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Let me introduce myself. My name is
Belle. I’m a twenty two year old brunette that many consider to be
pretty but I don’t believe that. I am just me. I work as a waitress
in Café Rouge in the town of Grassville, south of Bellingham, the
125th largest city in North
America. I am the oldest daughter of 5 children.

 


This is my story. In my own words.

 


I have lived a hard life from childhood due
in part mostly to sketchy and violent parenting thanks to my
father. Unfortunately all the side effects of that carried on into
my adulthood and greatly affected my love life. I cannot say that I
had a happy childhood, not even close. I have a real problem
trusting men. And I blame my father. My father worked during the
day at the local lumber yard under a terrible boss and at night, he
ruled at home like a terrible father with an iron fist with all the
frustration his angry loud voice could deliver. When he wasn’t
hitting my four siblings or me, he would be yelling at us fueled in
part to his heavy drinking or severe frustration in having to be
the sole parent. Too often just for little things. Stupid,
unimportant things. Whether it was leaving crumbs, streaks or
missed corners while cleaning up or doing our chores, or boisterous
horseplay, he would blow his top according to his mood. He was also
pretty skilled with the insults and put downs; when words failed,
the hitting would start. That usually left us with little
self-esteem but many bruises.

 


As I developed as a young woman, I am certain
he had designs on me to fill a void in his life having been long
without a wife or girlfriend. He did try to do more and come on to
me but I don’t want to get into that. I have put that in a vault
and will never open it. It’s painful to live but even more painful
to relive it but talking about it, I am not ready yet.

 


I am positive my older brothers had their own
issues. I was too wrapped up in mine to notice theirs. However, as
my two older brothers got bigger and wiser than our father, he
tended to leave them alone knowing they might hit back. Harder and
more often. That left my two sisters and me being too often the
only targets he continued to pick on knowing we couldn’t fight back
or too afraid to tell anyone.

 


My mother had died years earlier when I was
younger, too young to remember. We never knew what took her and any
questions, well our father would never elaborate on the matter
should someone dare to ask him. I did have some vague memories of
my mother remembering her delicious cooking and her loving arms,
always hugging us and taking care of life’s hurts. Some say I even
looked like her. Alas the more that time passed, the more I forgot
about her, her touch and her smell long fading into a distant
memory. Any photos that may have existed had disappeared over the
years as if my father wanted us to totally forget her, or that he
wanted to forget forever. I know I had one picture that
mysteriously disappeared.

 


I was glad when I finally left school. I did
surprisingly well at school although most was just a quick series
of events I soon wished to forget. I was very studious but socially
inept. I was quiet and tended to blend into the background often. I
never had many friends and the few I had, I would never ever have
been courageous enough to have any of them come over. And
boyfriends, forget that. I would have been too embarrassed and
afraid that my father getting a hold of them, would mark their
lives so badly and I wouldn’t be able to live with the guilt. I had
one thought in mind and that was to be free of my father’s grasp
and be independent, as fast as I could.

 


I got a job quickly at the café in town with
one goal in mind: trying hard to save lots of money as quickly as I
could. I wanted to leave home as soon as possible. That was my main
goal. My only goal. I didn’t think about where I would live and how
I would make ends meet, I just wanted out. Out of the house, away
from my father and all the bad memories. I felt terrible leaving my
siblings there but I figured they could fend for themselves as I
had. Hopefully having learnt some of my survivor skills. I wasn’t
and couldn’t be much help to them. Whatever advice or help I could
ever give would soon be forgotten as soon as our father detected a
challenge in his authority and applied himself to crush any hope
for a change.

 


Soon, through hard work and well-earned tips,
I eventually had enough saved to share an apartment with my best
friend Baylee. I was proud of myself. My friend Baylee and I have
been best friends since kindergarten. We were always hanging out
together. Over the years I spent a lot of time at Baylee’s often
trying to keep out of my father’s way with his temper and drama of
the day. Along with the never-ending personal attacks, he made me
feel shame with the result being it made me feel totally worthless
and unwanted. Luckily for me her parents were very understanding
allowing me to stay the night if I needed to flee. And flee I did,
often. I always wondered if my father missed me or didn’t care. He
had other victims he could pick on. Plus his alcohol fog he got
into every night probably dulled his thinking anyway. I’m not sure
how he managed to forget I was missing but he never said anything
about my absences but his verbal and physical abuse would just pick
up from where we had left off.

 


I was glad to leave home as I knew it. Sure
there was lots of words about how I would fail, ungrateful and
uncaring whatever. Sure my father objected, sure he wanted me to
stay home and contribute to the household income, do more cleaning
and cooking. It almost got physical but my brother Shane stepped in
and off I went never looking back once. It was difficult adjusting
to this new life but the long hours, the sore feet and sore bottom
from the overly flirty gentlemen seemed to be a breeze compared to
the life I had left but I didn’t care. My goal at the moment was to
be free to choose whatever I wanted, enjoying my new living
arrangements with Baylee and having fun, finally. I had decided to
leave and start a new life and I would do what it took to make it
work. And with my best friend Baylee, I felt safe.

 


But life happened, reality set in and
boyfriends started to pull us apart. Baylee met her Mark and was
away more often than not and I met Davy having relented after a
long and intense pursuit on his part. I so wanted to live
everything he was promising and fell in love.

 


Once he got me, Davy turned out to be a real
asshole. The novelty of our relationship soon faded. The moment we
moved in together his attitude toward me totally changed. I became
his doormat. Just a piece of shit to scrape off his shoe. He bossed
me around. Telling me what, where, when, how to do things according
to his strict unrealistic standards. Also very controlling on how I
should do things around the house. His house. All that despite the
fact I was paying for almost everything. His control reminded me
too much of my father and I felt trapped. Baylee could not be of
any help, when was so wrapped up with Mark I doubt she would have
heard anything I would have said.

 


When he started telling me what to
wear, it finally started breaking me. No
woman of his was wearing something like that out in public.
A couple of months into our relationship, he lost his job and
things became even worse. He would sit home all day doing nothing.
Just sitting there all day drinking or smoking dope, either alone
or with his friends. He couldn’t even put himself out doing
anything which resembled a chore. No cleaning, no laundry, no
shopping for groceries, nothing. Not even lifting a finger to start
prepping for dinner. I’d come home from hard day at work being run
off my feet then having to cook dinner, the clean up after him and
his mates was just getting to be too much. I hadn’t signed up for
that.

 


Dinner would be another whole battleground.
Should he decide what I’d cooked wasn’t good enough or wasn’t what
he felt like, he’d yell at me. If I was lucky he’d empty his
unwanted dinner in the trash. If he was in a really angry mood, he
would just throw his plate food and all in the sink. If he felt
like it, his plate would get thrown at the wall. Just pushing his
plate on the floor from the table gave him great delight since he
smirked at me while doing it. Deja vu. I had lived the same thing
at home and now here it was again. It felt as if I had traded one
barbarian for another.

 


As for sex he just took whatever, whenever he
wanted it. I was naïve and inexperienced and I hated his idea of
sex. Too bad if I didn’t want to or I was not ready for it, he came
first, well he was the only who came. Just grabbing me to do the
deed in under a couple of minutes if that, before rolling over
going to sleep. Leaving me laying there hurt, deeply unsatisfied
and wanting with tears rolling down my face. Every time. Not
exactly what I was hoping it to be.

 


After a while he got sick of that for
entertainment, he started hitting me. Always very careful making
sure it was where my bruises wouldn’t show so no one else would see
them and question me. When I went out in public or to work it was
very hard for me to contain my unhappiness and fear too. I felt so
trapped. Things were getting more difficult for me to snap back to
normal. I tried to cope with everything happening just like I had
before with my father hitting me. Now it was the one that was
supposed to be the love of my life. I eventually gathered up the
courage to tell Baylee what was going on at home. She was horrified
often repeating to leave him straight away and move back in with
her. I tried to tell her I’d think about it. I always had the hope
things would get better. Of course she was having none of that
nonsense. And I was beginning to believe it was nonsense; it never
would get better.

 


After some more coaxing, she convinced me to
come live with her the next day. Since I wouldn’t go with her that
night. It meant it would have to be after I had finished work, I’d
escape with nothing but the clothes on my back she told me. She had
a wardrobe full of clothes I could go through. Luckily we were both
the same size meaning I could fit in her clothes she had. I
wouldn’t need to go back and collect anything. She would have never
let me anyway.

 


Unfortunately for me that night. He must’ve
had a bad day or sensed something was up. He was in a really foul
mood. Everything I did or said was wrong. Dinner was the worst
thing he’d ever tasted. He even accused me of trying to poison him.
This time, instead of the wall, he decided to throw his plate at
me. Unfortunately I didn’t have enough time to react and his full
plate hit me in the head knocking me out. Thank god so I didn’t
feel any pain and was oblivious to whatever he did to me next.

 


Sometime during the night I must’ve come
around as it was dark and quiet. I was in so much pain all over my
body. I could hardly move. I managed to drag myself through the
kitchen over to my purse on the floor. Luckily my cell was still
there with some charge left. Whatever money I had was gone as Davy
was too. I managed with my shaking fingers to call Baylee telling
her I needed help. I hadn’t finished my sentence and she was on her
way.

 


He’d beaten me real bad. I ended up spending
a week in hospital with my injuries: multiple bruises, broken ribs
and a broken arm. While I recovered, I had asked that I have no
visitors except BayIee. The police were called. They wanted me to
press charges but I was too afraid what would happen next. I can’t
remember if Davy tried to see me but I was so sedated, I didn’t
care. I thought one day I was hearing a commotion at the nurse’s
station not knowing if it was him or my father trying to see me.
They did tell me my sisters came but again, I was sedated, dreaming
no doubt and in my own world in a deep haze. My hospital stay
lasted about 3 weeks.

 


As soon as I was better, I swore off men from
that moment on. I had plenty of time to ponder that while I healed.
My plan was to close my heart off with a wall of steel. Not wanting
to ever feel anything for anyone again. Just going to be only me
for the rest of my life I decided. Since it would be safer for me
that way. Much safer. I could work on dropping my fear leaving me
to work on my self-confidence. The men I had trusted in my life had
let me down and I never wanted to feel that way again.

 


I left Davy and had a restraining order
against him which he broke in record time and ended up doing jail
time for. I really didn’t care and was just too happy not to have
him in my life anymore. It took me a long while to stop looking
over my shoulder should he ever jump me but eventually I began to
feel better, stronger and safer somewhat. Last I heard is when he
got out, he quickly moved out of state and thankfully
disappeared.

 


Davy had put me off ever wanting another man.
But time passed. Lots of time. I guess time does heal after all. It
wasn’t for want of trying though. Many guys had tried over the
years and kept trying but I would have none of it. Men were always
asking me out but I always turned them down. Politely but firmly.
Working in a café, lots of men noticed me but I never ever gave
them a chance to know or hurt me. After a few years I felt maybe I
was ready to finally have someone in my life once again. I decided
I didn’t want to end my life as a lonely bitter old woman who lived
in a house full of cats. My past was behind me but not forgotten. I
needed to look to the future and be happy again. I needed to
finally move on. I didn’t want to be alone any longer. This time
round though I was going to be very cautious. It was going to take
a great man to break down the steel walls I’d built around my
shattered heart this time.

 


I wasn’t like the other girls in town who
were looking for a man with money along with all the accessories or
toys that came with it. No! I was just happy looking for a real
man. One who would love me? I didn’t care if he had nothing. So
long as we had love. True love was the key to all this I thought.
We would be so happy together in my dreams anyway. That would be
enough for me. Were there any real men still available on the
planet? Why do we fall in love so easily? It makes it so hard when
things go horribly wrong as your whole world shatters around
you?

 


I moved back in with Baylee who by that time
had lost her precious Mark to a checkout girl who worked at the
Foodmart. We were going to heal our wounds together.

 


One night, a month after moving back
together, Baylee and I decided to go to the Club Fairplay in the
next town of Defiance. Since there weren’t many entertainment
possibilities in our small town of Grassville, we had to expand our
options. We just felt that we needed a girls’ night out and this
was the night we were doing that. Baylee was working long hours at
an out of town lumber yard and me, well still at the café; we
worked hard and wanted to play harder.

 


Little did I know, that night would be one
that would change my life forever?

 


We were having a great night, enjoying
ourselves, and drinking shots. Many shots. Even guys bought us some
but that’s all we would accept. There were a quick pass here and
there but it was all good yet creepy. Dancing all over the dance
area and checking out all the cute guys wondering which would be a
good match and which we should avoid. Being polite dancing with
them when asked but none of the guys I had danced with did anything
for me. Either I wasn’t interested due to their personality or
especially if they were the groper type which put me off straight
away. I couldn’t get away from them fast enough. I hated people
touching me at the best of times, let alone someone I didn’t know.
Sins of the father.

 


Around midnight, he came in taking my breath
away.

 


He was around six feet tall, blonde hair down
to his shoulders. Along with abit of scruff on his chin, which I
especially love on a guy, he was wearing tight jeans, a Metallica
t-shirt, with a blue shirt with the buttons undone over the top of
his t-shirt. When he got closer he had the deepest chocolate brown
eyes making me melt and sigh.

 


Poking Baylee quickly in the ribs with
my elbow, “I so want him.” Why I said that
I don’t know perhaps I had a feeling about him.

 


“Oooh yes, he is really cute! If you get sick
of him, give him to me, I’ll have him” she told me.

 


Causing me to groan inwardly. She always got
the guys she was so flirty, confident, and outgoing where I was
shy, self-conscious, with no confidence with guys in part due to my
past and fear. Until now. When he walked in. Sighing! I didn’t
think I would ever feel like this over anyone again.

 


“I don’t think I’ll ever get sick of him. I’m
in love already I think.” I countered back.



My eyes followed him while he casually walked
over to the bar. He ordered a bourbon on ice as he rested his large
arms and big strong hands on the bar. While he waited for his
drink, I saw his eyes wandering around the bar. Too late, I soon
realized they’d settled on me staring unashamedly at him. Blushing,
I quickly looked away so embarrassed that I had been caught staring
at him. Next thing I knew he was at my side.

 


“Hello little lady, what’s your name?” he
asked.

 


“Humph! I am not a little lady,”
I mean I know I’m short, but there’s no need for
people to rub it in.

 


“Well, feisty aren’t you? I like that in my
women. I’m Billy Ray, you gonna tell me your name?

Just then his drink arrived, lifting his
eyebrows at me, picking his drink up “Cheers.”

 


Raising my glass, which I was nursing, up,
clinking it on his glass, “Cheers Billy Ray, I’m Belle.”

 


Taking a sip of his drink, saying to me
“Pretty name for a pretty lady.”

 


Blushing I replied back “Thank you, I
bet you say that to all the girls though” I didn’t
normally take compliments easily. Along with my father and an ass
of a boyfriend along the way, I only knew put downs and
threats.

 


“Would the pretty Belle like to dance” he
asked as he raised his eyebrow in hope at me.



Smiling back at his cheeky face, which I
couldn’t resist for some reason, “I’d love to thanks Billy
Ray.”

 


Dancing right in the middle of the crowded
dance floor. I was surprised to see he was a good dancer, even
better than me if the truth be known. Soon he grabbed me pulling me
close. Dancing close with my cheek resting on his nice warm hard
chest making me feel comfortable, safe, at home with him. While he
rested his cheek on the top of my head, he whispered in my ear, “I
like you Belle, do you think you would like to see me again?”



Gasping, I pulled away to stare up at him.
That was fast. Maybe way too fast. If I agreed, was I doing the
right thing here? I wasn’t about to make another big mistake if I
said yes to him? I’d been so hurt so many times in the past. Well
it seemed so right for some reason. Something about him made this
feel right. I had nothing to lose also he was twenty five only a
couple of years older than me so he was perfect. Well not only
that, it was great start but I was still a little leery.

 


“Sure I’d love to, if you’re sure.” I was
hoping I wasn’t sounding too keen here. Unable to believe that
someone would be interested in me and want to see me again and yes,
wondering if I had lost my senses, this gorgeous man wanted to see
me again. Me, damaged goods and full of doubt. He only saw me as me
and nothing else after only a few hours, wow!



“Yes I’m sure, my pretty Belle,” he
smiled down at me.



When we had finished one more dance, he
turned to me saying, “Sorry Belle, I‘m going to have to go now. I
was just popping in for a quick drink. I have to get up early in
the morning. I’m a farmhand on my daddy’s farm. I won’t be getting
much sleep now as it is. Give me your number, then I can call you
later to arrange a date for tomorrow night.”



“Sure I understand, thanks, for a great
night, Billy Ray” I said sadly. “I’d definitely love to see you
again” as we put each other’s cell numbers on our cells.

 


Bending down, he gave me a quick hard kiss on
the lips. He bid me goodbye and left. I was in shock, numb and
stunned, not believing what had just happened. It felt like it was
all a dream. I put my fingers on my tingling lips where he had just
kissed me. I could feel his lips there still. I still couldn’t
believe what had just happened. It all felt like a little unreal.
It was still hard to believe that I would soon be seeing him again.
Me. Baylee saw all of this take place and she was happy for me but
I could tell she was a little envious.



I was so excited when the next night
came. I got dressed in my best red dress, however; I was left there
sitting and waiting impatiently for what seemed like hours but was
merely minutes. I was finally ready for him to come pick me up.
More than ready. I checked twice then three then four times making
certain my hair and makeup were still holding up. He finally
arrived looking so handsome in a pair of jeans, blue shirt with the
top few buttons undone. He had a sneaky tuft of chest curl peeking
out the top making me want to swoon. He simply looked delicious.
And he was picking me up for
a date. And Baylee was green with envy.

 


When I heard the doorbell ring, I rushed
almost tripping into the front door. Billy Ray made me giggle when
he wolf whistled at me as I opened the door to him. After some
small talk. We went to the local steak restaurant nearby. We had a
great night chatting and laughing. Everything was perfect: the
meal, the service and the atmosphere. He sure knew lots of people
as he was saying his fair share of “hellos” to fellow diners. But
his main focus was me. And that made me feel special. He managed to
awaken a wildfire in me in the special way he looked at me. When he
spoke the tone of his voice made my toes curl. His intense direct
look as he spoke to me. He was so attentive towards me. I can’t say
it enough.

As the evening wore on I could feel the spark
that had been lost forever was being reignited by him. I thought I
would never feel this happy again. I could soon feel the cold steel
imprisoning my heart loosening. The same cold steel, that had over
the years been protecting me, slowly began to melt away. We were
spending more time together along with having fun, laughing every
often and being happy enjoying ourselves as a new couple. Soon my
fears were dissipating allowing me to start feeling happiness once
again. Loving can hurt sometimes. Sometimes that hurt can last a
long time. This much I had learnt over the years. But it was all I
knew. Billy Ray was starting to change that for me, he relaxed me
making me feel so at ease, so much so that I could truly enjoy his
company. And how…



We had been going out for a few months,
tonight was just a date night like every other. Billy Ray picked me
up in his red Ford pickup, ever the gentleman always rushing ahead
to open the door for me to get in. We decided to go to the movies
followed by dinner. We didn’t know what we felt like so we decided
to wait until after the movie. Arriving at the theatre we decided
on a romantic comedy. Sitting in the back row holding hands in the
darkened theatre, it felt so right being here with Billy Ray. Every
now and again he’d make me smile when he’d bring up my right hand
to his mouth gently kissing the back of my hand. I felt so
comfortable, ready to turn a corner. I smiled laying my head on his
shoulder. He looked down at me grinning then wrapping his arm
around me. Making me feel safe and secure in his arms.

 


I’m really beginning to fall for Billy Ray,
big time. Every day he managed to prove his love for me even more.
He would send me cute messages on my cell. He’d leave notes on the
kitchen table as he left early in the morning. We could talked on
the phone every evening we weren’t together. He began surprising me
every so often with little unexpected gifts. Flowers, chocolates or
some other little mementoes. I was beginning to feel he was the
one. I felt safe enough to commit to him should he ever ask.

 


All too soon our movie finished. When the
lights came on blinding us after the darkness of the theatre it had
all but swallowed us. He bent down kissing me on the top of my
head. “Come on baby time to go. I’ve been thinking how about we
grab some takeout to take back to my place? Have a romantic dinner
in front of the fire?”

 


I grinned up at Billy Ray kissing him on the
chin. “Sounds like a lovely romantic idea baby. Better than some
fancy restaurant. I love that idea” while I stood up to leave.

 


We wandered slowly hand in hand out of the
theatre. We went in search of some takeout places. Billy Ray
decided on some sub sandwiches with salads. While we stood there
waiting. He was holding me tightly in his arms, swaying me
backwards and forward. We brought a nice bottle of red wine to go
with our meal. Getting back in his pickup, we headed back to his
place.

 


When we arrived back at his place we quickly
rushed inside. He grabbed the blanket flung over the back of the
couch placing it on the floor in front of the fireplace. Since the
fireplace was all ready to go, he just had to light it which threw
romantic shadows around the room from the flames.

 


“Hang on a sec baby. I’ll just go grab some
plates and glasses to go with our dinner,” he told me smiling.



“Can I do anything to help babe?”



“No, no just stay there make yourself
comfortable” he grinned.



 

I sat down cross legged on the rug. Staring
dreamily at the crackling flames. While I waited for Billy Ray to
return. He returned with plates, cutlery and two wine glasses.
After setting everything down on the rug, he went back into the
kitchen. He really made me smile when the sweetheart returned with
our bottle of wine and carrying a lit candle in a glass jar.

 


“How romantic babe, this is better than any
fancy restaurant.” I leant over kissing him on the cheek which made
him break out in a big broad grin.

 


“Thanks babe! Love you ya know” he said
quietly.



I gasped as he finally said the big L word to
me. Shocked but happy, I grabbed him round the face planting a big
kiss on his mouth. “I think I love you too baby” I told him in
return. I sat back down smiling to myself. I felt like my heart had
burst open like a blossoming flower with his declaration of
love.

 


We had a fun evening enjoying our dinner and
wine. We talked about everything but nothing in particular. We sat
there making fun of some of the funny parts in the movie making us
giggle and laughing out loud along with a few stolen kisses in
between. At times he would run his fingers gently up and down my
legs making me giggle since it tickled me so. He made me shiver as
it sent tingles through me, feeling so gentle and nice.

 


I stopped giggling as I began looking deep
into his dark eyes that had turned all serious. I quickly drank the
last of my wine with all kinds’ of nervousness deep in my stomach.
Looking at my now empty glass, I made to get up to take our plates
out to the kitchen.



Billy Ray put his arm out to stop me “Just
leave them baby” he suddenly said to me in a husky voice. “Come sit
here” patting his lap.

 


I went over straddling his lap before sitting
down. While looking into his deep dark brown eyes, I felt I should
maybe be scared but I wasn’t. I felt so happy especially anytime he
grabbed me, holding me tight and close. He leaned back to grab hold
of my face. His sudden change in mood made me feel worried with the
now serious expression on his face. I felt my heart quicken as I
began thinking he was going to break up with me or something
worse.

 


He came close to my face “Baby don’t look so
worried. I love you! I just” pausing looking down while he cleared
his throat. Looking back up at me, “We’ve been going out for quite
a few months now. I’ve held myself back due to your bad experiences
in the past. I was wondering if you felt ready to be with me yet.
Would you stay the night with me? I don’t want to force you. You’re
free to say no. I’ll wait for however long it takes you. You know
that cos I love you so much.”

 


I sighed with relief. Not at all what I
expected but this I wanted. I didn’t have to think about it for a
long time. “Okay! I think I trust you enough now, I’m ready for
this” running my fingers along his cheek. “I know you well enough
now. Please be gentle and slow with me okay just in case?”



Kissing me on the tip of the nose “Of course
baby. No pressure like I said. Thank you so much for trusting me.”
He picked me up carrying me in his arms down to his bedroom.



Here it was finally, after a couple of
months of our being together, here was the moment. His intense loving patience had
helped mend then fix me. I finally felt free of fear, full of trust
enough to feel I was able to spend the night with my Billy Ray at
last. My first night with a man, not any man, my man!

 


He had helped me get over all the hurt from
my past with all his loving and gentleness. With his constant
reassuring along with building up my confidence, Billy Ray finally
gave me back my self-esteem along with my self-worth. He was always
punishing himself by always holding back, making sure to never rush
me and never asking if I was ready yet. He had waited so patiently
until I was ready. I finally felt like I was home, safe and
cherished when I was with him. I was finally feeling I was able to
trust someone again. I was ready.



God, being with him that night. It was a
fucking like none other I had ever felt or experienced before. He
sure knew all the right buttons to push on a girl. Placing me
gently down on the bed he started kissing me gently on the lips
before slowly kissing down my chest until he reached the top button
of my blouse. Lifting his head he undid my top button kissing down
until he reached the next button repeating the process until he
reached the top of my jeans. Pulling my blouse out of my jeans
before undoing the button then slowly unzipping them. Coming up off
me causing me to pout at him. Grinning he pulled my vans off
throwing them on the floor behind him before tugging my jeans off
leaving me there feeling abit exposed and vulnerable.

 


“You look so beautiful laying there baby” he
whispered.

 


Kissing me on the tummy he quickly began
pulling my panties off. He was a man on a mission. He began moving
down slowly then quicker to tenderly lick and tease my throbbing
clit. He knew how to get me dripping wet in no time. Leaving me
moaning and clutching the sheets tightly in my grip, I arched my
back in ecstasy. This was so much better than anything I had
experienced before. With a deep kiss and a flick of my clit, he
made me explode on the spot. Was that the end of it? No, he was
just getting started and had to keep going. He began kissing me
deeply but on my lips between my legs. At the same time he was
rolling my nipples between his fingers sending the sweetest
sensations rippling through me. He knew what he was doing to me too
as I felt him smiling against me. He knew I was his.

 


He broke away from me and kissed my mouth. He
then started kissing down my chest before latching on licking and
sucking on my left breast. His other hand started tickling gently
down my body to find my clit. Soon he was sliding down to my
soaking wet pussy inserting his finger causing me to arch and groan
loudly like I never had before. He began kissing slowly across my
chest to give my other breast some much needed attention. While he
inserted another finger in me, he caressed that sweet spot making
me gasp. I grabbed hold of his hair while he was still suckling
pleasurably.

 


“Ow” he said as I was obviously pulling too
tightly on his hair in my passion.

 


“Sorry! See what you do to me” I told him,
letting go of his hair.

 


He came off my breast slowly kissing down my
stomach. Suddenly lifting himself up off me before thrusting his
hot hard throbbing cock deep in me, thrusting so deep and hard into
my ready and waiting, wanting pussy. I could soon feel the ripples
start within me signaling another impending orgasm. I came hard and
fast once again. I was gripping tightly onto his pulsating cock
like there was no tomorrow. He came hard and fast before collapsing
breathless on top of me. I threw my arms around him hugging him
tightly to me. Wow just wow.

 


Finally I was able to see those fireworks I
had heard so much about. One’s other people experience at times
like this. Here I was thinking it was just a myth. I had never had
the pleasure of experiencing anything like it before. Now I finally
knew it to be true.

 


Finally coming down from my orgasmic high, we
held each other close. He stared into my eyes running his hands
gently through my hair. He was making me know and feel I was
definitely loved. He had my heart bursting open, free from its
steel cage. It had been imprisoned far too long in. He was making
it kick back into life again. I felt so incredibly loved and
cherished. One feeling I had long forgotten until now. It was like
he had set an incredible fire in me, awakening a desire hidden deep
in me, so deep I felt like my heart would burst into a million
pieces.



Things were moving so fast. Things were
really good. We were deeply in love. It felt like the whole world
didn’t matter when we were together. Every day our love showed us
new and exciting things I never thought possible. I have to admit,
I did resist a little at the beginning but as time passed and my
trust in Billy Ray strengthened, all seemed possible.

 


Finally in the summer, Billy Ray asked me to
move in with him into his little cottage he lived in on his dad’s
farm. It was just a cute basic two bedroom dwelling. Okay, I know
it really was a small cottage with all the basic living
necessities. It had just been only Billy Ray living there for a few
years so it really lacked a woman’s touch. I set out to decorate
the place changing it from a bachelor pad to a loving home. He said
I could do whatever I wanted to do to fix it up, whatever else it
needed. Help it make feel more like home, making it really comfy a
loving place for just the two of us. It was by then late summer.
Billy Ray was really busy working long hours with his dad to get
the farm ready for the coming winter. This left me pretty much on
my own for long periods decorating the cottage, often trying
different styles to just get it right.

 


First, we picked out some neutral colors to
repaint the cottage walls. We had fun together painting whenever we
had time spare. Usually when he wasn’t busy on the farm, or me at
the café. I added a few knick knacks and furnishings to make it
look and feel more like a real cozy home. I even found some nice
material at the fabric shop in town to make some bright new
curtains. When I had finished, they brightened the cottage making
it the happy home which was ours and ours alone finally rid of the
bachelor pad look, thank god.

 


When I’d finished everything. I invited
Baylee to have her take as to how the cottage looked now that it
was no longer the bachelor pad it once was. I was so pleased and
really proud with all the hard work Billy Ray and I had put into
the cottage. She loved everything we had done to the place since
she had seen it last. But for some reason, she seemed to know her
way around which struck me as odd. I soon banished the thought out
of my mind. We spent a great girlie afternoon painting our nails
then doing each other’s hair in different styles. We were having a
great afternoon with abit of wine, lots of girlie talk and town
gossip added in the mix. Time flew by and before I knew it, Billy
Ray arrived home. Since we had such an enjoyable afternoon, I asked
Baylee if she wanted to stay for dinner with us. She had no other
plans for that night so she did. We had a few more wines with
dinner and there was no way anyone was driving anywhere. I insisted
she stay the night and she agreed. Early the next morning we had
breakfast and then I drove her back home. I told her I’d really
enjoyed our day and told her she was more than welcome to come over
again whenever she felt like it. She’d always be welcome in our
home. We were such great friends and really felt more like we were
sisters. She agreed.



Baylee remarked that Billy Ray and I were so
cute being in love and happy never being able to be apart for long.
Usually only his or my work separated us both. Finally I was
feeling like my life was complete, almost too good to be true but
life had disappointed me often, could it last this time? I was so
happy once again. In love. And almost blind to anything happening
around me. It was just so unbelievable. I felt like I was living my
dream life.

 


I discovered one horrible day, not all of us
seemed to be as happy as I thought.

 


I had to leave work early one day because I
had such a splitting headache. I couldn’t concentrate on work
properly and I kept making mistakes with the customers’ orders. My
boss Mel finally told me to go home. I’d worked hard all morning
due to being rushed off my feet with so many customers. Things were
quite hectic with the late summer’s town fair drawing many
tourists. I think the whole town too had decided to eat in the café
today. Well it sure felt like it anyway. Everyone and anyone seemed
to want breakfast and lunch in our small café today. None of us
girls had time for a break or to scratch ourselves even. Busy
taking orders, bringing the orders to their tables, then cleaning
up and starting the whole process over again. Every person wanted
at least one coffee refill if not more. The shift seemed to last
forever.

 


Things had quietened down in the afternoon.
They would cope without me. Mel told me to leave then and go on
home. She could tell I was unable to focus since I was in so much
pain. She literally ended up pushing me out the door to go
home.

 


Well that was the fateful day, my headache
was about to get worse and my world was about to be shattered
forever ending all the happiness I had ever known once again.



I was driving home slowly. My head was
pounding so much, the pain behind my eye balls was unbearable. I
didn’t want to have an accident on the way home either. I was glad
when I finally arrived home still in one piece. I so wanted to grab
some Advil for my headache, take a hot soothing bath and then have
a lie down. I needed peace and quiet so badly. I was hoping my
headache would be gone before Billy Ray got home from work.

 


I heard a noise snapping me back to reality.
It made me gasp sharply since I was the only one that should be
home. I was down in the kitchen. Alone. It sounded like something
getting knocked over and sounding like the noise was coming from
the direction of my bedroom.

 


I grabbed the nearest thing to me, the hair
brush I had left on the counter. A brush, God knows what harm I
thought I was going to do to a burglar with that…especially if they
were armed and dangerous as well.

 


Cautiously, I began tiptoeing my way down the
hallway. My brush ready in hand, I headed in the direction of my
bedroom. I reached the closed bedroom door. I held my breath
looking at the door knob. I tried to listen through the door for
any noises from inside but my pounding headache along with my
pounding heart I couldn’t hear anything coming from anywhere.

 


Finally gathering up my courage. I finally
put my hand gently on the door handle. I flung the door open, with
my brush ready for whatever evil that lay within. There laying in
our bed, now obviously stunned by my sudden appearance, were my
Billy Ray and my best friend Baylee.

 


I gasped with the sudden shock seeing the two
of them laying there naked in my bed during their sex act. Sucking
in a big breath of disbelief, my heart stopped beating for a moment
at the shock and betrayal happening at the same time. I looked in
stunned horror at the sight before my eyes: both of them there
soiling my sheets, in my bed in the house I shared with the love of
my life, my Billy Ray.

 


Baylee saw me first standing there and
started screaming while trying to struggle to get out from under
Billy Ray. Repeating over and over again “Oh my god! Oh my god! No,
no, no!”

Billy quickly looked around to see what
she was screaming at. He realized soon enough that it was my sudden
appearance during their passionate moment that caused Baylee to
lose it. Their moment of bliss interrupted as I stood there. Me. In
my house. In my bedroom. How dare
they?

 


 


 


Quickly jumping up in shock with horror
written all over his face, he fumbled to find his clothes.

Meanwhile Baylee at least had the decency to
pull the sheet up to cover herself. Still continuing to yell “Oh my
god! Oh my god!” while shaking her head in disbelief at what was
happening, she couldn’t get untangled fast enough to get either her
clothes on or vanish in thin air. And it wasn’t like he was going
to help her I thought.

 


I had to cover my ears. I couldn’t bear to
hear it anymore so I screamed. Squeezing my eyes shut trying to
forget what I just seen. I just want to rewind the moment.
Unfortunately, I knew I was going to be forever haunted by what I
had just witnessed. I couldn’t get the scene out of my head. I
could still picture the two of them with my eyes closed tight. The
image burned in my mind and in my heart. Both of them had betrayed
me. I may have been abused and belittled. I had recovered somewhat
from that. Now I had been betrayed and hurt more by the two people
who I thought loved me. Which felt much worse to me than any of the
physical hurt and abuse I had lived through before in my life. I
felt my heart had been ripped out of my chest and made to watch it
get stamped on. Here was my trust getting waved mockingly at me
too. I was beyond stunned and speechless. Just numb, so numb.

 


Dropping the brush on the floor. I felt my
hands begin to clench into fists. So tight my knuckles were turning
white. I felt myself falling to the floor in a sorry heap. My legs
all rubberlike no longer having any strength, nor the energy to
carry me fleeing screaming from the bedroom. My emotions were
overwhelming me thus me paralyzing with pain and shock.

 


My heart was shattering into a million pieces
and with it, my world collapsing all around me. The two people I
thought I could trust most in my whole life were messing around in
my bed, the bed I shared with the love of my life. I could feel the
steel starting to form again ready to close around my heart
imprisoning it once again. For how long this time? I knew it would
be forever this time. Now nothing would be able to free it ever
again. I doubled over, uncaring as my heart died forever at that
exact moment. I curled up in a ball, on the floor, tears flooding
down my face and a million emotions overwhelming me.

 


I broke out in uncontrollable sobbing. I
couldn’t help it. My life was hurting and it wasn’t my fault. What
had I done wrong? My life, once a void and made better now was
going to be empty once again. Me alone with my lonely imprisoned
heart again, without Billy Ray, he had betrayed me and there was no
going back…no going back to seek comfort nor counsel from Baylee
either, she too had betrayed me. Once again back to my imperfect
self of my younger days. I thought no one would ever dare to break
my loving heart ever again. I was wrong; he just did in one foul
swoop, they both did.

 


I don’t know how long I lay there in a tight
ball sobbing for my broken heart, and my broken life. It could have
been a second, a minute, a lifetime, I didn’t care.

 


He finally moved away from her and the bed
coming over to where I lay. He knelt down next to me taking hold of
my hand, putting it up to his cheek. Vaguely hearing him through my
haze as he was crying at me about how sorry he was. He said he was
so sorry again and again. He promised he was going to make things
alright once again. It would never ever happen again as far as I
was concerned. He was going to make things alright with us again he
promised. I couldn’t make out the exact words as it all sounded
like I was in an echo chamber. How could he? It would certainly
never happen again as far as I was concerned. I didn’t know, if I
could ever believe those words coming out of his mouth. My beau,
the love of my life, had finally broken me forever, his words were
nothing but empty now, meaningless. All we had built up over the
past few months destroyed by an act of passion with someone
else.

 


I don’t think I could ever come back again
this time: all the old emotions, the flashbacks of those events
from the past that had so hurt me, all the empty words all came
flooding back in a huge wave. My flame, which had been burning
brightly, was extinguished forever this time. It had taken the last
bit of damage it could ever take again. It was now irrevocably
damaged. All these thoughts rushing by me at light speed.



I could hear him from afar yelling at her to
leave now. I heard her yelling back she couldn’t. She’d got dropped
off. She’d needed someone to give her a ride home. It was too far
for her to walk home alone and was night on top of that. Obviously
she also decided now would be a good time to get up from the bed
and get herself dressed. So much damage done and she was worried
about her ride home? She couldn’t leave fast enough. Neither could
he.

 


Sighing as he pulled me up onto his lap from
where I lay on the floor, he cradled me in his arms. He carried me
over to the sofa in the lounge. He put me gently down. He could
have dropped me and I wouldn’t have felt a thing. I was glad. He at
least hadn’t put me in our bed which he’d just soiled with her.
Suddenly I wondered if they’d done it there before and how often
making me feel sick to the stomach. At this point, it just didn’t
matter anymore. Grimacing with pain at that thought, I never wanted
to know. Not now. Not ever.

 


He bent down whispering in my ear “Sorry
baby! I’m so sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking it just
happened.” I felt his tears wetting my face. “Look baby, I’m so
sorry. I’ll have to leave you for a little bit okay! Just to go
take Baylee home. I’ll come right back I promise. We’ll talk then
okay. I’ll make it up to you, I promise. I swear to god, I will
never do this to you ever again. Oh god what have I done” rubbing
his hands on his face.

 


I just lay there on the sofa. Still
stunned. More Numb. No longer sobbing. Only silent tears pouring
down my face once again. I felt so alone, lonely, unwanted, now he
was leaving me again to take her
home. He would be alone with her once again. Why
couldn’t he stay with me? I
was the broken one here, wasn’t I? Surely he could find someone
else to take her home. Call
her a damn taxi! Make the bitch wait
outside!



Guess I knew then at that moment, despite
what he said, where I stood in his heart and in life.

Rejected once again. I felt in my current
emotional shattered state, I was ready to give up.

 


Giving me a rushed kiss on the cheek, I heard
the two of them leave. The door slamming, the truck doors being
opened and slamming too, his truck starting then driving away.

 


Finally deciding I was unable to take
anymore, I finally found some strength to get up off the sofa.
Staggering along on shaky legs, I made my way to the bathroom. I
finally knew what I was going to do. This was the point of no
return. What did I have to return to? More lies, more betrayal or
his weak attempts to cover it all up? No, I knew what I had to
do.

 


Going through the medicine cabinet, I pulled
all the tablets out. I grabbed the glass on the counter to fill it
with water. I shakily undid the lid on the first bottle. I didn’t
even know what they were. I didn’t bother to read the labels. I
just wanted to pour all the pills in my hand then put them all in
my mouth. At once. I did so quickly with the water I had in the
glass, slipping lots on the countertop. Grabbing the next bottle, I
was soon pouring more pills in my hand swallowing them down to join
the first lot. Then again with another bottle, dropping some on the
floor since my hands were shaking so much. Tears continued to pour
down my face….damn him, he had finally wrecked me. Broken me. Maybe
forever this time. I wanted this pain to stop. Now and forever.

 


I figured that would probably be enough. I
left the bathroom. I began walking shakily, slowly, sobbing again
while on my way to the front door taking in the room trying to
memorize everything in its place. Unable to see through my tears. I
needed the wall for support. I sent some ornaments flying when I
banged into the hall table. I fell to my knees. I began crawling
the rest of the way to the door since I couldn’t trust my legs.
What could I trust now?

 


Why me? Why did Billy Ray
and Baylee do this to me? Why? Why?
Why? Questions that I’ll never hear any answer to, nor
believe now anyway. Both knew my past. Still, they did this to
me.

 


Finally reaching the front door. I grabbed
hold of the handle to pull myself up on my shaky legs.

 


I began walking out the front door without
even a backward glance. I wasn’t going backwards, just forward. I
soon found myself walking across the garden towards the tall
cornfields. Where I knew nobody would see me walking among the tall
stalks. I was walking through them running my hands along their
leaves. I walked along maybe trying to feel something. Nothing. I
was starting to feel dizzy now, along with feeling very shaky.



I found a spot to lay down in. Very
lightheaded, I was feeling like I was going to pass out at any
point. I dropped to my knees, crying. Again. Feeling so hurt, empty
and broken. Before falling to all fours as my strength began to
leave me, I collapsed on my side feeling like I was in a misty
dreamy state. It made me finally smile.

 


Finally I would soon be happy. No longer a
broken hearted shell. No longer having to feel any more pain. No
more people betraying me or causing me pain. No more having to live
with this steel imprisoned heart of mine. No more lies, no more
pain, nothing. I would soon be free forever.

 


My eyelids were starting to feel so heavy
now. I was starting to feel so tired like I was going to faint
anytime soon. Everything was spinning but still at the same time. I
looked around getting one lasting glimpse of the cornfields in the
sun but unable to focus. I saw just a blur of colors.

I could feel the heat of the sun against my
skin but nothing else as the world around me was becoming way more
out of focus. I was no longer trying nor willing to see it.

 


My eyes closed as I felt like I was slipping
into a void. Billy Ray’s words echoing in my thoughts, remembering
and reliving his last kiss this morning tasting of coffee. “I will
always love you forever Billy Ray.” I had told him.

 


My world collapsing on me. No longer feeling
anything. My breathing becoming more labored now. Everything was
getting so dark despite staring at the bright sky. I’m so tired I
can’t even keep my eyes open anymore. My last gasp coming as I
breathe a deep sigh. I felt overtaken by a peace like I had never
known before.

 


After a moment of darkness lasting how long,
I do not know. I suddenly see and feel the brightest light
surrounding me after all my darkness. A light so soft, bright and
so warm. I feel so light, free in my heart and in my soul such pure
happiness. Ah, pure happiness like I had never known before. Here,
I will be safe forever now. I can sense it deep inside me. No one
can hurt me anymore. No one will betray me. No one will tell me
lies. No more false hopes. Not in this place I find myself in.

 


My eyes reopen. I think I open my eyes. I
gasp as I feel supercharged with this incredible energy fueling me.
Filling my senses. For no reason that I can understand. I begin
running happily. I run towards a form in the distance. Soon I
realize I am running towards the open arms of my beloved mama I see
waiting in the distance. How is this possible? What is this place?
God, I am looking at myself there, I look so much like her.
Instantly I know I will feel safe and happy in her arms once again.
I reach her, she smiles then as her arms are enclosing me, she’s
kissing me, and welcoming me. Finally able to feel all her love,
her warmth, and being in her arms once again. I feel at peace,
fully and completely free. In my momma’s loving arms forever this
time. I didn’t want to let go ever again. I swear I heard her say,
“Welcome home my baby, and you, my beloved daughter are home and
safe. Now, forever, and always”…

 







The End My eyelids were starting to
feel so heavy now. I was starting to feel so tired like I was going
to faint anytime soon. Everything was spinning but still at the
same time. I looked around getting one lasting glimpse of the
cornfields in the sun but unable to focus. I saw just a blur of
colors.

I could feel the heat of the sun against my
skin but nothing else as the world around me was becoming way more
out of focus. I was no longer trying nor willing to see it.






My eyes closed as I felt like I was slipping
into a void. Billy Ray’s words echoing in my thoughts, remembering
and reliving his last kiss this morning tasting of coffee. “I will
always love you forever Billy Ray.” I had told him.






My world collapsing on me. No longer feeling
anything. My breathing becoming more labored now. Everything was
getting so dark despite staring at the bright sky. I’m so tired I
can’t even keep my eyes open anymore. My last gasp coming as I
breathe a deep sigh. I felt overtaken by a peace like I had never
known before.






After a moment of darkness lasting how long,
I do not know. I suddenly see and feel the brightest light
surrounding me after all my darkness. A light so soft, bright and
so warm. I feel so light, free in my heart and in my soul such pure
happiness. Ah, pure happiness like I had never known before. Here,
I will be safe forever now. I can sense it deep inside me. No one
can hurt me anymore. No one will betray me. No one will tell me
lies. No more false hopes. Not in this place I find myself in.






My eyes reopen. I think I open my eyes. I
gasp as I feel supercharged with this incredible energy fueling me.
Filling my senses. For no reason that I can understand. I begin
running happily. I run towards a form in the distance. Soon I
realize I am running towards the open arms of my beloved mama I see
waiting in the distance. How is this possible? What is this place?
God, I am looking at myself there, I look so much like her.
Instantly I know I will feel safe and happy in her arms once again.
I reach her, she smiles then as her arms are enclosing me, she’s
kissing me, and welcoming me. Finally able to feel all her love,
her warmth, and being in her arms once again. I feel at peace,
fully and completely free. In my momma’s loving arms forever this
time. I didn’t want to let go ever again. I swear I heard her say,
“Welcome home my baby, and you, my beloved daughter are home and
safe. Now, forever, and always”…






The End
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