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			Chapter 1

			“Hurry up, Sophia, or we’ll be late,” Leo shouted out to her while packing a cart with merchandise.

			“I’m ready, and I promise that you won’t be late,” she said, leaving the bedroom, still fussing with her outfit.

			“Sophia, you need to go change your clothes right now!” Leo ordered.

			“Why, Leo? What is wrong with my outfit?” Sophia inquired.

			“Because you look as though, you’re the author. I don’t want you to be mistaken for me,” he stated.

			“Perhaps if you hadn’t used a female pseudonym for your fantasy novel,” she chided.

			“That’s not the point. Besides, my agent says that he has several male authors who do book signings, with a female pseudonym,” he added.

			“I just wanted to look nice and professional for you,” she sighed.

			“And it’s still my event. I know you’re still hung up on thinking you’re some kind of model, but I can assure you that you’re not. What a waste of time and resources that was. Now go change your clothes and try to find something you’d wear to the grocery store or yoga,” he scolded.

			Sophia sighed, and traipsed to the bedroom to change her clothes. A few minutes later, she returned wearing a pair of yoga pants, a T-shirt, and a light jacket.

			Leo said not a word, and just scowled at her.

			“What’s the matter now?” Sophia asked.

			“To be honest, you still look like a whore. Go wipe off some of that makeup and hurry your ass up. You’re making me late as it is,” he scolded.

			Sophia rushed as quickly as she could, before he saw the tears coming to her eyes. She wiped as much of her makeup off, including the intrusive tears, without having to wash her face. She couldn’t understand what Leo’s problem was, and the tears began to well up in her eyes again, but she managed to blot them before ruining her mascara. She took a deep breath as she looked in the mirror one last time, hoping to gain his approval when she returned.

			“Much better. Now let’s go before you make me any later,” he scoffed.

			Sophia nodded her head and forced a silent smile, then followed him out the door.

			***

			Leo and Sophia Fedor arrived at the bookstore, and after about thirty minutes or so, they finished setting up the books and other merchandise. Almost instantly, people come up to the table. They engaged Leo in small talk, as he autographed their newly acquired books, eagerly asking questions about when his next book of the series would be out. Sophia quietly sat off to the side, watching the comings and goings of fans at her husband’s table and looking at her phone occasionally.

			Theodore Saville walked into the bookstore and headed straight to the table. Leo notices Theo and stands up to greet him.

			“Hey, man. It’s so good of you to come out,” Leo said, extending his hand to his friend.

			“Of course. I wouldn’t have missed your big debut. How’s it been going?” Theo inquired, shaking Leo’s hand.

			“Oh, I’ve had a pretty busy morning so far. Of course, I couldn’t have done this without Sophia. She was the one who made all this happen,” Leo stated proudly.

			“That’s great. I’m so happy for you,” Theo added.

			Theo briefly looked toward Sophia at the end of the table. His focus then returned to Leo.

			“Did you want me to autograph a book for you?” Leo questioned.

			“Yes, of course. Thanks, man. Make it to Theo, my best friend from college,” Theo teased.

			“Oh, of course. Before or after, you dropped out?” Leo asked.

			Theo paused, unsure how to respond to such a question. Especially since Leo knew exactly good and well why he had to drop out of school. It was to take care of his ill mother, who had been diagnosed with cancer. Theo was snapped from his thoughts of the past when Leo started speaking.

			“Here you go. I hope you enjoy it,” Leo stated, while he passed the book to Theo, with a snide smile.

			“I’m sure I will. You were always such a talented storyteller. Thanks again. I’ll get out of the way now, since you have a line starting to form,” Theo observed.

			“Yeah, it’s all good. I’m glad you could come out. I’ll see you soon, I’m sure. Enjoy the book,” Leo said.

			Theo decided to visit his friend’s wife before he left, and walked over to where Sophia was sitting.

			“Hey, Sophia. How’s it going? You did a great job setting all of this up for Leo,” Theo stated.

			Sophia looked up from her phone to acknowledge his presence, secretly hoping that her husband wouldn’t notice.

			“Oh, hi there, Theo. I’m so glad you could come out today. I was just trying to schedule Leo’s next book signing. How have you been?” Sophia asked.

			“I’ve been great and working at the dealership a lot lately. Those cars won’t sell themselves,” Theo replied.

			Sophia couldn’t help but laugh at his joke, then turned to see if Leo had noticed. She was relieved to see that he was busy with his line of fandom, then returned her attention to Theo.

			“That’s great. I’ll bet you’re their number one salesman,” Sophia said.

			“Well, I don’t like to brag, but I recently had the most new car sales this month, more than anyone else,” Theo stated.

			“That’s awesome. I’m so happy for you. Perhaps you can give Leo some pointers on salesmanship. He could use a few lessons,” Sophia noted.

			Theo laughed, taking note that apparently, Leo doesn’t appreciate his wife as much as he should. It was a shame too, because she was so beautiful and seemed like such a sweet person to be around.

			“I’m sure that I could give him a few pointers. Hey, how are you doing, though? Really? You don’t seem like you’re enjoying yourself,” Theo inquired.

			Sophia paused, then glanced again in Leo’s direction before responding.

			“I’m okay. Things are great. Leo’s career is really taking off. He’s worked so hard to get here. I’m really proud of him,” Sophia stated.

			Theo noticed the awkward silence that had suddenly fallen between them, and the fact that Sophia couldn’t stop looking over at Leo with such nervousness that he had recognized all too well, from his own personal experience growing up, watching his mother react the same way around his father. He felt sorry for Sophia and pondered what she must be going through with Leo.

			“Oh, I’m sure you are, but that’s not what I meant. Hey, we’ve known each other for a long time now, and I know when something’s wrong. So please know that if you ever need someone to talk to, that I’m here for you, okay?” Theo offered.

			“I’m okay. Really. I’ve just got a lot going on, and on my mind too, that’s all,” Sophia said, looking over at Leo again.

			“Ok, but if you need anything, anything at all, just let me know,” Theo replied.

			“Yes, that sounds great. Thank you, Theo. I’d better get him some more books to put out; it looks like he’s running low. I’ll catch up with you soon, Theo,” Sophia stated, then caught Leo staring at her from the corner of her eye.

			“Okay. Sounds good. Keep in touch, okay? Have a good day,” Theo added, then waved at Leo as he walked towards the exit.

			Sophia ignored Theo calling out and waving at her husband, as she set more books out on the table. She looked up just in time to see Theo walking out the door, unaware Leo was suspiciously watching her.

			“What was that about?” Leo questioned.

			“What do you mean?” Sophia asked softly.

			“Theo. What did he want? I saw you two chatting over there. Do you two have a hot date planned for later, that I don’t know about?” Leo asked.

			“No, of course not. He was just telling me how proud he was of you for getting your book published. And I was just telling him how busy you were now, with all the book signings you’ve been scheduled for,” Sophia replied.

			“Oh, well. How nice of you to say that. I’m sure he just wants a piece of you. Especially the way he was looking at you,” he stated.

			“I’m sure that’s not the case. He’s your best friend. I can’t believe that you would think that of him,” she replied.

			“Oh, I’m sure. He’s still a man, isn’t he? What kind of man wouldn’t want to hook up with you?” Leo questioned.

			“I don’t know and I don’t care. This isn’t the time or place for that. You’ve got a line forming again,” Sophia said.

			Leo smirked and rolled his eyes at her, then turned his focus on the next person in line. He would deal with his wife later.

			Leo and Sophia silently finished packing their setup for the day, and were ready to head out the door, when Leo suddenly stopped Sophia. He took her hand in his, then leaned over to kiss her on the cheek.

			“Hey, thank you for setting all of this up. I really appreciate it. Did you pack everything? Are we missing anything?” Leo asked.

			“Yes. I got everything packed up. Are you ready?” Sophia inquired.

			“Yes, I believe so. By the way, where did you put the money I made?” Leo inquired.

			“It’s here in the lock box, Leo. I figured you could get it when we get home,” she stated, holding up the box for him to see.

			“No. You’d better give it to me now. I don’t trust you with it,” he said.

			“Why? It’s just in the box. I wasn’t going to take it out,” she questioned, puzzled by his response.

			“I don’t care, it’s my money. I made it, not you,” he ordered.

			Sophia set the money box on a nearby table, then unlocked it with the keychain from her wrist. She took the money out and passed it to him.

			“It had better all be there. Remember, I’m the one who handles our finances. If I left it to you, we’d be living in a cardboard box by now,” Leo snapped, as he put the money in his wallet. “Thanks for pissing me off and ruining my day. Now let’s get out of here,” he added.

			Sophia did not respond and followed him, with her head hung low, going out the door.

			***

			Later that night, husband and wife were getting ready to turn in for the night. Leo sat on the bed and faced the doorway, waiting patiently for Sophia to finish washing up in the bathroom.

			“You know, Sophia, you really embarrassed me today,” he stated, upon her entering the bedroom.

			“How did I do that? I did everything you needed. Did you forget that I was the one who set it up for you?” Sophia scoffed.

			Leo got up and snatched her arm, shaking her, then pushed her up against the wall, and grabbed her by the throat.

			“I think that you are the one who has forgotten their place,” Leo hissed.

			Sophia gasped for air, refusing to meet his gaze, then looked toward the open bedroom door.

			“Well, answer me!” Leo shouted, releasing his grip on her throat.

			“I don’t know what to say?” Sophia whispered, trying to catch her breath, then rubbed her throat.

			“You can start with an apology for ruining my book signing,” he scolded.

			“I don’t know what I did to offend you, or to even give you an apology?” Sophia questioned.

			“I can’t believe that you don’t remember flirting like a brazen hussy with my best friend publicly. How could you do that to me? At my own book signing, too,” Leo replied.

			Sophia looked down, speechless, and was close to tears.

			“Well? The truth hurts, doesn’t it? You know I’m right, don’t you? How many times does that make now that I’ve seen you flirting with him? It seems like every time he comes over here, you’re talking to him,” he interrogated.

			“I - I don’t know. Of course, I’m going to talk to him when he comes over. What am I supposed to do, ignore him?” Sophia asked.

			“I’m not saying that you have to be a bitch to him, but he’s my friend, not yours. I expect you to be a proper hostess to our guests, and that’s all,” Leo stated firmly.

			“I do everything that you expect from me. I play the hostess, your maid, your chef, and now your manager. But nothing’s ever good enough for you. Is it? What more do you want from me? To say that I’m sorry for something, I didn’t even do?” Sophia asked.

			“I’ll show you what I want, and how you can make it up to me,” Leo suggested, then pushed her onto the bed. “Now, about that apology,” he growled.

			She tried to turn her head away, but he shoved his cock into her face.

			“Come on, you know what I like,” Leo said, tapping her on the cheek with his hard member.

			“No, Leo. Please, I’m tired. Can’t we just go to bed?” Sophia asked in tears.

			Leo gave in to her tears, then pushed her away from him, unable to stand her sobbing anymore.

			“Fine, turn around. I’ll take that apology out on your ass, one way or another,” he threatened.

			“No, please. I don’t want to, Leo. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to flirt with Theo at the bookstore. Okay? Are you happy now?” Sophia cried out.

			“I’ll be happy when I have finished with you. You know I sleep better afterwards. Come on, turn around, I’ll be quick, in and out, I promise,” Leo urged.

			Sophia gave in to his demands, and turned away. There wasn’t anything that she could do or say that would make him stop. She should be used to it by now, after years of a regrettable marriage. Her thoughts faded away as he pushed her over on her stomach, then heard him spit in his hand, before she felt the first painful thrust into her. He seemed completely unencumbered by the sound of her incessant sobbing.

			When he finally finished having his way with her, Leo pulled himself out of her, then rolled over onto his side of the bed.

			Sophia slowly rolled over to her side, trying not to disturb her husband, and cried herself to sleep…

			***

			The next morning, Leo was getting ready to run some errands for the day. Sophia was still lying down in the bed, when he sat down beside her.

			“Thank you for a wonderful night. I think it was the best sleep I’ve had in a long time. I hope that you enjoyed it too,” Leo said, then kissed her on the forehead. He then caressed her arm, before getting up. “I’m going to run some errands, so I’ll be gone most of the day. Perhaps when I get back, we can continue more of where we left off last night,” Leo suggested with a deviant smile.

			Sophia gave him an affirmative look and nodded, without a single word spoken. Once she heard the door close, she wiped her eyes. After a few minutes had passed, she was finally able to compose her faculties, then reached for her phone on the side table. She pulled up Theo’s contact information and stared at it, before deciding to send him a text.

			The text message read: “Hey Theo, it’s Sophia. How’s your day going? Are you free for brunch?”

			An incoming text message from Theo read: “Hey there. Nice to hear from you. Brunch would be great. Where and what time?”

			Sophia replied with another text message: “Could we meet at the park? Say around 11 AM? You said if I ever needed to talk...”

			Theo replied with another text message: “Yes, of course. I’ll meet you there.”

			Sophia ended the conversation with the text message: “Ok, that sounds good. See you then.”

			***

			Later that day, Sophia was seated on a park bench, patiently waiting for Theo to arrive. She kept looking around at all of the entrances and exits, paranoid that somehow Leo was going to find her there. It wouldn’t be the first time that he’d tracked her down via GPS. A text message chimed in and distracted her from her manic thoughts. It was from Theo, stating that he was running late, but on his way. She looks out at the trees, recalling what had transpired the night before.

			Theo finally arrived at the park, and saw Sophia sitting on the park bench. He waved at her, then saw her motioning for him to come sit beside her.

			“Hey, Sophia, thanks for waiting. I’m so sorry that I am late, I was with a customer longer than I had expected. I’m glad that you invited me out. It’s really nice out here,” Theo stated.

			“Oh, that’s fine. I know you’re busy. I’m glad you could come out,” Sophia said.

			“So, what’s going on? I’m guessing that you needed to talk about something?” Theo asked.

			“Yes. Thank you for coming out. I’m so sorry. I feel like I’ve wasted your time somehow,” she said.

			“No, of course not. Why would you think that?” Theo asked.

			“I don’t know. It’s what I’m used to, I suppose,” she whispered.

			“What do you mean?” Theo asked.

			Sophia turned away to hide her tears, quickly wiping them from her cheeks. Theo reached over to hold her hand, but she quickly pulled away.

			“Hey, it’s okay. You can talk to me. Did something happen between you and Leo?” Theo inquired.

			“I don’t know. I’m so sorry that I contacted you,” she cried, then started to get up.

			“Please, Sophia, don’t go. Tell me what happened. You can trust me. I won’t tell him anything that you say, it’s just between us. I promise,” Theo pleaded, reaching out to her.

			“Last night after the book signing, he accused me of flirting with you, and no matter what I said, he didn’t believe me,” Sophia confessed.

			“What? Are you serious? Why would he think that? We were only talking, for crying out loud. What is his problem?” Theo questioned.

			“I don’t know. He tried to make me apologize for something, that I didn’t even do. When I refused, he tried to force one out of me,” she cried.

			“What do you mean by ‘force one out’ of you?” Theo questioned.

			“When I do something he doesn’t like, or he gets upset about something, he uses sex to make himself feel better, I guess. And when I wouldn’t go down on him, and told him no, well, he didn’t like that,” she replied.

			“What the-? What are you saying? Did he hurt you?” Theo interrogated.

			“I told him no, but he didn’t listen. He didn’t care that I said I was tired and didn’t want to have sex with him,” she continued.

			“Oh, Sophia. No, he didn’t? I can’t picture Leo not accepting you telling him no,” Theo stated.

			“He just pushed me over. He didn’t care. It didn’t matter how many times I said no. So, I just finally gave in and let him have his way with me,” she said.

			“Oh, Sophia. I’m so sorry. That bastard. I can’t even begin to imagine how you must have felt. Wow. Just when you think you know a guy. Did you call the police?” Theo asked.

			“No, of course not. What would I say anyway? ‘My husband wanted to have sex with me, and I didn’t want to, but I gave in anyway?’ Besides, I’m used to it,” Sophia told him, wiping her eyes.

			“What do you mean by that? Has he done this before?” Theo asked.

			Sophia confirmed in silence, keeping her gaze locked onto his, hoping he didn’t think differently towards her.

			“Yes. It seems like I can’t do anything right. No matter how hard I try. Nothing is ever good enough for him,” she added.

			“How long has this been going on?” Theo asked.

			“A few years now. But he wasn’t like this before. He was kind and loving. Then things changed, he changed, and he was like a completely different person all of a sudden. Day to day, I didn’t know if he was Dr. Jekyll or Mr. Hyde,” Sophia stated.

			“When did he flip the switch on you?” Theo questioned.

			“Do you remember when I started modeling? All of a sudden, he started getting jealous of the photographers I was working with, and when I posted my images on social media, he got really upset. He said that he should be the only man to see me like that,” she explained.

			“Oh, I’m so sorry for that. He should not have treated you that way. Is there anything I can do?” Theo asked.

			“No. I’m not even sure what I should do or not do. I feel so trapped,” she said.

			“You are not trapped. Ever. You don’t have to take what he’s doing to you. You know that, right? You should contact a lawyer and get some legal advice,” he advised.

			“I know. But I don’t think I could leave him. He’s not a jerk all the time. And he tells me that he’s sorry when he gets angry, and when he goes out, he usually brings me flowers or little presents to make up for it. Besides, I have nowhere else to go,” she confessed.

			“You don’t have any family that you can stay with?” Theo asked.

			“Not really,” she replied.

			“You know, if anything happens, you can go to one of those women’s shelters. Or worst case scenario, you can call me. I’ll come get you and take you in myself,” he offered.

			“No, I couldn’t do that. Those are for women who are actually beaten up or something. I wouldn’t want to take up space for nothing,” she sighed.

			“Then you can come stay with me. Just until you can contact the police, while in a safe place. Or even if you want to just get away from him long enough to contact a lawyer. You’ve got to do something. You can’t just stay there and take that kind of abuse. And it is abuse, trust me. My mom went through something like this when I was a kid, but she divorced my dad, and the abuse stopped,” Theo stated.

			Sophia looked into his eyes, then reached over to hold his hand, in hopes that it would console him.

			“Oh, Theo. I’m so sorry. I had no idea your childhood was like that,” she said.

			“It’s okay, it’s not a big deal. When I was growing up, a lot of kids went through divorces, and the only difference was that my brother went to live with my dad, and I stayed with my mom. I went to a lot of counseling, and even took some psychology classes in college, just to try to understand what happened. I just hate seeing you go through anything like that,” Theo said.

			“Wow. You’re a stronger person than I am. And I thank you for your advice and for listening to me whine about my life. I appreciate that,” Sophia said.

			Theo placed his other hand over hers and caressed it.

			“You’re very welcome, but you’re not whining. Don’t ever feel that what he does to you is your fault, because it’s not. And I really hope that you’ll heed my advice. Please, get help if you need it,” he said tenderly.

			“Thank you. That means a lot to me,” she added.

			“Anytime. I mean it, if you need anything, just call me. We’ve known each other long enough for you to know that I’m here for you. Please just know that you don’t have to go through this alone,” Theo offered.

			“Thank you again. Really. I will, I promise,” Sophia said.

			They looked into each other’s eyes, and shared a moment of silence…

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Leo Fedor had always been suspicious of his wife Sophia, ever since her modeling days online, and showing herself to other men. He had always assumed that she must be fucking them too. So, when he went out to run errands, he would drive by her usual places that she liked to go to, and see if she happened to be with anyone.

			As he was turning by the park, where she liked to walk, he saw her car parked there. Perhaps she was there just to walk, or maybe this time she was there with someone else. He pulled into the opposite side of the parking lot, between two other vehicles, but was still able to see her car across the way.

			A few minutes later, while he was checking out his wife’s social media profile for any new postings, his editor called.

			“Hello,” Theo answered. “Yes, Frank. I’ll be there in a few minutes,” he said, then hung up the phone.

			Leo looked across the street, where her car was still parked, with no sign of Sophia around. He wanted to hang out a little while longer, to see if she showed up with anyone else, but he couldn’t keep his editor waiting.

			***

			The office downtown was bustling with people going back and forth between cubicles, some with file folders, or stacks of manuscripts in their hands. Which was a sight to see, in this day and age of computers and digital content.

			Leo Fedor walked through the chaos and managed to avoid bumping into anyone with their arms full, or someone carrying piping hot cups of coffee precariously through the heavy foot traffic.

			When he reached Frank Stein’s office, he stopped and took a deep breath before knocking on his office door.

			“Come in,” the voice on the other side of the door called out.

			Leo pushed the door open and saw his editor, Frank Stein, sitting back in his big chair, with his feet propped up on the corner of his mahogany desk.

			“Hey Frank,” Leo greeted him, as he stepped into the room.

			“Nice to see you, Leo. Why don’t you shut the door there, and we’ll get straight to business,” Frank said, motioning him to take a seat.

			Leo shut the door behind him, taking a seat across the desk from his editor.

			“Leo, how long have you been writing for me now? What has it been, like four or five years now?” Frank questioned.

			“Yeah, I believe so, give or take a year,” Leo replied.

			“So, I have to say, Leo, that after that whole fiasco with your fantasy novel, I think it’s best you get back to writing what you know best,” Frank advised.

			“Look, Frank, I know I muddled that up pretty badly at first, but you have to agree that I ended up writing a pretty good fantasy novel,” Leo proclaimed.

			“Leo, you plagiarized it!” Frank scoffed.

			“I cleaned it up. And
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