight’s betrayal,
but everything before. The smell of soap bubbles and wet fur. The
weight of small arms clinging to a doll. My father’s laugh rumbling
under a warm beard. For a heartbeat I wasn’t nineteen and broken on
a rainy road. I was four, in our kitchen, holding a doll with
tangled yellow hair and dragging a stool toward the sink.

I can still see it. The doll
tumbling headfirst into the water, my tiny hands splashing after
her, Bruno’s paws skidding across the tiles as he charged in to
help. 




Mum shouting, Dad trying not
to laugh, Granny knitting and muttering from the hallway. That was
my world. Messy, loud, safe.

The car roared under me. Rain smeared the glass. But inside my
head the memories kept coming, warm and small and endless, as if my
whole life were rising to meet me before the bend ahead.
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Part Two -
Childhood

I was back at the beginning, when the world was nothing more
than crayons, fairy tales, and sticky fingers. I was that little
girl with tangled hair, bouncing between dolls and mud pies,
laughing at nothing and crying about everything.

I remember kindergarten, the tiny chairs and bright walls
covered in finger paintings that all looked the same but somehow
mattered. My shoes never stayed tied, and I always managed to spill
juice down my front. The teacher called me clumsy, but I didn’t
care. I liked being clumsy. It gave me an excuse to giggle, to
shrug and say, “Oops,” while everyone else rolled their eyes. Mum
packed me sandwiches cut into stars, and Dad slipped in a chocolate
bar when she wasn’t looking. I thought I was the luckiest girl in
the world.

Granny’s house was my second
home. She always smelled of lavender and flour, and her kitchen was
a magic factory where shortbread came out warm and crumbly, dusted
with sugar that melted on my tongue. 




I’d sit on the counter, legs
swinging, watching her roll the dough with those strong, wrinkled
hands. She’d let me pinch a piece when Mum wasn’t looking, and I’d
swear to her it was our secret.

Mum was different. Sundays were her time. She’d whisk up
pancakes in a big bowl, the smell of butter filling the kitchen
while I hovered with a spoon, begging for just one taste. I always
ended up spilling flour or flipping a pancake onto the floor, and
Mum would sigh, but she never really got angry. She just shook her
head and said, “Annie, you’re a walking disaster,” before stacking
the pancakes high and drowning mine in syrup. I swore the ones I
made looked like Mickey Mouse. They didn’t, of course, but Dad ate
them anyway with a smile, pretending they were the best.

Dad was my hero. He worked long
hours, coming home with grease on his hands and tired lines on his
face, but
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