
Excerpt 
 
I lay there startled and dumbfounded at her reaction to Dianne’s presence. I’ve seen Bev 

mad before but not like this. “Bev, please sit down. You look like you’re going to have a heart 
attack,” I pleaded. 

“Okay, but she didn’t come here to see how you were. She came to see if you would drop 
the charges, and that’s the only thing she came for. There’s something wrong with that family. 
None of them seem to get it.” 

“I know why she came; it’s just that I feel a little sorry for her having to deal with them." 
“One thing you need to know Cassie is that it doesn’t matter whether you press charges or 

not. The DA is going to press charges anyway given his history of abuse and the savagery of his 
attack on you. If it weren't for your neighbors, he would have killed you. They told the police 
that you were already unconscious when they got there, and he was still stomping and kicking 
you with his boots. Such a lovely fucker,” finished Bev. 

The following morning, I was to be released. I think everyone was ready to get out of the 
hospital, especially me. The only thing about the hospital was that I felt safe there, and the 
thought of returning home made me nauseous. Eventually, Geno would make bail, and I would 
have to deal with him. I cringed and shuddered at the thought. 

“What’s the matter, sweet pea?” asked Dad. 
“I know I have to, but I just don’t feel much like going back home.” 
“What do you mean go home? You’re never going back to that home,” she insisted.  
“Wh…where am I going to go?” I asked, looking at Dad questioningly through my still 

swollen, bloodshot eyes. 
“We have a safe place for you to go. We have plenty of time, and we’ll talk about it on the 

road,” he smiled. 
“I have to get my clothes and personal things, Dad,” I replied. 
“We’ve already removed all of your clothing and personal items that you’ll need from the 

house,” said Bev. “There’s no reason for you to have to go back there,” she added. 
I was shocked to learn they had already removed my personal things and relieved to know I 

didn’t have to return to the place where so many bad memories resided. “Thank God,” I 
mumbled and sighed a deep breath of relief for the first time since I came to, a week ago. I really 
didn’t care where I was going just as long as it wasn’t back to him. I can’t even think of his name 
without cringing in fear and revulsion. The one thing that I did know, for sure, was that I was 
never going to return to his bed. How many times had I been forced to have sex with him just to 
keep from being slapped around or, worse yet, beaten? Then it hit me, like a ton of bricks being 
lifted off my shoulders. What was worse, I thought, spreading your legs for someone you loathed 
or a black eye? I shuddered at the thought of being forced to have sex with him. “Never again!” I 
mumbled. “Never again!” 

 
Second Excerpt 
 
Apparently, I was sound asleep when Bradley came in the side gate to the backyard, calling 

my name. It didn’t register with me, most likely, because I wasn’t used to being called Jessica, 
and in my sleepy state, I just didn’t recognize it. He was completely inside the back yard, not 
more than twenty feet away from me when I awoke. I was startled and jumped up to answer him 
still half asleep and half-naked. 



“Yes,” I answered not realizing my top was still on the ground. Bradley turned to face me 
and stood there for a brief moment, mouth open, while he gathered his senses. I suddenly 
realized that my top was on the ground. I screamed and covered myself by cupping my breasts in 
my hands as he turned around and shouted. 

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, but your flower people are here, and I knew you were home, so I…”  
“Bradley, it’s okay. Just don’t turn around until I get my top on,” I shouted still holding my 

breasts, looking at him with his hands covering his eyes. I bent down and retrieved my top, and I 
suddenly became painfully aware of just how small it was. I put it on, took a deep breath, and 
told him it was okay. 

He slowly turned around, and I started laughing, almost hysterically. He started laughing 
after he saw that I wasn’t mad. 

“Jessica, I’m so sorry. I knocked on your door several times, and when you didn’t answer, I 
figured you must be in the back yard, and I wanted to let you know your flowers were here. They 
want to know where you want them. Jessica, I had no idea, I’m really sorry,” he pleaded 
painfully. 

I could tell he was completely embarrassed. He didn’t quite know what to do with himself. 
He glanced down at my bathing suit several times as I walked toward him. He was desperately 
trying to keep his eyes glued to mine, but he was losing that battle, and it was just making him 
more nervous. 

“Um, uh … what do you want me to tell the plant? I mean nursery people. I mean where do 
you want the flowers? There, I finally got it out,” he chuckled. “Jessica, I really am sorry, and 
I’m so embarrassed. I …” 

“Bradley, stop it, it’s really okay. They're just breasts, and I’m sure you’ve seen breasts 
before,” I kidded. 

“Um … yes, I have, but I hadn’t seen yours before. I was afraid you were going to kill me, 
or worse yet, never talk to me again,” he said. 

“Bradley, I don’t think that my breasts are that big a deal, especially under the 
circumstances,” I laughed. “I don’t think I would like to invite the whole neighborhood over here 
to see them, but you’ve seen them, so what the hell. You know me better than you thought you 
would by now,” I smiled. 

“You can say that again. If it’s all the same to you, I think that I would like to keep this just 
between the two of us. I don’t think I want my kids or our neighbors to know,” he said with his 
face wrinkled up questioningly. 

“Bradley, do you really think that anyone would think anything about it, knowing it was an 
accident that happened while you were trying to do me a favor?” I insisted. 

“Oh, I suppose not, but there’s no reason to tell anyone when we don’t have to, that’s all,” 
he said. 

“Okay, Bradley, I won’t tell anyone you were peeping at me,” I laughed. 
“Aw, now, Jessica, you know I wasn’t peeping. If I were peeping, I would have gotten a 

better look,” he kidded. “Oh, what about the flowers? Where do you want them?” he asked. 
“In the back yard if they’ll bring them back here.” 
“I’m sure they will. I’ll go tell them.” 
“Thanks, Bradley, I’m going to go in and change into something that doesn’t show quite so 

much of me. This is definitely not a front yard bathing suit,” I grinned. 


