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Domestic Violence or Intimate Partner Violence is more common than most people realize. Unfortunately, it is a subject I know a lot about from firsthand experience. I spent over twelve years in an abusive relationship. While child sexual abuse was not part of my experience, I have learned it is often part of the abuse. Some of the story is based on the lives of survivors and thrivers. I have volunteered with two local DV groups, The Knoxville Family Justice Center’s “Voices” and The YWCA’s “Enough” program. Both of these non-profit groups are vital resources in the community. If you want to volunteer, please check local listings for a group, or perhaps start one of your own. If you need help, reach out. Talk to someone you can trust. You are not alone. 

To learn more about domestic violence in the United States, please visit

https://www.cdc.gov/violenceprevention/index.html

or

http://www.ncadv.org/

The author lives in a 100-year-old house in East Tennessee with her husband, author Neil Douglas Newton, and her dog Scout, named for a character in “To Kill a Mockingbird.” She enjoys blogging, traveling, and taking photographs, especially of her four children, six grandchildren, and one great-grandson.

Website http://www.elizabethhorton-newtonauthor.com/ 

Blog https://elizabethnnewton.com/

Facebook https://www.facebook.com/ElizabethHortonNewton/

Twitter https://twitter.com/redqueenliz

Instagram https://www.instagram.com/redqueenliz/
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The red gown clung to her body like a second skin. It was apparent to everyone she wore little or no undergarments. Her short platinum blond hair stood out in dramatic contrast to her tanned skin. The head of every man in the room turned as she passed. Every woman’s head turned as well, some envious, some desirous. Mark turned as she approached and a smile lit his face. He loved it when she came into a room looking like this. All eyes were on her, and she was his, all his.

He slipped an arm around her waist, his hand grazing her naked lower back where the silken fabric of her dress ended. With his other hand, he gave her a glass of champagne. The bubbles tickled her nose as she lifted the crystal to her moist red lips and sipped delicately. “Um. That’s nice.”

Moving his mouth next to her ear, he murmured, “It should be nice. It’s the best they have.” Noting the small lines that had begun to appear around her eyes, he frowned slightly. Studying her face closely, he saw no additional signs of aging and nodded imperceptibly. 

Her eyes blinked slowly, the long, full lashes complimenting the intense blue of the irises. “I wouldn’t expect any less.” 

Turning back to the two gentlemen who stood nearby, Mark introduced her. “My girlfriend, Vayda.”

Their arms bumped as each man attempted to shake her delicate, long-fingered hand. A sultry, throaty chuckle escaped her full, pouting lips. She was well aware of the effect she had on men and women. She allowed each man to touch her fingertips, gracing them with a flash of her perfect white teeth. 

As Mark continued to converse with the two men, Vayda gazed around the room, sizing up the other guests. Quite a few caught her eye and nodded, indicating their awareness of her presence. Finally, Mark brought his lips close to her ear again, the sultry scent of her perfume that smelled of summer filling his head. “Let’s blow this popcorn stand.”

Offering him a dazzling smile she allowed her lips to graze his cheek as she whispered, “I definitely feel like blowing something.”

Mark felt a swelling in his groin as he waited for the valet to bring his car around. Running his hand up and down Vayda’s back, he leaned closer allowing the rich musky scent of her to tickle his nose. Holding the car door, she slid into the passenger seat, the high slit in her dress opening to reveal a long shapely leg. He noted the valet’s eyes as they traveled up that leg and thrilled at the expression of envy that crossed his face.

Once behind the wheel he put the car in drive and guided it out of the parking area. As they rode along the dark and winding road to his ocean view home, he laid one hand high on her leg.  She spread her thighs slightly, encouraging him to slip his hand between them. He accepted the invitation and delighted at the heat coming from the moistness of her silky thong panties.

Mark didn’t bother to pull into the garage. Leaving the car in the driveway, he hurried around to pull Vayda from the front seat and into his arms. They kissed passionately, his hands roaming over her body, eager to feel every inch of her. 

“Let’s go inside.” Her voice was honey, sweet and luxurious in his ears.

Taking her hand, he led her to the front door and inside the darkened front hall. As he turned off the alarm, she moved away, heading for the bar in the living room.

“Where are you going?” His voice cracked slightly, his eagerness throbbing against the front of his tailored tuxedo pants.

She tossed her head, then, gave him a sultry smile over her shoulder. “I’m going to make us a couple of drinks.”

Following her, he slipped his arms around her waist pulling her back against his obviously aroused front. Nuzzling her ear, he said, “Let’s go upstairs.”

Vayda wiggled her tight bottom against him. “Go on upstairs and slip into something less restrictive and I’ll bring us drinks.” Then she bumped her backside against him a little more insistently. “Go on.”

Sighing resignedly, he headed for the stairs, pulling off his bowtie as he went. 

Moving behind the bar, Vayda poured two tumblers of single malt Scotch and added ice to one. Mark allowed nothing but the best in his home and his life. Sliding her hand beneath her dress and into her panties, she stretched her long fingers inside her vagina and pulled out a tiny vial. Glancing quickly toward the stairs to be certain Mark was not going to reappear, she emptied the contents of the bottle into the beverage that didn’t contain ice. Mark insisted ice would only ruin the flavor of the expensive alcohol. Vayda had learned to tolerate the peaty, almost tar-like odor of the Scotch. She stirred it with her finger until the added liquid was blended with the drink. Sniffing it, her senses were immediately accosted by the familiar scent of earthy booze. Satisfied there was no indication of her additive she carried both glasses up the stairs.

The sound of Mark emptying his bladder reached her ears, and for a moment she grimaced, her lips twisting into an unattractive snarl. She quickly regained herself and set his glass on the night table at his side of the bed. 

Mark came into the bedroom, naked and semi-erect. He reached for her as she darted past him toward the bathroom, her drink in her hand. 

“Hey!” He lost his balance and grabbed the side of the dresser to prevent himself from falling.

Vayda giggled. “I need to pee and wash off. I left your drink. Give me a few minutes. I promise it will be worth it.”

Slightly annoyed at having to wait, Mark grumbled and went to his side of the bed. He took a long swallow of his drink as he sat down heavily. The sound of running water and Vayda humming drifted into the bedroom. “She could be such a tease.” He took another swallow of the Scotch, enjoying the burn as it ran down his throat. But he knew she was right; the wait would be worth it. Her body was glorious, young and firm. He chuckled as he looked down at his own body, middle-aged and running to fat despite his regular exercise. Still, it didn’t matter. He had enough money to get any woman he desired. For the moment he desired Vayda. 

She had come into his life unexpectedly, one might say with a bang. He’d been sitting at a red light in his black Mercedes when he was jolted by a knock on his rear bumper. Furious, he jumped out of his car and strode purposely to the bright red convertible that had collided with his vehicle. He was only a foot away when he saw the vision sitting behind the wheel. Her long hair was windblown, surrounding her face like a golden halo. He couldn’t see her eyes, hidden behind a pair of oversized sunglasses. Mark’s breath caught in his throat as she removed the shades revealing the bluest eyes he had ever seen. They challenged the sky, the color of summer and cornflowers. 

Straightening, thrusting out his chest and sucking in his gut, he swaggered to the door of her car. She gazed up at him uncertainly, her full lower lip pouting provocatively. “I’m so sorry,” she breathed. The words seemed to flow from her mouth like musical notes on the soft breeze that had cooled the sweltering afternoon.

His eyes held hers commandingly. Mark was accustomed to getting his way with people, particularly with women. Vayda had returned the smile. Leaning casually against the door, he offered his most dazzling smile. “Well, I can hardly be mad at such a beautiful woman.”

Vayda had returned the smile, flirting back. 

And that was the beginning. They were interrupted by the annoyed honking of car horns. Shooting the driver behind them a look of irritation, he suggested they pull over and check for damage. That was the beginning of what had become the hottest relationship of his life. 

Vayda was as adventurous as he was, willing to try anything in the bedroom. He felt like he was in his twenties again. Of course, the Viagra helped. He suspected that he could rely on Vayda’s skills alone to keep things rocking, but there was no sense taking any chances. Amazingly she didn’t seem inclined to look for a younger man. And as long as she continued to look hot and be his willing partner, he wasn’t looking for a replacement either.

Sprawling across the bed some of his drink splashed onto the satin bedspread. “Shit,” he swore softly. Sitting up, he quickly downed the remainder of his drink and set the glass on the night table. As he was pulling the cover from the bed, Vayda returned to the room.

Her body glowed in the low lighting of the room, the bright red of her silk thong contrasting with the shimmery gold of her skin. In a moment she was pushing him back onto the bed, climbing over him, and trailing kisses down the front of his body. The heady and familiar scent of the expensive perfume he supplied her aroused him further, increasing his lust. It was the brand he always bought for his women, the fragrance teasing at the corners of his memory, drawing him back to that very first girl. He had not been attractive in high school, and he was far from wealthy in those days. He’d gotten a job cleaning pools for the homeowners in the better neighborhoods. There was something delicious about watching the lithe bodies of young, affluent girls as they lay in the sun, bodies glistening with oil that smelled of coconut. One hot afternoon he observed them drinking the booze their parents kept out in the bar, unlocked and available but still forbidden. 

The combination of heat and alcohol was a prescription for danger. The youngest of the girls, no more than fifteen, her skin smooth as a polished gem, stumbled around the pool before tumbling in. He dove in after her and pulled her to safety
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