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Simone

Checking myself in the mirror, my makeup looks flawless and even gives me a slight glow which helps hide just how miserable I really am. I’ve gotten good, too good, at hiding the bruises that Baron leaves behind.

The ones to my body are a lot easier than the ones to my face. He usually avoids hitting me there so that he doesn’t have to make up some excuse about me being so clumsy.

I’ve often wondered over the last two years how I wound up here but I know how. I was too naive and too trusting. All the red flags were there but I confused it with love.

Having grown up on a farm in Montana, I was homeschooled by my parents and we lived so far out that socializing with other kids was a rare thing that was done mostly at Church every Sunday. So I didn’t have a lot of experience when it came to boys.

Once I was finished with high school, I applied to a community college in Texas.

Having friends to hang out with, I did get a little wild. We spent most nights at the clubs and bars.

I barely remember my first time, we were both drunk. It seemed guys only wanted one thing.

At first, I was okay with that, thinking eventually one will want more with me. Now I wish I’d had my mothers guidance about those things. But I lost her as well as my dad within a year of each other after I started college.

By the time Baron came along, he seemed like a dream come true. Someone who seemed to want to stay around even after sleeping with me just once.

He was amazing back then. Taking me out to fancy restaurants and introducing me to all his friends.

I fell in love so hard that even my own friends commented about how it seemed to glow from my eyes.

Eventually though, going out with them  stopped because Baron would claim he just wanted time alone with me.

I ate that shit up like the little fool that I was.

Several months into our dating, he started complaining about my roommates. He claimed they were too loud and he couldn’t sleep there on work nights because of it.

My job was also a problem in his eyes because I worked nights after having college during the day. He soon convinced me to move in with him and to quit my job because we didn’t spend enough time together.

The first few weeks were really great. I thought of it as a trial run for our marriage. I went to school during the mornings then went home to prepare our dinner. I’d have it ready by the time he got home from work.

Everything changed the night he asked me to prepare a roast for supper. I followed his mom's recipe and everything was perfect, at least I thought it was.

It was sitting in the middle of the table surrounded by candlelight when he walked in.

I mistakenly thought we’d have a romantic night together after eating what was supposed to be his favorite food. If only I had known just how wrong I was.

He came in from work like always, kissing me on the cheek. He even said it smelled wonderful. He walked over to the table and looked at the roast until his lip curled up in disgust.

The smack he gave me, knocked me to the floor, surprising me more than anything else even though it hurt.

Apparently, he didn’t like asparagus and I had added some on the side with garlic butter sauce.

At first I thought it was an accident, a knee jerk reaction because maybe he was already upset about something from work. But he didn’t apologize or even help me off the floor.

Instead, he stormed out of the room, cursing under his breath.

After getting myself up, I got rid of the asparagus before I went in search of him, finding him in the bathroom naked with the shower turned on.

He didn’t say anything when I walked in. He just looked at me before striding over and began undressing me.

I was too shocked to really say anything. Before I knew it, he had me naked and facing the bathroom mirror.

Without any warning he slammed his cock into me from behind. I cried out in pain from not being prepared, he ignored my pleas to stop as I watched wide eyed in the mirror as he had his way with me.

He jerked my head up by the hair, growling, “You made me do that. Don’t do it again.”

When an orgasm slammed through me like a rocket exploding in the air, I was ashamed that my body responded to him even though he was hurting me.

Now everytime I use his bathroom my face heats with shame. Thankfully there are two bathrooms so that doesn't happen very often.

I did try to leave after that. I’ve tried to leave many times but he always catches me, punishing me even more for it while blaming me.

The last time I tried was six months ago. I didn’t even make it out of the yard.

He anticipated my escape and took the battery off my car so that it wouldn’t start.

The punishment for that was bruised ribs and even more rough sex. More shameful memories of my body betraying me.

Looking at myself in the mirror once again, I know that I have to get out of here. I have to find a way to leave him.

The best opportunity is going to be his birthday party in two weeks.

There will be a lot of people here for it. People he works with, his friends and at least one of his cousins.

It’s all he’s talked about, filled with threats of what will happen if I embarrass him. The problem with that is everything I do is an embarrassment to him.

A few of them will be staying the night, including his cousin who is driving down  just for that day. I’ve never met any of his family before. They haven't been here since before we started dating. I sometimes wonder if he has kept them away on purpose.

When I asked him about them, he would just shrug and say they weren’t really close.

He said that they live in Wyoming and own a large ranch that’s been passed down through the generations.

Baron sold his parents stake in the ranch when they passed away in a car accident several years ago to the three cousins that are still there.

If his cousin is anything like him, I honestly don’t want to meet him. 

Mica

“Are you really going to Houston for Baron’s birthday party?” my brother Luka asks.

“No. At least not specifically. It just happens to coincide with me delivering the final check for the land he sold us.” I huff, taking a seat at the table just as my housekeeper, Nita, sets a plate in front of me. “Thank you, Nita. It smells wonderful.” I grin up at the woman who’s been with my family for a really long time.

“Why are you hand delivering it anyway? Why not just overnight it?” He asks, taking the seat next to me.

“Because our brother wants to make absolutely sure he signs the final bill of sale.” Koda says, walking into the room.

“You really think he’d try something like that?” Luka asks, looking between us.

“You must not remember him very well.” I grunt, taking a bite of my eggs.

“Not really. What I know of him is mostly what you two have told me.”

“You were really young when he was sent off to school.” Luka says, taking a plate from Nita with a grin. “Thank you, Nita.”

“Yes, thank you.” Koda smiles, taking the other plate from her hands.

“You boys clean your plates, now! I’m going to clean my kitchen.” She says, heading towards the door.

“You’ve eaten already?” I ask with confusion as she normally always sits down to eat with us.

“Yes, sir.” She grins, knowing full well I hate when she calls me that. “I have an appointment this morning at the hair salon.” She opens the door to the kitchen but pauses when Luka speaks.

“You have a hot date at bingo tonight or something? Don’t think we didn’t all notice the new pep in your step after last week's bingo night.”

“I don’t have time for a man when I’m too busy trying to sell you three off to the most eligible young ladies from town. I heard from my other friends that Missy is single again. Maybe I should invite her for supper one night.” She grins evilly before walking on through the door as I laugh at the look on Luka’s face.

“That woman is evil incarnate.” He says before looking down at his plate. “She can cook though.”

“She may be just good at potions and has been putting one in your food.” Koda says with a straight face and I bark out a laugh.

“Would you two behave? We have several fences to get to today. That storm knocked down several trees along the line. We can’t afford to lose any of the calves this year if we can help it.”

We finish eating as soon as possible and file out the door to saddle up. The few men we employ are already waiting for us at the barn including my long time friend, Mark, who basically grew up on this very farm with me.

All the men and my brothers talk non-stop all the way there while I think about the upcoming trip to Baron’s.

I’d much rather not be there during his birthday party but it’s the only weekend I can manage to be away before the first signs of winter begin to show.

Baron wasn’t that nice of a kid when we were young. He was a big bully and I’m glad my youngest brother doesn’t really remember him.

He’s not actually blood related to us. Our Aunt and Uncle adopted him when we were around five years old. When they first brought him into their home, he was prone to nightmares as well as temper tantrums.

It was when he was a little older, around twelve that the real issues with him started to emerge.

Several times he was suspended from school for attacking other classmates, especially little girls. But it wasn’t until after he shot and killed one of the calves just for the fun of it, my Uncle decided to send him off to a reformatory prep school.

From my understanding, it was more like a prison for kids. We didn’t see him much after that but our Aunt talked about him often.

All of his reports from school said he was reformed and a model student, but I have my doubts.

I know people can change but something about Baron always kept me on edge around him. He has always made me think of a snake coiled and ready to strike. Something in his eyes that said he was evil through and through.

My instincts about people are normally spot on. The last time I looked into Baron’s eyes, when we made this deal for the sale of my Aunt and Uncle’s land, I could still see that evil little boy lurking just under the surface.
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