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Domestic Violence or Intimate Partner Violence is more common than most people realize. Unfortunately, it is a subject I know a lot about from firsthand experience. I spent over twelve years in an abusive relationship. Much of the story you are about to read is based on personal experience. Some of the story is based on the lives of other survivors and thrivers. I have volunteered with two local DV groups, The Knoxville Family Justice Center’s “Voices” and The YWCA’s “Enough” program. Both of these non-profit groups are vital resources in the community. If you want to volunteer, please check local listings for a group, or perhaps start one of your own. If you need help, reach out. Talk to someone you can trust. You are not alone. 

To learn more about domestic violence in the United States please visit 

https://www.cdc.gov/violenceprevention/index.html  

or 

http://www.ncadv.org/ 

The author lives in a 100-year-old house in East Tennessee with her husband, author Neil Douglas Newton, and her dog Scout, named for a character in “To Kill a Mockingbird”. She enjoys traveling and taking photographs, especially of her four children, six grandchildren, and one great-grandson.

Website http://www.elizabethhorton-newtonauthor.com/ 

Blog https://elizabethnnewton.com/

Facebook https://www.facebook.com/ElizabethHortonNewton/
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Elizabeth Horton-Newton

I awoke to the odor of burned toast. Thus, began the first day of the longest journey I would take. I struggled to open my eyes, sticky with last night’s mascara. With one eye opened, at last, I scanned the dimly lit room. Bars of light filtered through the window blinds, so I knew it was daylight.

Searching my memory, I tried to place where I was and how I got there. I didn’t have to think very long. I heard the bedroom door open and I tried to sit up only to find I was handcuffed to an old-fashioned iron bedstead. I stared stupidly at my wrist and jiggled the cuffs as though they would fall away.

“What the hell...?” I began. The question was answered before I’d even finished asking. 

“Hello, Melly. Did you miss me?” His voice was like an oily slick across the surface of my mind. I had believed I would never hear it again; I would never again feel the tentacles of his vitriol invade my head.

My brain was scrambled, and I struggled to understand how I came to be in this position. How had Jim found me? I moved over three thousand miles away, left my family and friends behind, and recreated myself. Despite all that I now lay handcuffed to a bed, in a room I didn’t recognize, with a man who had beaten me, stalked me and threatened to kill me, smiling coldly at me.

His mouth was moving, and he was speaking, but I couldn’t hear him over the pounding of my heart. I ordered myself to calm down and think. I was alive. He hadn’t killed me. Although he frequently threatened to. I always suspected he was far more interested in keeping me alive, so he could torment me. Killing me would have eliminated his greatest pleasure, watching me suffer.

Taking a deep breath, I steadied my voice and asked him coldly, “What do you want Jim?”

He giggled. It was that familiar high-pitched giggle which usually preceded what I had come to term “an event”. Soon the cruel words would begin. As hours passed and his words became more bitter, he would begin to pace. He would throw out questions and accusations. If I responded he would insist I was lying. If I didn’t speak he would maintain I remained silent because I was guilty. There was no way I could win the situations he would create. Anything I owned that was of value to me would be broken, destroyed, shattered. He had thrown a porcelain doll my grandmother gave me as a child at the wall. He’d torn family photos from my childhood into pieces so tiny they looked like flakes of snow when he tossed them into the air. He even kicked apart a wooden chest that was in my family for generations. If I cried or begged he would throw things at me.
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