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 Chapter One

 


 


The sun shone brightly above; not a single
cloud was in the sky to block such a magnificent view. The wind
blew ever so slightly, brushing against the trees, making the
leaves quiver gently. At the park I stood there watching my young
Kate run about having the time of her life. It seemed like she was
determined to stay outdoors all day.

Every so often I brought the girls here to
play with other children. It was fun for them being out in the sun
and having time with other kids. Emily particularly liked coming
here so that she could get a chance to play in the sand. It was
also relaxing for me to watch them out in the fresh air having fun
while allowing me to have some time to myself.

It's difficult, but it is always difficult,
isn't it? As I watched Kate run around the jungle gym with her
golden pigtails swinging in the wind, a smile pasted on her
innocent face, I couldn't help but wonder what it was about her
that was so special, so different. Why couldn't I be that happy?
She seemed to find happiness in the smallest of things. Oh, to run
around with the innocence of a child like my dear, sweet Kate, what
I wouldn’t give to feel that way again.

I was constantly looking for happiness, but
it seemed bent on evading me. I longed to let everything be and
just flow with life like my kids. But, for a while now I had
realized that this was not going to happen for me any time soon.
There seemed to be so much in my life that was holding back my
happiness. I tried to keep my mind off any such thought as I
watched the two of them run around happily.

“Mommy?” Kate asked me, with a smile that
always seemed to melt my heart, her pigtails bouncing in unison as
she jumped up and down to get my attention. I blinked a few times,
surprised to find Kate at my feet, tugging at the hem of my
dress.

I had been so engrossed in my thoughts that I
had not noticed her next to me.

“Yes?” I asked, trying to hide the mild
annoyance I was beginning to feel at the fact that she was
bothering me yet another time.

Why did she always have to be bothering me? I
thought, as my eyes glanced down at the small little girl who was
pulling at her pants leg.

“Awww... She is so cute...” The words came
from out of the blue, causing me to look up at a woman who seemed
to appear from nowhere. The woman, whose name always seemed to slip
my mind, was one of our neighbors.

“Thanks,” I chuckled, as if the woman
complimenting my child was some sort of testament to my own beauty,
which it wasn't, but I liked to think that it was. I loved it when
people made comments that made me feel better about who I was.

“Candy!” Emily demanded, as she came
galloping like a wild horse across the grass toward me.

Knowing her, she was going to push for this
until I gave in. I had no intention of letting her have her way,
however.

“I want some candy, mom.”

I let out a slow sigh, wanting to just
scream.

“No honey. It will ruin your dinner,” I
answered, trying to stay calm and not allowing myself to become
frustrated over the events.

Emily pouted her tiny lips, quivering
slightly, and I could see that she was trying not to cry, but just
as suddenly as Emily had come to ask for candy, she rushed away to
play with Kate. I watched my daughters play together in their cute,
little outfits. They screamed and hollered like two monkeys
performing in a circus. The girls had golden locks, Emily was
slightly chubbier than Kate, and they had deep blue eyes which they
got from their father.

I observed as Kate continued to play on the
jungle gym while Emily threw handfuls of sand up into the air to
let it come down and hit her in the face, listening as some of the
other children were running and laughing while enjoying the autumn
weather. A cool breeze hit me suddenly, causing me to shiver
slightly. I wondered if I should have brought a jacket, but of
course, I wanted to look sexy. After all, I was a woman with needs.
A light-blue blouse with a pair of form-fitting dark blue jeans
covered my slightly curvy form.

I was confident of my looks. I had always
been and saw no reason to hide anything beneath ill-fitting
clothes. I was well aware that I had a shape that some women would
give anything for. I liked to flaunt it, since it served to boost
my morale most of the time.

“She really is a gem,” the other woman
commented.

She was really keen on making that sink in, I
realized. Or was it a way to get me talking to her, I wondered? I
liked to steer clear of my neighbors, knowing that they found it
strange that I avoided them.

I smiled passively, racking my brain for even
a small clue as to what the woman’s name was. I stared at the
short, fading brown hair with empathy, becoming saddened for her
lack of beauty. It was my style to never get involved with my
neighbors, and the less I knew about them the better it was for me.
I did not exactly wish to be drawn into their lives, choosing
instead to stay on my side of the fence.

“Yes, she is,” I said, turning my back to the
woman. I could have sworn I heard the woman scoff. Not that it
bothered me in the least.

From across the path I could see a young
girl. She must have been around twenty or so. Her golden hair
rustled in the sharp October breeze, matching the leaves that had
fallen to the ground. She wore a low-cut shirt that showed off her
perfect breasts and a black skirt so short that I was sure if the
girl were to bend over she would have shown everyone her naughty
parts.

Even from this distance I felt as if the
young woman’s bright hazel eyes could see right through me. They
penetrated my façade, the motherly pretense that I tried to show on
the surface, to see what was actually underneath: A girl who grew
up too fast, a girl who was not yet ready for what she had to face,
a girl who desperately wanted to be her. I longed to be single with
no children or a care in the world.

She made me remember my own youth, that time
when I truly had no cares in the world and all that was foremost in
my mind was finding ways to have fun. Reflecting on how much life
had been easier when I was younger, I found myself wishing that I
could switch places with her for a while in order to enjoy the
freedom that she had.

I continued to watch as a tall man wearing a
leather jacket and dark jeans approached this young woman. A
crooked smile spread across his handsome face as they closed the
distance between the two of them. He flipped his dark bangs back as
he spoke to her. Her fair skin turned an agreeable pinkish color as
she hungrily watched his lips move. He reached out to touch her
long curls and she giggled, leaning away. What a tease, I thought
to myself.

The girl’s shrill chuckles filled my ears.
They were the sounds of happiness that echoed through my auricles.
They were a joy that I hated her for. They were the resonances of a
woman who had loved. They were fairytale dreams of a princess being
swept away by her prince charming. They were everything I had ever
wanted. Everything I had wanted before I had gotten pregnant. My
lips upturned into a warm smile as my eyes closed. The giggles
permeated through the recesses of my skull, and they made my throat
vibrate with anticipation.

The giggles that emanated from the girl’s
youthful lips were my own. I opened my eyes to find Marc, my
husband of several years, standing there looking at me and he
seemed as magnificent as he did on that fateful day we had met.

 


***

 


He was tall and well-built, with his brown
hair kept short and neatly combed. His deep, playful eyes caused my
heart to skip a beat and I became lost whenever I looked into them.
His smile grew wider as he extended an arm toward me. I looked at
his well-defined, cut muscles and the singular blue vein pulsing
just underneath his fair skin. I inhaled deeply, not entirely
wanting to ignore the influx of desire I felt growing within my
loins as a quick flashback to that life-changing day and those that
followed may be went before my eyes.

“What's your name?” he asked, in a voice only
God could beat.

It made me shiver just hearing his voice.

“Penny,” I breathed out slowly.

I hoped that my voice sounded nearly as good
as his.

“I haven't seen you around these parts. Are
you new to the area?” he continued, appearing anxious to start a
conversation.

I glanced around for a moment, observing the
depressingly small shopping center that was the single most
exciting thing that existed in the small town my parents had forced
us to move to.

“Yes,” I muttered. “Unfortunately.”

“You don’t appear to like it much here, do
you?”

“Not that I have a choice, anyway.”

“Why do you say so?”

“I lived in a much larger town than this
before my parents decided to come here.”

Before I had been dragged off to live in hole
of a small town, I had enjoyed living in one where there was more
to do than a walk through a mall.

Marc’s glorious laughter filled the hot air
around us. I ran my fingers through my hair, twirling a small
golden strand around one finger. A small, innocent smile glided
over my lips waiting to know what he wanted.

He went straight to the point.

“Listen, a friend and I are going to a
drive-in movie tonight. Do you want to come? Unless, of course, you
have issues, which some people have, sometimes.”

I shrugged, unsure how entertaining a
drive-in movie could possibly be, and skeptical about the
entertainment factor of a place where one watched an old movie from
their car. Marc gazed at me, piercing my soul with his fiery stare
of unwavering resolve. It felt physically impossible for me to
refuse him. My throat was as dry as the desert heat. I forced the
words out of my mouth, attempting not to sound as though I were
desperate to be pleasured by him.

“I...fine. That would be fine... I
guess.”

I had only just met him and could not resist
his lure.

“Great.” He smiled, grabbing my hand as he
pulled out a pen and began to write his phone number on my palm.
The feeling of my hand being gripped firmly in his palm made me
want to grab him right then and press my lips against his. “Oh, and
my name is Marc.”

Nice name too, I thought to myself as I
watched him walk away, his perfectly sculpted buttocks a vision
that would linger in my mind for years to come.

After that I got busy getting ready to go out
with him. At least here was someone to take away the boredom of the
small town. I could not bear to think of remaining without company
in this small town where I knew next to no one. I did not exactly
mind the fact that here was someone who made my heart race.

 


***

 


He picked me up, and off to the movies we
went. It was a cool way to spend an evening while getting to chat
with such an exciting man, I figured. He appeared perfect in all
that he did, which included the way that he drove. I had heard that
you could tell the way a man treated his woman by the way he drove.
If this was true, then I was in for a real good time.

Of course, he was right. I had a wonderful
time sitting there in his car. It was great watching the movie with
him. His arms held me close to his chest, and I listened to the
pulsating rhythms of his heart. It felt like ages since I had had
as good of a time as I did with him. In a small town where my
parents had forced me to move, I seldom found much entertainment.
It was as if the people in town didn’t even know how to have fun.
The weird part was that they seemed absolutely fine with that. I
was a young girl at the time, and I needed some excitement in my
dull life. Being with him was the greatest thing in the world for
me.

“Do you go out often?” he asked me out of the
blue.

“I have not gone anywhere since we moved here
from the big town.”

I offered him this information with the hope
that he would make it up to me somehow.

“Not to worry. Your stay here will get more
interesting with time,” he offered.

I was sure he was right, especially if I was
going to continue seeing him after this.

“I sure hope so, seeing as this is such a
small place,” I replied.

“It just takes a bit of getting used to,
really,” he added.

His eyes drew me in, scrutinizing every inch
of my body, making me feel like I was the most important person on
this earth. His stare had a unique quality to it that could make a
person feel special. I carried his warmth with me even when Marc
was nowhere in sight. I just couldn’t get over it; I couldn’t stop
thinking about him, about every single moment that I had relished
with him, from the moment we had met to the minute our lips had
caressed one another. When he was gone, I always knew that Marc
loved me and was faithful to me. For some unknown reason, I could
feel that Marc was sincere and would be the same no matter what
hardships he’d have to face.

In the midst of our love, I had sacrificed a
lot, but had also kept myself on the secure side. From the age of a
lively teen to that of a grown-up mature-minded girl who had found
her prince charming, Marc kept proving to me why spending all these
years with him was better than being alone

Being the gullible young girl that I was, I
could not resist the offers that he laid before me. I did not think
that I could find anyone else anywhere who would measure up to him.
He seemed to have taken my heart away.

Eventually, he asked me to marry him. Of
course I said yes to him, and we started planning for the wedding
immediately. I was excited all of that time, thinking of how I was
about to commit to the one person that I loved with all of my
heart.

“All set to marry me, Penny?” he asked,
giving me that loving look I could not resist

“Yes, Marc. I want nothing more but to become
your wife,” I said excitedly, hoping that he could hear the
excitement in my voice.

“Great! I am so glad to hear that, since I
really want this too.”

That confirmed it for us and soon we shifted
the wedding plans into full gear.

It was a summer wedding. I wore a white dress
that flowed across the walkway. I had it made specifically to
flaunt my shape. My father walked me down the aisle with a look of
pride in his eyes. I could tell that this was what he had expected
of me. I was glad to be making him happy, and walked down the aisle
with a smile on my face.

It was quite an emotional time for me when we
exchanged our vows. I meant every word I said, and therefore did
not have a problem repeating them.

I looked up to see Marc with a serious look
on his face as he said his vows. It was evident that he meant every
word that he promised that day.

After we spoke our vows and said “I do,” we
kissed each other. Not a long lingering kiss, but a quick
passionate one, for we knew that this was a small place and that
those present would be looking out for any sign that we had
experience in expressing our emotions with each other. People here
loved to talk about just anything, and we did not want to become
fodder for their gossip.

“I now present to you the newly-wedded
couple,” the pastor said amid, cheering from the crowd.

 


***

 


My parents were happy for me because my
marrying Marc was the best they could hope for me. They had no
other plans for my future. After all, I wasn't fabled to be the
next big lawyer or doctor in the family. Everyone knew that to be
the next big lawyer or doctor in the family, a spark was needed, a
spark that I didn't have. The only thing I was ever really good at
was dreaming. I just couldn’t stop dreaming. My dreams filled my
everyday life with their color and excitement. The dreams had a
sweet scent that followed me everywhere I went, lingering just
beyond my nose. The dreams were an obsession, an iron grip in which
I was happy to be held captive. My dreams were always there, but
never within reach, taunting me with their incandescent mockery. In
a way, I guess dreaming was my entertainment, entertainment that
left me longing for what was just out of my reach and what I never
seemed able to grasp.

Yet, the ultimate success happened. My world
changed right before my very eyes. In a blink, I was a Nobel Prize
winner, an Oscar nominee, the President. No matter what I was, I
was world-renowned for my many successes. The people loved me… No,
they worshipped me. I was their goddess, always wearing the latest
fashions set aside by their respective designers so that this woman
loved by the people--me--would be the first to try them on.

Marc was standing by my side to give support
in all that I had accomplished. I couldn’t imagine in my wildest
dreams that my life could take such a turn right in front of my
eyes and turn everything into something that beautiful, that
charming. Yes, my dreams were often of farfetched grandeur.

 


***

 


The first time I saw him, I knew he was the
kind of guy that a woman could pin her hopes and dreams on. I
didn’t know him, but I didn’t have to know him to understand that
he was the best ever. He’d walked in with his hands shoved deep
into the pockets of his black hoodie, took one look at me, and
planted himself on the stool nearby.

The strange thing was that I had always been
running from love, from life. I wanted to be left alone to enjoy
the quiet country life and continue my work as a freelance artist.
I never felt an urge to be in a relationship, and yet there was
this young, free, single boy who made me fall in love with him at
first sight.

Marc became my personal career. The sharp
alarm clock lifted me from sleep every morning at six a.m., just
enough time to make a good breakfast for him and to give him a kiss
goodbye. We’d sit down at the kitchen table to eat. He’d read the
morning paper, while I poured him a cup of coffee. I accepted this
as the way all married couples began their day, not having much to
talk about at breakfast.

“Have a good day at work, sweetie,” I would
say as Marc was getting ready to walk out the door.

He’d leave without so much as a word, just a
nod. I had to wonder sometimes if he heard me at all. I’d walk
toward the garden that sits behind the house, looking at the
hundreds of flowers that grew, their multiple colors a painted
canvas of artistic awe. There I would wait for him to return,
beholding the overgrown garden, enjoying the warmth of the dazzling
sun. I watched the butterflies flying around the colorful flowers,
their wings flittering about against the silence. I did not even
know the names of the flowers, in fact, I wasn’t even sure if they
were natural plants or weeds. I would sit there, raise my head,
close my eyes, and let my mind drift, longing for that moment when
he would be in my arms again.

“I love you,” I would hear him say.

“I love you too,” I always replied.

The voices in my head would take over soon
thereafter, trying to outdo one another in making me feel
unfulfilled in the relationship.

“Look at how he treats you. Is that any way
for a man to treat his wife?” they would start as soon as I was on
my own.

“How can a man act like you do not exist in
his life?” another quipped.

“He should at least make an effort to show
you some affection. It is not right that he just chooses to act
like you do not exist to him.”

“See the way he acts, like you are not there?
That means that he doesn’t feel the same way about you.”

 


***

 


I could never settle anywhere for too long,
maybe one year or two years, tops. I had dreamed of traveling the
world. But this time I actually felt like settling down and
planting my roots. This time I really wanted to make a real home
out of this small town. However, I couldn't get a job.

“Why haven’t you gotten a job yet, Penny?” he
often asked me.

“Are you kidding me? I wouldn't be able to
concentrate. I can barely concentrate on the work I have to do
around the house,” I replied.

Marc did not seem pleased with my answer, but
I did not care.

“That is no excuse, Penny. You want to follow
your dreams, do you not?”

Clearly he was trying to push me to find some
work

“Yes, but I love you Marc, you’re my dreams
now.” I hoped this would bring a close to a discussion that was not
very comfortable to me. I felt that I did not need to weigh myself
down by getting a job.

“I know you do dear, but what does that have
to do with following your other dreams and goals in life?”

I never had an answer for that. I would just
look away and sigh, the words just escaped me so that I couldn’t
answer. I would sit there listening to the sound of the winds
whispering to me, yet I could only wait and wait, knowing that deep
down Marc loved me.

Yet, he stopped coming home the way I had
imagined he would. Something was obviously changing. Our greetings
turned from passionate kisses and warm smiles to a mere hello. And
then from there, we didn't even greet each other. No words ever
escaped his lips during breakfast before work, nor did he speak to
me while we ate dinner. The silence between us grew more apparent
with each passing moment.

That should have unsettled me, but it did
not. I took it all in my stride and continued living in the shadow
of the man I loved. I expected him to understand that I did not
need anything more with then in my life, and took his silence as a
passing phase in his life.

Sometimes the voices would come back to warn
me about getting too dependent on him.

“You really need to find something to do with
yourself,” they urged me.

“You need to be your own person in order to
win his respect,” the other said.

“Do you see the way that he keeps ignoring
you? You might want to take this in stride and make something of
yourself as well.”

“His cold attitude towards you should be
warning enough that things are not well with the two of you.”

“He must have something on his mind, and the
sooner you find out what it is, the better for you.”

Marc’s mentality was totally different from
what I had expected. It is said women can never be understood, but
for me, Marc was the unsolvable mystery. His silence left me
baffled, not knowing what was on his mind. I knew his love for me
was pure and sacred, but how he begun to treat me was becoming
unbearable. Years and years of affections and kindness had crippled
me for him. It seemed like he had just succeeded in winning over my
heart and then he let go of me. It seemed like winning my heart was
success enough for him, and that being won, he had to let go. I
could not think of another man other than him. Though my ever-aging
face showed no expression, inside my soul yearned for him.

I was determined to bring back what we had
together before and hoped to be able to continue from where we had
left off in the relationship. I found all sorts of excuses for the
way that he behaved toward me, even though I found it
frustrating.

The children did not help, with their
constant nagging anytime I wanted to have some time to myself. They
just gave him an excuse to be distracted from me. It felt like he
wanted me to be busy with the kids, so that he wouldn’t have to
indulge any of my silly arguments or pointless conversations. Our
daughters received the attention from him I had always wanted. I
would watch as they played together, the three of them, with a
sense of contempt growing into a hatred that I kept bottled up deep
down in the recesses of my gut. His attentive eyes became distant
each time I would come to join in the fun, and he would soon quit
playing.

“Daddy, come play with me…” my little Emily
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