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Alice Decker clutched a gun in her right hand while she sat on the sofa in her darkened living room. The .45 caliber weapon was cold and heavy. Its lifeless metal felt foreign to her small palm. However, as her trembling fingers wrapped around the wooden grip, holding it tightly, clasping it as if her life depended on it, the solid weight somehow gave her a tiny bit of courage. 

Could she use it? Would she dare?

Alice had already called the police and confessed her crime; now she wished she hadn't. Instead, she should've just left it alone. What had possessed her to call it in? It could have waited for Suzette, the housekeeper, to find the bodies when she returned on Monday. 

She wondered if she was truly stupid like Roger always claimed. Then she involuntarily shuddered as she recalled his normally calm expression as it changed into a snarling and dangerous warning.

The threat was always first revealed in Roger's eyes just milliseconds before it reached his mouth. Once her husband's lips curled into that disturbing snarl, there was nothing she could do. It was already too late. 

Alice became skilled at watching him closely. He had trained her well to anticipate his every need or suffer the consequences. She learned to tiptoe around him, to walk on eggshells, hoping not to cause any discord or disturb any of the fragile harmonies that Roger needed to create order around him.

Roger could switch moods easily and quickly. He went from light to dark in an instant. No, that wasn't quite right. It was more that he pretended to be good but he was pure evil and that wickedness had to find a reason to surface. He used Alice for that excuse.

On the outside, Roger appeared easygoing to others and effortlessly misled them. He deceived everyone. He had simply fooled Alice too...in the beginning.

He would never fool anyone again.

The first time it happened was on their honeymoon. Alice had been to the island's street market to buy fresh produce and fish for their evening meal. She was happy with her purchases and lightly hummed a tune while gliding around the kitchen in her bare feet. 

Everything was laid out on the counter as she prepared to wash the vegetables. Some of the leaves had dirt on them. Still elated by the memory of the joyful experiences she had shared with her new husband, Alice didn't notice when some of the dirt spilled out onto the counter and then the floor. She had tracked it over a larger area. 

When Roger came into the kitchen to greet her, the sight of the messy counter, the floor, and the dirty smudges on her feet set off a bomb inside of him. Roger's smile remained the same as it did during any normal greeting. However, his jaw clenched tightly as he grabbed her arm. The murderous look in his eyes and the smile that turned into a snarl terrified her.

"Are you stupid, Alice?" His voice, a threatening low whisper, growled. "We don't ever allow filthy messes in our home. We only allow harmony and order here!" 

"I'll clean it up right away, Roger. I'm sorry. It's just a little dirt. Please, let go. You're hurting me."

Not knowing what to do, Alice quickly looked away from him. No one had ever hurt her this way and she didn't know what to do or say. She couldn't believe Roger could react that way to a little mess that could easily be cleaned up. 

His strong large hand clenched the fleshy part of her underarm, jerking her against his side. His grip was penetrating and excruciating. She feared he would break her arm. 

"Roger, please stop. You're hurting me!" Alice had cried out.

He didn't stop. He squeezed harder while glaring at her. Was he enjoying hurting her? The combination of the pain in her arm and the look in his eyes shocked Alice into a weakened state. She was reminded of the look on his face the day of their wedding. That look had said, "I own you now and I can do anything I want to you." She thought she had imagined it but apparently, she hadn't because it was there again. Confused and frightened, Alice felt faint and went to her knees while Roger still tightly gripped her arm. 

Alice was crushed. She wilted before his eyes and was too innocent to understand that her husband's following shudder was a release of orgasmic ecstasy as he inhaled the purest sweet scent of her fragility. He finally had her right where he wanted her...his and his alone.

Roger was no fool. He knew he had to convince Alice that he was sorry if he wanted to keep her there. In a second, he was beside her, apologizing for hurting her, promising it would never happen again. He didn't explain what had set him off. He only begged for her forgiveness. He was once again tender and sweet as he covered her face in kisses.

Stunned by his brutality but swayed by his sudden affection, Alice tried to rationalize Roger's actions but she couldn't find a single reason to justify it. There was no excuse for his behavior and she hadn't done anything to deserve it. It was only a short while later that Alice realized she knew nothing about the man she had married.

As Roger begged for forgiveness, Alice considered that they had just spent three glorious weeks of their three-month honeymoon on this wonderful island as husband and wife. She recalled that during that time, Roger had been a gentle and patient lover, teaching her virginal body and mind about pleasure and what went on between a man and woman. 

She loved him, didn't she? Didn't that love demand that she forgive him? How could she not forgive him when he was her husband for better or worse? Alice wanted to forget that it ever happened. She wanted things to go back to the way they had been only hours earlier. 

She didn't understand that they could never go back, not after Roger had experienced her delicate fragrance. He would have to extract that sweet scent from her again and again. 

Alice cleaned up the dirty floor and returned to the task of preparing their meal. She felt sure they had weathered their first marital disagreement. She felt certain it would never happen again. However, she was wrong.

What she had experienced wasn't marriage conflict and it had not been resolved. It was the beginning of domestic violence that was just getting started. 

That very same night, when they went to bed, things had changed between them. Roger's previous tenderness became vicious rape. Although on some level Alice knew Roger was punishing her for the earlier event, she didn't understand why.

The next morning, Alice was devastated and in pain while Roger appeared to be back to his normal self. He had hurt her physically as well as emotionally, and yet, his eyes revealed that whatever had set off the monster inside him was now satiated. 

"Alice, I know you didn't enjoy the punishment last night; however when you do stupid things you bring out the worst in me. If you don't want to see that side of me again, then you must be more careful and follow my rules. It doesn't make me happy to hurt you. You know that I love you, Alice. You are mine and I cherish you. You are young and not very bright but you will learn that I simply cannot abide any disruption in my home. If you follow the rules, I promise this will never happen again."

As far as her husband was concerned, the peace between them was restored. Alice had paid the price for it. Because her husband's sexual satisfaction was far more intense during his cruelty than it had been when he was tender with her, she knew he would rape her again. 

Some part of her even understood that Roger needed the violence to achieve such tremendous sexual gratification. She shuddered as she recalled the shameful assault the previous night and she also knew that there was nothing to keep it from happening again.

Roger's assurances meant nothing.

It was then that Alice first decided to run away from him; however, on the island, she was at his mercy. She didn't know anyone who could help her escape. She had no money, no credit card, and no way to buy a plane or boat ticket. 

She would have to wait until they returned to the States. Alice shuddered again as she realized that they would be there for two more agonizing months. 

How would she bear it? How would she be able to pretend that things were normal between them when nothing about her relationship with him was ordinary? What could she do to stop him from hurting her again, from raping her again?

Nothing.
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As the weeks turned into months and the months became years, Alice guarded her every action. She was careful with her words, her expressions, her appearance, and the care of Roger's meals and home. Any misstep in any of those areas could cause Roger to transform into the terrifying monster she dreaded and feared. 

In the beginning, Alice didn't yet understand that it would happen no matter what she did or how skilled she became at gauging her husband's emotional state. She never figured out how to avoid his violent abuse because she couldn't grasp why he wanted to hurt her. Alice never knew for sure what she did to cause him to grab her arm or neck so roughly that it left behind bruises in the shape of his handprints. 

She couldn't fathom why his cruelty grew out of proportion until it culminated in his sadistic and violent rape of her either. The tender lovemaking she had experienced with Roger before the first rape was a thing of the past. He was never gentle with her again. There was only rape now.

However, to her credit, Alice finally had the clarity of mind to perceive a disturbing pattern. Roger's transformation seemed to be some form of ritual or cycle similar to her monthly menstrual period. 

Alice knew two things for certain: First, Roger repeated the phase at least once each month, sometimes more often. The second thing she had learned the hard way was - She had to forgive him after the vicious rape or he would not return to what she referred to as his normal state. In the normal state at least there was a semblance of peace between them before he cycled again.

Even though she desperately tried everything she could to keep from setting off that cycle, eventually Alice accepted that there was nothing she could do to stop that pattern. Roger was a sadistic psychopath and his recurring cruel behavior was very much a part of his personality and psychology. 

To him, Alice was only a naive girl. He was older and wiser; therefore, she would obey him. She would do everything exactly the way he wanted it done or pay the price. As Alice struggled to be the perfect image of the wife Roger expected, she lost sight of any dreams she previously had.

Yes, Alice had always forgiven him...until she couldn't bear it anymore.

Now, arriving squad cars with flashing blue lights and screeching brakes brought Alice back to her current dire situation. Admittedly, this was not the type of neighborhood where patrol cars arrived for disturbances. This was the kind of community where the Police Chief sent out a discrete officer in an unmarked car to quietly ask a few questions.

The police had arrived in droves to answer the call now that she was the one holding the gun. It was a shame that no one had ever responded with such overwhelming force when she was the one in danger or when she cried for help and protection.

Alice had called for help on several occasions. If anyone had bothered to look, they would've found a record of her distress calls.

She had also contacted the abuse hotline. She had even talked to someone who told her to get out of the house and run to a shelter. Alice was given the address and planned her escape. Somehow, Roger found out. He was there to stop her even before she could get out of the gated community. 

"There's nowhere you can run, Alice. There's nothing out there for you. I'm all you have, child. You belong to me and you always will. Even if you manage to get away, I'll always find you, bring you home, and punish you for your disobedience," Roger had warned.

Yes, she had tried more than once to get away from him but it always ended the same. Roger found her and brought her back. The abuse became more violent after each of her attempts to flee. She finally accepted that there was no way out. There was no one to help her. No one cared.

Alice was trapped like a wild animal. 

She was caged in a beautiful home with all the benefits of an elegant lifestyle. Roger provided her with anything a wife could desire except freedom from his insanity. 

He had molded her into the perfect trophy wife and paraded her among his business associates with pride. As a couple, they appeared to be very much in love as Roger firmly kept his hand on the small of her back and Alice lightly rested her hand on his forearm. 

At these social functions, Alice never left his side. She never had a bite to eat or a sip of champagne or wine unless Roger handed it to her. She wore stunning jewelry that decorated the high necklines and long sleeves of the elegant dresses he bought for her. When Roger smiled at her or introduced her to someone new, Alice mirrored his mannerisms and expressions exactly the way he required.

Alice became so adept at these intricate details that Roger never suspected her rage had been forged in the hottest fires of his cruelty and adversity. He didn't understand, could have never imagined, that her iron had hardened into steel, leaving it brittle and susceptible to breaking if enough pressure was applied. When it finally broke under the strain, it would cut him to the quick with a physical wound that would never heal.

Once again, Alice was drawn from her reveries by the commotion going on outside her home. She saw many blue lights through the large floor-to-ceiling privacy windows. These were special windows that Roger had installed. They let in the light during the day while keeping the inside view of their home free from any nosey neighbors. However, when the lights were on at night, the view from outside was clear. In the evenings, Roger always lowered the retractable blinds.

Alice could see the police outside those windows but she prayed they couldn't see her. Although she hadn't turned on any lights in the front of the house, she regretted that she hadn't lowered the blinds. Now alarmed that they were watching her, she held her breath and snatched the remote control off the side table. She pushed the button and the automatic blinds silently extended and she breathed a sigh of relief. It was short-lived when car doors opened and slammed shut as the officers shouted to each other and converged on the lawn. Her spine stiffened and tingled with terror. 

Alice irrationally wondered if they would start shooting through the windows. She envisioned a machine gun firing until nothing was left of the front wall. Her breath became ragged as she feared that the officers would take her down like a dangerous mad dog.

More importantly, she wondered if that was what she had become. Had Roger's insane cruelty turned her into a rabid dog that should be shot and killed on sight? The thoughts of being murdered that way made Alice want to duck for cover, to hide. She considered that those feelings were an instinctual response of self-preservation. It was a sign that her mind wanted to live, wasn't it?

Maybe.

Perhaps her mind did want to keep going, but her body had given up. Alice was exhausted; she was so very tired of living in fear and pain. She was weary of the cruelties she'd suffered. She was worn out from not knowing when Roger would lash out at her next...Until she couldn't take it anymore. That exhaustion had brought her to this very night.

Suddenly, a booming voice from outside jarred her back to her present grim circumstances. Amplified through a bullhorn, the voice urged, "Mrs. Decker, this is Lieutenant Porter. We're here in response to your 9-1-1 call. There is nothing left for you to do except surrender. Please come out with your hands up. You will not be harmed. Just come out now!"

Mentally, Alice dug in, refusing to give them what they wanted. She was tired of taking orders, tired of being dictated to...and she wouldn't do it anymore. 

She had twisted her life into something she didn't even recognize any longer just to please a man who couldn't be satisfied. No matter how she strived to do everything the way Roger wanted, he still went off the deep end. He still hurt and humiliated her. He still raped her.

Alice had decided that she couldn't please anyone, and with that in mind, she wouldn't obey that voice calling to her from outside either. She would never be intimidated again. She wouldn't answer the door. She wouldn't go out there. She couldn't. Alice was simply done complying.

Besides, she had a better end to this night in mind.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3

[image: ]




Alice was understandably angry; however, to be utterly truthful, she was seething with a blazing hot rage that had been building for many years. Had she been allowed to examine this fury with a therapist or even a friend, she would have discovered that the anger had been bubbling beneath the surface since childhood. It was there even before she met Roger, and although she was unaware of it, Alice was furious about the first sixteen years of her life as well as the last sixteen years. 

As a young child, Alice was hurt that her father left when she was only four years old. She was upset that his abandonment caused her mother to work all the time. She was resentful that June left her with numerous inept teenage babysitters because they didn't charge much for their services. And she was also annoyed that those babysitters put her to bed early so they could have their boyfriends over.

Alice was also mad because even when her mother came home from work, she didn't want to spend any time with her daughter. June only wanted to watch a little television while drinking her dinner and then having pills for dessert before she stumbled off to bed. 

Alice was irate that when she dared to share her feelings with Tiffany, a close school friend, this so-called ally had ridiculed her, "Boo-hoo, Alice. Poor you! Look around you. Does it look like any of us have the perfect fairytale life? I've been cooking dinner for my family since I could reach the stove. Rather than complain about the problems, why don't you take a little initiative to make sure your mother gets something to eat to help soak up all the alcohol she drinks."

Indeed, all of those past slights and hurts had also contributed to Alice's anger; however, they were not enough to cause her or anyone else to break from reality on their own. It was the last sixteen years she'd spent with Roger that had brought her to this moment. 

Alice was enraged that no one had seen her husband for the monster he truly was. And the worst insult was that no one wanted to see what he did to her, had done to her almost daily during that time. Even her mother refused to see Roger for what he was.

As her rage built, it had taken all of her strength and concentration to hide the flames from Roger. If he had even suspected her outrage, Alice did not doubt that he would have killed her. He would never stand for her insolence or allow her to fight back. Roger's morbid satisfaction depended on her helplessness.

Therefore, like a good girl, she kept those infuriated feelings locked inside. The sheer determination it took to manage that task had torn Alice apart. It was as if there were now two Alices. 

There was the Alice who hid her true feelings of hate and disgust from Roger, the wilting flower he commanded. Then there was the Alice who wanted payback for the years of torment. That Alice would never be fooled by anyone again. 
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