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TRIGGER WARNINGS

This graphic novel contains depictions of domestic abuse, including emotional, physical, and psychological violence. Some scenes may be distressing or triggering for readers who have experienced or been affected by similar trauma.

Please take care while reading. Your emotional and mental well-being are of the utmost importance.

A SERIOUS NOTE TO READERS :

If you or someone you know is experiencing domestic abuse, you are not alone. Support is available.

UK National Domestic Abuse Helpline
0808 2000 247 — Free, confidential, and available 24/7
www.nationaldahelpline.org.uk

No one should have to face abuse. There is help, and there is hope.
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CHAPTER 1: The Persuader 
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Seven years ago, I was eighteen and in love. It was the kind of love that consumes you. The kind of love that makes you believe in fairytales. And Matt? He was my prince. Handsome, loving, confident. He had a job with the police force.  

He made me feel protected, wanted and loved.  

When he called me his “Princess,” I believed it. I believed in him. 

He promised me a bright future. He promised me everything I had always wanted. A stable happy home filled with unconditional love. I don’t know what it was that attracted me to him at first. Maybe it was because he always looked like he was in control. Trouble would sidestep him out of respect. Matt had that quiet confidence of a British copper, polished shoes, unbothered tone, and that dry wit. He was cool, calm and collected. 

I thought, he was safe.  

Because in my head, cops like him weren’t reckless. They were trained, they followed protocol, they had rules. He wasn’t hot headed. He didn’t hold a grudge. No, Matt was calm. Level. British. He drank tea instead of punching walls. He gave people warnings. He de-escalated volatile encounters. I thought that made him trustworthy. I thought that meant that he’d be the last person to snap, to become violent.  

Turns out I was wrong.  

Home was never a sanctuary for me, not even before my dad died. But after he was gone, it got out of control. The walls that once held minimal warmth turned cold, hollow. It wasn’t a house anymore, it was a battlefield. Me versus my mother, every day. We fought over everything. What I said, what I wore. How I looked, who I was becoming. It didn’t matter how careful I was. How small I made myself. How much I tried to keep the peace, I was always in the wrong. Every word was like stepping onto thin ice, never knowing which one would crack it. One second there would be an uncomfortable silence, the next, we were screaming at each other. Or worse, she’d go quiet and send me to Coventry. It wore me down. I no longer felt safe. I stopped feeling wanted.  

Eventually, I stopped feeling anything, much at all. 

Matt. Patient, attentive Matt, who listened to every grievance, every tear-soaked frustration about my mother. He held my hand and told me I deserved better. That I deserved to be happy. Then, one night, he made an offer that changed everything.  

“You don’t have to live like this, Scarlet. Move in with me.”   

The words hung between us, with unspoken promises.  

A real home. A fresh start. A love that wouldn’t break me. 

So, I said yes. I packed in a hurry, shoving clothes and keepsakes into suitcases before my mother could say anything to make me doubt my decision. But she didn’t try to stop me. Maybe she thought I’d come crawling back. Maybe she was relieved. Either way, I walked out that night, heart pounding, lungs full of exhilaration, and I never looked back.  

Matt’s house was everything mine wasn’t, calm, structured, safe. He had bought it a year earlier, a modest place with muted colours and neatly arranged furniture. And I was to be the lady of the house, as Matt called it. The first few months were bliss. He kissed my forehead before work, wrapped his arms around me at night, brought me small, thoughtful gifts. A book he thought I’d love, a delicate necklace with a silver charm.  

“You’re my Princess.” He’d whisper, and I’d melt every time.  

I let myself believe I had found my forever. But love isn’t supposed to be a cage.

I didn’t notice the cage being built until I was already inside it. The missed calls when I was with friends, his voice soft but insistent: 

*Hey, love, where are you?*  

*Just wondering when you’ll be home.*   

*Everything okay? Been a while since you replied.*   

I thought it was sweet, reassuring. He cared about me. So, I answered. Every time. And when he started suggesting we stay in, instead of going out? It made sense. Why go out when we had everything we needed right here? Then came the rules. 

“Just text me before you go anywhere, just so I don’t worry.”   

“That dress is a little short, don’t you think?”  

“I don’t want other guys looking at you. I want you all to myself.”   

“You don’t have to work, I make enough for both of us.”   

One by one, pieces of my life fell away. I stopped seeing friends. Jobs, I never applied for. Dreams, I let go off. Not because he demanded it, but because I chose to please him. Because love was supposed to be all-consuming, wasn’t it? 

The first time he got angry, I hadn’t told him I was popping into town. A small thing, insignificant. But when I walked through the door, his face had a red hue of anger, his fists clenched. 

“Do you know what that did to me?” He snapped. “I was sick with worry, Scarlet. I thought something had happened to you.” 

Guilt crashed over me, drowning me. “I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I’ll let you know next time.” 

His sigh was heavy, his arms warm as he pulled me close.  

“I just love you so much, Princess. I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to you.” 

I thought it was love. But love doesn’t suffocate. 

The changes were gradual. The way his fingers tightened around my wrist when I tried to walk away from an argument. The way his disappointment stung more than his anger. How his words cut, then soothed. Slicing me open only to stitch me back together.  

My world grew smaller. 

He still called me his “Princess.” 

The man who held me close at night, whispering how much he adored me. The man who made me feel like the centre of his universe. The man I convinced myself would never hurt me. Then came the comments about my appearance.  

What once were compliments became rules. 

“I love your hair down, Princess.” So, I wore it down.   

“That lipstick is too bold. A soft pink would be prettier.” So, I changed it.   

“You smell incredible in that vanilla perfume.” So, I wore it every single day.   

It didn’t feel like control. I thought it was love. 

Until, one night, he surprised me with a dress. A soft, cream-coloured dress, modest, delicate, just the way he liked it. Just the way he liked me to be. 

“Wear this for me.” He insisted, his voice left no room for argument. 

I smiled as I slipped it on, eager to please. It was only later, standing in front of the mirror, that I realized I hadn’t chosen my own clothes in months. Somewhere along the way, I had stopped choosing anything, at all. 

And the scariest part? 

I was oblivious. 

As time passed, the honeymoon glow faded, peeling away like old paint on a forgotten wall. I tried to hold onto it. Gripping the edges of our fairy tale with desperate fingers, but the more I held on, the more it slipped away. It started with little things. Tiny slights that stung but never bled, just enough to leave behind an ache. That feeling of never being good enough. 

“You’re not going to wear that, are you?” Matt’s voice was casual, almost amused. 

“Is that your plan for today?” A question, but really, an accusation. 

I didn’t see it at first, the slow unravelling of my independence. The way I tiptoed around him. Anticipating his moods, calculating my responses. The nights I changed my outfit at the last second. The times I abandoned plans because I could already hear the argument forming in his throat. Looking back, I wonder how I missed it. How I dismissed the way he followed me from room to room, always watching. How he seemed to bump into me by chance whenever I met a friend, as if the city itself bent to his will. It was so gradual, like a shadow creeping across the floor as the sun sets. Silent, inevitable. I found myself apologising for things I hadn’t done, scrambling to fix things I didn’t understand. 

Then came the thunder. 

Every night, he’d walk through the door with a storm brewing in his eyes, something dark curling beneath his skin. The slightest thing would set him off. A dish left in the sink. A text, I hadn’t answered quickly enough. My tone, ‘God, my tone.’ 

And when the storm broke, I was the one who drowned. 

“Why do you stay with me?” I asked once, my voice barely more than a whisper. 

Matt’s eyes softened, and in that moment, I almost believed the tenderness. He pulled me close, his lips brushing against my hair. 

“Because I love you, Princess. I only want the best for you.” 

I wanted to believe him. But something inside me ached, a dull, gnawing throb that no amount of whispered promises soothed. Whenever I questioned him, it became a spiral. A full-circle argument where I was always the problem. 

“I’m just looking out for you.” 

“I just want us to be happy.” 

“You don’t understand me.” 

Each word tightened the grip around my world. I started to mould myself into the shape he wanted, convinced that if I just tried harder, we could find our way back to the love we once had. That once again the fairy tale would consume me. I just had to be better. 

Demure. Quieter. 

I told myself it was love. That love required sacrifice. That love meant change. 

But love shouldn’t feel like a prison. And yet, with every passing day,  

I watched those bars close in. And I had no idea how to get out. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2: The Jailer 
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The summer of our fifth year together lingered in my mind like a slow-burning fever, the oppressive heat mirroring the suffocating tension inside the house. Days blurred together in a haze of sweltering heat and heated words. Every breath would breathe venom, spew hatred and criticise everything I did. It was as though the air itself wanted to smother me. It wasn’t only the sun burning me, it was him. Matt. His presence was like a physical force. I found myself shrinking within the walls of our home, within the confines of his expectations. 

The world outside was moving, shifting, evolving. But I was frozen in place, trapped in a life that no longer resembled the one I had once dreamed of. Invitations from friends trickled in like fragile threads, offering me a lifeline. But I was too far gone to reach out to them. 

*Hey, miss you! Want to catch up?* 

It was a simple message, warm and full of hope, but my response was always the same. 

*I can’t tonight. Matt’s waiting for me.* 

There was always a reason to stay, always a reason to ignore those messages, to ignore my friends. Slowly, I began to realise that the life I once had, was slipping through my fingers. Disintegrating into dust, as I clung to a version of love that felt more like a cruise ship anchor chain. My friends, my laughter, my freedom, it was all fading into the abyss. 

But it wasn’t just that. The isolation wasn’t only about losing the life I had once known. No, it was something more sinister. Something I had never admitted to myself.  

I had traded my freedom for the illusion of love, a love that was slowly, methodically, holding me prisoner. It didn’t happen all at once. It wasn’t a single event that woke me up, it was a series of small moments. Like cracks forming in the foundation of a house, until the entire structure begins to crumble.  

One of the times I noticed how bad things really were, was one particular evening in the kitchen. I was trying to cook one of Matt’s favourite meals, something I’d made dozens of times before. But that night, I was distracted. My mind was foggy, my subconscious was elsewhere. I was questioning my sanity, questioning my relationship with Matt. The way Matt’s eyes narrowed when I spoke to anyone other than him. The way he grew distant if I wasn’t constantly paying attention to his needs. I had to make him happy.  

It was all that mattered. ‘But was it?’ 

I misjudged the timing. The chicken was burnt, the edges charred beyond recognition.  A pungent reminder of my failure. I stood there momentarily, in silence. Except for the low hum of the fridge and the distant sound of the clock ticking on the wall. It seemed impossibly loud, like a ticking time bomb waiting to be detonated. The silence between us had grown familiar, but tonight, it felt like a living thing, ready to devour me. 

“Scarlet,” Matt’s voice sliced through the air. His tone dripping with venom. “How hard is it to cook a god damn chicken?” 

I didn’t respond at first. The words just hung in the air. My heart started pounding in my chest, my palms sweating. His gaze burned into me, his eyes wild, like a predator assessing its prey. 

“You had one job!” He snapped again, each word like poison dripping into my self-esteem. 

I  froze, unsure how to respond. The anger in his voice was like a physical presence, hovering between us, sucking the air out of the space. He was angry. No, he was furious. And it wasn’t just about the chicken. It was about everything, everything I had done wrong in the last five years. Every slight. Every small failure. Every time, I had failed to be perfect. 

“I’m sorry,” I muttered, but my voice trembled. My knees weakened beneath me.  I wasn’t allowed to be human. I wasn’t allowed to make mistakes. 

“You’re sorry?” his laugh was bitter, cutting through the tension. “Sorry doesn’t fix burnt chicken, Scarlet. Sorry doesn’t fix anything.” His voice dropped lower, and the words that followed were softer, more dangerous. “I thought you were better than this. But this... this is just pathetic. You’re pathetic.” 

My pulse hammered in my ears, my chest constricting as his words continued to echo in my mind. The burnt chicken. It wasn’t just about the chicken. The truth was nipping at my heels. The dynamics of our relationship had frayed to the point where nothing was sacred. I was no longer his partner. I was his possession. Something to be controlled, manipulated. His eyes, once full of warmth and affection, now held only judgment. I had given him everything. My love. My loyalty. My very self. But it was never enough. The way he looked at me. The way his temper flared over the smallest things. It was as if he was looking for a reason to lash out, to remind me who was in control. 

I wanted to scream, to throw the chicken in his face, to walk out the door and never look back. But I couldn’t. I had nowhere to go. Matt had told me, my mum didn’t want to have anything more to do with me. As for my friends, I didn’t have any left. They had all moved on with their lives. And who could blame them? There’s only so many times people will try to stay in touch, before they give up.  

His glassy gaze, the subtle threat in his voice, kept me rooted to the floor. I was paralyzed, caught in a web of my own making. 

“I’m trying, Matt.” I whispered, my voice cracking under the strain of emotion. “I really am. But it’s hard, okay? I’m trying my best to make you happy.” 

“Your best isn’t good enough!” he roared, his fists clenched at his sides. The veins in his neck bulging, as his face flushed with anger. “I want a partner who can handle basic responsibilities, who doesn’t mess up something as simple as dinner!” 

The sting of his words reverberated through my entire body. I had been so desperate to please him, to make him happy. But nothing was ever enough. Nothing ever would be. I was trapped. I had become someone else, a shell of who I used to be.  

This wasn’t love. This was control. This was manipulation. 

The argument ended as quickly as it had started, the tension lingering in the air like a dark cloud. Matt stormed off, his anger still smouldering, leaving me behind in the ruins of the evening. The silence that followed was deafening, more suffocating than any argument. It crushed me, from all sides. I found myself standing alone in the kitchen, the burnt chicken a symbol of everything that had gone wrong. I should have felt angry, frustrated, even resentful. But I was just numb. It was as if I had been hollowed out, emptied of any emotion except for fear. Fear of him. Fear of what would happen if I didn’t keep him happy. Fear of not being the perfect woman, the perfect girlfriend. 

That night, I slipped into bed beside him, my body cold and stiff, my mind racing. He was already asleep, his breathing slow and steady, but the distance between us, was wider than any physical space, deeper than any argument. The bed felt like a chasm, a reminder of how far apart we had grown. I turned my back to him, the tears slipping down my face unnoticed. I was drowning in my own failures. From my bad choices. I had allowed this. I had allowed him to control me, to strip away everything that made me, me. Until I was just a reflection of his desires, his needs, his demands. 

But as I lay there, I began to realize something. 

I had been so focused on surviving this relationship, on pleasing him, that I had forgotten how to live.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 3: The King of the castle
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Days blurred into weeks, and with each passing moment, I found myself sinking deeper into a pit of despair. It was like walking through fog, everything distant, muffled. As if I were in a nightmare, one that never ended. We still shared meals, still exchanged small, meaningless pleasantries, but the life we once had was nothing more than a distant memory. A cruel shadow hanging over me, snuffing out any light that tried to break through. 

The distance between us wasn’t just physical. It had seeped into everything, into my every thought, my every movement, my every breath. He wasn’t the same man I had fallen in love with. That man was a distant memory, a ghost that haunted the corners of my mind. In his place stood a stranger, someone wearing Matt’s face but with none of the warmth. His smiles had turned into smirks, his tenderness into cold indifference. 

I had become someone else too, someone I barely recognized. I don’t know how it happened, or when the changes started. But I had faded into insignificance. I stopped seeing the girl in the mirror. The one who was so full of life and hope. The one who laughed and dreamed of a future filled with love. That girl was gone. Replaced by a hollowed-out version of myself. 

One evening, everything became unbearable. I stood in front of the mirror, brushing my hair. My hand trembled as I worked through the strands, on autopilot, like a chore, like something I had to do because it was expected of me. I wasn’t sure when I started doing everything for him. When my identity became secondary to his needs, his desires, his expectations. But there I was, staring at the girl in the mirror, wondering where I had gone. 

The sound of the television filtered into the room, but it felt distant, like the sound of another life. I could barely hear it over the pounding of my heart in my ears. I took a deep breath, forcing my hands to stop shaking as I tried to prepare myself for whatever awaited me in the living room. I wasn’t ready to face his criticisms, but then again, I never was. I walked out into the dim light of the living room, the anxiety that always gripped me tightening around my chest. 

And then he bellowed. His words sliced right through my fragility. 

“You really should try harder to look decent, Scarlet. It’s embarrassing. You’re embarrassing me.” 

The blood drained from my face. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how to respond. My thoughts were so fragile, so scattered.  

‘Was this real? Had he really just said that?’ 

My stomach twisted into a knot, the sting of his words cutting deep gashes in my heart. 

I blinked, but the words still hovered in the room, choking the space between us. 

“Matt, I...” I started, but the words died in my throat.  

‘What was left to say? How could I tell him, that he had become a stranger? How could I explain that every word, every look, every touch felt like a thousand little cuts to my soul?’ 

There was nothing to say. Nothing to fix. Not anymore. 

“You know what? Forget it.” He cut me off, his voice flat, detached. “You’ll never understand me. It’s like talking to a brick wall. For Christ’s sake, I don’t ask much of you. You’re pathetic. Pull yourself together.” 

He had changed. He was a stranger. He had torn me apart piece by piece, until all that was left was an empty shell. His words sliced through me, and yet, I felt nothing. Just a numbness. A hollow ache deep inside that had become my constant companion. It was like I was floating above myself, watching it all happen. But unable to stop it. 

I looked into the mirror again. The reflection staring back at me was a stranger. I didn’t recognize the girl in the looking glass. She had the same brown hair, the same frame, the same face, but her eyes were empty now. Dull. Haunted. There was no spark, no lust for life in them anymore.  

‘Is this how the Stepford wives felt?’ 

I had become a prisoner. A prisoner in my own life. A prisoner in my own body. 

That night, as I lay next to him in bed, I felt the torment of my lost youth. I had never been on holiday. I had never been to a nightclub. I had never been out dancing. There were so many things that I had never done. And I mourned them all. 

The familiar darkness wrapped itself around my thoughts. Every night was the same. He would lay out underwear for me, stockings, suspenders. When he was really in a foul mood, he would make me wear a leather harness with chains and nipple clamps. His perversions becoming more specific, more controlling. He would order me into certain positions; doggy was his favourite. He sometimes liked to wrap a silk scarf around my neck and use it to force my head at such an uncomfortable angle. Like a set of reigns on a horse. Other times he would pull my head back by my hair with such brutality, and all the while he would berate me. He would call me a whore, call me a fucking slut, as he pummelled both my holes and ripped them to shreds. 

Other times he would touch me, as if I were just an object, not a person. His hands were rough, his kisses cold, mechanical. And I would let him. Even if I didn’t want to, even if I felt sick to my stomach, I would let him. His whispers in my ear were nothing more than cruel, degrading words, and still, I would let him take what he wanted. Then he would finish, roll over, and fall asleep, leaving me in the dark, alone with my thoughts and my tears. 

I was broken. But I didn’t know how to fix it. I didn’t know how to leave. 

I used to dream of a life where love didn’t feel like a war zone, where affection didn’t come at such a high cost. Where I didn’t have to lose myself to keep someone else happy.  

But that life was so far away now, fading into the distance. 

‘Would I ever find my way back to who I was before? Would I ever return to the girl who had fallen in love, who had believed in something pure and beautiful? Or had that girl died somewhere along the way, buried under layers of fear, shame, and hurt?’ 
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CHAPTER 4: The Isolator 
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The rain came down in sheets, a violent downpour that seemed to drown everything in its wake. I stood at the kitchen window, staring out into the gloomy world, my thoughts swirling like the clouds above. The steady rhythm of the rain against the window, mirrored my unshed tears. I was a prisoner. Trapped in a cycle of abuse and fear. 

Matt had been... different lately. His coldness had turned up a few notches. Every word he spoke felt like an accusation, and every silence that stretched between us was like the Grand Canyon. I couldn’t escape it. I couldn’t escape him. I was too scared. But now? Now, I was caught in the undertow, drowning in the torrents of his abusive behaviour.  

I hadn’t heard from my best friend Kath in months. The thought of talking to her, of reaching out to the life I once had, was a fleeting fantasy. I missed her, her voice, her laughter. But even that simple thought came with its own danger. Matt would never understand. He’d be upset, angry even. He always was. His fury, the way he twisted everything I said and did, his control, it was suffocating. 

The phone buzzed on the table. My hand trembled as I picked it up, the screen lighting up with Jessica’s name. I stared at it, the familiar warmth of her words lighting up the cold space inside me. 

*Hey, just checking in. Are you okay? I haven’t heard from you in a while. Let’s catch up.* 

I let out a shaky breath. A part of me wanted to scream, to throw the phone across the room, to throw myself into her arms and tell her everything. But another part of me, my gut, the part that had learned to survive under Matt’s watchful eye, screamed at me to stop. To not risk it. I could feel his eyes on me, even though he wasn’t here. That look, that disapproving steely gaze. His judgments. I couldn’t risk it. I was too scared. Too controlled. Too manipulated. 

*I can’t. Maybe another time?* 

The words felt like they were choking me as I typed them. I knew the cost. I knew what I was sacrificing. But I didn’t know what else to do. I wasn’t strong enough to say no to him. I wasn’t strong enough to take back my life. I pressed send, and with that, another piece of me slipped away. The rain pounded harder, as if mocking my decision, drowning out the sound of the storm brewing inside my own heart. My hands shook as I set the phone down, my chest tight, the panic rising like bile in my throat.  

‘Why did I always do this? Why did I always choose him over everything else?’ 

Even when I knew I was losing myself in the process. The distance between Matt and me felt endless now, a chasm so deep I wasn’t sure I could climb out of it. But there was another question that clawed at me in the dark, gnawing at my insides. 

‘What was I more afraid of? Losing him? Or losing myself entirely?’  

I was always so confused back then. I spent my days walking on eggshells.  

I spent my days hiding in Matts shadow.  

The tension in the house became unbearable. If he wasn’t shouting at me, he was putting me down. If he wasn’t hurting me, he was pretending to care. If he wasn’t raping me, he was forcing me to choke on his dick. But lately his perversions had become more disturbing. Choking on his dick wasn’t enough for him anymore. He wanted the red lipstick he insisted I wore in the bedroom, smeared across my face. He wanted the thick black mascara he insisted I wore in the bedroom, running down my cheeks. He wanted me to gag so hard on his dick that I would throw up everywhere. He got off on it. He got off on making my eyes bulge. On making my throat convulse and retch. He got off on watching me nearly suffocate.  

He got off on making me suffer.  

This wasn’t love, it couldn’t be. I wasn’t me anymore. I had become whatever Matt wanted me to be. His own personal sex slave, his own personal whore. 

That very same night, something changed. I don’t know if it was the rain, or the heaviness in the air, but something inside of me snapped. The storm outside had mirrored the one inside of me for so long, but now it was different. Now, it was threatening to turn into a hurricane. 

Matt hadn’t said a word to me all day. The silence like a noose tightening around my neck. My heart pounded in my chest, and I couldn’t escape the feeling that something was about to break. I sat on the edge of the bed, my hands trembling, staring into the darkness. I wanted to scream, to lash out, but I knew better. I always knew better.  

Then, I heard the sound of footsteps. Slow, deliberate. Matt. 

My stomach twisted. I didn’t want to face him. I didn’t want to confront the man I no longer recognised. But I had no choice. He entered the room, his presence cold, oppressive. He said nothing, but his eyes, those cold, dead eyes, spoke volumes. The anger radiated off him like heat from a furnace. 

My heart hammered in my chest. He reached for me, his hand brushing my hair back with a gentleness that made my skin crawl. It wasn’t love. It was control. His touch was a reminder of the power he held over me. The way he would force me to do things, dirty, filthy, things that literally made me feel sick to my stomach. 

“Scarlet.” He murmured, his voice low, dangerously calm. “You know what happens when you ignore me, don’t you?” 

I froze. The words sent a jolt of fear through my body, but I couldn’t answer. I didn’t want to answer. I didn’t want to speak, to give him any more of myself than I already had. But the words poured out before I could stop them. 

“I haven’t been ignoring you.” I whispered, my voice shaking. “I just... I just don’t want to fight.” 

Matt’s lips curled into a twisted smile, and I knew, deep down, that whatever happened next would tear me apart.  

“Fight?” He echoed. “Oh, Scarlet. You haven’t even seen the fight in me yet, Princess.” 

His hand tightened around my wrist, pulling me toward him. His grip was unyielding, the pain from his touch sending shockwaves through me.  

“No, this isn’t a fight. This is about you remembering who you belong to.” 

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think. I was drowning. 

But something inside me snapped. 

This was it. The moment. The turning point I had been waiting for. I felt the storm inside me, my fear, my anger, my desperation, whirlpooling into something else. I wasn’t sure what it was yet, but it was raw, and it was powerful. 

For the first time, I didn’t care about the consequences. 

I didn’t care about what would happen, if I finally stood up for myself. 

I couldn’t keep losing. I couldn’t keep disappearing. Not anymore. 

With one violent shove, I broke free from his grasp. I don’t know where the strength came from, but it surged through me like wildfire. I backed away, my chest heaving, my pulse racing. The storm outside raged louder, and for the first time in months, I didn’t feel like I was drowning. 

I was alive. There was still fight in me.  

But before I knew it, Matt dragged me by my hair, and he was dragging me to the bathroom. One minute I was so proud of myself for standing up to him, and the next, my head was being forced into the toilet bowl, and the chain was being flushed over my head. Every now and then he would pull my head up for air, just to shout obscenities at me. 

“You think you can push me around, do you?” 

“I will teach you a fucking lesson, you fucking whore.” 

“Aww, what’s the matter? Can’t Scarlet catch her breathe?” 

“Are you drowning in a toilet bowl?” 

“Poor little Scarlet can’t breathe.” 

I can’t remember how long that went on for. I only remember him ripping my knickers off and fucking me whilst he tried to drown me in the toilet bowl.  

I never dared to fight back again. I had learned the hard way Matt was capable of anything. I’d hazard a guess and say he was even capable of murder. 
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CHAPTER 5: The Predator  
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Another night sank its teeth in, the kind where silence felt violent, and every second scraped by like it was punishing me for existing. I’d been sitting on the couch, the dull hum of the television buzzing in the background, when Matt stormed through the door, his breath heavy, his voice like thunder rolling through the room. 

“Everyone at work is on high alert, and I feel like I’m the only one carrying the weight. Most of the lads are useless, and now we’ve had a terrorism alert come through from the Home Office. It’s so stressful right now. I need eyes in the back of my head. I could die out there. Not that you would care.” 

He ranted as if the whole world was against him, and I sat there, motionless, praying the storm would pass without pulling me under. It was always the same, his anger, his frustration, the chaos he carried with him. I just had to sit there and absorb it.  

I didn’t answer him immediately. I just let his words settle over me, hoping the silence would calm him, like it had done in the past. But tonight, the silence did nothing.  

His anger knew no bounds. 

“But I get it now,” Matt sneered, a sudden shift in his tone. “If you were more supportive, I’d feel less stressed! Or is that what you want? For me to fail? For me to die in the line of duty? You’d like that wouldn’t you, Scarlet. I bet you wish I was dead on a daily basis. I bet you pray for it. Is that what you want you fucking whore?” 

I blinked, his words blurring together in my mind.  

‘What was happening?’ 

This wasn’t the man I had fallen for. The one I had loved, once. But the reality was that he was never prince charming. It had all been an act, an act to hide the monster he really was. He was someone else, someone I didn’t know how to face. 

“Supportive?” I whispered, my voice small and fragile against his accusations. “Matt, I’ve been here, haven’t I? I listen to you vent. I’m here for you. Of course I don’t want you to die. You’re all I’ve got. My whole life revolves around you.” 

But the moment the words left my lips, I realised the mistake I had made. I had answered him back. It was like a red flag to a bull. 

“What are you talking about?” He shot back, his voice rising. “You’re never here, not really. You’re distant. You could at least try to be the woman I need you to be. You never seem to really understand! Your frigid in the bedroom. You’re a crap cook. Hell, you can’t even keep the house tidy. You’re fucking useless. You’re a fucking useless slut.” 

‘Why did his words always hurt me so much?’ 

I had heard them so many times before. But tonight, they cut deeper than ever. My body trembled. He was scaring me. Those eyes. Those steely glazed eyes were glaring at me with an intense hatred. I knew then that I was in for another beating. 

And then, stupidity took over, and something inside of me snapped. Years of being silenced, years of absorbing his fury, everything I had buried beneath the surface erupted in a surge of raw emotion. I stood up, the ground beneath me shifting like quicksand. 

“You don’t get it!” I screamed, my voice breaking. “You push me away! I haven’t seen anyone in months because of you, and it’s suffocating! You tell me what to wear, what makeup to wear. You tell me who I can and can’t see. It’s always about you!” 

Matt’s face twisted in disbelief, shock flashing in his eyes before the anger returned, a tidal wave threatening to swallow me whole. 

“You think this is my fault?” His voice was a guttural growl. “You’re choosing this! Well, if you did things how you were supposed to, I wouldn’t have to keep on at you, would I? You’re the one who ignores everything I say. You’re useless, do you know that?” 

His words wrapped around me like barbed wire, cutting me deep, and in that moment, everything inside of me was caving in. The years of feeling like I was nothing, like I was disappearing, finally boiled over. I couldn’t keep pretending.  

I couldn’t keep being who he wanted me to be. 

“Matt,” I gasped, my chest tight with emotion. “I can’t live like this! This isn’t how love should feel! I’m losing myself.” 

The words spilled out of me, unplanned, unfiltered. The truth cutting through the fog of self-doubt. I wasn’t just losing myself. I was losing the girl who walked into his life, the girl who had dreams. Hopes. The girl who wanted more than to simply exist in his shadow. 

The silence after that was suffocating. Thick. Heavy. It was like I had set off a bomb, but instead of an explosion, everything hung in a delicate, fragile balance. 

Matt’s expression shifted, like a storm cloud changing form. His fury waned, and something darker, more dangerous, replaced it. His lips curled into a thin, tight smile, and in his eyes, I saw something I couldn’t name. It wasn’t anger. It was something colder, more calculating. 

But then, in the midst of the tension, something inside me snapped. I could feel it a shift in the air, in the ground beneath my feet. The chains that had held me for so long were rusting, loosening their grip on my soul. 

“I can’t be who you want me to be anymore!” I shouted, the words ripping through the room, my heart pounding in my chest. “If you don’t love me for who I am, then I should leave.” 

His eyes widened, the shock in his face slowly turning to rage.  

“Oh, that’s right, this old bullshit, again. Where you gonna go, huh? You have no friends, no family. Even your own mother doesn’t want you. Everybody hates you Scarlet, I’m all you’ve got and it’s about time you fucking rewarded me for putting up with your pathetic skanky arse” 

His words were like venom seeping into my pores. The pain was immediate, a gut-wrenching ache. I hadn’t seen my mother since I had left home that day. He had convinced me that she didn’t want me, that I was better off without her. He made me believe it.  

He made me believe him. 

I backed away, tears streaming down my face, a storm of emotions swirling inside me. I didn’t know if it was fear, something else or even anger. But it didn’t matter. I had finally broken free of the silence. I wasn’t going to be his victim anymore. 

I had no idea, what would happen next. But I knew one thing, I was done.  

Or so I kept telling myself. 
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CHAPTER 6: The sexual controller
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The night swallowed me whole, slow and merciless. The silence wasn’t peaceful, it was deadly. But I hadn’t made it out unscathed. His fist had found my face before he walked out, the crack of bone on skin still ringing in my ears. The door slammed, leaving nothing behind but the sound of my own breath, my own tears. My face burned, my nose throbbed, and blood poured hot and relentless from my nose and mouth, the taste thick and metallic on my tongue. The tears came quietly, slipping down my cheeks like they knew they didn’t stand a chance of being heard. 

While part of me yearned for him to return, to dismiss my words as a misunderstanding, another part felt liberated. I had actually been brave enough to say the words out loud, I still couldn’t believe it. But it cut deep. Matt was the only constant I had ever known for the past five years of my life. I had said my peace and now, now I just wanted him to be the old Matt. The Matt I had fallen in love with. But I know now that I was kidding myself. The old Matt never existed, I know that now. 

That night he didn’t come home. I didn’t see him again until he came back from work the next night. He seemed different somehow. 

“Where have you been?” I asked. 

“What’s it got to do with you?” He snapped. 

“I was just worried that’s all.”  

“yeh well don’t be. I stayed over at a mate’s from work. We had a few drinks and that was it. I’m home now. And whilst I’m at it, where’s my dinner?”  

“I didn’t make you anything. I didn’t know you were coming home. You didn’t even text me.” 

Just then Matt walked over to me in a fit of rage and he slapped me so hard across my face that I nearly got whiplash. 

“This is my fucking house.” He seethed. 

“You don’t own me. You own nothing. You will do as I say from now on. I have had enough of your backchat. Enough of your nagging. Enough of you telling me what to do in my own home. You’re a fucking bitch do you know that? I wish I’d never set eyes on you.”  

Then he walked to the drinks cabinet and poured himself a stiff Scotch as I still reeled from his attack. Tears streamed down my face as I held my face where it was still stinging from his tirade. He took a large gulp of the drink and then he glared at me and threw the tumbler at my head.  

I ducked just in time. 

“I’m gonna teach you a fucking lesson. You’re mine and you will do exactly what I tell you to!”  

The next thing I knew he was charging at me, he threw me to the floor on my front, he lifted my skirt with one hand as the other held my neck so tight that my face was pinned to the floor. Then he ripped my knickers off and spat on his fingers. Then he rubbed the spit on my arsehole, and he rammed his cock into my arse. A searing pain shot through me, as he pushed himself into me harder and harder. His words spewed out in vile poisonous insults. 

“Yeh that’s it you fucking whore, you like it rough, don’t you? You like my cock up your shithole, don’t you. You disgust me you fucking slut. You’re pathetic. You’re useless. Take it like the fucking whore you are. Go on cry bitch, cry. Let me hear you cry!” 

My tears, my cries of torment only seemed to spur him on. 

We didn’t have dinner that night, we didn’t even get any sleep, He spent the entire night raping me, sodomising me and choking me on his manhood. He hit me, punched me, kicked me. My clothes were ripped from me and by the time dawn appeared through the blinds I was naked, demoralised, battered and bruised.  

“Get up and fucking clean this mess up you fucking whore. I’ve got to get ready for work.” He raged with one final kick to my stomach. That went on for a whole week, every night would be the same. I couldn’t leave the house, not even to the shops.

I couldn’t be seen out in public.  

“It’s your fault.” He’d rage. 

“If you hadn’t said those words, I wouldn’t have to do this.” 

I became a shell of my former self. I became scared of my own shadow. Every day when he left for work it would be the same. I would gingerly get in a red-hot Himalayan salt bath, to try and ease my injuries. He had torn me so badly down below, that peeing, or going to the toilet to do a number two, was agony. I was a mess. Too scared to leave, too scared to show my face in public. Too scared to run for help. Too scared to do anything to save myself. 

My only reprieve would be when he was at work or when he would go out with his work mates on a Saturday night. I was living in a nightmare. I would often ask myself how it had all gone so wrong. 

‘How did I get here. What did I do to deserve this.’ 

To the outside world we looked like the perfect couple. I learnt how to hide my bruises under an inch of layered make-up. I learned how to dress, to hide my injuries. His rage was relentless, his attacks violent and domineering. I never thought I’d be a punching bag and a sex slave, but this was my life now.  

This is what I had become. 

On rare occasions he would revert to his former charming self. But I knew better than to believe his lies, his charm. All it would take was just one look from me, one look that he didn’t like and then his anger would erupt. His violence knew no bounds. The demoralisation my soul would endure was enough to make your toes curl.  

One night I had forgotten to put dressing on his salad. In a fit of unspeakable horror, he then went onto rape me with the salad dressing bottle in all of my holes. He rammed that bottle so far down my throat that I threw up everywhere. This was after he had sodomised me with the bottle.  

“Eat your own shit!” He ordered.  

And as he kept ramming the bottle with my faeces on it down my throat, my body naturally convulsed and expelled it all. Then he grabbed me by my hair, rubbed my nose in it and demanded I cleaned every speck of it up with my tongue. His tactics were merciless. Every week he would come up with different ways to abuse me, to rape me, to hurt me. He would use anything he could get his hands on. Wine bottles, spatulas, the garden broom, the mop, at one point he even raped me with a baseball bat that he bought one day, especially for me. His violence and perversions were never ending. 

‘Was he trying to break me? Was he trying to kill me? I wasn’t sure.’ 

What I did know though, was that all of his games as he called them, were abusive, and they darn well hurt. I would climb into the bath and just sob for hours on end whilst he was at work. I learned to be my own doctor, to heal myself. I learned to hide the abuse. I learned to speak only when spoken too. I learned to obey. I was a mess. A bag of nerves. Terrified, beaten and lost. 

“You know if you were a good girl, a good girlfriend. I wouldn’t have to do any of this.” He’d say. “I don’t like hurting you. You just make me so angry.” 

After a while I really began to believe it was all my fault, that somehow, I deserved the punishment he meted out to me on a regular basis.  

I lived in Matt’s shadow. It was like I no longer existed.  

“No one will believe you. I’m a police officer. You’re just a whore. No one will ever listen to you. I can do whatever I like to you. I could kill you and nobody would care. Nobody would miss you. No body would bat an eyelid.” 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 7: The liar 
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The months blurred together, a void I couldn’t escape. Each one dragged on like the heavy chain of a prisoner shackled to a life I no longer recognised. The house, no, the prison, felt colder with each passing day, its walls shrinking, suffocating me. There was no escaping the monotony, no escaping him.  

Every morning, I woke up sore, battered and bruised. Stuck in a cycle of abuse so vicious, so violent, so oppressive. Fear had become a constant companion, wrapping itself around my heart and never letting go. Every movement, every word I spoke, was measured and calculated. I never knew what would set him off. One wrong move, one wrong word, would send him into a frenzy. 

Then one day, an odd thought pricked at my mind, a tiny spark of realisation in a darkened room.  

‘When was my last period?’ 

The question slipped into my consciousness like a whisper, easy to ignore at first. But it didn’t go away. It clung to me, nagging, demanding attention. I couldn’t remember. The days all bled into one another, an indistinguishable blur of routine, survival, and waiting for the next eruption. Panic twisted in my chest as I forced myself to count.  

‘Weeks. I had missed weeks.’ 

My heart dropped to my stomach as the truth settled in. I was late. Very late. 

‘Oh God No! A baby. Matt’s baby.’  

The realisation hit me like an avalanche, crushing me beneath its weight. I wanted to scream, to cry, to run. But I couldn’t. I was trapped. I wasn’t allowed to leave the house unless it was under his watchful eye or with his strict permission. The world outside was closed off to me. I was a prisoner here, confined to these four walls, caged and held captive. There was no way for me to get a pregnancy test. No way to confirm my fear, unless I waited for Matt to come home. 

‘How could I tell him? What would he do? Would he be happy? Angry? Would he accuse me of something?’ 

His voice echoed in my mind, filled with suspicion. 

“Are you sure? How do I know you haven’t been messing around behind my back?” 

He had accused me of that before, of things that never happened. His jealousy and paranoia seeped into every crevice of our lives, like poison. A child should have been a gift, a joy to both of us. But with Matt, I couldn’t help but wonder if it would just be another excuse for him to tighten his control over me.  

I had no idea how he’d react. I should have been happy, but I was terrified.  

The uncertainty gnawed at me. The clock ticked loudly, mocking my fear. I paced, feeling the sweat prickling on my skin, my hands trembling. My heart pounded in my chest like a drum. He would be home soon. 

And then I heard the door. The soft click of his key turning in the lock, slicing through the silence like a bolt of thunder. The moment I’d been dreading had arrived. I sat frozen on the couch, willing my body to stay still, though every inch of me trembled with the fear pulsing through my veins. My hands clenched tightly in my lap, fingers twisting around each other, as if I could keep myself from falling apart by sheer force of will. 

The door swung open, and there he was, his presence filling the room like a storm cloud. His eyes barely glanced at me as he walked past, tossing his keys onto the counter with a force that made me flinch. His jacket hit the chair with a thud. I swallowed, trying to steady my breath. 

It’s now or never. 

“Matt?” My voice was small, barely a whisper. 

He sighed, his tone already laced with annoyance. “What?” 

I hesitated. My heartbeat was so loud I wondered if he could hear it. This was it. The words trembled in my throat, but I forced them out, each one like pulling teeth. 

“I... I think I might be pregnant.” 

The room seemed to shrink around me. My fate no longer in my hands. I waited for him to respond, my body tense, bracing for the storm I knew was coming. But his eyes, cold, unreadable, held no reaction. No warmth, no surprise, no joy. Just emptiness. 

And suddenly, I realised, the words had been said. But that didn’t mean anything. It didn’t mean he would listen. It didn’t mean he would care. 

Matt froze mid-step, he didn’t speak. He lingered. The air became tense. The silence deafening, until he finally turned his gaze to meet mine. 

His eyes were dark, unreadable. A flicker of something, shock, maybe, flashed across his face, but it was gone as quickly as it came.  

My pulse thundered in my ears. 

“What did you just say?” His voice was low, too low, like the calm before a hurricane. 

I swallowed hard, my hands gripping the fabric of my sleeves to keep them from shaking.  

“I-I think I’m pregnant. My period is late.” 

His expression didn’t change, but I saw it happen, the slow tightening of his jaw, the way his fingers flexed at his sides. My stomach twisted itself into knots. 

“And you’re just blurting this out the second I walk in the door?” 

His voice was sharp, edged with something dangerous. 

I bit my lip. “I couldn’t...” I stopped myself. I couldn’t risk upsetting him. That wasn’t something Matt would accept. I tried again. “I just thought you should know.” 

A minute of silence passed. Then another. 

He let out a short, humourless laugh and shook his head.  

“And how do you know it’s even mine?” 

My breath caught, stinging my throat. 

“What?” My voice was barely above a whisper. 

“You heard me.” He said coldly. “How do I know you
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