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In the stillness of a quiet morning, as the first rays of sunlight filter through the curtains, Fiona sits by her window, reflecting on a journey marked by love, betrayal, and unimaginable resilience. "How Much More?" is not just a story; it's an odyssey through the complexities of human relationships and the indomitable spirit that refuses to be broken.

Her life began like many others, filled with dreams of happiness and a desire for lasting love. Her first marriage was a whirlwind romance that promised a fairy tale ending. Yet, within a year, the facade crumbled, leaving her to pick up the pieces of a shattered dream. Determined to move forward, she embraced a new relationship with hope and optimism, only to find herself ensnared in a web of violence and deceit that would challenge her very essence.

Her second husband, who initially seemed like a beacon of stability, soon revealed a sinister side. The love that once filled her heart was replaced with fear as she uncovered shocking truths about the man she had married. The violence she endured was both physical and emotional, leaving scars that ran deep. Each revelation about his dark past left her reeling, but it also fuelled a quiet strength within her, a determination to survive and reclaim her life.

Fiona's third marriage brought with it a mix of hope and apprehension. Despite the shadows of her past, she dared to believe in happiness once more. This chapter of her life, too, was fraught with unforeseen challenges and heartbreak, yet it was also a period of profound personal growth. Through every trial, her resilience shone brightly, illuminating her path forward.

This story is an exploration of the raw, unvarnished realities of love and the often hidden darkness that can lurk within human relationships. It is a story of a woman who, despite enduring profound suffering, never relinquished her belief in the possibility of a brighter future. Her journey is a testament to the power of the human spirit, a reminder that even in the face of the most sinister truths, hope and resilience can prevail.

As you turn these pages, you will walk alongside Fiona through the highs and lows of her life. Her story will inspire you, challenge your perceptions, and ultimately, remind you of the strength that lies within us all. Welcome to "How Much More?" — a true story of love, loss, and the unyielding pursuit of a better tomorrow.
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At the age of 18, I  was a dance student at Liverpool Theatre School when I landed a job as a blue coat entertainer for the summer of 1986. Excited about this opportunity, my teacher told me that my destination was Brixham. As a city girl, I had never heard of Brixham and initially misunderstood it as Brixton, a more familiar name that evoked images of urban chaos and riots in my mind.

Despite my apprehensions, I embarked on a train journey to Devon, unaware of the life changing adventure that awaited me. Little did I know at that moment that Brixham would become my new home, marking the beginning of a chapter in my life that would never see me return to my city roots.

In the vibrant world of the Pontins camp, I felt like a shining star in my blue coat uniform, delighting guests with my dance moves and infectious energy. It seemed that everyone was drawn to the charm of a blue coat entertainer. Amid the lively atmosphere, I received a cautionary warning about Mark, the DJ — a reputed womaniser known for his smooth talk and blond haired allure. Despite the advice to steer clear of him, fate intervened in a surprising twist of events.

Against all odds, I found myself drawn to his charisma and carefree attitude. The blond haired man with a perpetual tan seemed like the epitome of charm, and every girl cherished a secret desire for him. As the curtain fell on the summer season, he made a bold move to keep me by his side — proposing marriage to prevent me returning to Liverpool. The proposal, coinciding with my 19th birthday, thrust me into adulthood, transforming my dreams of a fairy tale wedding into a tangible reality.

A city girl at heart, I had always envisioned a grand celebration with a big white dress in a quaint country church. Now, in my early twenties, I found myself exchanging vows with Mark — the DJ who had captured my heart. As I stood at the altar, the weight of tradition and expectation loomed over me, epitomized by the archaic vow to "honour and obey."

Unwilling to relinquish my independence, I discreetly crossed my fingers beneath my bouquet as I recited those solemn words. In my mind, this simple act of rebellion symbolized a silent defiance against outdated conventions. After all, how could a vow be binding if made under false pretences?

Little did I know, this symbolic gesture would foreshadow the challenges ahead — a marriage entangled in the complexities of desire, deceit, and unexpected revelations. Behind the appearance of marital bliss and DJ stardom lay a web of secrets waiting to be unravelled, heralding the beginning of a captivating saga defined by love, betrayal, and the pursuit of personal truth.

As the initial euphoria of marriage faded, reality set in for me. Barely a few months into our union, Mark’s gigs took him out into the night, often resulting in his absence until the early morning hours. His excuses ranged from the mundane — like losing his wage packet and searching for it all night — to the improbable — claiming he ran out of petrol and had to sleep in the car. However, beneath these seemingly plausible explanations lay a darker truth: he was engaging in extramarital affairs with a string of women.

One of his regular DJ venues was a hotel in Torquay, where he shamelessly confided in the assistant manager named Dick Hayes about his exploits. In a bizarre turn of events, he sought Dick’s assistance in covering up his escapades from his wife, spinning tales of being "out on the pull" and needing plausible alibis. To my dismay, it appeared that Dick, like many others, was enthralled by the allure of the charismatic DJ and was all too eager to aid in the deception.

This revelation marked the turning point in my marriage — a confrontation with the harsh realities of betrayal and deceit. The face of marital bliss shattered as I grappled with the realization that my husband, the charming DJ who had swept me off my feet, was leading a double life. The echoes of whispers and secrets reverberated through our once promising relationship, exposing cracks that threatened to widen with each passing day.

For me, Dick’s involvement signalled the start of a tumultuous journey — a quest for truth and self-discovery amidst a tangled web of infidelity and misplaced loyalty. As the story unfolded, the stakes were raised, setting the stage for a compelling narrative of love tested by temptation and the enduring quest for personal redemption.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


In the intricate tapestry of our lives, Mark, Dick (whom I privately dubbed "dick head"), and myself found ourselves intertwined in unexpected ways. There were evenings when all three of us ventured out together, exploring the town's offerings. On Sunday nights, while most bars closed by 10:30, we would discreetly slip away to South Devon Holiday Park, where our connections allowed us to enjoy a late night drink in a cosy, familiar atmosphere.

Amid this friendship, however, there were moments when I found myself alone with Dick, often while Mark was occupied elsewhere. These solitary encounters took on a different tone, a quiet understanding between us that hinted at deeper complexities beneath the surface.

As the nights unfolded and our interactions grew more intricate, the boundaries blurred, and I navigated the distinctions of a relationship entangled with unexpected dynamics. Each outing and encounter became a chapter in a story marked by secrecy, desire, and the unspoken truths that simmered beneath the appearance of normality.

Then came the day when Dick, with an air of solemnity, made a startling revelation. He disclosed that Mark had been seeing a 17-year-old girl named Emma, who had visited from London during a holiday. Shock and disbelief flooded me as he speculated that Mark might even be considering relocating to London to be with Emma permanently. According to Dick, Emma's family had visited multiple times over the summer, apparently unaware that Mark was a married man.

This bombshell shattered my world. How could they not have known? Mark had purportedly misled them, claiming he had split from his wife — an unsettling revelation to me, as I was still washing his underpants at home. The betrayal cut deep, leaving me utterly devastated.

Confronting Mark with this damning information, I was met with cold confirmation. "Yes, I believe Emma is better for me," he callously declared. We had been married barely a year, and yet he was ready to discard our union for a teenager from London. The cruelty didn't end there.

In a symbolic act of betrayal, he replaced a framed photo of me with Emma's image in our home. These were days before mobile phones, emails, or text messages; communication was limited, and I felt isolated. Forced to continue living under the same roof, he subjected me to mental torment.

His cruel taunts and insidious remarks became unbearable. "Where's the gold chain I bought you last Christmas?" he would inquire, only to claim he had sent it to Emma in London. He callously boasted about his exploits with other women, leaving me emotionally battered and sleepless.

By this point, I had stopped sharing a bed with him. The knowledge of his infidelities, coupled with his brazen confessions, left me feeling repulsed and emotionally distant. Despite this, he persisted in his advances towards me, oblivious or indifferent to my growing discomfort.

One evening, overwhelmed by fear and confusion, I sought refuge in the bathroom. Locked inside, I grappled with a distressing question that seemed surreal: Can you be raped by your own husband? The notion felt absurd and unsettling, yet the very thought underscored the profound betrayal and emotional turmoil I was experiencing. Locked in that small sanctuary, I confronted the chilling realization that my marital vows had been twisted into a weapon of coercion and fear.

Saint Dick, came to my aid during this tumultuous time. He offered to assist with the divorce proceedings, reassuring me that I wouldn't have to navigate the process alone. With unwavering support, he mentioned knowing a solicitor who could guide me through the legal intricacies. "Don't worry," he assured me. "You can file for divorce on grounds of adultery." He even provided the name of his cousin, who had allegedly been involved with Mark, as a potential witness for the divorce papers.

In a moment of vulnerability, I confided in him, expressing my uncertainty about my future. "Maybe I should go back to Liverpool," I mused, contemplating a return to familiar surroundings. But he quickly countered, dispelling my doubts. "You won't be on your own," he reassured me. "I'll be there with you every step of the way."

Caught in the throes of emotional upheaval and longing for companionship, I succumbed to his reassurances. At just 22 years old, on the brink of divorce, I felt adrift and vulnerable. Any semblance of attention and support, even from a metaphorical "Alsatian dog," seemed like a lifeline I couldn't afford to refuse.

In the depths of my despair, I felt as though I had hit rock bottom. The prospect of divorce at such a young age weighed heavily on me, leaving me feeling utterly shattered and devoid of hope. Yet, Saint Dick's unwavering presence provided a glimmer of comfort amidst the chaos, offering me a sense of friendship and support during my darkest hour.

Then, I found myself entangled with him, engaging in physical intimacy simply because I could. In the midst of Mark's infidelities, I felt a desire to prove something — both to him and to myself. "Well, if he can 'shag' around, so can I," I thought defiantly.

Amidst the rumours and whispers, Mark tried to undermine my relationship with Dick, claiming that Dick was more interested in him. Others even suggested that he was gay. I blatantly denied these accusations, convinced that his actions were driven by youthful confusion rather than sexual orientation. "He wouldn't be having sex with me if he were gay," I insisted, clinging to the fragile illusion of stability.

In truth, Dick's motives were more complex than I initially understood. He desired a woman solely for the purpose of having a child — a revelation that cast a stark light on the tangled web of relationships and desires surrounding me. His pursuit was driven by a blend of desire, ambition, and a yearning for legacy — a stark contrast to the emotional chaos that defined my life with Mark.

In the autumn of 1990, Mark abruptly left our home to be with Emma in London. On that very same day, Dick made his entrance, strutting up the garden path with two dachshund dogs in tow. The swift transition from Mark's departure to Dick's arrival marked a dramatic shift in the dynamics of my life — a poignant moment encapsulating the end of one chapter and the uncertain beginning of another.

Dick had an appetite for grand spectacles, especially when it came to making bold declarations. It happened at his staff Christmas party, the festive atmosphere alive with music and cheer. As the DJ's voice boomed over the speakers — not Mark this time — announcing, "Fiona, Dick has something to say to you," all eyes turned towards me.

Before I could comprehend the unfolding scene, he was on one knee, his proposal echoing through the room like an unexpected crescendo. It felt like a performance I hadn't signed up for — a public display of affection that left me feeling exposed and uncertain. Despite the internal urge to rebel against it, I succumbed to the pressure of the moment, uttering a hesitant "YES" amid the cheers and applause.

Deep down, I knew I wasn't truly ready for this commitment. "I am still married," I reminded him, asserting my boundaries amidst the whirlwind of emotions. The divorce proceedings continued into 1991, offering me a brief respite to gather my thoughts.

By the following summer, the divorce was finalized, paving the way for our engagement. Expecting a modest celebration, I walked into the hotel's function room only to be greeted by another of Dick's elaborate displays. Silver heart balloons adorned the space, complemented by a lavish buffet — an ostentatious affair that seemed to eclipse the true significance of our engagement.

Looking back, I realized the depth of his public persona obscured darker truths. Unbeknownst to me, every man in that room likely had a history with him — a sobering realization that added a layer of complexity to my evolving relationship with the enigmatic figure who had entered my life with such grandeur.

I was taken to his family home to meet his parents, and upon entering, I felt a sinking realization wash over me. The scene resembled a chaotic aftermath — a place that looked as though it had been ransacked. Drawers were left ajar with items spilling out, a lady's razor sat in the sink surrounded by remnants of arm pit hair, and dirty dishes littered the living space. This was not the image Dick had painted of his family, especially with his father being in the police force. The disarray led me to question the sanity of his mother, living in such squalor.

Reflecting on the situation, I wondered if there was a hereditary "nutter gene" passed down to him from his mother.

The public displays of affection persisted, always performed for an audience. Even the gifts he gave me were delivered theatrically — like the Valentine's Day flowers, sent to my workplace despite my absence on that day. He knew I wouldn't be there, yet I was instructed to pick them up at work, subjecting
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