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Prologue

This is the second volume in this story. If you are just beginning with this book, please read the other one first, as it shows how the relationship looked before there was much abuse. Below is the same prologue I wrote in the first volume, as a reminder of the purpose of the story.

I wrote this book to help people learn the warning signs of intimate partner violence (IPV) and domestic violence (DV). IPV is a subset of DV, as IPV is abuse between intimate partners or spouses and DV is abuse between any family members. Abuse is one person’s intent to exert power and control over another person. It can take the form of physical, sexual, emotional, financial, or psychological acts or threats of violence. (For more, see the United Nation’s page on domestic abuse.)

This is my personal story of enduring abuse and how I eventually left. After each chapter in the story, there is a section called “warning signs” that discusses the warning signs of abuse that I did not see at the time. When I experienced this abuse, I did not know what DV, IPV, or abuse really was, and thus I did not know what I was experiencing or that I needed to leave the relationship. I wrote the warning signs sections after each chapter to help people see the signs in the context of abuse as it occurs. At the end of each volume, there is a list of warning signs for quick retrieval.

My hope is that this book can teach people the warning signs so that people can: 1) Not enter abusive relationships; 2) Leave if they are in them; 3) Help people notice if someone is in an abusive relationship, and then teach them the warning signs so they leave; 4) Help people whose loved ones have experienced abuse understand what happened and why it was hard for them to see the signs and leave; and 5) Create a global discussion so that we can change these patterns, so as a society we can work toward ending abuse. 

It is critical that we, as a society, do something to stop abuse. In the United States, one in four women, and one in nine men, will experience DV in their lifetimes (cited from the National Coalition Against Domestic Violence). Even if my book helps just one person reach safety sooner than they otherwise might have, I will consider it a success. 

I spent seven years writing these books. In those seven years, I attended a domestic violence advocacy support group where I learned about abuse, later I went back as a volunteer to run that support group for two years, saw a mental health counselor who helped me emotionally process what happened, and went to graduate school to become a mental health counselor. I am currently in my final semester of graduate school and an intern at a counseling agency that specializes in trauma, focusing on domestic violence. I have experienced and studied this topic for more than a decade.

There is one more point I would like to address before beginning the story. I refer to people who lived through abuse as “survivors” because we are alive. We literally lived to survive the abuse. This is a much more empowering term than “victims.” The victim mentality keeps people living in the mindset of being a victim of something that happened to them, while the survivor mentality helps people realize the strength they have that kept them alive. 

This is a very important distinction to make because using this term gives those fortunate to survive, survivors, a feeling of power. Early domestic violence resources called people victims, or worse yet, wife-batterer victims. Intimate partner violence does not just happen to wives; it happens to people of all genders and relationship statuses. I am a survivor. Anyone that has experienced abuse who is still alive is a survivor. Throughout this book, I will use the term “survivor” to refer to anyone that has experienced DV or IPV.

As a community of people reading this book and people that care about survivors, I hope that we can help people make smart decisions. Share your thoughts and stories using #WarningSigns so we can grow together. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Volume 2 Prologue
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Thank you for continuing in this journey with me and reading the second volume. In this volume, I write about our marriage and how it felt. There were times that everything felt wonderful, and there were also some very scary times. And in between all of that, there was always emotional abuse, though I still hadn’t recognized that yet. 

The physical abuse in this volume can be very difficult to read, especially if this topic of domestic and intimate partner violence is new to you. There are trigger warnings before the most violent chapters. If the topics of DV and IPV are not new to you, it is possible you will find the violence here to be more or less scary than what you have heard about or experienced. The amount of violence is not a competition; no one’s experience is necessarily worse or easier than another person’s, they are just different experiences. All abuse is wrong. 

No abuse should be tolerated, but when people are in these intimate partner violence relationships, it is difficult to know what to do when it occurs. In this volume, you will learn about trauma bonding, which is one of the main reasons people stay in abusive relationships. A few other reasons include preserving the marriage for religious or societal influences; financial control; using children as methods of control; controlling a person through their health, immigration, or sexual minority status; or believing that it will not happen again, or they will change. It can also be more deadly to attempt to leave a relationship than to stay in it. The important message in this volume is that people stay in these relationships for a variety of reasons, often combinations of reasons, and we should never judge someone for making the choice to stay. People will leave when they are ready and when they are safe to leave.
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Chapter 1: Honeymooning
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We took our first flight to our connection in Miami and stepped outside the airport. We were greeted by a thick cloud of smog, heat, and humidity, which was markedly different than the cool Seattle fog or the crisp Las Vegas sunny skies we were used to. We felt like we were wearing sweaters and snow pants in a steam sauna. Smiling, we embraced one another’s sweaty bodies as we suffered through the heat, joyful to have made it across the country. I had never experienced that kind of humidity, and having lived in Vegas the previous two years I had become accustomed to the dry heat. All day Jason treated me sweetly; opening doors for me, buying coffee for me, and generally making sure I had what I needed. Yet it felt contrived, so it felt just as smothering as the humidity. I also wasn’t accustomed to his sweetness on a regular basis. I did my best to accept it and trust him and see him as the man I initially loved. We were on our honeymoon, and I just wanted to be happy.  

We took our next flight, and about an hour later we stared at the Caribbean Sea. The water was so clear I could see the algae from the plane. The pilot swiftly and narrowly landed the plane on the world’s shortest runway, giving us the appearance of landing right in the sea. I gasped in delight at the sight. Jason and I stepped onto the tarmac and smiled broadly. The weather felt the same as in Miami, but we relished in the welcoming sea breeze from the water just a few hundred feet in front of us. Saint Martin was beautiful.  

We checked into our timeshare condo my mom got us as a wedding gift and looked around our room. It was clean, spacious, and bright. The patio looked over the pool with a swim-up bar, hundreds of palm trees, golden sand, and the clear aqua Caribbean Sea. I was in heaven. A perfect place to start our relationship anew and begin our marriage with a clean slate. We consummated our marriage that afternoon, and each night after that. We put the past behind us and carried forward. 

Saint Martin is an island governed by the Dutch on one side and French on the other. Jason looked forward to the Dutch side where people speak English, use American dollars, and gamble in the casinos. I looked forward to Sint Maarten, the French side, where people spoke French, used Euros, and dined in gourmet restaurants. We planned our trip to split our time on both sides of the island.  

On the Dutch side, we spent our days at the beach. He played on his phone while I alternated between reading and swimming. At night, we went out and explored the nightlife. We gambled at a casino, heard jazz music at a piano bar, and listened to live music at a beach bar with our feet in the sand while overlooking the water and a bonfire. We toured Phillipsburg, the Dutch capital of the island. We perused their tiny yet fascinating history museum, tasted local hot sauces and liqueurs, ate local food such as fried gouda sticks that were like mozzarella sticks but filled with rich gouda cheese, and rented umbrellas and towels on the beach. We truly bonded again and enjoyed our new life together as a married couple.  

On the French side of Saint Martin, called Sint Marteen, we went to Grand Case, known as “Restaurant Row.” We discovered our new favorite French wine and dined from an elegant 10-course tasting menu, culminating with Grand Mariner soufflé. We also went to a nude beach, which excited both of us yet made us nervous. We quickly calmed down when we noticed how everyone kept to themselves and relaxed on the beach, just the same as if they were wearing swimsuits. I wondered to myself, How much does a swimsuit cover up, anyway? 

Jason asked excitedly, “Are you going to go nude?” 

I laughed, “Do you mean take everything off? Only if you are!” 

He threw his head back and laughed. “My top is already off!”  

I playfully grabbed his arm. “Well, yeah, you’re a man. Are you going to take off your swim trunks?” 

He looked around, rolled his eyes, shook his head, and smiled. He paused and said, “Um... no. But you should take everything off! Why not?” 

“Oh, really?” I laughed back, “So I should but you won’t? How is that fair?” 

He laughed and gently tugged at my swimsuit top. “So, are you gonna?” 

Hell, I thought. We’re on fucking vacation. I tore off my top and playfully tossed it on the chair. I ran toward the sea. “Alright, let’s go!”

“But wait!” he cried. “Are you taking off your bottoms?”

I shook my head no and laughed. “Are you?” 

He pouted, “No...” 

“Then I’m not. Come on, let’s go enjoy the water!” I was already almost to the sea at that point. I was too excited to feel the magic of the sand and water.

The white sand emulated granulated sugar. The aqua water was the clearest I had seen in my life – I could see each of my toes as clearly as if they were on land; and see tiny ships more than 100 miles away. 

For our wedding presents we asked for honeymoon adventures; my sister chose zip lining. We took a cab to a part of the island we hadn’t seen yet and were pleasantly surprised to find ourselves in the jungle. We paid for our tickets and met the zip lining group, and then rode in the back of a pick-up truck to the top of the mountain. I had no idea we were going up so high! I knew I was afraid of heights, and I anticipated being up high, but I didn’t realize just how high. The tour guide taught us how to secure our harnesses and demonstrated how to zip line, so I felt we were in responsible hands. The line was surprisingly only about 10-feet long, and relatively parallel to the ground so I felt like I would be okay.  

I watched Jason fearlessly and easily glide across with a smile, land on a platform attached to the tree across the way, and grin back at me. Then it was my turn. I gripped the rope and jumped off the ledge, determined to get across to the other side, hanging on with all my force. I heard the screeching of my metal carabineer race across the metal ropes, and my body pushed through the humid air to feel the wind sail around my body. The tree approached my vision sooner than I thought, and just at that moment I realized I was zip lining for 10 feet at what felt like 20 miles an hour.  

Bam! I slammed right into the tree at the other side. I squinted my eyes, afraid of the impending pain and what would happen next. The tour guide gently but sternly told me, “You were supposed to use the carabineer to grip the rope and then hang on to the carabineer with your gloves. Not hold the rope with your gloves.” He paused and frowned, “You didn’t listen to the directions and that’s why you went too fast. Perhaps that’s how I went through life at the time. I never heard the signs or directions from the universe. 

“I’m sorry!” I cried out. “I didn’t mean to! But it’s over now, right?” I squeaked out through teary eyes.

The tour guide shook his head, chuckled, and said, “Oh this is one of 13! We’ve got a lot more to go!” He and Jason cocked their heads to the side, smiling and encouraging me but looking confused at my reaction. I looked at them blankly as I stood there, staring at them and feeling my nerves make their way from my toes to my head in anticipation of the next zip lines. 

I immediately felt tears well up in my eyes.  “What...?!” I stammered. “I don’t know if I can do 12 more! That was so scary!” I paused. “Wait, really? Twelve more?!” I heard him, and it made logical sense we would zip line down the rest of the mountain, but inside I was too afraid to do it. I didn’t want it to be real. 

Jason gave me a big hug and kiss, to attempt to encourage me. “It’s okay, honey. You can do this. This is for fun! If it wasn’t safe, they wouldn’t be in business.”  

I kissed him back to thank him for his support and we continued. They were all difficult, but they did get progressively easier. One of the last zip lines was 50-feet long and over an impossibly high ravine. The view of the sea behind the jungle was breathtaking, one of the best we’d seen thus far on the island. Looking at it, though, made my heart race and palms sweat enough to wash my own hands in it. Thank God we decided to rent gloves, I thought as I grabbed onto the carabineer, barely glancing down at the ground 100-feet below me, trying with all my might not to think about what would happen if I fell all those feet down into the ravine and then tumbled the next two miles through the jungle and into the sea. My mind raced in run-on sentences the way it usually did when I got nervous. This time it included thoughts of death. 

I closed my eyes and leapt. I felt the warm breeze around me and found space in my heart to open my eyes. I vacillated between the beautiful view of the jungle, the sea, and thoughts of despair. Once I was almost all the way across, I turned my focus to Jason, hopeful to be in his embrace in a matter of moments. He always knew how to make me feel safe and happy. 

Then – just five feet from land, safety, and Jason, the carabineer stopped. I was stuck in the air. I didn’t see a way back to the land. I tried not to panic and held my breath. Then, I realized that at that point the ground was only about five feet below me, so I calmed down a little bit. Yet my feet still tingled, and my heart still swarmed with anxiety. Within what seemed like eons, yet was probably less than minute, the guide attached himself to the rope and helped me back to land. Jason hugged and kissed me and wiped away my tears. I was equally in shock from my potential death and proud of myself for confronting my fears.

There were only two short lines after that, interspersed with a tight rope walk and climbing up a tree ladder. After I realized I could get through the scary ones, the rest were a lot more fun. I survived zip lining, but I had never been more scared in my life. The fear of falling, akin to the fear of failing, was so real that danger felt imminent. Yet, my only option was to keep sliding down the mountain. Somehow that didn’t feel like the answer to appease my nerves. Wasn’t that just another form of falling and failing? 

When we finally disconnected our harnesses and felt our feet safely back on land, I smiled again. But even though I could feel the ground beneath my feet I couldn’t find a sense of stability. I still felt as though I was nervously suspended in the air. It was a similar feeling to ice skating, skiing, or roller skating; when I took off my boots it always took me a while to remember how to walk normally again. Yet, those instances didn’t include a horrifying fear of death. Maybe fear of a sprain, but nothing that caused me that much anxiety.  

I did my best to regain normalcy and told Jason, “I’m still in a bit of shock and I’m hungry. I need a large glass of wine and a salad.” 

He laughed, “Okay, we can do that for you. Let’s get some lunch.”  

We ate a lovely lunch in the jungle, went back to the hotel for fun, and then went out to dinner for Johnny Cakes at a Lolo near our hotel. Lolos are permanent open-air food stands with delicious indigenous food. Johnny Cakes are one of their specialties, fried corn puff-pastries similar to Native American fry bread but made out of corn instead of wheat flour. After dinner we walked through the town and along the beach to gaze at the sea and the stars. It was a perfect way to relax after such a stressful night. 

The last day we went swimming and hunted for seashells, since his mother requested we bring her home a seashell. It was a seemingly impossible feat in water so clear we could see the algae from the plane. It was, in fact, so impossible that we ended up purchasing her a seashell from a gift shop. We laughed together that the beach was so perfect we couldn’t find shells larger than the size of a nickel. 

As the sun set, Jason said it was time to get out of the water and get ready for dinner and our trip home the next morning. Our trip had been perfect, and I didn’t want it to end. “No! Not yet!” I said, whining and grinning all at once. “Can I just live here? Not on the island, but in the water?” 

He laughed. “So, you want to be a mermaid?”

“Yes!” I laughed back, still upset, but trying to make the best of it. I sang in response, “Under the sea... Under the sea... Darling it’s better, down where it’s wetter, take it from me!”  

We joked around and swam a bit more, until the water got cold. We had a grand time joyfully playing in the water, enjoying each, last, tiny, minuscule, moment of being on our honeymoon. I eventually picked myself up and returned to land, but I was still sad. And more than that, I was afraid.  

What will life be like back home again? Will he hit me again? Everything has been wonderful on this trip; will he continue to be the wonderful man I thought I was marrying? 

We had a great last fancy meal, including frog legs, filet mignon, frog, sorbet, and after dinner Courvoisier. We walked around the town and soaked it all in. We were sad to leave but took solace that we had a wonderful time and did everything we wanted on the island. I told myself life would continue to be fun and wonderful together when we returned home to Vegas. I put all my fears aside and focused on being happy. 
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Chapter 1 Warning Signs
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Jason was so kind and sweet to me on our honeymoon. At first, it felt disingenuous, especially after what happened on our wedding night. But it didn’t take long for me to ignore that night and push the memory into a far corner of my mind. I relished in the feeling of thinking our marriage and honeymoon was going exactly the way it was supposed to go. I was moving forward, the way I had always done, ignoring the warning signs. 

It felt weird to me, and perhaps a warning sign, that he wanted me to be completely nude at the nude beach, yet he chose to leave his swim trunks on and swim the same way at the nude beach as he would if he was with his family. It didn’t feel like a warning sign at the time, though, because I recognized that many people would have felt uncomfortable being completely nude in public. The issue wasn’t that he didn’t want to be nude in public, it was that he wanted me to be while he wasn’t. The warning sign was the inequality of it all, perhaps another nod to his belief in the patriarchy. 

When we went zip lining, I was so afraid. Yet, Jason supported me and helped me feel less afraid. He was providing another of those “good times” that I could latch onto and focus on. The zip lining experience made me feel that he was there for me, we could have adventures together, and those gave me signs that he would always continue to give me adventures and support. 

On the last day of the honeymoon vacation, though, I was so fearful to leave and return to regular life with Jason. I loved feeling good in those “good moments.” I returned to my eternal state of optimism and focused on more good times ahead. This is another example of how abusers can create good moments with their partners, which makes those partners ignore all the warning signs of abuse, and even the abuse itself. 
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Chapter 2: Cooking
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We received a multitude of wedding presents, and a majority were cooking tools from our registry. I hadn’t cooked too much before, and Jason didn’t cook at all, but I was excited that these gifts could help turn me into my severely misconstrued idea of the 1950s housewife with perfect cooking skills meets Betty Page/Suicide Girls/That One Porn Star You Really Want to Meet. I was determined to have it all, plus excel at my job and get promoted; and you know, while we’re at it, buy a house and have kids. I told myself I could totally live the “American dream.”  

Jason and I never met eye-to-eye when it came to taste preferences though. It seemed we both enjoyed the food in the Caribbean, but once we got home, he went back to telling me he only liked pizza, hamburgers, chicken strips, wings, and corn dogs. He also liked fast food and dive bar fare, and select meals cooked by our female friends who embodied the perfect wives with perfect children, homemade meals, and talks of nightly blow jobs.  
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