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Chapter 1 Kaylee
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My tears soak the pillow as they fall uncontrollably. The echo of his voice rings in my head, his words were cruel, I want to forget them, I always want to forget them. His grip on my neck was strong and unforgiving, and the force of his push had more intensity than times before. My back hurts from my landing on the hard coffee table, and my cries come out raspy as my throat struggles to recover. It all started off so small, a degrading comment here and there, slowly escalating to violence over the years. I made excuses for him for a long time. I would blame it on the liquor, but I deal with drunks all the time as a bar tender, and the liquor has nothing to do with it. Deep down, he’s just a real piece of shit. 

If he is home tomorrow, he will either act like nothing ever happened, or he will scold me for it being all my fault. He will make it seem like I will have deserved it. He will tell me how I did something to cross him, so I needed to be put in my place. He will go on and on about how his actions were somehow justified. He will then call his father to complain and that asshole will see it the same way. That’s small-town corruption for you though, you can damn near get away with fucking murder when your daddy’s the only judge. I sink my sore body further into my mattress and let the darkness consume me. In the morning it will just be a bad memory, until next time anyway.
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I WOKE UP STIFF AND sore again, even after almost two days my throat still hurts like hell, so I decide to keep my breakfast strictly liquid again. The hot lemon tea offered a hint of relief as I swallowed down some aspirin. I blend up a blueberry banana smoothie to drink while I get ready for work. I feel a sense of relief when I see that Dewayne’s truck is still gone, he took off the next day after making it clear that if I wasn’t so lazy we would have more money, and I wouldn’t have needed to be punished. 

Aside from Dewayne being gone I am grateful that I paid the rent and stashed some money at the bar after I cashed my check because he has probably taken the rest. I check my purse only to find that I was right, that bastard took my fucking money. I hope this means the next few days will continue to be quiet because he’ll be out drinking the money away. When he returns, he will probably try to act sweet for a while and then the cycle will start all over again. I’d like to say I could do something to avoid it happening again, but I know better.

I pick out a pair of dark blue jeans, a black tank top and flannel shirt. I am still not feeling like putting in much effort today but make up would help cover the bruising that has now formed on my neck. I put on my makeup, curl my long brunette hair and put it in a low ponytail on each side of my head to help hide any marks that might show through. At least it doesn’t look like I’m trying to hide anything. I hate the questions, and I don’t like having to make excuses for him. The less people that know the better, when people try to go up against the judge’s son it never ends well for them... or me.  
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“GOOD AFTERNOON, KAYLEE” Jason says with his intoxicating smile as I walk through the doors of JP’s Tavern for my shift. It’s hard to be in a bad mood when you’re greeted by that. I offer a smile and a wave in return as I walk behind the counter.

“Hi Kaylee, how was your weekend?” Maddox asks as he comes out of the supply room with a box of liquor bottles to stock.

“Uh, good.” I say in a still raspy voice that catches everyone’s attention. I can see Jason’s reaction out of the corner of my eye. He knows, he always knows, it’s hard to hide that shit form someone who’s known you your whole life. I can see the anger flash in his eyes, and I know he can see the desperation in mine. There is no avoiding any damn questions now. 

“Wow, sounds like you’re coming down with a case of laryngitis.” Jason says offering up some sort of a reason for me to sound like I do. 

“Ya, that must be what it is. It was kind of sudden” I respond forcing the words.

“That’s rough.” Maddox says “Hey, do want me to cover your section tonight and you can mix drinks for me? It would be less talking” He offers. I smile and shake my head yes grateful that he bought it and didn’t read much into the look that was plastered all over Jason’s face.

“Thanks Maddox” Jason says as he keeps his eyes locked on me and motions for me to head to the back.

“Thanks” I whisper out to Jason trying to save my voice. He wasn’t stupid, he knew this was Dewayne’s handy work.  He knew and he covered for me again just like always.

“Wanna talk about it?” He asks, the anger is still in his eyes, but he keeps his tone soft and full of concern. I simply shake my head no and start putting my stuff in my locker. I can’t tell him right now, I can’t let him know how scared I was this time. 

“Alright. When you’re ready then.” he says softly as he turns to leave. 

So far, he’s the only one close to me who knows, it was just too hard to hide from him. He’s my best friend, he also seems to have a pretty major big brother complex, so it really didn’t take him long to figure it out. We grew up two houses apart, and at first, I was just Zane’s annoying twin sister with cooties, but as we got older, they didn’t mind me being around so much. By high school the three of us were thick as thieves. After Zane went off to college Jason seemed to get more protective, hence the big brother complex. He never liked Dewayne, from the moment he met him, and he never made any effort to hide it. If I hadn’t been so fucking stubborn and blinded by lust back then, I would have taken Jason’s advice and stayed plum away from Dewayne Lavey.
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