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This story is dedicated to all survivors of verbal, physical and sexual abuse.....and also for the ones who didn’t make it.


My heart goes out to you all.


Rowan Laurel Flynn  (March 2017)
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Prologue
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IT HAD BEEN THREE MONTHS without his fingers crawling all over her body and inside it.  Three months without his foul breath on her face and hair.  For the first time ever,  she felt secure and safe.  It was a new start for them both and she was looking forward to life in Whitby.  Her body was now her own.
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Chapter One - Arrival
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Lucy thought that James was a changed man as she unpacked large cardboard boxes in the kitchen of their new cosy cottage.   She felt totally content as she found and plugged in the kettle for a nice cup of tea once that she had found it in an unmarked box.   The house was small, but Lucy was just happy that the North Sea could be seen from the front bedroom window and was only a quick ten minute walk away.

She walked to the fridge humming to herself and remembered that it wasn’t switched on yet and she needed to buy the milk for their drinks.   She sighed loudly, picked up her black and very plain handbag off the table and went to find James.   He was known to everyone as Jimmy except his mother who called him James Mark which annoyed him to death.  She went to the open front door to see how many boxes were left in the transit van that they had hired for the move.  Jimmy was watching a group of young girls in school uniforms walking on the other side of the road by the harbour.  His fascination with young girls made her feel uncomfortable but there was nothing she could do about it.  He had told her once that only looking did no harm and asked why she couldn’t dress up in a uniform to give him some excitement in his miserable life.  She had cringed but then thought nothing more about it until he had come home from shopping one day carrying  a local school uniform that he had made her wear including white knee socks.  The sight of her wearing it had made him so excited that he had made her have sex there and then.

She walked up to him and waited for him to turn towards her to see what she wanted.  He stared at her blankly. 

“What do you want?” he asked impatiently and cursed under his breath.  “Can’t you see that I am busy with this box?”

She blushed and nodded nervously. “Yes.  Sorry James, I need to get some milk if you want some tea.”  Jimmy put the box down, grabbed her wrist and whispered in her ear.  “There is a shop up there.  Go straight there and back and don’t talk to anyone”.

She froze at his words then relaxed.  He must be stressed and tired from the drive she thought and then walked in the direction that he had pointed.

It was noon and the sun was high in the sky giving off warmth which was pleasant for early April.  Easter weekend was a few days away and Jimmy had thought it best to move in now before the tourists turned up and got in his way.  He couldn’t abide crowds but yet his parents had bought the house and let them rent it after they were evicted from a council house in Middlesbrough.  If James or Lucy left though, they would take back the house.  

As she strolled alongside the harbour, she glanced at the boats and then up at the east cliff where the abbey and the church seemed to stare at the North Sea and guard the port.  She had always loved Whitby and had spent many happy holidays as a child in either a tent or a static caravan up on the cliffs of Saltwick Bay.

The shop had a small frontage but was long and narrow inside.  She found the milk easily enough, paid her money and left the shop quickly.  The assistant was used to people chatting about the weather and the crowds as they paid so he was surprised to see how fast she came and went.  As he straightened his papers on the counter he thought it was none of his business but she had looked a bit nervous.  The sports news caught his eye so he picked up his mug of tea and sat down to see how the local cricket team had fared yesterday and forgot all about her.  

Lucy hurried back to the house and worried that she had been too long.  Jimmy was still standing in the same position holding the same box and watching the schoolgirls.  She glanced at him nervously as she walked past him to enter the house but he didn’t even notice her.

The kettle would not switch on.  She was dying for a cuppa after the drive from Middlesbrough.  She swallowed and knew that Jimmy would not be pleased that there would be hassle over something as simple as making a cup of tea.  He entered the kitchen and noticed her checking the socket and the kettle switch.  “The kettle won’t work” she explained and blushed.

“Let me have a look,” he replied.  He was in a good mood as the schoolgirls had brightened his day as he had stared at their blonde hair glossy in the sunshine and long bare legs and short black skirts.  He made a note in his thick brain to find out Lucy’s uniform as quickly as possible.

He did the two checks that she had done and shook his head.  “It must be burnt out or something.  Go to the Yorkshire Trading shop and get a new one.”  He put his hand in his jeans pocket and pulled out a bundle of twenties.  He gave her two.  “You don’t need to rush back,” he told her.    Have a look around or go in a tearoom if you want and I will unload”.

Lucy was surprised and secretly pleased but did not show it.  It was unusual that he was letting her wander around on her own.  Maybe he wanted to go for a quick pint in peace she thought as she nipped into the bathroom for a quick wash and a wee.

She knew where the Yorkshire Trading shop was and looked forward to the walk there.  The day was looking good and it was just twelve fifteen she thought as she glanced at her mobile to check the time.  She didn’t use her phone often as she had no friends to call or text.  Her mam phoned her once a week on a Monday afternoon at the same time regular as clockwork and Jimmy phoned her every half an hour when he was out  to check if she was ok.  She thought it was lovely how he was forever in touch to see how she was.  If she had friends to chat to, they would have told her that he was obsessive and must stop.  But she hadn’t anyone so it was just a normal daytime routine for them her. 

The sky was a pale blue and there was a happy atmosphere as she looked at the people passing.  Tourists were in the fishing town for the start of the season and shops that had been shuttered up for the winter were now open for business.  Lucy noticed that more and more tea rooms were popping up all over the place.  She thought it was a shame that so many old buildings had been modernized inside and it shouldn’t be allowed by the council.  

The smell of fish and chips was everywhere.  She sniffed the air discreetly and smiled to herself and hoped that Jimmy would want fish and chips for dinner or tea as it was their first day here.

The swing bridge was open and she stood with the crowds and watched the boats pass through.  She had seen it many times before but she loved the way it all worked and watched it with interest.  The Victorians had certainly known how to build and without all the health and safety rules that are around these days.

Jimmy watched Lucy walk down the street, carried the box inside and placed it on the antique pine kitchen table which had been left by the previous owners.    He took a key out of his pocket and opened the electric meter cupboard which was to the left of the front door.  Lucy had been too stupid not to realise that the electric key had needed charging before the power would click on.  He had paid to get it topped up when she was in the kitchen earlier unpacking.  Pretending that there was something wrong was just an excuse for him to get rid of her for an hour or two.  He made himself a cup of tea and made a mental note to put the kettle in the bin before she came back.  The price of a new kettle was nothing to him as he claimed every benefit that he was able to.  He carried his tea back outside and continued to watch people passing by but especially the school girls.  He was feeling aroused and when Lucy came back he would get release with her here, either on the floor or on the table.  
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Chapter Two - The Tearoom
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LUCY FOLLOWED THE CROWDS over the bridge after the excitement of watching it close and made her way towards the Yorkshire Trading Company.  A small café caught her eye and she hesitated.  A cup of tea and a muffin would be lovely to have first to keep her going until later when Jimmy would decide what they would eat and when.  She hadn’t had a nice cuppa for over two hours so she thought that she was due for one before she got a bad headache.  He had told her not to rush back so she would not feel guilty.  The unpacking could wait until later.  There was no rush as it wasn’t as if they were just on a weekend break and time was short.  She could unpack tomorrow or next month if she wanted.

The Copper Kettle tearoom was small and cosy and full of tourists but she managed to get a corner table which suited her no problem.  She didn’t like window seats anyway no matter where she went as people walking past tended to gawp in which put her off her drink.  Had they nothing else to do except stare at people having a cup of tea for goodness sake?

The waitress had been busy arranging cupcakes and scones on a display stand on a pine dresser full of Whitby souvenirs but quickly wiped her hands on a paper towel and went over to see what Lucy wanted.

“Just a pot of tea for one please,” she said with a shy smile.  “And a toasted muffin,” she added as she put down the menu that she had been reading.  Everything from cakes to scones was made on the premises and there was no smell of chips which she thought was nice. 

“Yes dear,” said the short and plump motherly looking waitress.  “It won’t be long.”  She bustled over to the counter and began to make the tea in a small white pot for one and arranged a matching cup and saucer on a wooden tray.  Her legs were aching after the long morning of feeding tourists but she loved her job.  She glanced over to Lucy and thought to herself  that she didn’t look like a tourist or a local.  As she poured some milk into a small jug she wondered if she had just moved in somewhere and was having a breather from unpacking.  She picked up the tray and carried it over to where Lucy was sitting patiently waiting.

“Thank you,” said Lucy with another shy smile.  “Do I pay you now or when I am finished please?”

“Don’t worry about it until you are finished dear,” was the reply.  “You don’t look the type to run off without paying,” she added and bustled off to tell the pleasant looking chap who had just come in to go and sit down and that she would be right over.

The “pleasant looking chap” looked around for a seat and noticed that the only spare one was next to Lucy.  He hesitated and walked over.

“Do you mind if I sit here please?” he asked and pulled out the chair and sat down before she could answer.  

“I will be going soon,” she replied and took a sip of tea to hide her blushing face.  She always felt herself going red when people spoke to her.  It was embarrassing but she couldn’t stop it.

He looked up when the waitress appeared by their side and noticed by the name badge on her ample bosom that she was called Beryl.

“What do you recommend?” he asked smiling at Lucy and pulled out the menu from its wooden holder.  Everything was printed in copperplate writing on cream coloured paper which was a change from the awful plastic coated menus in some places that he had been in when travelling for his work.

Lucy looked stricken.  Nobody had ever asked her opinion before.  What on earth was she supposed to say?  “I don’t know,” she stuttered and blushed again.  “I just had a cup of tea and a muffin.”

“Well in that case,” he smiled and looked up at Beryl.  “I will have the same”.

Beryl smiled back and waddled behind the counter to sort out his order.

Lucy finished her cup of tea and tried to put the cup back onto the saucer but her hands trembled with nerves.  Much to her embarrassment, the cup toppled over the edge of the table and onto the floor.  She bit her lip and didn’t know where to look.  A few customers looked over and smirked.  A young lad aged around nine sitting with his parents and bored out of his mind laughed out loud.  “Well done missus,” he hooted with laughter again and gave her the thumbs up.  His dad told him off in a loud voice and he went quiet with a face as red as a beetroot.

“Don’t worry about it,” shouted Beryl a she had noticed what had happened from the counter.  “You aren’t the first and you won’t be the last,” she said as she picked up a small bright red dustpan and brush and shuffled over and began to sweep up the mess.

The man was amused but one look at Lucy’s face and he stopped smiling and changed his expression to one of concern.  It was only a smashed cup he thought and nothing to get worked up about.  Tears streamed down her face as she picked up her handbag and hurried out of the tearoom and into the street.  People glanced curiously at her but didn’t approach her.  They walked on thinking about whether to have ice creams or fish and chips first.  Tourists always enjoyed both in Whitby.  It was never just one or the other.

“Would you believe that?” said Beryl and put her hands on her hips in disgust.

“Believe what?” the man asked and looked up at her.  He was desperate for his cup of tea and looked pointedly at the counter to where his tray was waiting to be brought over.

“She left without paying.”

“The lady was upset.  She probably didn’t think.”

Beryl stamped back to the counter in a huff and muttered to herself that if everybody got upset nothing would get paid for.  Customers finished their drinks and snacks and started to walk out of the shop to see what they could get up to next.  There was always something to see and do in Whitby.

“There you go.  Sorry for the delay,” Beryl said as she brought him his tray and then started to clear the empty tables muttering under her breath about some of the mess.  When he had finished he walked to the counter to pay.

“I will pay for the lady’s meal as well,” he said pulling out his wallet from his back pocket.

“That is very kind of you sir,” Beryl beamed at him and thought what a lovely man he was with his  long dark hair tied in a careless ponytail, plenty of beard and wearing a navy plain t-shirt and blue jeans.  Now if only I was a few years younger she thought and sighed as he went out of the door.  He was cuddly as well and could imagine being in his arms.  Dream on Beryl she chuckled and started to wash up.  She stopped chuckling and frowned, wondering if the young lady had done it on purpose so that she didn’t have to pay.  It was amazing what lengths people went to so they got stuff free.  

Lucy walked straight to the public toilets and paid her forty pence to the bored looking chap behind the glass screen.  After finding an empty cubicle she rummaged around in her bag, found her compact mirror and began to clean her face with a wet wipe from the packet she always carried around with her.  The man had been so understanding and kind she thought as she had a quick wee.  If James had been with her he would have held her hand tight and whispered insults into her ear and told her how stupid she was.  The man hadn’t done any of those things.  He had been nice.  She hoped he wasn’t local.  It would be embarrassing to see him again.  She took a deep breath as she walked out of the building and then remembered about the kettle.  She found one in Yorkshire Trading and then quickly walked back to her new home.  
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