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Chapter 1

 


 


He was in total solitude, engulfed by
the dark silence around him. He thought of her sweet body; the
softness of her skin, the soft locks of hair at the nape of her
neck. The thought of her was divine. She was in the kitchen
preparing dinner.

Just the thought of her made him light
up with joy. He loved her and she loved him. She made him feel what
no one could before. Though he had lived the life of a philanderer
he always wanted to fall for someone and for someone to love him.
That was his one wish and his truest desire and now, he had someone
who did love him--Victoria.

Grant walked up slowly behind her. He
wrapped his hands around her waist and kissed her neck, gently,
softly. She turned to him with a smile on her sweet, soft lips. Her
eyes lit up with joy at his presence. She was so perfect and had
the right combination of brains and beauty. He felt so lucky to
have her in his life and to be able to attract her love.

“Hey, you’re home early
today. How was your day, Grant, my darling?’ she asked, happy to
see him and looking at him with so much love on her
face.

“My day was fine. I just
missed you, dear,” he replied softly.

“I missed you even more,”
she said with complete honesty--not just out of courtesy but
because she actually did miss him a lot.

They kept on staring at each other
lovingly, smiles on both their faces. She had a strange but content
look on her face--the kind of expression that is reflective of how
happy you are with your life because you feel you have everything
you ever wanted in your life.

Grant knew her well enough to know
that she was thinking about something despite the look on her face.
He could sense it. It was on her face and he got the vibe from her
that something was bothering her and was on her mind.

He just didn’t know what it was, but
he was willing to find out what was on her mind--what it was that
was bothering her to the extent that she was actually able to
express herself without having to say anything about her
feelings.

He thought to himself for a moment as
the curiosity churned in his mind. He just could not figure it out.
Finally, as he could no longer take the suspicion, he had to
ask.

“What is it? What’s on
your mind, honey?” he asked, finally breaking the
silence.

Vicky quickly replied to his
question.

“I just can’t imagine life
without you. I feel as if I’ve loved you for almost half of my
life, Grant. You are my rock. Not a day goes by where I don’t think
of how lucky I am to have you here. You are the best person in my
life; the warmth of your care delivers the touch of passion in my
life. You have not been just a gift to me but also a share of my
heart, my other half…”

“Shhh, you have said
enough, Vick.”

He gently took her lower lip between
his lips. Without much thought, a sweet moan escaped her lips, her
cheeks flushed from the passion that took over her being. His left
hand was on the nape of her neck. He carried her to the kitchen
counter. He gently laid her on the hard marble counter. She felt
the rush of the cool counter against her back.

This was escalated by the warmth that
rushed through her body from the feeling of his embrace. She
responded with deep, passionate kisses. This was, after all, the
love of her life. His touch made all her problems melt away. Could
she ever consider loving another like she loved Grant? Probably
not, but the thought of losing him to anything made her feel upset,
and she was so thrilled to be a part of his life and for the fact
that he was a part of hers. It was perfect. This was the kind of
life she wanted. This was the kind of life she dreamt of and he was
the kind of man she had always wanted to be with.

The contents of the kitchen counter
fell to the floor. Their movements became clumsy with the passion
that began overtaking them. She undid his shirt, almost ripping the
buttons off out of frustration. She needed him. No she wanted him!
He skillfully unzipped the sleeveless deep-blue dress, and in one
fluid motion let it fall to the snow-white marble floor, as they
continued staring into each other’s eyes and kissing
passionately.

The floor was now covered with their
clothes. The shrimp stew that was still sitting on the stove called
for their attention. It soon started to burn. She signaled in the
direction of the pan for him to turn it off. He shifted their
bodies so that he could stop the stew from burning, turning the
stove off and directing his attention back to his precious
Vick.

He smiled at her thinking of what she
had said to him before. How what she said made him feel deep
inside--contentment. A feeling of pride that she was his filled his
heart as he kissed her, and then as he stared into her eyes, as if
their minds were connected in some way; they both began laughing
softly. She clung to him even more, her hands around his neck and
her legs around his waist. He carried her to the bed. He lay her
down so gently as if he were scared she might break. He brushed his
hand lightly down her face, passing over her bare breasts with his
fingertips. Down her flat, soft belly, over her belly button. He
nibbled on her ear. She gently scratched his back. She wanted him
to take her in this moment, to be one with him. She wanted not just
to make love to him, but to show him that he owned her just as she
did him. He was her world and she was his. She wanted to feel it
and she wanted him to feel it as well.

“Take it all, Grant!” she
gushed “It all belongs to you, my darling.” My every inch is yours
to explore and ravish. Please delight me with your magical touch.
Let me feel the magic of your love,” she begged in a
whisper.

He slid in gently. He felt her body
shiver with the pleasure of being had. He knew her every spot. It
took all he had not to let the ecstasy of the moment overcome his
body. He pressed against her now moist flesh, feeling her
closeness. He let himself enjoy the bliss of the moment that they
now found themselves wrapped in.

”Oh Grant,” she said with
a delightful moan.

The rhythm had now increased to a
steady smooth motion. Their bodies were perfectly in tune. They
embraced the crescendo of the moment, as they were both reaching
their climax. She was moaning louder and louder, and he could feel
that he was about to ejaculate. They were almost at the peak, when
there was a knock at the door.

“Hello, sir, room
service,” came the calm female voice on the other side of the
door.

He headed toward the door to answer it
after putting on his clothes. “Seriously? Room service, now?” he
thought.

He cursed silently. The interruption
was such an inconvenience and annoying invasion of personal time,
but there was no one to blame but himself. He had, after all, been
the one to order in. He pressed the aluminum button in the middle
of the gold coated knob and turned it to open the door. Grant
suddenly felt very exhausted.

It was probably from lack of sleep, as
he had not been sleeping much lately. He had been carried away by
the sweet memories of Vick. He thirsted for the chance to be with
her, to feel her body close. He wanted every moment to be with her.
He wanted to enjoy her presence and be with her at all times, and
when she was not around even for an hour, he would miss her just as
she would him. The two of them were madly in love, and he wanted it
to stay that way forever without letting anything or anyone else
get between them.

After the young lady had left, he
stood staring out the window. The darkness of the night had made
way for the sun. Below he saw people walking. As they went about
their daily lives, they all seemed small, almost ant-like to Grant.
They seemed so miniscule, absorbed in their own self-importance. In
the distance, he heard a siren.

As the sun rose slowly, it cast a
wonderful glow on the world. Grant’s mind drifted back to Vick. His
beautiful goddess; the radiance of the morning sun seemed nothing
in comparison to her.

I’d rather be the last man
standing with her, be with her, die with her, than let another man
be with my beautiful Vick. I must win her back, he thought.

He sat on the edge of his bed,
wondering what to do. He could not afford to lose her. The very
thought of her in another man’s life, another man’s arms, and worse
another man’s bed, drove him over a wall. He felt the tears
stinging his eyes.

He had another side to him, though.
One that made him cold and ruthless and made him question his
choice to be with Victoria. This was a side of his that he hated,
but liked at the same time. It was narcissistic and a bit
chauvinistic.

What am I doing? I can’t
be crying over a female, that side made
him think.

This was not just any woman, though.
This was his one true love. Grant had a longtime, bad reputation
for straying, but no matter what woman he was with or wanted to be
with, none compared to Vick. She truly held his heart and what
anyone else said, thought or did, didn’t matter. She loved him as
he did her.

“Don’t worry, honey, I’ll
be coming back for you,” he said aloud, to no one in
particular.

That was it. He had made up his mind.
It was time to take action. He walked across his room to the desk
that held most of his belongings. He drew a small book from his
briefcase and flipped through it. He had to begin Plan B. He had to
make a call. He walked over to the phone that sat on the side
table.

Sitting on the bed, he slowly dialed
the number. He was extra careful to dial the right number. He held
the receiver to his ear. It was ringing. His heart seemed intent on
breaking through his chest and falling out in his lap. He was
worried. What would she say? Would she hear him out? Or would she
just hang up? He was about to hang up when he heard a soft click on
the other end. Someone had answered. “Hello.”

The side that made him a philanderer,
woke up. He wanted to, and tried to stifle it, but he could not. He
just couldn’t. He was a contradiction within himself and he knew
that. He knew he had some things that he needed to figure out and
he worried that he still hadn’t, but he thought at some point he
would and that he needed to stop thinking about things too
much.

He resumed the conversation. Any sense
of guilt, conscientiousness or honesty had left his body. He felt
his heart go “thud thud, thud thud” faster and faster.

“Hello,” he
said.

 


***

 


It seemed as if things were getting
better. She felt healthier and even more so, fit than she ever
seemed to be before. It was wonderful how a couple days of therapy
a week in combination with exercise, could really heal a person’s
mind, body and soul and help them transform themselves into a
better person physically, emotionally and spiritually. She was now
eating right to take care of her body and she was also taking care
of Elias a lot better. He was a lot happier with her than he seem
to be in the past. He too, seemed like he was doing great which was
a big change from how things were prior to her transformation. He
had even let on how excited he was about his sixth birthday party.
Things were changing for him and for her, and that was amazing.-
She needed such a change, especially considering where she came
from and what her life used to be when she was married
to…HIM.

Bridgette was a spectacularly
beautiful woman. She had an hour-glass figure that many would not
dare to try to compete with, and a face many would pay to have, as
she looked like a model with her beautiful and high cheekbones,
sharp features and frail body, which the best women could only wish
to have. She was now comfortable in her skin and knew how beautiful
she was. This was something she needed to do for a long time, but
now that she did, it was great to know she was doing so well
despite everything. However, it had not always been paradise for
her, seeing as life had given her many lemons that she did not
deserve. She was a humble woman knowing that she had a terrible
life with humble beginnings; she had come a long way from the shy
person that she used to be, and had become a confident and
self-assured woman. It was a blessing for her to be alive right
now. Her mind flashed back to less than three years earlier; a time
she tried to forget but also one that her mind kept going back to
every now and then despite her best efforts to let the past stay in
the past. Without the past haunting her now, she was living the
kind of life she wanted and deserved.

“Get your ass in the
kitchen and go make my dinner--NOW!” Henry shouted as he came into
the washroom.

“I just need to get these
clothes in the dryer and I’ll be there in a sec,” she
replied.

“I said
now! And how many times
do I have to tell you to address me as sir?” he said menacingly as
he approached her. Henry was an awful man who had hit her many
times; a coward and a pathetic person for treating her the way he
did.

Her mind went back to that day. She
jumped up from in front of the dryer and walked briskly toward the
kitchen. Bridgette knew exactly what Henry was capable of. She had
many bruises on her arm and back and legs to prove it. She hated
him, but she only put up with him because of Elias. He still did
support Elias, and she needed to watch over their son.

He had said he would kill her if she
ever tried to take his son from him. She believed that because he
wanted to keep Elias, but she knew she couldn’t take the risk of
allowing this tyrant to take care of their young and frail
son.

There was no way she would leave Elias
with him. Elias was so tiny and could not defend himself. If she
left, who would take care of him? There was no one else who would
believe the kind of things that Henry was capable of when he went
into one of his many raged fits. She assumed, too, that with her
out of the picture, Henry’s wrath would eventually turn to Elias,
and he would be the one that would be the new victim of Henry’s
rage and anger, and this was something she simply could not allow.
She was his mother, after all.

The difference between her love for
him and that of Henry’s, was that she loved him as her son, while
Henry would treat him as if he was property--something she feared
and did not want for her son. She did not want him to have the kind
of life she had with this horrible and dreadful person. All she
wanted to do was to get him away from Henry and take care of her
son, and so, she gathered up the courage to do precisely that and
nothing could stop her from achieving her goal of doing
so.

No one could stop her
today. She was determined to get Elias away from Henry as soon and
fast as possible even if it meant losing her life. So long as Elias
was safe was all that would matter, but she knew that he would need
his mother at the end of the day, so she did what she should have
ages ago--she stood up for herself and for her son. “This is
it. I’m doing this now,”
she told herself.

Bridgette started taking the things
from the fridge and placing them on the countertop. She knew she
had to be quick about it. Just then, she heard heavy footsteps
coming toward the kitchen. She drew her body into a small corner
between the stove and the refrigerator. She knew exactly what was
about to happen.

This very scene had played out many
times before in this very house. It was something she had
practically versed in her head so many times before--like a horror
movie--one that she wanted to shut out, but couldn’t because the
sad fact was that this was her life. Her life contained this
horrible man, and sometimes she wished she had the courage to
muster up the courage to take a knife and stab him in the heart,
and then twist that knife so that he could feel the pain that he
gave her, the pain that he had caused her, the suffering he put her
through. She hadn’t signed up to be treated this way by this nasty
and pathetic excuse for a man.

“What the hell is this?”
Henry shouted, holding up a shirt in his hand.

“It...It…it’s the shirt
you asked me to iron, sir”

“I told you blue, this is
green. You dumb, fat bitch! Can’t you ever do what I ask you to do
without me having to tell you to do it over and over
again?!”

He threw the shirt on the table and
reached out and grabbed her arm. Though this hurt and she wanted to
escape from the beating, she felt that there really was no use
fighting back as that would only serve to make him more angry and
that was something that she did not want right now. She braced
herself for the beating. He started raining punches at her face and
arms. She took them in silence, as she didn’t want Elias to hear.
He paused only to shout profanities at her.

“Mommy!” she heard Elias’
voice. Oh, no! This wasn’t a sight for a child to witness and she
certainly did not want her son to see the so-called man that his
father really was.

She looked up to see him standing at
the door, a mixture of tears and fear in his eyes which was exactly
what she wanted to avoid. She was used to the pain after years of
physical abuse, but the last thing she wanted was for her son to
witness this…this scenario, this nightmare, the horror of who his
father really was: a monster.

He had finally seen who his father
really was and it had scared him. It was at that moment that she
realized that she had to get out. She couldn’t allow her son to be
raised like this and be around such an evil person such as
Henry.

This was no person for a child to grow
up with. No one could ever want to be around such a monstrous
person with the personality of a coward. Elias needed a better
environment--a safer place--and that could only be achieved once
Henry was out of the picture and out of their lives.

She needed an exit strategy and fast.
It was now or never, and she much preferred now because she just
wanted what was best for her young, innocent, and defenseless son.
After all, she was his mother and she couldn’t afford to lose him
to Henry.

That very night after that last
incident, she had stayed up figuring out what to do. She thought
about how she would handle things. There was a lot to think about
because she had no family that she knew of, and her mom had died a
few years back. There was no one else she could think of at this
point who could help her. She had to plan things out in her head
before he just took her son and ran away. She didn’t want to end up
having to beg for money or living on the road. She had to do
something and had her and Elias’ health to worry about. Where would
they eat? How would she take care of him?

She wanted to kill
Henry. Should I throw some petrol on him
and burn him? Or should I just take Elias and leave? I can’t risk
my life or that of Elias’, and if I don’t do something now, we’ll
both be strangled. Should I use a knife to kill him?

Bridgette was not a murderer by
nature. She didn’t want to hurt him, she just wanted to get away
from Henry so that she could lead her own life and take Elias with
her.

A selfish voice at the back of her
head told her to leave Elias, but she told it to shut up because
Elias was all that mattered in her life. She loved him and would
sacrifice her life for his well-being, but that was not possible so
long as he was near this moron who thought he was worthy of being
called a father.

The only way was to use the little
cash she had managed to save here and there and go as far away as
that money could take her. She needed to support herself and her
son. She couldn’t take much, so that meant starting over from
scratch, which was something that she was fine with, because it was
not like she had much to really take along anyway.

Henry made sure that she did not have
anything to take or anyone to turn to with his controlling nature.
“It’s time to take action. This is it. I’m doing this. I’m taking
my son with me and I will raise him the best way that I can. No one
can stop me. This must be done today,” she told herself. She was
determined to get away now, today, this very moment.

Bridgette remembered vividly how she
had felt the night when she started to get everything together. She
wanted to reinvent herself for her son’s sake. She counted the
money she had saved, stuffed it in a paper bag, and tucked it in
one of her sneakers. She knew Henry would never find it there. She
now had enough money. $567.83. She had to be able to get somewhere
with that. Any place would be great so long as it was far away from
Henry. She felt sickened by the fact that she had stayed around
that long. Why she hadn’t been able to do so before was something
that she pondered over. Perhaps it was because of Elias?

Henry did love their son to some
extent, and she would often comfort herself by saying that no
matter what Henry did to her, all that mattered was that he took
care of their son. But now Elias saw his father’s real character,
and she was scared that he would soon unleash that side on her son.
No. There was no way she would allow Henry to even touch her son
with the palm of his hand. She would be willing to rip out Henry’s
heart, but jail was not an option for her, especially now that she
had Elias to worry about.

When Henry had left that morning for
work, Bridgette had hurriedly called the train station. She
couldn’t take the chance of waiting too long and having Henry come
home early. She quickly dialed the number and waited for someone to
pick up the phone.

“Hello, South Braxton
Train Station. How may I assist you today?” stated the voice from
the other end.

“Yes, hello, do you have
any trains leaving in the next hour?” Bridgette asked, slightly
flustered.

“What is your destination,
ma’am?”

“Anywhere! Is there a
train or not?” Bridgette was getting impatient. She had no time for
questions.

“Ma’am, to further help
you, I would need more information on your intended destination,”
the person replied, calmly.

“Please just help me. All
I need to know if there is a train leaving or not. I need to get
out of here now. I don’t have much time. Please!”

Bridgette seemed to have broken the
robotic trance of the customer service representative. The response
that followed was more human, more understanding.

“Did you say the next
hour?” asked the voice.

“Yes, please, within the
next hour if possible!” she replied frantically. She prayed in her
heart that she would get to a train shortly. She needed one as fast
as possible.

“Well, there are two
trains leaving within the next hour. You can hurry and buy the
tickets in our ticket booth, or you can just purchase it on the
train.”

“Thank you so
much.”

Bridgette didn’t care where the trains
were heading, she just needed to get away from Henry, from his
house and from his horrible nature. This was her window of
opportunity. She grabbed the bags and a sleeping Elias and headed
out the door. It was now a new beginning. They would finally be
away from their horrible situation once and for all.

She was going to start fresh, and she
was going to give her son the kind of life he actually deserved,
not the kind that his brute of a father would provide him
with.

She was going to run now and never
look back.
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