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  Author’s Advisory



Readers, 

Please be aware that this book contains graphic depictions of suicide attempts. Only read this if you feel fully mentally prepared to do so.

This novel is intended to tell a story of growth and living through pain. It does not promote suicide.

If you are considering ending your life, please reach out to a mental health professional.

In the United States, you can contact the Suicide and Crisis Lifeline anytime by calling or texting 988, or you can visit www.988lifeline.org to chat with a counselor online.

For a more comprehensive international list of resources, I recommend visiting the International Association for Suicide Prevention website: www.iasp.info.

You can make it through this.

Love,

Christina R. Adams







  Dedication



To anyone who has ever felt like Nate and to anyone who has been someone’s Rex.

Also, to the love of my life, Calab, for being my biggest supporter and the person who held my ladder while I climbed out of my pit. My dream would have never become a reality without you.







  Dear Mother and Father…



Dear Mother and Father,

Or Marty…or Grace…

To whoever finds my fucking body,

As you can see, I have killed myself.

This has been a long time coming. I have never felt like I belonged here—not in this house, not in this family, not in this life.

Mom, you tried to show me love, but you cared more for the money and security that Father gave you than you cared for me, your son. You tried to be genuine, and maybe you cared at some point, but when you said, “I love you,” it sounded empty. The conflicted look in your eyes told me what you actually meant: “I’m supposed to love you.”

Father, I know I’m not what you had in mind for a son. I could never be, and I am not sorry for it. Not one bit. Thanks for feeding and clothing me and shit. I hope you burn in Hell. When this is made public, I hope the whole city learns what a horrible villain you truly are.

Marty and Grace, thank you for being the only people who seemed to care for me. I apologize if one of you finds me.

-Nate

P.S. Burn my body and don’t keep my ashes in this house.








  
  1

  
  
  Graduation (Part 1)

  
  




Lightning strike. Buff. Toxic blast. Parry. Shocking bolt.

And the boss is dead.

Bing. A new message pops up in the party chat.

Q-Rex: “We got his ass!”

Gr8_nate: “Hell yeah, man!”

It’s not like we haven’t run this raid a thousand times before. I’ve memorized how to counter all of the Obsidian Lord’s attacks.

I glance at the time in the corner of the computer screen: 3:56 p.m.

Gr8_nate: “Shit! I have to get off. I’m going to be late for my graduation if I stay on much longer. I’ll be back on tonight unless Rylee wants to hang out.”

Q-Rex: “Congrats, man! Ttyl.”

I gather my rewards for completing the raid and sell the junk I don’t need.

Esc. Logout.

The screen changes back to my desktop. The background is a selfie of Rylee and me at Spawnpoint Lounge. We were having coffee after I fucked her off the walking trail at Wayfield Park. We could have come back to my place to fool around since it is almost always parent-free. But the park was right by the school, and let’s face it, sneaking around is more fun.

I check my phone notifications, and a feeling of dismay threatens to pull my heart to my stomach. She still hasn’t responded to me.

Other than the hum of my computer fans, the house is soundless. The housekeeper, Grace, must have already gone home. My parents are going to meet me at the auditorium later. My father is going to the academy straight from work, and my mother will be coming from whatever appointment or shopping is filling her day.

Groaning, I get up from my desk chair, where I have had my ass planted for the last six hours. If I have to participate in this miserable ceremony, I should try to look like I haven’t been dungeon-busting with Rex all day. 

I stretch my back and roll my shoulders as I scuff my way to my walk-in closet. Despite my usual rotation of clothes only including two pairs of cargoes, five t-shirts, a pair of jeans, a hoodie, and whatever boxers happen to be sitting at the top of my drawer, my closet is packed with clothes. They are only taking up space. I haven’t even taken the tags off most of them.

My mother desperately wants me to conform to my father’s appearance-obsessed lifestyle, so she shops and shops until I decide I’ll wear them. I sift through the unworn clothes and decide on a pair of dark gray slacks. Mom bought the pants for the ribbon-cutting ceremony for Father’s new building. It turns out I wasn’t invited to attend. They aren’t my style, but I figure I should get some use out of them. This seems like an appropriate occasion. The tag’s still on. Jesus Christ. $225.

I don’t understand why my parents insist on these name brands. Regardless of my father’s social status and being the most sought-after architect in Boston, our family doesn’t have a lot of publicity. At least I don’t. My parents will attend galas and parties, but not me. I don’t need these fancy clothes. All I need are my school uniforms, my usual day-to-day wear, and something to stay warm in the winter. My mother still holds out hope that my father will invite me to be part of his perfect picture. Not that I would accept the invitation anyway.

I shuffle through the closet again and find a black button-down shirt with a faint, dark gray chevron print. Yet another piece of clothing bought by my mother for an event my father didn’t let me attend. This shirt was supposed to be for my grandfather’s funeral. He was an old bastard just like my father, and also a well-known Bostonian socialite. There were bound to be photographers present. My father didn’t need me to tarnish the Whims family image in local magazines and newspapers.

I cross my room to the attached bathroom and give myself a once-over in the mirror. I wonder when I will finally start looking more like a man rather than the baby-faced boy peering back at me. I fiddle with my espresso brown, curly hair. It was once a tailored cut, faded on the sides, and piled up a bit on top. Exactly the way Mom likes it. Prim, but still youthful. It’s a bit overgrown now. I don’t mind, but I am a tad surprised Mom hasn’t made me get it cut. After all, I am graduating from high school today, and we must always look our best. My sparse facial hair could use a shave, and I should brush my teeth, but other than that, I am ready to get this over with.

It’s nearly 4:30 p.m. My bus is scheduled to arrive in about 15 minutes, so there is plenty of time to get out the door and to the bus stop. I take my time walking down the dark wooden stairs to the entryway and enable the alarm system before shutting the front door behind me. Code: 7913. The four corners of the keypad. My parents aren’t very clever, but at least it is easy to remember and wouldn’t be a burglar’s very first guess.

This neighborhood is historic and nice to look at. One of the few perks of having a “visionary” as a father is that he can afford a decent place and has excellent taste. 

One of the many downsides to having a “visionary” as a father is that I’ve had “design” and “attention to detail” shoved down my throat since I was a damn toddler. Apparently, this was to prepare me for taking over my father’s firm when he retires. On my 16th birthday, I told him I didn’t want to follow in his footsteps. He was not surprised in the least. He only said he was relieved that I decided on my own, so he didn’t have to kick me out of the arrangement himself and be forced to withstand my mother’s scorn.

Despite my distaste for architecture, I can’t help but admire the beauty of the Victorian-era houses as I walk down the street to the bus stop. They are wooden and ornate. The current homeowners are much different than the original ones. Luxury cars are parked in each paved driveway instead of gravel spaces for horse-drawn buggies. Now surveillance cameras are at each front door, as opposed to people not being thieving ass hats. I’m sure there was crime during that time. You know, like Jack the fucking Ripper, but it seems like they at least had more faith in humanity than we do now. I’m just a kid; as my father likes to remind me, what do I even know about the world or the people in it?

Jesus Christ. What the fuck is wrong with me? I was just thinking about the houses, and, choo-choo, my train of thought arrives at Serial Killer Station.

I plop down on the bench at the bus stop and pull out my phone. 4:38 p.m. Great, I have seven minutes to spare. There are seven minutes to wait in silence.

I bounce my leg up and down. I try to focus on the text-based RPG I’m playing on my phone.

I have been able to distract myself with Rex and the houses. Now that I am alone and sitting still, it seems my intrusive thoughts have been taken over by my awful attention span.

I notice a stray piece of thread on the hem of my slacks. Why hasn’t Rylee texted me back? I tug at the loose thread and read the description of the encounter for the third time.

She has been acting distant lately. Is that what she wants? Distance? She will get it soon. There is plenty of distance between Boston and the Quilliard School of Arts, where she will be starting school in the fall. She probably can’t wait to get away from my miserable ass anyway. How she has stayed with me for so long is a complete enigma.

I shake my head at the thought. No, I shouldn’t assume she is going to break up with me. She could have a perfectly good explanation for ignoring me. I start nibbling on my too-short fingernails.

This is why I like to keep busy. My hands, legs, and mind all want to keep moving. Stay busy. That’s why I plan ahead and schedule my time like I do. There is no time in between. No buffer. Just. Keep. Moving.

I don’t know what I am going to do next. I’m nervous about tonight and only feel dread about the coming days. Tomorrow, I wake up with no goal. There is no finish line to run toward. I’m careful about planning everything, but not this. Not my future. 

Why did I do this? How did I let this slip by? I’ve wasted all this fucking time. 

I can feel my upper lip begin to sweat despite the mild spring afternoon. I bounce my leg faster. Faster.

I can feel my heart beating in my ears. 

I close my eyes and try to remember what the school counselor said to do when I feel like this.

I steady my breathing.

Right, grounding. Think of three things that ground me and give me purpose.

I have my friends. And not one of them offered to pick me up for graduation. Dickheads.

I have Rylee. As of right now, anyway.

The next storyline update is coming to Realm of Battlecraft in a few days. That is definite.

Even after Rylee moves, with R.O.B., my summer will be well-filled. But after the summer, what—my interior monologue is halted by the squeal of a bus coming to a stop in front of me. The hiss of the air brakes sounds like a sigh of relief to these anxious ears.

Finally.

I find a seat and pull my phone out of my pocket once more. Just 10 minutes, and I’ll be at the academy.

I scroll through my old texts from Rylee.

She hasn’t sent me more than a three-word response in nearly a week. She hasn’t responded to the text I sent yesterday afternoon. I have not seen her at all during the week-long break between final exams and graduation. What could she be doing? Why? Why hasn’t she responded? Maybe I don’t want to explore the possibilities.

Haunted by the thought, I can’t help but imagine it. Her soft, pale skin. Red, wavy hair that flows just past her shoulder blades. Freckles under her soft, blue eyes. Her eyes are what drew me to her to begin with. In those eyes, I could completely lose myself. She captivates everyone with a single look because of her effortless charm and ease. It is something I have been both envious of and enamored by since we were in kindergarten. All that beauty is wrapped around such a kind heart, but I can still see her in someone else’s arms. Someone strong and more attractive. Someone with prospects. 

Compared to her incredible talent and beauty, I seem so unremarkable. I am not worthy of her. I have no aspirations. Maybe she has been talking to someone who can be something more for her than I can. She is incredible. She shone like a literal fucking star in the last school play. She has been accepted to the most prestigious arts school in the country. If she hasn’t already found someone, I’m sure she will when she moves to New York.

I have no artistic talent or leadership skills. No physical prowess or book smarts. How I got into such an elite academy is beyond comprehension. She deserves the world, and I can give her nothing.

I’m worthless. My father has reminded me of that fact at least once a month since I started Buchanan Academy, even more often in the months leading up to graduation.

My heart pounds even faster.

Graduation. She has to be there. I will have to see her to get the answers I need. Even if I don’t deserve her, she is my best friend and owes me an explanation for ignoring me.

Fuck.

She is going to be there. She is definitely going to be there. Fuck. I can’t face it. She has been everything to me for so long. Maybe it would be better not to know. I could jump off the bus at the next stop. Run home. Curl up in bed. Die.

The bus squeals to a halt near the front gates of the academy. This time, the release of air from the brakes feels more like a terrified gasp than a sigh of relief. I can see her through the window. She has been waiting for me. I can’t avoid her now.

I walk to the exit and am overwhelmed by a sense of dread. She is going to leave me; I know it. My legs feel heavy. Sluggish. My heart is yelling at me to run and prevent the inevitable pain. But, with shaky legs, I move forward despite it.

As I descend the steps, she comes a couple of steps closer with an adorable smile slanted across her face. My heart feels like it is pumping so hard it could burst. I wipe my finger over my upper lip. Am I visibly sweating?

“Hey, cutie!” she shouts as she bounds over to me and softly kisses my cheek. I want to pull back and ask why the hell she hasn’t been talking to me, but instead, I pull her into my arms and squeeze her.

Maybe I have been overthinking again.

I step away, holding her hands in mine, and look her up and down. “You look beautiful, babe.”

I take in the image of her. Her usually wavy hair is curled into loose spirals; her yellow dress is vibrant under her sky blue graduation gown; and her light make-up makes her look like sweet, youthful innocence given form. Not that she is innocent. I’ve heard those light pink lips cussing like a sailor during her gaming streams. I’ve seen those same lips painted brick red and wrapped around my dick.

I warned her that night that dark lipstick always makes guys think about blow jobs. She saw that as an invitation to undo my pants. Of course, that was my intention all along.

I look away and think of a freezing day, roadkill, split pea soup—anything to help avoid the embarrassment of a public erection. Despite the hefty price tag, these pants are made of awfully thin fabric.

Until now, I’ve managed to get through high school without making a complete fool of myself. I don’t need it to happen during graduation at all times.

“Hey, guys!” I turn and see Ashley walking over from the student parking lot.

Well, that takes care of the erection.

Ashley may be Rylee’s best friend, but she disgusts me. She acts as if I am the enemy, and Rylee is some sort of prize to acquire. Ashley also got accepted to a school in New York, so I guess she will finally have Rylee all to herself.

Congratulations, you possessive bitch; you won.

“Hey, Ashe.” She gives me a little smile and grabs Rylee’s hand, pulling her toward the academy. “We need to find our spots in line for the procession. We are running late!” Rylee is yanked away, but she looks over her shoulder, offers me an apologetic smile, and shouts, “Let’s meet back here after graduation.”

Shit. Is that when she plans to break my heart? She is going to wait until after the ceremony so that I can stew on it through the whole infernal thing.

I hear laughter as my other friends, Liam, Hayden, and Dominic, arrive. I wave goodbye to Rylee and say, “See you then.”

The guys and I walk toward the orchestra room, where students with a last name starting with letters L through Z are to line up.

“So, I guess you guys weren’t able to pick me up?” I glance towards Dominic, who only lives two blocks from me.

“No, it’s not that; we are all going out to dinner with our families afterward. It didn’t make sense to pick you up since we aren’t going back home after the ceremony.”

“Well, my parents are bringing me home anyway, so it wouldn’t have mattered.”

They exchange glances but say nothing. A moment passes before Liam finally changes the subject. “I am so pumped for the R.O.B. update,” he says. “I can’t believe they are adding a new playable race after all this time.” The rest of us mumble our agreement.

He sensed his attempt to change the subject had failed, so he began rambling about his plans for after graduation. I tune him out. Liam hates silence. I get it. It is odd, though, that Hayden and Dominic are also quiet. They are two of the rowdiest people I know. Maybe they are just nervous about graduating. Or maybe they already know my world is about to end.

I am certainly anxious. I have to walk across the stage not only in front of students who won’t recognize me as anyone other than ‘Rylee’s boyfriend’ but also their parents, some of the most powerful people in this city. What if I fall? God. I’ll have to move, that’s for sure, maybe across the country.

As we approach the auditorium, Hayden and Liam split off toward the choir practice room, where Ashe and Rylee most likely had already found their places in the A through K line, leaving Dominic and me to walk to the orchestra room in silence. The silence is only fractured by my never-broken-in shoes squeaking on the waxed marble floor, making the walk even more uncomfortable.

An announcement sounds over the school’s speaker system: “Graduates! To your places! The procession begins in one minute!”

We take off, running to the opposite end of the marble hall. We make it to the orchestra room with only seconds to spare. I nod goodbye to Dominic as he heads toward the middle of the line to find his place among the ‘Rs’. To find my place among the “Ws,” I walk and walk and walk a little bit faster to nearly the end of the line.

I only have a couple of moments to take in the room. I haven’t been in this room since the end of my first school year. I was called into the director’s office and politely asked to register for a different course to satisfy my artistry credit for the next school year. I had no objections. I found the abstract art instructor much more accepting of my lack of artistic talent.

Today, the room isn’t silent and awkward like that day with the director. The room is buzzing with the excited murmurs of 150 students. It ties my stomach in a knot. I wish I had time to use the bathroom.

The orchestra begins to play, and we walk. Thankfully, the music mostly drowns out the sound of my squeaking shoes. By the time we reach the auditorium, my shoes are completely hushed by the orchestra playing “Pomp and Circumstance” and the applauding crowd.

As I find my seat, I glance around the room in search of familiar faces. I notice the faces of people I have known since before I started school, yet I feel no connection to them. They are mostly the children of my father’s associates. During elementary school, I was forced to go on play dates, as my mother called them. Once a week, the same group of kids would meet at one of our houses to play. It was just an excuse for our mothers to get wine-drunk together on Tuesday evenings while someone’s nanny kept an eye on all of us. It is how I met Rylee for the first time. We hit it off, and our parents took it from there.

I take a seat, but twist in my chair to scan the crowd for my parents. I quickly turn back around when I see that Rylee’s father is sitting just two rows behind me. I can feel his stare piercing into the nape of my neck. I’m sure he notices my unkempt hair and shirt, slightly wrinkled from years of being stuffed in my closet.

I feel his eyes staring daggers into my back, and as if the daggers are laced with them, I can hear his thoughts. Nate is worthless. He doesn’t deserve my daughter. Despite having no other children, his father won’t let this boy inherit his company. How can he support her and keep her happy? He is a pathetic waste of oxygen. The thoughts make me dizzy and nauseated. Maybe that is just the ever-constricting knot of anxiety in my stomach.

“Welcome, graduates and families!” The class president’s voice spares me from imagining what else Rylee’s father might be pondering. “We are so excited to have all of you here today as we celebrate the great accomplishments of these brilliant young men and women.”

I settle into my seat and focus on the speaker’s words, only to avoid getting caught up in the dark chasm of my mind.

“It is a joyous day for many of you, but also a day full of sorrow for some. We journey out into this world searching for our dreams, but we leave good friends behind to find these greener pastures. This makes today a truly bittersweet event.”

I roll my eyes. Oh, so it’s going to be like that? Phony, heartfelt speeches about how we have become better people in our years at Buchanan and made friends along the way, and blah blah blah. It’s infuriating.

Here’s one positive thing about tomorrow: I won’t have to deal with this bullshit anymore.

I risk glancing over my shoulder. Rylee’s dad, Mr. Dunwall, is staring me dead in the eye, expressionless, like he despises me wholly. The man is terrifying. I feel goosebumps rise on my arms, and my hair stands up on the back of my neck. I casually face the speaker again and vow to stare straight ahead until the ceremony is over.
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“Ladies and Gentlemen, I present to you this year’s Buchanan Academy graduating class.” The audience applauds as the dean wraps up her closing speech.

About damn time. It has been an eternal hour of half-hearted, pandering speeches.

It’s a marvel how the student body president, a state senator’s son, no doubt bound for politics himself, could accent his speech perfectly with a well-placed pause as if considering his own rhetorical questions. Or even more awe-inspiring, the valedictorian’s perfectly rehearsed sniffle and soft-spoken apology crap. As if that sniveling mayor’s daughter would actually shed tears for this miserable place. There isn’t a doubt in my mind that their parents hired professional speech writers to compose this bullshit and then coach them on how to deliver each word, pause, smile, and sniffle perfectly.

That insufferable hour was followed by the rattling off of names, most of which I didn’t recognize. Well, I didn’t recognize their first names. You would have to live far beneath the city not to recognize their last names. The same last names belong to some of Boston’s richest men and women.

We throw our caps in the air. The cheers of the graduates echo through the auditorium. For a fleeting second, I feel like I might join them in their excitement, but then I take in what surrounds me. I see smiling faces; some people are hugging. Shit. Some people are even crying. For what? Leaving behind friends who they won’t even think about a year from now? Will they be missing the seven hours a day of incessant lectures and diligent note-taking? No. Their guises are unconvincing, and I have no reason to celebrate with them.

I stare down at my cap for a moment and debate whether or not to leave it there.

I snatch my cap off the ground and press my way through a group of squealing girls who seem completely unaware they are blocking the entire aisle. I haven’t noticed my parents yet, but that is a good thing. I have somewhere else to be before I meet up with them.

I need to talk to Rylee.

But first, I have to find the bathroom.

The sea of people in the auditorium looks nearly impassable, so I opt to use the bathroom behind the stage instead of the one in the hall by the entrance. I quicken my pace and dash into the first open stall I see.

Thankfully, I am in here alone. I don’t have to feel self-conscious about anyone hearing me take a shit.

But then, I hear the door squeak open, followed by the sound of two faint voices. There goes my hopes of getting through my anxiety shits in peace.

As they come further into the restroom, the voices become clearer. “I feel bad for the guy, though.”

Wait. I know that voice. I peek through the gap in the stall door. I can see the wheels of Hayden’s wheelchair by the sinks.

“I know, and I guess I do too. A little bit. I don’t blame her, though; the guy is a loser.” And that is unmistakably Liam’s voice.

I hear Hayden sigh and say, “He is a nice guy, and I feel bad for him. When is she going to do it?”

The voices sound like they are getting farther away.

“She is probably doing it right now,” Liam replies.

I hear silence and look through the crack in the door again. They are gone.

The world feels as if it is spinning faster and faster. My blood is frozen. My whole body is frozen. I knew it. I fucking knew it. What they said… They must have been talking about Rylee and me. She is going to abandon me. She is going to leave me behind and— something hot begins to churn inside me. I break out in a cold sweat and barely spin around in time to barf into the toilet.

I sit back down on the toilet and rest my head on my hands, trying to steady myself. My world is spiraling out of control. It is one thing to have a hunch about something happening, but to have it confirmed, especially by someone else, is another thing entirely. By the sound of it, I was going to be the last person to find out.

I struggle to take in air as I fail to steady my breathing. Maybe I am just reading into it. They could be talking about anyone. How vain I am, just assuming they are talking about me.

No, they were definitely talking about me. 

I want to scream. I want to punch out all the bathroom mirrors and sob on the floor. Roll around in the shards of glass. Something. Something to make this go away. 

The only way I can move past it is first to let the horrible thing happen. I’ll give myself five more minutes—just five more minutes to collect myself.

* * *

I’m terrified and feel like I could hurl again at any moment, but I keep a steady pace as I walk to the spot where Rylee wants to meet. I’ve felt this coming for a while now. I just need to let it happen, so I can start pulling myself back together. I’ve got this. I can handle this.

I can’t handle it. I can’t. My breath becomes shallow, and my ears become heated. I can see her in the distance. She is already waiting for me. She is chatting with Ashe, who has her hand on her shoulder. Her expression is serious as she meets my eyes over Rylee’s graduation cap. She gives my girlfriend a quick hug before taking off toward the student parking lot.

Rylee turns to me, and I am horrified. That is sympathy within her beautiful eyes. I stop in my tracks.

She crosses the few feet between us and gives me a weak hug. I hear a ringing in my head. The air feels thin. I should never have let go of her when she hugged me before graduation. We could have stood there forever. Lived and died there.

“You’re breaking up with me.” I manage to get out.

She pulls away from our embrace, and I notice a gleam in her eye. “You’re smart, Nate. Despite what you say, you are intelligent. I will be moving soon. I’ll be hours away, and after I graduate from college, who knows where I will go? California? That’s even farther.” Her words were composed and serious.

“But I love you.” The ringing in my ears turns into TV static. This isn’t happening.

I can see tears welling in her eyes. She pushes a strand of hair out of her face and wraps her arms around herself.

“I know you do. I love you too. Just trust me when I say it needs to be this way.”

She wants me to accept it just like that? Hell no.

“Why? I could come with you and-”

“And what, Nate? What would you do in New York? Get a minimum-wage job to support yourself. Do you know how expensive it is to live there? My dad is paying for my apartment, but he won’t pay for me to shack up with my boyfriend. His words, not mine.”

I step closer to her and lower my voice. “Well, why does he have to know? We won’t tell him, and you can dress me in some disguise if he comes for a visit.” I give her a teasing smile.

Please remember why you like me. I’m cute and sweet. I’m funny. You’ve said these things to me a thousand times. Remember.

She gives me a frank, unamused look.

“Rylee, I am joking. We can work and support ourselves. We can get by without his help.”

She goes still for a moment, as if considering what she is about to say carefully. “Please, Nate. It has to be like this. You have nothing lined up for you in New York. I have school to focus on. When I am not in school, I will have dance lessons, vocal coaching, and a part-time job. I will let my dad pay for my apartment, but I sure as hell won’t ask the man for an allowance.”

“Oh, so is this about your independence? Relying on one another wouldn’t make you any less independent. I mean, technically, we would be co-dependent, but you would still be free of trying to constantly live up to his ridiculous standards if I’m paying half the bills.”

She straightens, and in a tone I have never heard from her, she says, “I have to do this alone.”

My own tone becomes desperate, pleading, “Rylee, I don’t know what I did or what…”

She interrupts, “I don’t want to hurt you, Nate, but I will say anything I have to for you to accept this and just let me go.” She is unmovable.

The roaring inside my head goes silent. I chuckle, back up a step, and open my arms. “Take the shot, Rylee. Just fucking say it.”

She lets out a huff and furrows her brow slightly. I know that look. She is pissed. Oh man, is she pissed. And I know it is out of that anger that she spews what her father rants about at least once a week at their family dinners, occasionally while I am present.

“You have no goals. You are doing nothing after we leave here tonight. Nothing tomorrow. I am moving. I want a life of adventures and success, but I can’t have those things with you dragging behind me. You’re content to stay in Boston for the rest of your life. Content to live your life only caring about new game releases and wasting your time with me. This city and game nights together might be enough for you, but it isn’t enough for me.” And maybe to kill any fight I had left, she finishes with, “You aren’t enough for me.”

There it is—the killing blow.

My heart shatters. I’ve died. I am in Hell. 

“Goodbye, Rylee.” I turn in the direction of the school’s front entrance and start walking; my legs feel like they shouldn’t be able to hold me.

She sniffs. “Goodbye, Nate.”

That sniff. The wavering in her voice. She is crying, but I don’t look back. Despite my chest feeling so heavy it could drag me to the ground, I straighten my posture to look a bit less defeated in case she is watching. She just utterly destroyed me, but I will be damned if she sees how much damage she has done.

As soon as I am out of her sight, I let go of my bogus composure. I don’t know how I am still standing.

After what feels like an eternity, I reach the spot where I am to meet my parents. I sit down on the sidewalk and let what just happened sink in.

She is incredible, and I can never measure up. I failed. I’ve failed at everything. I will never amount to a goddamn thing. The person who means the most to me just took all of my insecurities, loaded them into a gun, and shot them at me over and over again. No goals. Wasting my time. Dragging behind. Not enough. Not enough. Not enough.

She came at me like a tornado and tore down the massive wall I carefully constructed between me and everyone else. Every feeling I have been avoiding—the panic and insecurities I push down daily—they’re spilling out, and I am drowning in them. I cross my arms on my knees, rest my head on my arms, and weep.
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