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Laura 

I have always loved him. I will always love him. I can't convince myself not to love him, even after everything he has done to me. It is hard for me to see a life without Jake. He is my everything. I wanted our marriage to last... to be forever... to stand the test of time, but there is no going back. There is no way to save our marriage.

I met Jake shortly after I graduated from high school. I was ready to face the world, go to college, and live my dream, but then I met Jake, and my dreams changed. My dream became a life with Jake and nothing else. I wanted to please him and make him happy. Instead of going to college full-time,  I went part-time. I managed to get my degree, just at a slower pace. Jake took up a lot of my time. 

Jake was always needy. I never had anyone want so much of my time. I graduated with a degree in creative writing and journalism. I always wanted to be a writer. I published my first book a year after graduating, and it sold big time. I was a success right out of the gate. It blew my mind.

I always had a knack for telling a story, but I never thought anyone else other than the few people in my inner circle would want to read my work. I was wrong. The book sold and put me on the map. Soon after, I was making a lot of money. In a way, I think Jake was jealous of my success, but he didn't mind spending my money. 

We were married shortly after my second book was published. It wasn't until we were married that I realized there was a problem. I loved Jake with every essence of my being, but Jake loved Jake. There was no room for him to love me when he was so in love with himself. After he married me, he never felt the need to fake it. He was cold, ice cold.

I tried to make things work. I wanted a child, but something inside me told me that Jake and I would never work out. I got an IUD and didn't tell him. Jake was getting violent and colder as the days went by, and I knew I would have to leave eventually. I am not sure what I was waiting for, but something was holding me back.

Maybe I was afraid of being alone. Maybe I was afraid being alone wouldn't scare me at all. Whatever was holding me in this marriage finally broke when I went on a book tour for my third book. Jake finally broke me, and there was no turning back. 

I went to London to see Mary and her husband, Lance. It was a nice pitstop on the European part of my book tour. It still blows my mind how many people came to my book signings overseas. While there, I didn't hear anything from Jake. NOT A SINGLE WORD! He didn't call or text. It scared me. 

I checked our bank account, and he was spending plenty of money, but not taking my calls or texts. I knew something was wrong, but I had no idea how off things really were. I thought about going home, but Mary convinced me to stay on my book tour and not let Jake ruin this for me. She was right. Why should I let Jake's childish behavior derail my book tour? I need this tour. I knew this was where my life was headed. I needed to keep my fans happy and the money coming in. I knew I would be on my own soon. 

After a few months in Europe and the US, I finished my book tour. At no point did I hear from my husband. What kind of marriage goes months without speaking to each other? I decided right then, and there I couldn't live my life in misery, and no matter how much I loved him, I had to let go of him, which is easier said than done. 

Four months after last talking to or seeing Jake, I pulled into the driveway of our home. Something didn't look right. The place was a mess. The yard looked unkept. The inside of the house was trashed. Jake was nowhere to be found. I went upstairs to find all of the rooms trashed and all of his belongings gone. He left me. He didn't even have the balls to say it to my face. He waited into I left to leave me. 

There was a short note on the refrigerator door that said BYE BITCH! What in the hell did I do to him, other than love him? Jake still worked even after I started making a lot of money, but I was very generous with the money I made. And evidently, he is still living off my money. 

I knew I had a few things to do to protect myself, and I had to do them fast. Number one, I need to change the bank account where my royalties are deposited. Number two, I had to hire a lawyer. The thought of cutting ties with Jake numbed me. I loved him. 

I looked around my once beautiful, now trashed home, and I still loved him. I had enough sense to protect myself and my money, but I was still so in love with him. I know it was stupid, but something inside me thought I needed him. It was a feeling that would take me a long time to get over, but within twenty-four hours of finding my trashed house, more heartbreak was coming my way, and by the end of the week, I would learn to let go of him, even though it hurt like hell. 

Sometimes we fall in love with the wrong person. I fell in love with the wrong man, and it almost destroyed me. I would be lying if I said I didn't still love the asshole, because I still think about him. I got smart, I got out, and I didn't let him use me anymore. 

Jake used me. I honestly think he would have left sooner, but after my first book sold and I made so much money, I think he stayed so he could live better. Jake had a good job, but the money I made from my first romance novel paid our bills for a year and left us with plenty of money in the bank. 

Honestly, I think Cindy was already in the picture. I think he loved her and used my money to woo her and get her into his life. It was hard for me to accept that he fell in love with someone else and started a whole new life while married to me, but I guess I made it easy for him. I traveled for work. I had to promote my books and keep up our lifestyle. It gave him time to fuck around. 

The funny part about all of it was that Jake filed for the divorce about two weeks after I came home from my book tour. I had already hired a lawyer to protect my income and my assets. Jake left the house willingly, and he had trashed it. So the judge gave me the house temporarily. I knew I would have to buy him out of the house, but I was prepared for it. 

I was ready for anything Jake threw at me. What I wasn't ready for, was the pain. The pain of going from loving someone to hating someone and what that does to a person. It changed me. I started seeing a therapist. I swear I needed Dr. Nikki and never would've survived without her. 

All I can say now as I navigate the pain of this divorce is fuck him and fuck this divorce. I HATE HIM!
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Laura

"I cannot believe the way this place looks," Mandy said as she looked around my trashed house. She was the first call I made. Well, actually, my only call besides the lawyer and the bank. She is my best friend and just as pissed off as I am, if not more. 

Mandy never liked Jake. She always felt like something was off with him. "I don't trust him," She said so many times. She was right. She saw what I couldn't see. She saw the real Jake. I was blinded by love. I loved him. I would have believed any lie he told me. I was so stupid.

"Well, I hired a few cleaners and some repairmen to come later today. I made pictures for my lawyer. I have sorted through what I can. I just wonder why and how he did this to the house? I wonder how long it took him to do this?" I question out loud. I turn to Mandy, who is looking through the rubble.

"He had help. That idiot didn't do this by himself. Look, grab some clothes and come stay with me until the house is put back together," Mandy said. 

Mandy smiles at me. Her eyes say that she is furious, but she is trying to maintain and be positive for me.

"I wonder what this is going to cost me?" I ask. 

Mandy looks around. "It is going to cost a lot of damn money. He really fucked this house up," Mandy said.

"I am already packed. Are you sure you don't mind me staying with you?" I ask. 

Mandy rolls her eyes. "Bitch, get your shit and let's go," Mandy said. 

I grab my already packed suitcase and follow Mandy out the door. I put my bag in my car. I am scared to look in the garage to see if he damaged my dad's car. It was the only thing I had left of my father. "I can't look, can you?" I ask Mandy. 

Mandy shook her head. "If I look, I am going to jail," Mandy said. Her long black hair blows in the wind, and her eyes shine brightly. I knew she meant every word. We had been friends since we were kids. She loved my dad. The car meant as much to her as it did to me. 

"I am afraid to look," I said.

I stand by my car. " We have to look," I finally decide. I walk over to the garage and peer into the window. My father's 1970 Mustang Mach 1 was destroyed. I am going to murder him. 

I rush to my car and hit the button to open the garage door. I grab my phone and start making a video of the car. I am crying so hard, but I cannot stop. How could he do this to me? Jake was supposed to love me. He said he loved me, but he never loved me. Jake used me and then threw a
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