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Discovering The Joy Within

This novel is dedicated to every person who has ever been a victim of domestic abuse. | “Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning. (Psalms 30:5)”

Discovering | the Joy | Within

PRAISE FOR dISCOVERING tHE jOY wITHIN

Discovering the Joy Within by Allyson Deese is a story of a teenage mother, who is in an abusive relationship. Struggling with her abusive boyfriend and dealing with the pending birth of her first set of twins has this teen's wheels spinning. But will one more blow knock the wind out of her sails? Will the love of her babies take away the constant pain that she is living with? This is a real story that will make you cry, beg for forgiveness, and praise God for bringing you through it! 

– Cheryl H. APOOO Book Club

Allow the 'old' you to experience Death At a Church as your soul is Discovering The Joy Within.

– Linda R. Herman, author of Consequences

Discovering the Joy Within is the story of how a teenaged mother rallied against the forces of nature to triumph over an abusive lover, and how examples were shown to give credence for perseverance. This story depicts adolescence where maturity materializes in the end for new leases on life, and where the downtrodden can realize how victory can be won by exhibiting due diligence.

– Alvin C. Romer, Author and Reviewer 

Words of Wisdom from the Author

Life is a journey and joy is usually preceded or followed by pain. You truly can't have one without the other. That's a lesson I continue to learn each and every day.

Often times I found myself having the audacity to question God's decisions for my life and the answers I sought could only be answered from within. I felt at times He didn't love me because the one thing I desired kept eluding me, leaving me empty time after time. The love I longed for from a man always left me broken hearted. If only I'd known then what I know now; my true joy comes from God almighty and from within.

Along my journey, there were relationships I know I will never forget. Though painful, I have to admit that I learned a lot from the men who broke my heart. If you have the time, I'd like to introduce you to Carlos, Eric, and Marcus, and share with you how in spite of their drama, I was finally able to discover my joy within.

In the end, I didn't need a man's love to complete me. Everything I needed I already had in Jesus, and through it all, He never left me. I can truly relate to Marvin Sapp's beautiful song, for I too never would have made it without my Father.
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Prologue

The more she cried, the more her heart ached. Crouched in the corner with her head tucked between her knees, Jordyn released the inner pain that weighed heavily upon her slumping shoulders. She cried, yelled, pounded her fists against her head, and cried louder praying the tears would cleanse her soul. 

“God, why?” She never thought she would find herself angry with God again and questioning Him but as she sat there in the darkness, the question refused to be repressed any longer. 

“WHY?” All she wanted was to be loved and have a child to hold in her arms. She wanted a baby she could nurse and hold close to her heart. Jordyn longed for the nights where she would sit up rocking her little one to sleep, comforting him or her in her arms. She dreamed of hearing first words and seeing her baby take its very first steps. It angered her that so many women aborted and abandoned children when she had suffered not one, but three tragic miscarriages. 

First, her twins were born three months early and then only survived hours on this earth. God, she hated Carlos. She thought she’d moved beyond that handicap but in that moment she hated him more than she ever had. He took not one, but two babies away from her and never once showed an ounce of remorse. Bastard! 

And then there was Eric, her husband-well, her ex-husband. She never even got a chance to tell him she was pregnant. Before she could share that news with him he broke her heart and left her for another. The pain was too much to bear and the new life inside of her couldn’t survive. Again, Jordyn was left alone. 

As if she hadn’t suffered enough, along came Marcus and she just knew he was the one to end her heartache and pain. He was the one who would mend her broken heart and make all her dreams come true. He had to be the one because her heart simply could not withstand more pain. If only he loved me more than he craved his addiction. It wasn’t long before Marcus showed his true colors and when Jordyn needed him most, Marcus proved that he was not the one. God, why me? Tears continued to cascade down her round face as she rocked back and forth in the corner. She thought about the pain pills that lined the shelves of her medicine cabinet. All she had to do was swallow a handful of pills and end the misery that she called life. She’d simply drift off to sleep and never wake up again. God would forgive her—He had to. He had to know that no one person could withstand so much pain and travesty in twenty-two short years of life. 

Slowly, she stood up and made heavy steps toward the bathroom. Jordyn opened the medicine cabinet and removed three bottles of pain pills. When she closed the cabinet she stared absently at the image of herself in the mirror. Pathetic, she thought as she opened the bottles and poured the pills into her hands. All she had to do was swallow, close her eyes, and kiss the pain good-bye. 

Chapter One

Jordyn first met Carlos her freshman year at Asheland High School. 

"For you." 

Jordyn was the last to exit her sixth period class. When she looked up and saw Carlos, one of the upper classmen, she was shocked to see him holding a rose, his arm outstretched toward her. Even though she knew all the other students had vacated the class, she couldn't help looking around. There was no way he was interested in her. Out of all the girls, especially the upper classmen, why would he want her? She wondered. 

Jordyn Thomas was five foot one, peanut butter complexion with thick shoulder length hair. She was often self conscious of her full, size sixteen frame. No matter how shapely it was. Her classic look was hip hugging jeans with a designer hoodie and her naturally wavy tresses pulled up into a ponytail. 

When Carlos first approached her during lunch, she and her best friends, Shondria and Kim dissed him and left the lunchroom laughing. They thought he was playing a cruel joke at her expense so they decided to get him first. Maybe it's not a joke after all, she thought as she accepted the rose and thanked him. 

"For a minute I thought you were going to let my arm fall off." They both laughed at his Billy Dee Williams impersonation. 

They walked side by side, neither speaking, toward her locker. She removed the books she needed to complete her homework and closed the locker. Without asking, Carlos gently removed the stack of books from her arms. 

"I’d be happy to give you a ride home." 

He has his own car? She was impressed with his material possession, increasing his baller-status up a few notches. Her parents would probably freak out but there was no way she was turning down a ride with someone as popular as Carlos. 

"That would be nice." It sure as heck beat running to that overcrowded bus where she'd surely have no luck finding a seat. Jordyn smiled as she walked side by side with Carlos to his 2001 Ford Focus. She took in sapphire color and eagerly got into the passenger side of his ride. If being a scrub meant being able to ride with Carlos and elevating her status to being his girl, then she’d dismiss Chilli as some bitter ex-girl chick who didn’t know what the hell she was talking about.

Inside his car, she brought the rose to her nose and inhaled its sweet aroma. Wow, she was excited by his gesture, I can’t believe he’s doing all of this for me. She admired him when he stepped into the driver’s seat, confidently putting the key into the ignition making the car start. His bald fade was fresh and blended in nice with his Heath toffee-colored skin. His five foot nine frame looked like sky scrapper to her five foot one frame and she loved how his body folded like a gymnast to fit into the seat of the car. She smelled the rose again and caught a glimpse of herself in his sideview mirror. She felt like Diana Ross and at that point, no one could have made her believe she'd soon be the lady singing the blues.

“Jordyn, I really like you.”

“No you don’t. You just being nice, but thank you.”

“No, Jordyn, I like you. You’re really smart and pretty.” Carlos took his eyes off the road and gazed into Jordyn’s eyes. Jordyn had been so caught up in the magical moment, she hadn’t realized that they were over a mile away from Asheland High. Inwardly, she smiled at the thought of his eyes gazing into hers and looking her lovingly. 

“Carlos, I like you too, but, look at the road.” By the grace of God, they barely missed a huge oncoming truck. “Ooh thank God. That was close.”

“That’s what’s up. You a church girl, I like that.”

“That’s just how I was raised, I can’t help it.”

“That’s cool. Do you talk to anybody else?”

“What do you mean, ‘talk to anybody else’? I always hang with Kim and Shondria, and my
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	How many times was Jordyn’s heart broken, before she finally found true happiness?







	What devastating disease was her father diagnosed with?







	Can you personally relate to Jordyn, or do you know someone who can?







	Do you know men who possess the characteristics of Carlos, Eric, or Marcus?







	If you were Jordyn what would you have done differently?
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