
  
  
      
        
          Just Breathe

          
		      
          Ireland Lorelei

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Phoenix Voices Publishing

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 by Ireland Lorelei
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Phoenix Voices Publishing, 7901 4th St. N, St. Petersburg, FL, 33702, 727-222-0090.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Ireland Lorelei asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.
Ireland Lorelei has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.
Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks, and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.







  
  Dedication


This book is dedicated to all the victims and survivors of domestic violence. As a survivor myself, this story is close to my heart. It is mixed with some of my experiences and some fiction. 
Just remember that no matter where you are in the relationship or in the healing process, you deserve a real man to love you the way you were created to be loved, and you deserve your happily ever after.
It is never too late to leave. There are so many resources today that were not there when I left. Reach out for help. You are not alone. There are resources at the end of this book that I pray will help you.
Don’t give up. Hold on to your dreams, push towards a better future and more than that LIVE.
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  Note to Readers


The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. A list of potential triggering themes can be violence, cheating, drug use, child neglect among other things. 






  
  Prologue


A Real Man Never Hurts a Woman Be very careful when you make a woman cry. Because God counts her tears. 
The woman came out of a man's rib. Not from his feet to be walked on.
Not from his head to be superior. But from his side to be equal.
 Under the arm to be protected. And next to the heart to be loved. - Author Unknown

I am Sitting in the courtroom with my prosecuting attorney, from the District Attorney’s office, and he tells me that the judge and defense attorney were going to need more than just what recently happened, so I needed to write down everything I could remember. But I didn’t need to write it down; I remembered I had fallen madly in love with Kevin when I was nineteen years old. I loved his big kind heart, the love and attention that he gave me. We did almost everything together. He had spoiled me and always made me feel like a million dollars. Unfortunately, what I didn’t see in the beginning were the signs, the signs of abuse. Once we moved in together, I saw his true colors. That loving, kind-hearted man that I loved so much was a monster behind closed doors.
There were some wonderful times, and it was those times that kept me there after the abuse started.
In the beginning, it was him just drinking too much. Those nights he would come in, and he would call me every name in the book. But I stayed for many years because I knew he wasn't always this person. I loved him so much that I was blinded by love. I seriously thought that he would change, and I could help him do that.
Through the next six years and five months, I was physically, sexually, emotionally, and mentally abused. I can still recall several of the abusive times in detail. There are, I am sure, plenty that I have unconsciously blocked out.
This was the first day of many abusive days to come. In the parking lot of the gas station, he started to beat me. By the time the police showed up, I had to hide my bruises so the police wouldn't arrest him. I loved him, he was drunk and promised it would never happen again.
We moved away from my family not long after that and the abuse got worse along with his use of drugs. There were many nights that when I would go to sleep I would wake up because I couldn't breathe. His hands were choking me as I slept.
There is one day that sticks out in my head here was the time I was five months pregnant with our little girl, and he beat me all over the kitchen. Slamming me into the stove and refrigerator until his baby sister jumped in and fought him. That event ended in my miscarriage.
Eighteen months ago, he came in drunk and pushed me. I went to the hospital the next morning because my chest was hurting so bad, I couldn't breathe, my left arm was going numb, my neck and shoulder were hurting. The ER said they couldn't find anything. They released me. A few days later I was back. Both times I was sent in an ambulance from my job. They still couldn't find anything. I ended up at my primary care office and spent three months trying to find out what was wrong. I had an ultrasound to check for ulcers, a heart doctor to make sure I hadn't had a stroke or heart attack or any other heart related problems, a endoscopy and colonoscopy, and a diagnostic breast examine, until I finally asked for a full body CAT Scan. Finally, the CAT Scan showed that my C3 and C5 discs in my neck were bulging and herniated. I spent twelve weeks in physical therapy and six months of taking three steroid injections in the top of my back and a total of eight months taking medication that had steroids in them that gave me some short-term memory loss issues. Once I realized this, I took myself off the medication.
Three months ago, I ended up back in the hospital with two broken ribs, a black eye, a broken wrist and in a coma. When I woke up three weeks ago to find out that I had been in a coma for a month and a half and that he had been arrested for assault and attempted murder. My sister Jackie and my mom were sitting at my bedside and filled me in on everything. He tried to say someone broke into the house and attacked me, but the cops found no evidence of a break-in. My family had told them about his constant abuse through the years and that I had been too scared to leave.
Now here I am sitting in the courtroom with my arm still in a cast beside Assistant District Attorney Rashaad Griffin. And my gosh, he is one fine man. Not that I would ever tell him that. He probably has a girlfriend who is a model, if not, I know he has women lined up around the corner for just one date with him. Either way a man like him would never date a damaged woman like me.
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  Chapter One


Jules Rodriquez
It has been two weeks since we were in court and Kevin was sentenced to twenty-five years in prison and lifetime probation for assault and battery and attempted murder. 
The wounds that everyone could see on the outside have healed. My arm cast came off three days ago, but it is the wounds on the inside, the ones that haunt my dreams and have me not sleeping in my own bed, but downstairs on the sofa by the front door, that have not healed.
My therapist told me that I have PTSD, but that the nightmares will get better and eventually that they will stop, unless something triggered them. I would never forget the pain or some of the events, but it would fade into the background of my life.
I have been learning my triggers. The worse part about having PTSD and knowing my triggers is that even though I have had strong sexual desires for a really long time about wanting to get into BDSM, there is no way that I will be able to trust a man enough to bring out those desires for me.
Thing was that Kevin was not a dominant in the sense of a loving, gentle man. He was an abuser and there was no way that I could have ever told him about my desires to be a submissive. I knew that he would take that as his queue to increase his abusive acts, and then he would use it to justify that it was okay to beat me up because I liked it. But I didn’t want him to touch me, much less I didn’t trust him with that level of control. He had tried to kill me, more than once, the last time ended in me being in a coma for six weeks.
There was no love left in my marriage. All I had left was hate and anger. And Kevin never loved me at all. How can you love someone and hurt them the way he had hurt me? That answer was simple, you can’t.
As soon as I had awakened from my coma and realized he was in jail, I filed for a divorce. Today, I received the final divorce papers. I was finally free. Free from the abuse and completely free of him. Now what is next? What do I do now? Will I ever trust another man again and fall in love? I think I will start with doing the things that I have always wanted to do, but he wouldn’t let me. I want to travel and see the world. I want to go back to school and get my degree and find a job that I love.
I guess all I can do is take it one day at a time. I will start with looking at colleges to get my business degree at. I have always wanted to start my own clothing line. I am going to start drawing out some designs again in my spare time. And plan a trip to Cancun!
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