In Tears of Hopeful Dreaming 


CHAPTER ONE 


   Summer Dawn Fields was newly married to Dean Blackheart just this afternoon in a little church in Massachusetts where she had grown up, but in an older part of the city of Springfield. 


  She wistfully wiped a teardrop with her delicately shaped fingertips lightly brushing across the tips of her thick dark lashes, of her beautifully framed cornflower blue eyes. Wishing mournfully to herself that her parents had lived to see her marriage. Slowly packing her small suitcase, she thought back to the circumstances that left her alone in the world at sixteen. 


  Her parents had been hardworking and had tried to provide her with what she needed, but were unable to give her much more than their love. Brett and Elise Fields had saved their pennies every year to take the honeymoon that they had never been able to take when they were first married. 


  Summer was an only child, and was happy to see her parents finally get to take their long awaited vacation from the grind of daily life. As she was about to tuck the picture of them into her suitcase she paused to study the happy smiling faces now frozen in time. 


  Brett Fields had short blonde hair with stormy sea-gray eyes in a classically handsome clean-shaven face. He was dressed casually, and had a muscular arm draped across the shoulders of a petite red-haired woman with spectacularly riveting cornflower blue eyes. 


  Summer sniffed back more tears threatening to escape, and quickly 
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but reverently tucked the snapshot of her beloved parents between layers of clothes. 


  She could still hear their laughter as they pulled her close for one last hug before they drove away to the doomed flight waiting to take everyone on board. 


  “Honey, we know that we can trust you to be good while we’re away!” Her father was telling her as he gave her a bear hug. Her mother was nodding as he said this and put in, “sweetie, we’ll be back before you know it.” 


  Summer had known that her parents really needed some time to themselves without her, but had felt like a small child being abandoned with a baby sitter that she didn’t particularly like for the first time. 


  “I love you mom, I love you dad, have fun and don’t worry about me, everything will be fine while you’re away. You two just relax and have a great time in Bermuda.” 


  “At least they had their long awaited vacation,” she thought to herself as she scrubbed her small fists in both eyes to stem the flow they had crashed into the ocean on takeoff on the way home; engine failure in a strange storm that had suddenly flared up out of the blue, the officials had told her. 


  Summer turned away from packing the suitcase on her bed, and looked into the mirror above the vanity table in her Aunt May’s house. She ran her fingers through her long wavy silken red-gold tresses that 
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fell to her tiny waist in waves of curls. She saw her mother’s eyes looking back at her. Blinking away tears she studied herself in the mirror. She was petite like her mother, but where her mother was frail and worn from life, Summer was well shaped and well endowed.                                    


  After her parent’s death she was sent to live at her aunt and uncle’s house nearby in the same city. Aunt May was her mother’s sister, and she had a loving husband with whom she had been married to for ten years longer than her parents had been. Her Aunt May and Uncle Henry had been unable to have children of their own, and even though they were older than her parents they had been happy to take her in and set her up in their guest bedroom permanently. 


  Her Aunt May and Uncle Henry did not approve of the young Dean Blackheart, they felt that he did not have enough respect for their young niece. But, Summer unfortunately felt that love was what you should base a relationship on. So in the end they acquiesced, and let her make her own decisions since she was nineteen. 


  Right this minute, Aunt May and Uncle Henry were sitting at their little kitchen table drinking coffee and wishing this obnoxious little idiot would leave. Dean sat at the table with his legs spread far apart, he leaned back in the chair that was precariously balanced on just the two rear legs. As


End of page 3


he slowly rocked the chair back and forth he slurped his hot coffee loudly and looked insolently around the small tidy room. “Never done much with this place did you?” He asked disinterestedly. 


  Henry Littleton looked at his wife who just raised her brows, and he fought back the urge to give Dean’s chair a shove over with the polished toe of his dress shoe. “The nerve of this cocky little jerk!” He thought angrily, his face reddening and the veins in his neck and forehead pulsing with adrenaline rich blood. 


  “I’m sorry that you don’t like our humble abode, but May and I felt that investing in an education for Summer’s future would be a better investment. Apparently we were wrong, because instead of getting a good job and marrying a decent young man in the future, she chose you!” 


  May quickly hid her smile in her cup at the look of shock and disbelief on Dean’s face. Dean’s chair came down with a loud thump as he leapt to his feet in anger and stalked off to check on Summer’s progress in the next room. 


  Dean came into her bedroom while she sat brushing her long hair. He walked up behind her and let his fingers hang over her shoulders as she reached up to put her hair in a pony tail for the trip. Letting his hands slide down the full roundness, he stopped on each hard tip and squeezed them between his long fingertips. Her breath
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caught and she held it briefly, stopping what she was doing to look up at him. 


  Dean Blackheart was definitely good looking. Black hair with riveting icy-blue eyes that could melt ice with a look. But he was handsome in a dangerous way.


  “You almost ready to go?” He asked her still squeezing the tips rhythmically. Summer closes her eyes and leans her head back against his hips and moans slightly, “yes, I’m about ready to… go.” He laughs softly, and gives a final sharp tweak to each hard tip. Her eyes fly open in sudden pain, and she drew a sharp intake of breath. Which he took to be of pleasure, “you like that don’t you?” 


  Unwilling to hurt his feelings she just tells him, “yes.” “Wait,” he tells her, “soon.” He turns abruptly away from her and strides to the bed where he clicks the suitcase shut and grabs it by the handle. 


  Summer hurriedly puts her lipstick on and grabs a few items from the vanity and shoves them into her handbag on the floor next to the bench she’s on.


  “What the hell do you got in here?” Dean almost yells as he lugs it towards the door. Summer worriedly asks him if he can handle it, and he explodes yelling, “of course I can handle it! I’m only sayin’ it feels like damn bricks you got in here!” 


  “I’m sorry, do you want me to take some things out?” Summer asks him nervously. 


  “No,”
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Dean tells her sulkily, “we don’t have enough time now, I wanna get out of here!” 


  “All right,” Summer say’s with her eyes downcast, “I’m really sorry about the weight.” 


  “Don’t forget about the other wait either!” He snaps back at her. 


  “I’m sorry,” she mumbles on her way out. 


  “You should be!” He snarls angrily at her.


  Out in the kitchen, May and Henry have heard the louder parts of the conversation, and they look at Summer with concern as she emerges from the bedroom. 


  Absolutely gorgeous in a white mid calf cotton muslin summer dress, the bottom uneven in a scarf style, sleeveless spaghetti style straps with a tightly laced up bodice low enough to show the tops of each swelling roundness. White heels in a strap style which showed her dainty feet and calves to perfection. Her red gold ponytail tied back in a matching scarf with cascades of curls down to mid back, straw hat and bag in her hand. 


  Aunt May and Uncle Henry tried to smile happily at their niece, but could only manage a half smile with watery eyes. “Sweetheart,” they both gushed, “you look lovely! Come and give us a great big hug and kiss good-bye.” Summer went into their arms, and they said their tearful good-bye’s. 


  “Geez!” Dean said. “You’d think you all were at a funeral and not at a wedding!” 


  May and Henry exchanged looks but said nothing aloud. All they could do was wish them the
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best in their new life together. 


  They walked the newlyweds to their car and helped Summer get in the sky blue 2000 convertible Corvette, since her new husband didn’t seem to want to. They each patted her shoulder and gave her a final peck on the cheek then stepped back to wave from the safety of the walkway. The powerful car was started up and with a deep throaty growl the couple zoomed out of sight. 


  Twenty-four year old Dean Blackheart came from a wealthy family by East Coast standards. The kids in his family never wanted for anything except maybe time, guidance, and love. The result was, he really didn’t know how to love; and he looked down on anyone who didn’t have as much as he did. 


  All this Summer knew and understood about Dean. But as women have done for ages, she felt that her love would teach him to love and that her love could change him. They were young and they had their whole lives ahead of them, “anything is possible,” she thought happily to herself. Head thrown back, a sweet smile curving her soft pink lips her thoughts drifted as she listened to the music and dreamed of their future together. 


CHAPTER TWO


   The flight was uneventful, but Summer was scared of flying. She had never travelled outside of the New England states and this was her first time ever on a plane. The source of her fears she knew was the tragic end of 


End of page 7


her parents flight three short years ago; they had also been on their honeymoon that they had waited so long to take. 


  Dean was surprisingly tender with her throughout the eight hour, white knuckled flight. She was just positive that this thirty plus year old plane had too many aged parts to keep the vintage bird up long enough for them to land safely! 


  “Calm down baby!” Dean had repeated this phrase over and over again before this grueling experience would be done. 


  Summer was so involved in her own personal battle that she never even noticed how Dean’s eyes travelled over every pretty female in sight. 


  Finally, after what seemed like a lifetime to her the stewardess announced that they would be landing in approximately twenty minutes at LAX. 


  Summer heaved an enormous sigh of relief and quickly thanked God for bringing them all safely down. She honestly couldn’t understand why anyone would want to fly anywhere! 


  Soon they were hustling through the busy terminal with their suitcases to a waiting taxi that would take them to a car rental. The hotel they were going to was over an hour away near Laguna Beach, so she relaxed and took in the scenery. What struck her the most having never seen them up close before, was the palm trees. “Oh Dean! Aren’t these palm trees absolutely beautiful?” 


  “Um-hmm,” he mumbled without looking. 


  “It’s all so clean and colorful!” She was bouncing, looking around like a child with delight. She


End of page 8


was thinking to herself, “mmm... I could really come to love this, and I haven’t even seen the ocean yet!”


   “Don’t let it fool you babe, this place has dirty, dangerous parts just like home!” Dean told her.


  Summer rolled the window down and hung out much like a happy dog and drank in the scents of flowers she couldn’t identify, the warm wind rushing over her.


  They finally arrived in Laguna Beach, where they found a little hotel which was not on the beach, but was within walking distance. 


  It was late in the day, but it would have been much later back home. They just settled in their room and tried to decide on a place to eat a quick dinner before retiring for the night. 


  Since they were both exhausted, Summer more so because eight hours of fear can be very draining, they decided just to call for room service. After a quick dinner which Summer was too tired to taste much less remember, she told Dean that she was going to take a quick shower before going to sleep early. “I’m sorry honey,” she told him. “I’m sure this wasn’t how you envisioned your wedding night.” 


  “That’s what you think you’re doing,” he thought to himself with a inward grin. 


  Dean idly flipped through channels as he listened to the shower run. After about five minutes he got to his feet and walked to the bathroom door. Listening to her humming off key to herself for
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a minute he checked the doorknob-- it turned. Quickly stripping off his clothes, he opened the door just wide enough to slip through. Looking through the little gap left by the shower curtain he watched Summer with her face held up to the hot spray, her hair hanging down to her tight bottom, the water running her hair into the crevice at the base of her spine. 


  He felt his manhood rising. “She is so hot!” He thought to himself, “and she’s all mine!” Slipping into the shower behind her he prodded her bottom urgently. 


  Laughing, Summer turned and planted a big wet drippy kiss on his lips. They soaped each other, hands lingering and caressing each other’s sensitive areas.


  Their shower ended up being forty-five minutes of foreplay. Thoroughly aroused by now, neither one of them felt much like sleeping. Barely taking the time to dry off they both jumped into bed laughing and snuggled deeper under the covers and into each other’s arms. 


  Dean’s mouth came down on the hard peak of her full, firm roundness, first one then the other flicking the hard tip of each with his tongue. Summer moaned and whispered, “Dean please... now.” He pushed her arms away which were trying to pull him closer. 


  “I’m not done yet.” His tongue left a wet trail down to her belly button but did not stop there. Finally reaching what he desired his tongue made her alternately on fire needing release, and melting her with
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desire for him. 


  After a while he came up her body with his knees on either side of her and dangled his prodigiously swollen member on her chin. She looked up into his sexy ice-blue eyes and saw the fire burning within them which she had ignited, and with a sinking feeling she knew she would not be allowed to refuse to reciprocate.


  “Ugh!” She thought, “I wish he’d respect my feelings about being forced to do this on him!” But she did not dare voice her opinion again, it wasn’t as if he didn’t know that she didn’t like it. “I guess I feel guilty,” she thought resignedly, “when he so obviously enjoys giving me pleasure.” So she reluctantly stuck her tongue out and gave a tentative lick. That just set him off and he plunged himself down her throat gagging her. “No wonder I don’t like it!” She thought as she struggled to get air for the next five minutes. “At least he’ll finish up the normal way,” she thought miserably.


  When he had built himself up to a frenzy he spread her legs apart and plunged himself in as far as he could. Summer almost screamed out loud because she was not ready. After the first initial deep thrust he resumed a gentler rhythm, grunting loudly as he neared climax he thrust deeply again. Despite herself she came violently at the same time Dean did. They lay satiated in each other’s arms and fell asleep. Sometime
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near morning, Dean woke her again with more insistent jabbing at her behind. 


  It was a beautiful hot sunny day when they finally awoke. After a hurried breakfast of coffee for him and tea for her, with hot croissants with butter, jam, or honey, stuffed hungrily down one after another until they were both finally replete. Then they both hastily donned their bathing suits and put clothes over them, then grabbed a bunch of hotel towels and headed for the beach. 


  They lay down a couple of towels side by side and lay down. Sinking into the warm sand she said, “Oh, this is heaven!” 


  Dean put out his hand and touched her fingers. “No honey, you are.” 


  Beaming, she told him. “You’re such a sweetheart, Dean! That’s why I love you so much.” Listening to the waves crashing, feeling the cool spray misting over them, and hearing the seagulls plaintive cries… Summer could really believe that heaven would be exactly like this. 


  When they got too hot, they would run hand in hand down to the ocean and jump waves for awhile with the people out there. And, when they wanted to come in, they would ride them in with their bodies. The day was idyllic. Summer couldn’t have been happier or more in love than she felt right now. 


  After a few days of sightseeing, shopping, sunbathing and eating at expensive restaurants, their honeymoon was nearing it’s end. Dean was becoming more morose as the day to leave
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approached. 


  He worked for his father, and both felt they were right on every issue. Unfortunately for Dean, his father was as healthy as a horse, and had no intention of relinquishing the business to his sons anytime soon. The business was a family run factory and Dean’s brother Ryan, was a kiss ass in Dean’s opinion. 


  As they sat on the beach that day watching the people walking by; some surfers far off to the right, could be seen riding the waves in the distance. 


  Dean’s eyes were caught by four blonde SoCal girls in tong bikini bottoms, laying down their blanket in front of them. Dark tans, long blonde hair, perfect bodies, perfect faces, Dean was in awe. “Back East, you don’t see ‘hotties’ like these,” he thought to himself. The girls were bending over straightening their blanket, and had their firm string covered behinds stuck right in his face, and he felt himself rising.


  Summer had by now laid back down and looked as if she were asleep. When the girls looked his way again he gave them his best smile. He could see that they wanted him; all girls fell for his not inconsiderable charms. But these girls made all the others look ugly to him. 


  He settled back adjusting himself so he wouldn’t attract unwanted attention, and watched them openly admiring them. Dean being quite handsome did not underestimate his appeal, and the girls talked and giggled amongst themselves, but never took their eyes off
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of him. 


  When Dean had all the teasing he could handle, and after checking to make sure Summer’s eyes were still closed, he quietly got up and headed to the ocean. As he passed their blanket, the girls also rose and ran to the ocean as well. 


  “Hey girls!” He said in the deepest voice he could muster. “I’m Dean.” They all gathered around him as he knew they would, talking and laughing with him.


  They all looked pretty much the same to him, so he had to tell them apart by bikini tops. Heather was wearing a white crocheted top that barely covered her, each wave exposed her anew. Tiffany had on a string top of shiny silver, showing her tips hardened by the cold water. Amber looked hot in a similar suit in slinky gold lame. Britnee wore a see through top of a yellow material that showed everything when wet.


  “Yes,” Dean thought, “I am in heaven!” By the time he went back, he had a phone number for each girl and was completely aroused, as he fully believed they wouldn’t mind all sharing him. He went back to his towel and laid on his rock hard member, and luckily for him Summer still appeared to be sound asleep!


  That evening, he begged off on too much sun that day to get too close to Summer. He asked her to come to a bar with him knowing full well that she wouldn’t go because she was still
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only nineteen. 


  As soon as he got to the bar, he called all four girls he had met that day. “Got to get them while their still hot.” He said aloud to himself, chuckling at his witticism. 


  The girls were eager to join him, they said they would meet him at the bar soon. As he waited he drank beer after beer, and pictured them in all kinds of positions. He hadn’t even bought his fourth beer when they arrived. 


  Heather was in a tight short black mini skirt with a slit up the back, and a gauzy purple top with sparkles and big black platforms. Tiffany had on a short light blue satin dress with high silver heels. Amber had skin tight hot pants on with a matching crop top in antique gold with gold platform heel sandals. Britnee wore hot pink form fitting pants, with a little zip up vest in the same hot pink, and her platforms had what appeared to be pink fluffy feathers stuck all over them. 


  He bought them all rounds of drinks for the next few hours danced with each of them, kissed and fondled each one up and down. When he felt they were all drunk enough he rented a room at a nearby motel. For the next several hours he had sex with each one of them, they did things to him and he to them, and they to each other. 


  Dean completely regrets his marriage now, and believes that Summer


End of page 15


must have trapped him somehow, so he feels completely justified in his lustful behavior tonight. Sated and spent he returns to his hotel room and slips quietly into bed beside Summer. His last thought as he drifts off to sleep is- “I hope none of those sluts gets pregnant by me, but I’ll be long gone by the time they find out,” and he smiles. 


  The next morning, Summer is quiet and subdued, locking eyes with Dean now and then only to turn away confused. Dean looked happy and downright pleased with himself all day. 


  They were leaving the following morning, and Summer didn’t feel like doing much of anything today. Instead, she decided to take a walk up and down the beach and around the area. She ended up in Dana Point standing against the metal rail looking at all the boats lined up in rows. “This place is so beautiful, so peaceful.” She whispered softly to herself. “I think I could be happy here.” She walked around Dana Point and stopped at a fancy restaurant overlooking the ocean for a salad before heading back to the hotel to pack. 


  They left in the wee hours of the morning to get to LAX in time for their flight back home. Strangely, Summer was so preoccupied with her thoughts that she barely gave a thought to her fear of flying this time.


        CHAPTER THREE


  Dean was renting a small two bedroom apartment, that he had previously shared with a friend before his
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marriage. His roommate had moved out when it became apparent that Summer would be moving in.


  Summer did what she could to make the apartment feel more homey, but her budget was limited by what Dean gave her out of what he brought home. Money was one of the biggest reasons that Dean and his father would fight. Dean felt that as the oldest owner’s son he should make the money befitting a future owner. His father, Pat Blackheart did not see it the same way. He felt that since Dean did the same work not more than any other man on the job, he should make the same. Dean held on to a deep resentment because of that. His brother Ryan, he knew wanted their father’s position when he died because he worked long hours hanging around learning whatever he could so that he could take over someday. Dean was the eldest it should be passed to him he felt. 


  As the months went by Summer knew that she was pregnant, and that she must tell Dean. She had worried about how he would take the news for weeks now, so she kept putting off telling him. But her waist was thickening, and she knew she could hide it no longer. 


  That evening when he came home, she had made his favorite dinner, flame broiled steak, baked potatoes with sour cream, served with a red wine and a tossed salad. For desert, she had made him her special Baked
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Alaska. 


  After dinner while he sat watching TV she quickly cleaned up, and then sat near him intently looking at him not knowing where or how to begin. 


  “What the hell you lookin’ at pig? You sit around here all day stuffin’ that ugly fat face of yours that’s why you’re a fat pig!” He announced nastily. 


  Summer could feel her heart dropping in pain at his cruel words. “I-I need to talk to you,” she stumbled.


  “What’s up?” He asked, never looking away from the screen. 


  “I-I...” She trailed away. 


  “What the hells wrong with you? Why you stutterin’ like that? You moron.” 


  Tears gathered rapidly in her eyes, but she knew she had no choice but to get the words out. “I’m pregnant,” she slowly enunciated.


  That got his attention. He turned and looked at her fully for the first time in months. “What did you just say?” 


  “I think you heard me Dean,” she said softly with her eyes downcast. 


  He jumped up, and brought his arm back, obviously meaning to use his fist on her face. “You stupid, stinkin’ slut!” He roared. 


  “W-W-What?” She managed to get out. 


  “That thing is not mine! I know it and you know it, you open your legs to anything!” He said with a knowing smirk on his lips. “You’re a slut, nothing but a dirty, diseased, disgusting whore!” He yelled triumphantly. “Now, I can get a divorce from you!


  Shocked, Summer couldn’t believe what she
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was hearing. “Dean, the baby is yours.” She told him barely holding back the flood of tears threatening to break loose. “I’ve never cheated on you! Why do you think this baby’s not yours?” She asked him softly.


  “When we were on our honeymoon, Summer my dear slut. When I was out that night at the bar, the lobby told me when I returned that you had a bunch of ‘little surfer dudes’ in your room all night!”


  “Oh my God, Dean! How can you possibly say that? You were the one out all night! After coming on to those girls at the beach, and playing in the ocean with them! I never cheated on you!” She reiterated as she stormed away to the bedroom. 


  She gave in to the tears then. Throwing herself face down on the bed, she sobbed as if her heart were breaking- and it was.


  After that, things settled down for awhile again. Summer became drawn and hardly ever smiled. Dean didn’t ask to have her prove paternity by test. Sometimes he was even nice to her, and that broke her heart even more. Because that was the Dean she fell in love with.


  For the baby’s sake, she tried to make her relationship with him work, or so she told herself. In her heart, she hoped that the love he once had for her was still there somewhere. Maybe, if she were a better wife, extra loving, more dutiful, something, his love would return.
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“It had to be there somewhere, didn’t it? Her love for him was still there!” She would just have to try harder is all, she decided. 


  So she pasted on a happy face and cleaned in a frenzy, cooked everything he liked, rubbed his back if he’d let her. But most of all she waited for the physical expressions of his love. 


  She knew she was pretty repulsive right now with her bloated, shiny, stretch mark covered midriff, big behind and fat thighs. She could hardly blame him for finding her disgusting right now, she herself agreed that she was horrible looking.


  “But, after the baby is born,” she thought, “then things can return to normal again, we’ll be a family!” And so, her remaining time was filled with fantasies of a future she hoped would come to be.


  That April, Summer gave birth to a healthy baby boy, she named him Brett after her father. He was a beautiful little blonde hair angel, with her shade of cornflower blue eyes, and with a hint of Dean’s light ice-blue flecked throughout. 


  “A sweeter disposition child could not be found the world over,” she thought maternally. 


  Dean didn’t seem to thaw much, but she felt he might come around in time. In the interim, her days were filled with feedings, changing, baths, and catnaps for her. 


  Dean stayed out more at night now, sometimes not coming home for days on end. His excuse was that the baby kept him
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awake at night when he needed to get his sleep so that he would be alert at work the next day.


  When he was at home, Summer was overjoyed and doted on him more than baby Brett. She really did love him. 


  Sometimes they came together out of mutual need, and when they did- Summer found herself making love like each time with him like it would be the last. Afterwards, she always felt so sad that she had to fight back the tears. Sometimes she was unsuccessful and cried despondently into her pillow all night. 


  He never noticed how haggard she looked the next morning, or more likely just never commented on her puffy red rimmed eyes.


  Spring became summer, and the day approached when Pat Blackheart held the annual company picnic. Summer was hopeful that Dean would take them to the picnic this year. 


  The weekend before, Dean was watching baseball in his recliner with a beer. Mustering up her courage, Summer wiped her sweaty palms on her shorts and padded barefoot into the living room. “Um, Dean?” She ventured tentatively shuffling her feet closer to better see his expression, but not close enough to block his view of the screen. After waiting a few seconds she tried again. “Honey, do you think we could go to the company picnic next weekend?” 


  He spared her a quick glance then asked her, “why?” 


  “Well, I think it’d be nice just to get out of the house and maybe we
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would have fun too. Please, could we go?” 


  “Sure, now c’mon go away ‘cause I’m missing the game!” 


  “Thanks sweetheart,” she said quickly before leaving the room. She had wanted so much to kiss him and put her arms around him, but she hadn’t dared for fear of his reaction to her affectionate display towards him.


  Hearing the baby’s cry she altered her course, and headed towards his tiny room to pick him up. As she went she said a fervent prayer that Dean would go back to the way he had treated her when they had first met.


  Picking her little angel up she realized he was wet through, so she placed him back down while she readied the items she would need close at hand. Poor baby, he was sucking his fist avidly in between hungry cries. She smiled at him as she made him clean and dry again.


  “You hungry sweet pea?” She cooed at him. Picking his warm, sweet smelling body up she held him close to her heart. “Lunch is coming angel.” Walking to the rocking chair she cradled him in one arm while pulling down her loose peasant blouse with the other. She was painfully engorged and welcomed his pressure releasing suckling. Leaning her head back against the wooden back she slowly rocked back and forth, briefly happy again with her child’s weight giving her a feeling of peace and comfort.


CHAPTER FOUR


  Saturday dawned bright and sunny, and the weatherman promised a truly beautiful day
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with very little humidity. Summer put on a thin little flower print sun dress with a halter back which showed her back, with a pair of strap sandals showcasing her beautiful legs to perfection. 


  After packing a bag for Brett, she went to stock up on a days supply of bottles before getting the baby dressed. 


  Dean was also in fine spirits this morning as he helped himself to the coffee she had already prepared earlier, then rummaged around for some breakfast. “You make anything?” He called over his shoulder to her as she filled bottles by the sink. 


  “No babe, I’m sorry, I didn’t have enough time.” “That’s okay,” he said generously. “I’ll just dig something up on my own.”


  Dean had had to trade in his precious ‘vette’ when the baby was born because there was no back seat  in the car for a baby. Summer often wondered if maybe at least half of Dean’s distress over the baby’s arrival, was the addition that his ‘baby’ couldn’t accommodate! Now they had a very practical, rather nondescript car that was indistinguishable from most of the other cars on the road.


  “Men never seem to grow up,” she thought smiling broadly. 


  Dean caught it, and did a double take at her while he was driving. “What’s so funny?” He asked her. 


  That should have wiped the smile from her face, but it didn’t, in fact if it were possible her smile became even broader. “Nothing really.” She tried to school


End of page 23


her face into more of a frown, but couldn’t. Which, unfortunately for her got her giggling. The more she tried to control her face the worse it became, until she was laughing hysterically, helplessly hanging her head between her knees. 


  Dean was having an increasingly difficult time concentrating on the road. “Will you cut the sh--,  please?” He yelled more than told her. 


  Summer knew that she was on extremely dangerous ground with him if she couldn’t stop laughing hysterically. But all of the tension of the past several months needed to be released. Her body was shaking so badly as she held her knee’s with her face buried between them, that tears were streaming down her face, and down the inside of her calves. She couldn’t stop, she was scaring herself with the intensity of her hysteria. 


  She was also worried that Dean would get so angry that he’d endanger all their lives by not paying attention to the road; or slap her silly. She pressed her knee’s together in desperation to stem the flow which threatened to let go. That had a sobering effect! “The last thing she needed was an accident in his new car, and being a day away from home!” She cut the thought off before it was completed that Brett’s diaper probably wouldn’t fit her; she was sure that that thought would just set her off all over again if she dwelled on that for any length! “Thank God Dean was too preoccupied with
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the directions to make much of this!” She settled back against the seat wiping her eyes and cheeks with the backs of her hands.


  “Seems like we’ve been driving for hours, where is this place?” She asks Dean.


  “Some park in Connecticut, I can’t remember the name, but I have good directions.” Dean replied looking intently at signs. 


  “I sure hope so, because I really need to make a pit stop!” Summer said this with feeling and a pained expression. 


  “I’ll pull over if you can’t wait,” Dean volunteered helpfully. 


  “No thanks,” she replied surveying the side of the road. “I’ll bet those woods are just loaded with poison ivy!” 


  “Yeah, I’ll bet they are too,” Dean told her. “Almost there I think, you’ll just have to wait then.” 


  About fifteen minutes later they pulled into an overgrown parking lot that appeared to be losing it’s many year battle to strong, healthy weeds that were breaking the asphalt up into small continents and islands.


  Summer carefully peeled the back of her thighs from the leather like seat, and gingerly swung her legs out and stretched, unkinking her muscles after sitting for so long. 


  Dean also stretched, but did a macho, ‘look at my six pack’ pose intended for any female who might be in the vicinity, he took off his shirt and raised both arms up over his head interlinking his fingers. 


  Summer unknowingly held her breath as she watched him, eyes traveling lovingly over every inch of his muscular
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hardness. She had to give herself a mental shake because a burning need was starting deep inside for him. 


  She turned her attention to the back seat and releasing Brett, who clearly wanted out now that the sleepy lull of the engine had stopped.


   Dean told her, “I’m going to see where everyone is before lugging all this crap over, okay?” Not even waiting for an answer he was gone. 


  While Summer waited, she walked around with the curious baby in her arms showing him up close a pretty green and flowered world that he had never experienced before. Drool hanging down his chin, his chubby little hands reached out to everything he saw, his hands looking like little starfish against an azure blue ocean. 


  Happily, she was thinking that every adult should see the world anew through a child’s eyes; just then Dean returned startling her from her reverie. 


  “Don’t make no son of mine into a tree hugging pansy.” He said in a threatening manner. “Grab some stuff and let’s go, everyone is about five minutes away from here.” He grabbed the cooler and pulled it along on it’s wheels. 


  So she buckled the baby in his carrier and slung his diaper bag over her shoulder, then grabbed a bag in her other free arm and staggered along after him. Just as she felt she was going to collapse if they didn’t stop soon, she saw tables set up all around a lake ahead of them. 


  Sweat was
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pouring down her spine and face, sticking red gold curls to her neck and framing her flushed face. She finally dumped the bag on the picnic table and the diaper bag she dropped to the grass, but she placed the baby gently in his carrier on the ground next to her as she fell exhausted onto the bench. 


  Dean watched her display with disgust and pointed out loudly that if she was that tired out, that she was too fat and should stop eating like a pig! 


  Summer was mortified now as well as tired, and everyone was looking at her! She jumped quickly to her feet, mumbled that she simply must find a ladies room, grabbed the handle of the baby carrier and ran not even caring if the direction she was heading in was wrong. 


  Luckily for her it was the right direction; she stopped and asked at the next grouping of tables further down the road. Checking first to insure that she was alone she let loose with a torrent of sobs. “Why is he so mean to me?” She raged at no one. 


  Brett startled at her tone of voice, scrunched up his tiny face and howled in indignation. Rushing to him she quickly unbuckled him and scooped him up, soothing him all the while. “Angel, mommy’s so sorry! I’m not mad at you sweetie, stop crying, there, there now. Mommy’s not angry with you baby boy.” She crooned over him until his lower lip stopped
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trembling. 


  Wiping tears from his soft cheeks, she thought to herself that this can’t be good even for a baby to go through all the time. 


  “What will happen in the future if Dean does not change and he keeps treating me badly? How will it affect my son as he grows up? What will it do to his future relationships some day?” She pushed these thoughts deep into the recesses of her mind and splashed cold water on her face to remove as much of the damage from the tears as she could. She buckled Brett back in and started back the way she had come.


  Dean was standing in a group of guys drinking a beer and laughing uproariously at something one of them had said. They were all standing with beers around an outdoor cooking pit; that looked like it’s peak was probably around the same time as the parking lots.


  Summer did not announce her return to him, but sat down at the table their things were on. She knew no one Dean knew here. 


  She used to have friends before her marriage; she actually had been quite popular in school. But, Dean discouraged her from any contact with her friends whom he pronounced would corrupt her into being party girls like them. So, she kept contact down to a card at Christmas and Birthday cards to them. You really can’t continue a close friendship under those circumstances for very long. Ironically, she finds now after
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a year of marriage that she really missed not having someone she could talk to and confide in. 


  She poured herself a natural flavored seltzer water and looked around her. To her surprise she found soulful brown eyes looking back at her! Attached to those puppy dog eyes, she noted short light brown hair with golden lights brought out by the sun. She didn’t check any further, but cast her eyes down to her hand which she found was clutching the plastic cup hard enough to crack it- she relaxed her grip.


  Out of the corner of her eye she carefully looked over at him again. Not extraordinarily handsome like her Dean, but of average good looks she noted. The girl next to him was talking to him and looking now at her also.


  “Oh no,” she thought in exasperation, “I hope it’s not about me!” She toyed with the notion of either looking at him straight on with a look of  disapproval he could not fail to interpret for his girlfriends sake; or continuing what she was doing, which was pretending she was not interested. She opted for the latter hoping the girl would chastise him enough to take care of him for her.


  She slowly brought the cup to her lips and drank long and deep looking up at the trees canopied above her; abruptly she started coughing and spluttering as the drink went down the wrong way with her head tipped back awkwardly like that. 


  “Damn!” She
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thought angrily, “I must be the center of attention again by now!” Her face was an unflattering dark shade of red, half out of embarrassment and half from choking, when she looked around again. And yes, everyone was staring at her! “This was a bad idea to come here today,” she just wanted to go home. 


  “I haven’t even been sitting here for a total of ten minutes, and I’ve been embarrassed twice already!” She said softly under her breath. When she noticed a beat up pair of undistinctive sneakers not more than a foot from her own sandaled red painted toenails. 


  Her face flushed even darker at being overheard, she slowly raised her eyes to the owner of those sneakers. Smiling hazel eyes in an expressive makeup free face, amid a tangle of shoulder length dark brown curls, greeted her blushing face and unhappy cornflower blue eyes. 


  “I’m Rashel, Ryan’s girlfriend,” she said thrusting her unpainted, unmanicured hand out to her. 


  “Nice to meet you too, my name’s Summer.” 


  “Is that Dean’s baby?” Rashel asked her pointing with her other unkempt finger at the sleeping child. 


  “Yes, his name is Brett.” Not knowing where this was leading she waited with a quizzical look. 


  “You don’t know who I am, do you?” Rashel asked with a pleasant tinkling laugh, at odds with her disheveled appearance. 


  Summer didn’t like how she felt right now, but answered agreeably enough.          “I’m sorry, should I know you?” 


  Again, that pretty tinkling laugh. 


  Summer relaxed
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slightly and waited expectantly. 


  “You don’t know who Ryan is either then?” Rashel asked with another laugh.  


  Becoming irritated again, she met the girl’s hazel eyes matter-of-factly and asked her to please just tell her. 


  Like an announcer on the evening news, Rashel said, “Ryan is Dean’s younger brother!” 


   Summer sat dumbfounded for a second, then turned and examined Ryan again. “They don’t look like brothers to me!” Was all she could think of to say. 


  Rashel sat down on the bench next to her and smiled at her as she informed her, “well we were never told about you either!” 


  Summer’s eyes became very large and solemn, and she croaked a single, “no?” 


  “No,” Rashel echoed her. 


  They both studied each other silently for a few seconds, each contemplating the others news. 


  Summer asked her so softly that Rashel had to strain to hear her, “why didn’t Dean ever tell his brother about us?” 


  She didn’t really expect an answer from Rashel, but Rashel said, “Dean is not close to his family from what I can tell, and I’ve been dating Ryan now since we were in high school- seems like forever, but high school was only three years ago.” She again smiled at Summer in a friendly, completely unaffected, honestly charmingly happy way, that Summer couldn’t help but give her a big smile back. 


  “Come on!” She grabbed Summer’s hand and pulled her to her feet, “come meet Ryan.” 


  “But I can’t leave the baby alone!”
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Summer said turning back towards the sleeping babe. 


  “He’s sleeping,” Rashel pointed out still holding her hand. “Besides, we’re not ten feet away from him, he’ll be fine, now come on!” She said again, pulling Summer reluctantly along behind her. 


  Rashel stood before Ryan still holding on to Summer as if afraid that if she let go Summer would bolt, and she felt that Summer probably would run if she could. “Ryan, this is Summer, she is Dean’s...?” She trailed off uncertainly looking at Summer. 


  “Wife,” Summer supplied for her. She found herself looking down into a pair of friendly brown eyes. 


  Ryan broke the connection first by pointing at the bench across from him and telling her to sit down. 


  “Thanks,” she mumbled foolishly and tripped over a root almost falling on the bench he was  indicating instead. Cheeks burning, she thought to herself wretchedly that there was definitely a pattern developing here today. 


  Hiding a smile behind very real concern, he asked if she had been hurt. 


  “No, apparently only my pride,” she told him sheepishly. 


  “Don’t worry about it, we all have our clumsy moments.” Ryan laughingly told her. 


  Summer looked at him gratefully, for his quick nonchalant way of making her feel at ease and welcomed. 


  Rashel sat down next to her and said to Ryan, “you’re an uncle, the baby’s name is Brett... How old did you say he was?” She turned and asked Summer. 


  “Actually, I didn’t, he’s three months old now,” she told
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them with maternal pride evident in her voice. 


  They all turned to look at the baby, who slept on undisturbed. 


  Dean had noticed Summer sit down at his brother’s table and was seething inwardly with anger. 


  He scanned the area to see if his father was also nearby, for surely he would be here too. “Yup,” he thought to himself, “down by the lake, can’t see mother though.” He craned his neck trying to see if his mother was sitting in a lawn chair, making her lower than the standing group clustered around his father vying for his attention on some vital issue no doubt! He thought he could just make out her elaborately coifed, bleached head, but he couldn’t be sure, and he certainly wasn’t going over there to find out! 


  He turned back to check on his wife. “I knew I 


shouldn’t have brought her here,” but she had been so insistent that he gave in far too easily and see where 


being nice got him? 


  “Damn, I’m going to have to go over there, aren’t I?” He sneered under his breath, but loud enough for Jake Boneff to hear him. 


  “What?” Jake asked him. 


  “Wasn’t talkin’ to you Bonehead,” he told him absently. “What to do, what to do,” he thought. “Go over there, or ignore it? Hmm? Grab another beer and 


watch them I guess.” 


  He walked to the nearest cooler to him and grabbed another, twisting the cap off and tossing it to the ground.
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Taking a long draught, he looked around to see if there were any ‘hot babes’ around here. “Nah,” he thought, seeing that most of the women were in their thirties or forties, or accompanied by a husband or boyfriend. 


  Heaving a sigh he turned again to face his brother’s table where Summer was still sitting. Grabbing another beer left unopened, still holding the unfinished beer in his other hand he slowly swaggered over to their table. 


  “Hey bro, Summer, I see you two have already met.” 


  Summer having had her back to him did not see him approach, froze- not sure of his reaction to her sitting at the same table with his brother after what Rashel had told her about their lack of closeness. 


  Thankfully, Dean sat down beside her at the table without saying anything more. Everyone was quiet not sure of what to say to each other. 


  Rashel was the one who broke the awkward moment with a friendly smile at Dean and said, “hi Dean, haven’t seen you in quite a while, apparently a lot of things have changed!” 


  Dean grimaced but said nothing, he just sat drinking his beer and fiddled with the unopened beer with his freehand. 


  Ryan chuckled and said, “hey Dean, save some room for the food why don’t you?” Dean just gave Ryan a look that spoke volumes, but again did not answer. 


  Summer said quietly, “I’m going to check on Brett, he must be soaked by now.” And she left
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the table to walk the short distance to the other table. Stooping, she busied herself with changing the still sleeping baby. Although she was not aware of it, everyone was watching her as she acted unselfconsciously now that she had some distance from Dean. 


  Rashel was the first to speak. “Well Dean, she seems like a really nice girl, and she’s very beautiful too. Why did you keep her, I mean them a secret for so long?” Ryan was also looking at Dean waiting expectantly. 


  “I really didn’t think it was a big enough deal to broadcast! Anyway, what business is it of anyone’s including my family to butt in into my private life?” He looked at them both belligerently, daring them with his eyes to say anything else on the subject. 


  “Well, I for one, and I know mom and dad would have liked to have been informed of being grandparents, and I of being an uncle!” Ryan told him this with feeling, and his annoyance plainly apparent. “I… no- dad and I both see you at work everyday just about, and you neglect to tell anyone something as important as this?” Ryan was just starting to heat up on the subject, but Dean cut him off with an upraised hand. 


  “I couldn’t care less what any of you think!” He told them insolently, and taking the unopened beer got up and sauntered away. 


  Ryan made a face, turned to Rashel and said, “just wait until my parents hear
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about all this! Dean has an attitude problem, but dad’s will make Dean’s look like a toddler’s temper tantrum, I’m sure this will be like a fireworks display!” 


  Summer came back with Brett in her arms feeding him a bottle of formula.            “Dean left again,” she stated not asked. 


  “Hey Summer, I know I don’t know you at all yet, but since we’re family now, could I ask you a personal question?” Ryan was looking at her apologetically, but questioningly as well. 


  “I guess so,” she agreed warily. 


  He didn’t say anything for long moments as he thought of how to best word it. Finally, he asked tentatively, “um… you probably have realized by now that Dean’s personality has changed considerably from when you two were just dating- am I right?” 


  Tears welling up unbidden in her incredibly expressive eyes. Her long held in private misery of the past year showing in all of it’s pent up agony on her face at once- she didn’t need to say a word, her face told her tale far more effectively than words ever could. She just nodded mutely, large drops of tears splashing on Brett’s face and chest, the baby startled, blinked his eyes. 


  Rashel reached out her arms for the baby saying softly, “here let me finish feeding him while you wipe your face.” Once the baby was in her arms, she used a corner of the cotton cloth to dab the tears off of him. 


  Ryan didn’t look surprised at
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all at her emotional response to his question. Looking at Rashel as if for her approval, he came around the table and put his arms around her, just to lend his emotional support to her. She gratefully relaxed into his arms and cried softly, while he stroked her back and thought. 


  Summer calmed down and pulled away saying as she gave a quick look around nervously for Dean. “I’m all right now, thank you for caring, but if Dean sees me in your arms, I think he’d kill us both.” 


  Knowing how violent his brother could become when riled, he let go of her arms completely looking around now himself. His eyes coming back to rest on her sad deep blue eyes, his heart went out to her in a powerful surge of protective feelings, which then turned into a fierce anger at his brother for doing this not just to her- but bringing an innocent child into the world when he was clearly not going to stay in the equation! 


  Ryan knew deep in his heart that he would never allow his brother to continue to hurt this poor girl, who after so long has become so blindly accepting of what Dean dishes out that she has become this shell of a human being. He sat with his forehead in his hands wondering if she would even be self confident enough now to realize that she is worth more than to settle for this warped kind of love. 


  Rashel
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knowing how empathetic Ryan was, and knew that he was agonizing over not whether to become involved or not, but how to become involved, and what he could do to help her. Rashel rocked the baby gently in her arms and wondered how two brothers could be poles apart not just in their looks, but also in their personalities especially! 


  Ryan was younger by two years, but acted far older and more mature than Dean. Rashel and Ryan had seen girls come and go over the years, and knew it usually ended because of Dean. 


  Ryan put his arm around Rashel and peered into his nephews little face. Brett after his bottle was asleep again having been rocked gently to sleep by Rashel.    Ryan said something quietly into Rashel’s ear and she nodded and stood up with the baby and started walking with him back to his carrier. While Rashel did that, Ryan turned to look at Summer again. 


  She looked a little puffy, but it seemed to have faded considerably. “Summer, I don’t believe you’ve met our parents yet… would you like to introduce their grandson to them with me?” 


  Fear washed over her face anew with his words. 


  Seeing her reaction, he assured her, “don’t worry, Rashel and I’ll be with you, they’ll like you don’t worry.” 


  Still with trepidation on her face, Summer nodded reluctantly at him. Ryan smiled encouragingly and stood up. 


  “Rashel, you ready over there?” 


  “Yup,” she answered, “we’ll be right there.” 


  Coming around
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the table, Ryan put his arm around Summer’s shoulders and said, “let’s go then, okay?” 


  Summer let herself be led by him, with Rashel on her other side carrying the carrier carefully over the uneven ground. They all walked down the hill towards the lake at the bottom of the mild incline. 


  There were a lot of people around the lake, most were clustered in groups seemingly unrelated to the company picnic. They approached the by far largest throng of people gathered in one place yet. At the center was an older gentleman, but still handsome, quite definitely Dean’s father as the two looked very much alike. 


  Rather than interrupt the lively discussion, they veered towards a group of ladies nearby, also talking animatedly. 


  Summer tried to pick out Dean’s mother from the group but couldn’t find anyone in particular that looked like either son. 


  They stopped in front of a good looking woman with bleached hair, and dark bird like eyes which darted immediately to them. 


  “Ryan darling!” Her eyes pinned on the sleeping baby suspended from Rashel’s hand. “A little too old to be yours!” She commented, looking at Rashel. Her eyes next darted to Summer and her eyes narrowed as she looked her over from head to toe. “And, who might you be?” She asked Summer bluntly. 


  Blushing furiously, Summer could only manage, “hi, I’m Summer.” From Summer’s point of view, this woman did not like her already, not even knowing anything about her yet! 


  “Mom,” Ryan
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said, taking over. “Don’t get upset, but this is Dean’s wife and the baby is Brett, Dean’s son.” “We just met them too,” he added. 


  The woman’s mouth was stuck in a perfect little ‘o’, but nothing came out. “C’mon mom,” Ryan took the carrier from Rashel’s hand and put him gently in front of his mother. Getting down on one knee he carefully unbuckled the still sleeping baby and awkwardly picked him up, still trying not to wake him. 


  Brett sleepily opened an eye and looked at his uncle’s face before opening both of his eyes. Holding the baby facing his mother now he said, “see mom how much he looks like you?” 


  Summer didn’t see any similarity at all, and didn’t like the older woman’s attitude towards her either, she wanted to snatch her baby back from her. 


  His mother, falling for the bait held out her arms to take him from Ryan. Her eyes softened as she held him and looked into his beautiful little face. 


  “Summer, this is our mother, Meg Blackheart.” 


  Summer first looked Meg Blackheart over trying to decide if the woman would even acknowledge the introduction. But, Mrs. Blackheart smiled back at her readily enough if not a bit falsely and held out her hand. “So, you two get married before or after,” she asked tilting her head down indicating the peaceful baby. 


  “Before,” Summer replied pressing her lips together. She had to admit though that Dean’s mother seemed to like her grandson.
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   “So, how long have you and my son been married?” 


  “We married a year ago this month, and Brett is three months old this month.” 


  After a moment of calculation, Meg Blackheart said slowly letting her meaning sink in. “So, you were pregnant the same month of your marriage.” 


  “I became pregnant on our honeymoon,” Summer told her pointedly. 


  Mrs. Blackheart just smiled, “of course you did dear, of course you did.” 


  Summer didn’t know whether to believe the woman or not, she sure didn’t seem sincere. 


  “Let me get my husband over here too, I’m sure he would just love to meet you and your, I mean our grandson!” She corrected herself with a smirk. 


  “Pat!” She called out loudly, surprising the baby in her arms into a cry. “Pat!” She called again, even more loudly. “You really must come over here right now and meet”… she paused for full emphasis, “Dean’s wife and our grandson!” 


  Pat Blackheart stopped what he was saying and turned towards them with a look of shock and embarrassment on his face. “Excuse me,” he mumbled to the assembled group that also had Meg’s full attention as well. As he walked away from them, his managers and supervisors spoke low amongst themselves clearly discussing their bosses shock at the news. 


  Pat Blackheart strode over much like his older son’s stride, his face sufficed with anger and embarrassment. 


  He looked from face to face reading each look. His wife, looking smug. His son, looking like
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this was just all a big mistake. His son’s girlfriend, who looked nervously from person to person. And finally, at the baby in his wife’s arms and the little blonde girl who looked as if she wanted to die. His eyes softened as he looked her over, she was a beauty! And, clearly was completely unaware of her affect on men. 


  His wife’s little beady bird like eyes never missed a thing, and she also looked at the girl again this time through her husband’s appraising eyes. 


  Large bosom, hard and full of unexpressed milk, pushing against the flimsy material of her halter dress without a bra because the back was completely open from her neck to her lower back. Too tight, too short dress just barely covering her bottom. Beautiful, long, slightly tanned legs ending in tiny, delicately painted red toenails. 


  Summer was aware of the two of them looking at her body and wished she had worn something more concealing. Her chest felt very full and uncomfortable, and she was worried that what they were looking at was her visibly leaking. She wondered when she could make a break for the ladies room without attracting undue attention to her predicament. 


  “Well, since our Ryan here is not going to introduce us… I’m Pat Blackheart, and you’ve met my wife already I see.” He clasped Summer’s hand wetly, and licked his lips all the while looking at her body. “Oh great,” she thought to herself, “my father-in-law
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is a pervert!” But she politely said, “nice to meet you, Mr. Blackheart.” 


  “Pat,” he chastised her, “call me Pat,” he said again licking his lips and openly staring at her chest now. 


   Rashel leaned over to Summer and told her she needed to use the ladies room, and would she like to come too. 


   “Oh yes!” Summer told her relieved. She leaned over the now completely hostile woman to take her baby back. 


  They quickly made their excuses and left. Ryan stayed behind with his parents talking, he had not noticed a thing! 


  In the ladies room Summer expressed herself to relieve the pressure so they would not drip. 


  Rashel laughed and said, “you should have seen their faces! Mr. Blackheart looked like he wanted to jump on you! And Mrs. Blackheart looked as if she wanted to ‘scratch your eyes out’!” 


  From inside the stall, Summer said miserably, “just the impression one wants to leave on one’s new in- laws!” 


  Still laughing Rashel told her, “well now you know where Dean gets his perverted side from!” 


  Summer laughed, “and his bitchy side too!” They were both laughing as they emerged from the bathroom. 


  “Well, shall we go back?” Rashel asked her. 


  “Um, how ‘bout we take the car and just leave?” Summer joked. 


  Rashel laughed, “I’m with you girlfriend!” Slowly they made their way back to the ‘snake pit’. 


  Luckily, when they reached their tables they saw that Ryan was back from talking to his parents, but now
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Dean was also sitting at the table too. 


  Rashel sat down next to Ryan, so Summer sat down next to Dean. 


  “So, you met my parents now too, I hear.” He asked her accusingly. “What did you tell them?” 


  “Nothing,” Summer told him, honestly confused at his meaning. “Don’t think they’ll listen to any bad mouthin’ ‘bout me!” 


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about Dean, I didn’t say anything bad about you!” She insisted. 


  “What’s your front all wet for?” He asked suspiciously. “You look like a slut Summer, I can see through your dress! They havin’ a wet T-shirt contest here I don’t know about?” He asked her sarcastically, looking around theatrically. 


  “No, she said embarrassed. “I just splashed water on my face in the ladies room and got some on my dress too.” 


  He gave her a lascivious, ugly leer, and said loudly, “you just want every guy here to check them out don’t you? SLUT!” 


  Summer, plainly mortified said to him quietly. “Please Dean! Stop talking like that, you know that’s not true!” 


  Dean’s eyes narrowed, and he said, “I said you look like a slut, so you deserve to be treated like one because you ask for it! And don’t you ever tell me what, or what not to do ever again, hear me?” 


  So fast she never saw it coming, she felt the sting of the slap across her face. 


  “SLUT! You’re nothin’ but a f---ing SLUT!” He yelled at her drunkenly,
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jumped up, reeled unbalanced, then was gone in an instant. 


  “Oh my God! Summer! Are you okay?” Rashel asked her jumping to her feet and running around the table to her and put her arm around her protectively. 


  Ryan looked shocked as well, but looked after the way Dean had gone as if he would have liked to have followed him and confront him about hitting his wife in public or privately. 


    “Summer I’m so sorry for my brother’s behavior. There’s no excuse for hitting a woman!” He declared vehemently. “Has he done this to you before?” 


  Summer had been too shocked to even cry out, answered truthfully. “No, he’s never hit me before! He’s mean, what he say’s to me, but no he’s never hit me before today!” 


  “Well, that’s good.” Ryan told her, flatly not believing her. “Because there isn’t any reason good enough to hit a woman!” 


  Rashel beamed happily at his words, “see why I love him so much? This guy is just so special! You need to find yourself someone who will treat you bette,r even though he doesn’t hit you Summer what he does do is considered abuse too!” 


  Ryan was nodding throughout Rashel’s sermon.


  “Look Summer, I’m going to give you both of our phone numbers in case you ever need anything, even 


if it’s just to talk- call us!” Rashel was adamant, and Ryan was still nodding agreement. “If you ever feel 


you need to get away for awhile give us
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a call, probably me more than Ryan, because Dean would probably kill Ryan too if he found out that you had been out with him.” 


  “Well, thanks for all the support, but I really feel that you both are making a much bigger deal out of this than you should be. Sure, Dean can be really grouchy at times, but I’m sure it’s just been the added stresses of a baby in the house… and being married to me… sometimes I do or say things that just make him so mad! I’m sure that once the baby is older things will be better between us, and I’ll just have to be more understanding, more loving, more supportive of him, and give him his space when he needs it, and I guess stop nagging him so much.”


  Rashel and Ryan just looked at her hopeful face and sighed. “Well, maybe you’re right,” Ryan said doubtfully. “But, I still think you should keep both of our numbers in a safe place for now, and don’t let Dean know that you have them at all! Okay sis?” He joked with a playful shrug of his shoulders, smiling and winking at her.


  “Sure,” she relented somewhat reluctantly. “I just don’t like the idea of doing something secretive behind his back, it makes me feel so… sneaky!”


  Rashel snorted very unladylike, and stated, “as if he never snuck around in his life? I’m sure!” She guffawed even less like a lady. “Don’t you worry about
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it Summer, if he should find them and ask, just tell him you’ll need them soon for Brett’s first birthday party!”


  “Yeah, I guess your right, I do have a right to contact you both for the baby’s birthday and stuff like that.” Summer said this with more conviction in her voice than she has had in a long time.


  Summer sat for awhile silently with such a wistful expression that Rashel just had to interrupt her thoughts to find out what she was thinking.


  “Nothing really, I was just thinking about how you and Ryan act together… and, Oh how I wish that Dean were more like Ryan!” Summer blurted this then blushed when she saw the look of triumphant satisfaction all over Ryan’s face.


  Rashel said, “you Summer, you really have been living under a rock for awhile now haven’t you?”      Confused, Summer responded with, “I’m not sure what you mean.”


  “What I mean sweetie, is that you need to come out for some fresh air now and then and look around you”


  “Why, what for?” Summer asked Rashel simply. 


   With an all encompassing sweep of her arm, she said in a stage voice. “Not every man out there acts like Dean! There are lots more men like my Ryan here, who would treat you just as good as Ryan does me, or even better!”


  Eliciting a look from Ryan she smiled and went on. “Stop settling for less all the time! Who made you think that you’re
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worthless?” 


  Now that gave her pause to think! Her father and mother had been wonderful, so where did this lousy self-image come from? Hmmm...? She knew that she never used to be like this. That made her wonder when she had changed, and why? “I’ll just have to spend some time analyzing all this,” she thought to herself. 


  She sat quietly watching how sweet Ryan was to Rashel, how attentive and loving he acted towards her, and how unselfconsciously he would hug or kiss or just casually touch her, and how Rashel just seemed to glow and become radiantly beautiful under his tender loving care. 


  Summer compared Ryan to Dean throughout the rest of the day, and found herself feeling more depressed as she longingly watched the two of them interact together. 


  Eventually Dean wandered back again and announced that he was bored and was leaving. “If you want a ride home you better be at the car when I get there or find your own way back.” 


  Summer said a hurried good-bye to Rashel, whom she already considered a true friend, and Ryan who she thought was a really fantastic guy. 


  She grabbed their things of which she had eaten nothing all day; and Dean hadn’t either, but because he had been either drinking or off somewhere. Loaded down again with no help from Dean, she again staggered towards the car with the baby’s carrier clutched in one hand. 


  Ryan and Rashel both jumped up to help
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her get everything to the car. Rashel sent a look of pure dislike and disgust in Dean’s direction, but Dean either didn’t notice or didn’t care. 


  Ryan knew that to say something to Dean would just invite a fight with his brother, and to no avail either because Dean would not change his ways for anyone. Ryan had always felt sorry for any girl Dean hooked up with, but with Summer it went way beyond pity- to actual fear for her and the baby’s future. He had always hoped that someday Dean would change if he were to really fall in love, but Ryan no longer had such hopes for him after talking to Summer today. After another fast good-bye Dean drove


CHAPTER FIVE 


   “I really like Rashel.” Summer ventured when they were finally heading towards the Turnpike. “Your brother seems to be nice too.” She looked at Dean and saw that he was not going to answer her. She sighed, leaned back and feigned sleep for awhile.


  When she thought that she wouldn’t be noticed, she opened one eye a slit and peeked out from beneath her long dark lashes that hid the deep blue of her eye, and peeped at Dean. He had one tanned, muscular neatly clipped hand on the wheel, the other in his lap was moving in time to the music coming from the speakers. 


  She closed her eye and fought back the waves of  love she felt would drown her if she let them.
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Which brought a welling of unbidden tears at the thought that he may not stay with her much longer. Which in turn brought discomforting images into her mind of Dean with someone else in his beautiful arms. She bit her lower lip- hard to keep from elaborating on this image.


  Silently she began to pray, as she had prayed nightly since she was a small child, but also at times during the day when she felt overwhelmed and in need of Divine help. She asked that Dean see how much she loved him and that he love her at least half as much, and that her marriage be saved and become the loving union it was meant to be. Not knowing whether her prayer would be answered or not didn’t give her much hope for their future together unless there was a miracle. 


  Despite the line of her thoughts she did indeed manage to doze off, and when she next awoke it was to the slam of Dean’s door as he left the car. 


  Irritated and disoriented after being asleep for awhile. She said aloud, “geez! Just because I wanted to go to this picnic, he feels I have to carry everything!” 


  Struggling again under the load, she wickedly kicked his car door shut with her foot, and hoped she had left a dent. “Jerk!” She repeated over and over again on her way in, though she stopped before he could hear her. 


  “I’ll bet you must be hungry, since 


End of page 50


you didn’t eat anything I brought for today. Do you want me to make a steak for you, honey? I don’t want to freeze all this meat again after it’s thawed and been out all day.” She asked him solicitously. 


  “Sure, thanks,” he told her. 


  Summer got to work on a nice dinner just to please him. She happily went about preparing him his favorite dinner in their small, cramped kitchen. 


  She set Brett in his carrier on one end of the counter and fed him his baby food while the dinner was cooking. After Brett had finished eating she quickly drew a bath for him in the kitchen sink to clean him up, and still be able to monitor the still cooking dinner as well. When Brett was bathed she put him down in his crib to play with his mobile or activity center until he fell asleep. 


  She quickly set the table for dinner, then went to get Dean. He was sitting in his recliner watching TV, so she slipped quietly behind him and lightly kisses the back of his neck while sliding her arms around his shoulders. “Dinners rea...,” she began to say, but was cut off with a cruel elbow to her mouth for her affectionate display. 


  “Do you have to be all over me all the time? Just f---ing tell me what you want, don’t hang all over me! You never give me my space! It’s your own damn fault that I did that
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to you, you should have known better.” He told her, seeing her with her hand to her mouth and the look of shock and hurt on her face.


  With a pain far deeper than the throbbing of her mouth and jaw, she also felt her heart break again for another time beyond count. 


  He took his dinner plate into the living room and ate by himself as was becoming the custom with him, leaving her to sit at the table by herself, staring at her empty plate with unseeing eyes. For now she was no longer hungry; she was too full of pain to have room for any food. She just cleared the table and cleaned up instead, then checked on the baby and went to bed. 


  If she didn’t have the baby to care for, she might never get up in the morning. To wake up just meant more of the same, at least when she slept, she was not ‘here’. 


  Laying in bed, tears rolling down her cheeks soaking into her pillow, she cried and thought about her relationship and how she had had so much hope, and the dreams of the future she used to have. How those dreams were all dying now, and all that was left was hope, hope that her prayers would be answered. 


  Dozing off she was in a semi asleep state when Dean came into the bedroom, most nights now he had taken to sleeping on the couch to avoid any contact
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with her at all. 


  He slipped into bed beside her, and as she slowly became more awake she turned to cuddle closer to him, not so much for sex, but just for human touch for she was starving for affection. 


  Before she knew what was happening he had torn off her flimsy nightgown and was roughly entering her. She became fully awake and tried to push him off of her, but that just made him become more excited and he twisted her arms back pinning her wrists back at a painful angle. 


  “You like sneaking up on people and surprising them with unwanted loving? We’ll see how much you like it now.” 


  “Please Dean, not tonight, I’m not feeling too well right now.” She lied. “I just want to go to sleep.” 


  “You want me to leave you alone? When you don’t leave me alone? Well, that’s just too f---ing bad baby ‘cause I want to ‘get off’, and it’s your only job at all here- to get me off!” 


  Lying there, not at all turned on she just laid there hoping he’d finish soon. But her lack of response had the opposite effect on him, and he became more violent in his taking of her. Taking sadistic pleasure in her pained noises, he repeatedly raped her while she tried unsuccessfully to buck him off; he became more aroused each time by her pain. After the third time she fell completely silent and stopped struggling against him, just waiting
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for him to become satiated and leave. When her lack of response failed to arouse him for another attack he was finally done with her. 


  Summer lay there, her insides burning because she had not been aroused by his repeated rapes. Tears coursing down her face and neck, where her tears pooled in the soft hollow at the base of her neck. Gingerly she reached down and checked to see if he had brought blood. Pulling her hand away she rubbed her fingertips together and felt something hot and sticky, and coppery smelling on them. Leaning over to the end table next to the bed she turned on the lamp and looked at her fingertips, they were stained dark with her blood. Turning off the light, she made her way as quickly and as quietly as she could to the bathroom to clean herself up.


  Returning to the bedroom, she curled herself and pulled her feet up into fetal position and cried not only because of her physical pain, but also the emotional pain which was becoming much greater than any physical pain that he was capable of inflicting on her. Half hating him, half loving him, she was now just too confused feeling to help herself. 


   The summer season had ended, and autumn now was also coming to a close with little change in their relationship pattern. 


  The holiday season was fast approaching and with it came renewed hopes and dreams of a new year dawning. Summer’s dreams for
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Brett’s first Christmas still lived inside her, but were now tempered by the reality of their life. Still, she prayed for a miracle that would not only save their marriage, but also Brett’s future as well.


CHAPTER SIX


   Thanksgiving Day dawned cold and bright. Summer was up early preparing the stuffing ahead of time for the turkey and baking pies. 


  A lot had changed since the previous years Thanksgiving. The year before she was still very new to cooking, so she had cooked the turkey with the giblets still in their plastic bags in the neck cavity! They both had a good laugh about the cooked surprise inside, and she would never be able to live that dinner down as long as it was still being told. She smiled to herself remembering as she prepared the turkey for the stuffing. 


  She was very drawn and tired looking all the time now, and smiling was a rare occurrence usually seen only when bestowed upon her son now. But, for such a normally happy girl she still managed to smile to herself now and then unseen by others. 


  She had called her aunt and uncle the night before to wish them a happy Thanksgiving. They had not seen her since her marriage to Dean because he did not like them and would not allow them to visit, or let her visit them. They reminded her at every opportunity that they had not liked him before, and certainly did not like him now. She wished
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she could turn to them for support, but did not expect anything more than advice to leave him. So she kept her conversation with them neutral and just told them about Brett. She told them of her intentions to visit them as soon as she was able to without Dean’s knowledge when the baby was a little older and easier to travel with. 


  Dean seemed hungry, he kept asking her when she thought the turkey would be ready to eat. 


  “Hopefully, everything will be ready by two.” She told him confidently. Everything seemed to be coming along nicely, when she was interrupted by Brett crying.


  So, she turned the burners down to low and went to see what her little angel wanted. 


  “You poor little darling,” she crooned to him. He smiled happily and kicked wildly, blowing bubbles at her. “You’re such a good boy aren’t you? Staying here all by yourself for soo long without mommy! Here, up you go! Let’s put you in your highchair close to mommy while she gets dinner ready. Okay sweetheart?” 


  As she picked him up he grabbed handfuls of her thick reddish blonde curls on either side of her face for stability, eliciting a wince of pain from her. “Ow! Be careful there Brutus! You don’t know your own strength!” The baby laughed delightedly, but still hung on tightly, now trying to stuff a big wad of her hair into his drooling pink and teething mouth. “Oh… I think you must be hungry
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too? Aren’t you sweetie.”


  Returning to the kitchen, she buckled him into his chair and gave him some baby toast to teethe on. By this time she had lost cooking time so she turned up the heat to cook the potatoes faster, then turned to preparing an early dinner of baby foods for Brett. 


  She had almost finished feeding the baby when she smelled something burning. “Oh no!” She yelped unhappily as she jumped up and ran the short distance to the stove, only to discover to her dismay that the potatoes were burnt to the bottom of the pot! “Damn,” she exclaimed indelicately trying to determine how much of them were salvageable. In the end she just started peeling more to start all over again. By now she should have been preparing the other vegetables or even making the gravy, she was falling way behind her timing schedule! 


  Dean came in again at two and looked at her still chopping vegetables for the salad. “I thought you said 


that dinner would be ready at two?” He said this with a beer in his hand and looking slightly upset. 


  “I know hon, I’m sorry, I got sidetracked feeding the baby and once I was off track everything started to go wrong. I burnt the potatoes, so I had to start them all over again.” She told him apologetically. 


  He looked at her, the stove, and finally the baby and said. “Look, you said it would be done at two! You
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knew I was hungry, and yet you couldn’t wait to feed him? You can’t even time anything properly?” 


  He was getting angrier the more he talked, and as his voice rose so did the veins that were bulging out on his neck  throbbing. “You know I want my dinner served to me on time everyday! Is that so much to expect from you? You do absolutely nothing to contribute to anything around here! You and that damn brat of yours are nothing but a big sucking sound in my wallet!” As he said this he was advancing on her in a threatening manner. 


  She cringed still holding the knife from the vegetables in front of her, not at him but just keeping it between them as she sidestepped her way closer to the phone in case she needed to call the police. 


  He made a grab for it and grabbed the blade, slicing his palm neatly. Infuriated now by the sight of his own blood, he grabbed her by the neck and threw her down to the floor, sprang onto her chest and wrapped his powerful hands around her neck squeezing.


  Strangling and unable to get a breath, she thrashed and kicked out at him trying without success to fight him off. Blacking out, she dimly heard the baby screaming hysterically in the back of her mind somewhere. 


  At some point he let go and awareness slowly crept back in again as she gasped, throat aching, her chest heaving she
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rolled onto her stomach and lay motionless, breathing raggedly. Dean was gone, he was in the next room dialing the police. 


  When Summer was completely aware of her surroundings again and had fully recovered her faculties, she found two police officers trying to convince him to press charges and have her arrested!


  With a great show of forgiveness that she didn’t deserve, he declined having her arrested for brutally attacking him! She tried to explain what really happened, but neither officer cared to listen, they just reiterated that since she was the one with the weapon, she was the one who would go to jail, not him. 


  Her bruises would not show up in all their glory for a few days, too late to prove anything to them here now. Dean of course had the knife to corroborate his version, so his story just had to be the truth as they saw it! Completely disgusted at the way it was being handled, and fearful that they would convince Dean to change his mind, Summer in the end said nothing. 


  The police left with the ambulance taking him to the hospital for stitches. And she waited, dinner forgotten and ruined, for Dean to come back home again. 


  When Dean arrived home much later that evening, he pretended that the incident against her had never taken place at all! He had eaten out and had also stopped somewhere to get drunk on his way home, but unlike his usual violence when drunk,
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he was completely the opposite this time. But, he made sure that he reminded her that the only reason she was free tonight was because of him! 


  Poor confused Summer, she even half believed it now herself! She was very thankful to him for not sending her to jail! She completely minimized the events that led up to her unprovoked attack on poor misunderstood Dean! 


  What Summer learned from this day was that you could not protect yourself from an attack without placing yourself in the role of attacker in the eyes of the law.


  Dean started stopping at the bars after work every few days, but always on Fridays. Without exception, when he finally staggered home nowadays he would try to start a fight with her over anything and everything.


  One night when he returned from an evening of heavy drinking, he found her sitting in front of the TV set just coloring in one of the baby’s coloring books.


  Without a word from her except, “hi honey,” he tried to start a fight with her even though she said nothing back to him! She was very bewildered because she had no idea what she had done or not done to bring this on. It quickly escalated because her lack of response angered him even more.


  He grabbed her and threw her towards the bedroom. “What the hell are you still doing up?” He demanded angrily. “Get the hell in there and go to bed!” 


  “I was just coloring,
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waiting for you to get home before I went to bed!” She answered him, not understanding why eleven o’clock was such a big deal when he could stay out that late and much later.


  For answering back she received a punch to the mouth. Which luckily for her, she was standing back from him far enough so that his arm wasn’t long enough to knock out any of her teeth. Crying out in fear she ran ahead of him towards her room, and safety she hoped.


CHAPTER SEVEN 


   Christmas arrived shortly after that. Dean’s parents invited them both over for the day. Summer was almost thankful for the invitation because it meant a reprieve from the abuse he was inflicting on her regularly now.


  She dressed the baby in a cute little blue sweater suit with a red bib and a Santa’s hat. She dressed in a black satin jumpsuit with gold thread embroidered at the ankles, around her tiny waist and around the strapless top, worn with a pair of high heel gold sandals. Dean dressed like any other day- casually.


  When he saw her he let out a long, low wolf whistle. Summer couldn’t help but wonder how any man could seem to have so much hate for a woman yet still seem to want her body. 


  “Well thank you sir,” she said formally with a small tight smile. “It will just be a moment more while I throw a bag together for Brett.” 


  He watched her nicely rounded bottom,
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the way it moved under the black satin. And he became hard with desire for her for the first time in over a month. These days he picked up girls at the bars to fulfill his manly needs away from home. There wasn’t a day that went by now that he didn’t wish that he had never married her. But, once in a while he would still get hard looking at her especially the way she looked right now! 


   “Hey baby,” he said when she returned with the bag. “Look what I got for you!” He thrust his manhood out, and waggled it back and forth in front of her salaciously. “I know you want my big, hard, woody, right now!” 


   Summer fought to keep a straight face, and to keep from laughing at him. He had no idea how comical he looked, or apparently how much fear played a part in libido, or the lack of. She felt nothing for him, just mirth, and for that she was thankful. So, she just told him that they didn’t have time before they left and that she didn’t want to get her hair and makeup mussed up. 


  All the way over to his parents house he tried to grab her hand and stuff it in his pants, or worse press his fingers into her crotch. The drive was not too far, but it felt longer to her. She almost fell from the car in her haste to get out before he
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jumped on her in the front seat! 


  “At least he wouldn’t be walking in the house with a woody,” she thought with a barely suppressed snort of hysteria bubbling just below the surface.


  She stumbled and slid along behind him, the baby clutched in her arms. She wondered what she could do to protect him if she fell, she thought if she held him up and let him land on her body he should be fine. Thankfully they made it indoors without incident.


  Everyone was standing or sitting around the living room drinking and talking loudly, interspersed with raucous laughter. 


  Seeing them at the door, Pat Blackheart came over and welcomed them to their home. “Meg’s in the kitchen overseeing the preparation of dinner, she’ll be back out in a moment. Come, let me take your coats and we’ll get you both a drink, and I’ll introduce your lovely wife around.” Pat’s fingers were under Summer’s elbow as he guided her into the room. “I’m so glad you could make it son, Ryan and his girl are here already- somewhere.” He said vaguely waving his hand around and looking around himself. “Oh, here’s Meg now, we’ll introduce you around.”


  Meg Blackheart looked coolly beautiful in a shimmering silvery blue loosely flowing silk pantsuit, with delicately sparkling slippers to match with small heels just peeking out from beneath. Her hair was swept up in platinum clips which sparkled with real sapphires. 


  “Wow!” Summer exclaimed in awe when she saw her. “You
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look absolutely gorgeous!” 


   “Thank you,” Meg replied stiffly, her fake smile never entering her coldly appraising glittering eyes. “You must come and meet some of our friends and family.” She told Summer regally, looking down her long aristocratic beak like nose at her in disdain. 


  Summer followed warily behind her in-laws. 


  Dean, who already knew everyone had no intention of going with them leaned against the enormous imported Italian marble fireplace in cream with gold veins, drinking a seven and seven and surveying the room nonchalantly. 


  Ryan walked up on him surprising Dean momentarily, because he hadn’t seen him coming.


  “Merry Christmas, Dean!” He said jovially slapping Dean’s back in good humor. 


  Dean glared back at Ryan, his back stinging and growled, “mother would kill you if she knew you splashed my drink all over her expensive wallpaper and oriental rug- jerk!” Then smiled disarmingly at Ryan. 


  Ryan laughed and told him, “she shouldn’t have parties then.”


   Summer, after the first couple of people’s names knew she would never be able to remember everyone’s names. She just nodded, smiled and shook a lot of hands amid exchanged pleasantries. Of course everyone loved baby Brett and he was the center of attention with everyone she met. After introductions were done, Meg excused herself politely and returned to her friends and family.


  Summer was left with Pat Blackheart alone amid a room full of people she didn’t know. She looked around for Dean and spotted him with an elbow against the
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mantel of the fireplace talking to Ryan. Summer started walking across the room towards them when she felt Pat’s hands on her waist turning her towards him. 


  “They’re talking, stay here with me awhile and keep me company.” 


  Summer looked into his eyes and was disconcerted to see lust smoldering deep within them. He hungrily looked at her body up and down, his eyes lingering on her full roundness, swelled tightly against the satin material; she felt under his hot stare as if there were nothing covering them.


  “I-I have to go talk with Dean now,” she told him flushing, and feeling utterly naked in front of him.


  “Dean won’t treat you the way you deserve to be treated. He’s still a little boy with a lot of growing up still to do. My wife doesn’t take care of me like she should.” He stated, his words full of unspoken meaning.


  Summer looked him straight in the eye and told him bluntly, “you’re a married man, my husband’s father, you’re my son’s grandfather! I am your son’s wife and I don’t care whether my mother-in-law takes care of you or not!” With that she turned smartly on her heels and walked towards Dean with her back held stiffly. 


  Ryan, who was still at Dean’s side had been joined now by Rashel. Summer was happy to see the girl again, especially since she knew no one here, but most of all because Rashel was so nice to her
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and besides, she really needed a friend these days! 


  “Hi!” She said happily hugging the skinny girl. “Merry Christmas to both of you.” She looked over as she said this and included Ryan in her greeting. 


  Ryan gave her a peck on the cheek and a quick hug and said, “Merry Christmas to you too, and my little nephew!” He said this last part in almost baby talk to Brett, and tickled him on the sides of his fat little belly.


  Brett gave a great big toothy, drool covered smile and kicked Summer ecstatically, as he leaned towards his uncle with a chubby little starfish dripping with saliva stretched out towards Ryan.


  “Eewww!” Ryan exclaimed theatrically pulling back making the baby chuckle in great big belly laughs. “You don’t mind if I pass this time on your shake do you?” 


  Summer laughed delightedly and thought that he was just the dearest, sweetest guy she had ever met!


  Rashel came up to the baby also and talked to him, but no one elicited the same response that Ryan did.    Rashel put her arm around Summer and pulled her towards a small group of people.


  “Come on, and tell me how things are between you and Dean.” 


  Summer’s eyes clouded over fleetingly as she was reminded of how her marriage was going. But she followed Rashel over to a chair and sat down willingly enough. 


  Rashel took one look at her and said, “that well, huh?” 


  Summer’s lower lip trembled, but she
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was not going to cry here of all places! 


  “That’s okay, you can tell me some other time when you can talk about it a little less emotionally, all right?” She leaned over and took Summer’s nicely manicured hand in her own short nailed, unvarnished hand and looked up into Summer’s beautiful deep blue eyes swimming in unshed tears and asked her, “do you have any idea how beautiful you are?” Taken aback Summer tried to snatch her hand back from Rashel’s hold. 


   She laughed at Summer’s reaction and assured her, “I’m not trying to seduce you! I can assure you of that! I just don’t understand how someone soo beautiful can let herself be treated with such a lack of respect!”


  Summer insisted that she hadn’t thought that at all, hoping that Rashel couldn’t read her. Then told her, “But I don’t think I’m beautiful! And maybe that’s part of the reason why I settle for being treated badly, because on some level I don’t believe I could ever attract a better man than Dean.” After a second she added as an afterthought, “and I really love him too.”


   Just then the bell was rung for dinner, so Rashel just patted her knee and told her, “call me when you get home because I think you and I need to talk.” 


  With that said, she jumped up to meet Ryan and slipped her arm through his offered elbow and grinned up at him and stated emphatically. “You must be
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ravished darling, because I sure am!” 


  “I am, but for you my love”, he told her leaning down and kissing her parted lips. 


  Summer felt stirrings of need deep inside herself for some expression of love and affection in her own life. She looked around for Dean and wasn’t surprised to find that he had already gone in to dinner without her. So, she just tailed Ryan and Rashel until Ryan turned and noticed her and slipped his arm through hers too, and walked both of them in to dinner.


  Summer was placed next to Rashel at the table and Dean was placed on her right hand side. She was in awe, “the dining table was enormous!” Beautifully carved mahogany which seated twenty people easily; she decided that it must have been custom made for the Blackheart’s. 


  Dinner started with a cold shrimp cocktail appetizer for each guest, those who preferred something else could help themselves to hors d’oeuvres, so many and varied that everyone found something that they just loved. Next came a delicately flavored Lobster Bisque soup with a tossed salad. After cleansing the palate with a little lime sorbet, the main entree was introduced as a choice of Baked Lobster dripping with freshly drawn butter; Blended Herbs coating a slightly Blackened Salmon; or Baked Honey Roasted Sliced Ham with cherries and pineapples adorning the outside held on by toothpicks. And, an assortment of baked, sweet, or mashed potatoes and vegetables of all kinds. All washed down with
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an assortment of expensive wines and liquors.


  There was very little conversation as everyone began to taste a bit of everything at the table, and then had second helpings of what each had liked the most. Stuffed beyond everyone’s wildest imaginings, people started drifting back to the living room with their drinks in hand sometime later. 


  Summer fed the baby little tidbits off of her plate to keep him happy on her lap while she ate her dinner. Brett was such a good baby that her only problem eating was trying to keep her utensils on the table along with her plate. 


  Dinner was very enjoyable she decided after all, but she thought that if certain people hadn’t been so busy eating that it could very easily have turned out unpleasant.


  By the time she pushed her chair back, and struggled to her feet with the added weight of a happy well fed baby. Dean was already in the other room, and besides Rashel and Ryan who had stayed at the table to keep her company, the only people left were the serving staff clearing the table efficiently.


  “Wow! That was soo good !” Summer announced, then asked Ryan softly under her breath, “your mother didn’t cook any of this meal did she?” 


  Ryan laughed, “it’s okay she won’t hear you, and even if she did I don’t think she’d mind. No, she employs a full time staff here that arrives in the morning and goes home in the evening. Large
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gatherings on the Holiday’s, like today they are paid handsomely to leave their own families at home and come wait on ours.”


  Summer’s eyes grew large with childlike wonder. “Wow,” she breathed again in awe, “your family must be really rich, huh? Dean never said anything to me, and I would certainly never have guessed it judging by our apartment.” She added ruefully. 


  Laughing Ryan said, “yeah, I guess you could say that. That’s a big part of why Dean and dad don’t get along so well. Dean’s always felt that dad owes us kids more because they have so much, and when dad makes us work hard like everyone else at the company works and then doesn’t pay us any more than anyone else at work, well… it really makes Dean… well, angry.” He finished lamely.


  “I see,” she said, understanding a little better where all that anger and animosity was coming from. All that anger inside Dean must buildup unreleased, and over time he just blows up like a volcano scorching everyone and everything in it’s path! “Too bad he can’t find a constructive way to deal with his problems, instead of...” She trailed off leaving the sentence unfinished. Ryan and Rashel both looked at her sharply trying to read what was left unsaid. 


  Summer looked away first and asked, “is there a place where I can change Brett?”


  Ryan thought for a moment then told her to take him into one of the bedrooms upstairs, any of
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them but his parent’s room, and he’d collect some things to protect the bed with from the bathroom and have Rashel bring them to her. 


  “Thanks”, she told him then asked Rashel to show her the way. Following Rashel’s lead they both went upstairs.


  Watching Summer as she changed the baby in the guest bedroom. Rashel tentatively asked her, “do you still have our phone numbers? Or do I need to give them both to you again?” 


  Looking up briefly from stuffing Brett’s rapidly kicking foot into a nice clean pair of warm pajama’s, she met Rashel’s concerned eyes. She looked down again before answering her. 


  “Rashel,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone of voice. “I know you and Ryan are concerned about Brett’s and my safety with Dean. But you don’t understand how very much I love him, and how badly I want to keep my marriage and family together at all costs! I don’t have a family anymore really, since my parent’s died. Dean really doesn’t like my aunt and uncle very much since the first time they met, and unfortunately the feeling is very mutual on their part as well.”


  Rashel had an exasperated look on her face when Summer looked up again to see the effect her words were having on her. Rashel dropped her eyes to the floor and was slowly shaking her head back and forth as she tried to put her thoughts into the best chioce of words which might make
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the greatest impact on Summer’s foolishness.


  “I know how much you love Dean, but if he loved you half as much as you love him, he would not keep treating you like this!” 


  Summer met Rashel’s eyes with a stubborn fire in her own. She angrily told Rashel that since she did not live with Dean, she could not possibly know how tender and loving Dean could be! Only slightly taken aback by the vehemence in Summer’s tone towards her, she quietly pointed out to her that love should not be abusive in any manner. 


  Summer’s shoulders slumped forward dejectedly as she qualified that Dean always would eventually come out of it and if not apologize to her, at least would treat her nicely afterwards for awhile. “He really doesn’t mean it, ”she insisted to a clearly disbelieving Rashel. “I think that he acts like that because of the alcohol, ”she finished unconvincingly. 


  “No doubt!” Rashel snorted disgustedly. “But, even you in your defense of him, should at least admit that plenty of people can drink without turning into Dr. Jeckel and Mr. Hyde constantly!”


  Summer’s gaze turned inward introspectively for awhile, and Rashel taking note of her distance thought to herself, “good she needs to spend more time thinking for once!” 


Saying nothing further to Rashel on the subject; Summer told her that she was ready to go back downstairs. 


  Hoping fervently that she had not alienated Summer with her bluntness, she gave her a big sunny smile and
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said, “lead the way.”


  Everyone was gathered around the huge tree exchanging gifts already. Placing little Brett on his tummy so he could practice his crawling, or pushing himself excitedly over to the nearest brightly wrapped package, she sat down nearby to keep an eye on him.


  Ryan welcomed Rashel back with a warm hug and a kiss, then made room so she could squeeze in next to him on the couch. 


   Summer found herself watching them in between rescuing everything that Brett succeeded in grasping and unerringly aiming into his drool dripping mouth. Undeterred, he would just change his direction and happily push himself towards something else that he spotted.


  Summer looked at Dean, he was leaning back in a luxuriously appointed Chippendale chair. His face was incredibly twisted in a sneer as he lounged sprawled, and insolently looked around the room. But, not once did he meet her gaze. “If only I could make him love me,” she thought sadly. “Maybe he will come around eventually and realize just how lucky he is to have us.”


  She looked back at Ryan who was handing Rashel a small beautifully wrapped package. Even before opening it she leaned forward and touched her lips to his and smiled lovingly into his eyes. 


  “Open it up, sweetheart!” He told her sitting back down next to her with his arm draped across her shoulders. 


  Ripping the paper off, she gasped as she opened the box. “Oh Ryan!” She breathed, “you shouldn’t have bought
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me anything so expensive! This must have cost you a fortune!” At her words, everyone was leaning over her shoulders now interestedly peering into the box since Rashel seemed unable to take it out.


  “Here dear, let me help you,” he laughed as he took the box from her limp hands. Ryan had the ring out in seconds, and was now down on one knee on the floor in front of her, and as he slid the ring onto her finger he asked, “will you… Rashel Ann Marie Berman, be my wife?” Still holding her hand in his, he slowly kissed each fingertip before kissing the palm of her hand. 


  The room was so quiet now you could hear the soft gurgling noises Brett was making, and the softly playing Christmas music in the background perfectly.


  Rashel’s hand was shaking uncontrollably, and the enormous diamond was catching the light from the crystal chandelier overhead and throwing off myriad flashes of rainbow colors. 


  “Yes,” she told him simply and burst into uncharacteristic tears of joy as he enveloped her in his arms. 


   The room erupted into talking all at once, everyone congratulating them both and wishing them the best.


  Pat Blackheart stood up then and called out loudly, “this certainly calls for another toast to our newest daughter-in-law to be! Jameson! Please bring out our best champagne! We have cause to celebrate tonight, indeed we do!” 


  Meg even looked pleased! Summer noted, she was very surprised that Rashel would
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be considered of the class that that woman would approve of. Even Dean had a look of surprise on his face, which made him look more handsome and boyish than the sneering, obnoxious look that seemed almost always to be permanently on his face these days. 


  Handshaking was now going on as all the men were congratulating them both, and hugs from the women in the room. All of them, even the most wealthy looked enviously at her hand displaying the three carat diamond displayed in a ornately filigreed setting. 


  “You really should have your nails painted dear,” Meg patted Rashel’s plain hand gently to make her point. “That’s a lovely ring and it really needs to be displayed in a setting befitting it’s splendor.” 


  Summer hid her smile at the look of stubbornness that came onto Rashel’s face. “I really don’t like the stuff!” Rashel declared loudly. “It peels almost right after it’s put on! It’s really quite useless and vain! I think it’s a waste of my valuable time too.” 


  Ryan told his mother that he thought Rashel’s hands were beautiful no matter what she did or did not do to them. “She’s natural, and that’s what attracted me to her,” he told her. 


  “Well, if that’s what you like!” She sniffed haughtily. “I just thought that to properly display your investment she could cleanup her nails a bit.” 


   Ryan smiled at his mother indulgently and said, “mom, you are so shallow! But, I love you anyway.”


  Meg’s
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mouth dropped open, then closed, then dropped open again. 


  “Apparently she was quite speechless for once!” Summer thought, and had to turn away and look elsewhere to keep her smile from being seen by everyone, especially Meg! 


  “Mother dear, you look like a fish!” Ryan told her pleasantly, smiling at his mother. 


  Without waiting to hear more, Summer made a mad dash for the powder room before bursting into hysteric laughter. 


  Meg Blackheart was not pleased! The look she gave Ryan spoke volumes! “If you were younger Ryan, I’d smack you silly for that!” She hissed at him and with that said, turned and marched stiffly away heading towards the kitchen to check on desert and coffee. 


  Rashel whispered to him, “oh no! You shouldn’t have said that to your mother, Ryan! She is soo mad at you! She could have spit!” Ryan just grinned and kissed her hard on the mouth to silence her. 


  “You just let me handle her sweetie, she needs to be deflated now and then.” 


  She laughed and said, “you are incredible, do you know that?” 


  He just smiled at her then said, “and lucky, very lucky to have just captured you!” They kissed deeply, not even caring who watched, for the room was empty to them.


   Upon returning from the powder room, Summer first noticed that no one had been paying any attention to Brett. He was all the way under the tree batting at the ornaments like an oversized kitten. She quickly pulled
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him out by his feet, he squawking loudly all the way at being distanced from all the pretty toys to play with.


  Then she noticed that Dean actually looked pleased for once, and wondered immediately what she had missed. Her curiosity increased when Meg came back with Jameson the carrying drinks on a large silver serving platter, and she couldn’t help but notice the look of sheer venom on Meg’s pinched face. Meg’s eyes narrowed into mere slits as her eyes met Ryan’s. 


  “Well that explains Dean’s look of total pleasure!” Summer thought to herself, “anything that makes his brother look bad in his parents eyes pleases Dean immensely! But, what in the world could sweet Ryan have done to make his mother so furious? Surely not his comment about her being shallow, and looking like a fish!” She grinned to herself, at the thought of Meg looking like a fish. Her temper over what she had heard Ryan say seemed far out of proportion to his actual words to her. 


  Summer was noticing a definite pattern of anger within this family. Ryan seemed to be the only one to have escaped, and she wondered why. It’s learned, she knew from her classes in Psychology. But, new findings also seem to point to Genetics as well. 


  Brett didn’t show any temper yet, but she wondered how he would be in later years if he kept witnessing his father’s outbursts of periodical rage. She was especially concerned that Brett would have
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a warped view of relationships in general, and even worse, may continue the cycle of abuse because of an inability to control his anger just like his father. She pushed all these thoughts into the recesses of her mind as a glass of champagne was handed to her. 


  Pat stood in front of Ryan and Rashel and prepared to make a toast. When everyone had a glass in their hand, Pat said in a deep and sonorous voice, “we have good reason to celebrate tonight, Ryan has given his long time girlfriend an engagement ring this evening and we look forward to the day we welcome you officially… Rashel into the Blackheart family.” 


  He touched his glass first to Rashel’s, then to Ryan’s glass then stepped back to allow everyone to converge on the couple. When everyone had finished congratulating them, and expressed admiration over Rashel’s diamond ring sufficiently. 


  Pat with one hand under his wife’s elbow cleared his throat signaling the room to fall into a hushed silence. “To a long and happy marriage!” Pat declared to a litany of murmurings of agreement, and everyone drained their glasses at once, the men fast and the women taking sips more slowly and sedately. 


  Dean, standing again next to the fireplace finished his in one long swig then threw the glass into the fireplace with a splintering crash. Meg was livid, and quickly made her way over to the fireplace to stop the men nearest to Dean from following suit.


   "Dean!"
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She hissed at him. Her face an unattractive shade of mottled purple. "What the heck is wrong with you? Don't you have any working brain cells in there?" She asked him nastily, poking him in the side of his head to emphasize each word. 


  Quick as lightening, his hand came up and gripped her wrist squeezing it hard. 


  "Get- your- hand- off- of- me!" She told him between gritted teeth partly out of pain, but mostly out of anger that he would even dare act this way in front of so many family members and friends.


  Dean, surprisingly cool said right back to her smartly, "but mother dearest, you were the one poking me in the head first!" 


  Her eyes narrowed to tiny slits, glittering with dangerous, barely restrained fury. “How dare you? You are in my house may I remind you. You do not address me in such a manner now, or ever in the future this way again! Understood?” 


  Dean glared right back at her balefully for long tense moments before answering her. “Whatever!” He sneered at her using the term heard most often during his brief stay in Southern California on his honeymoon.


   She looked at him speechlessy for awhile then hissed, “take that tramp you call your wife and that bastard you call your son, and get- out- of my- house- now!” She turned from him with almost military precision and without looking into any of the shocked faces around her, she marched upstairs to her
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master bedroom and the slammed door could be heard by everyone.


   Without a word to anyone Dean also left the room, and a door could be heard opening and then closing, and then again the door to the outside. 


  Summer quickly scooped Brett up off the floor and flew upstairs two steps at a time to retrieve Brett’s bag of things from the guest bedroom towards the back of the house. 


  Rashel also jumped to her feet while saying over her shoulder to Ryan, “I’m going to give Summer a hand.”


  Ryan also stood, and told her as she ran towards the stairs, “I’ll get their coats and things!”


  Rashel caught up to Summer as she was stuffing Brett’s things into her large baby bag. “Here let me get the rest and I’ll bring them down. Ryan is getting your coats. Why don’t you go on down and get the baby in his snowsuit, and I’ll be down in a sec with your bag.”


  “Thanks.” Summer told her shortly. Before she could completely turn away Rashel noticed that her cheeks were wet with silent tears.


  “Oh boy,” she thought, “not again!” “She must have heard those horrible things that Meg had said about her.” But knowing that she didn’t have time to talk to her right now, she just said, “call me tonight if you need to talk to someone, or tomorrow alright?”


  Without saying yes or no, Summer left the room.


  When Rashel got downstairs she left the bag
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by the door, and went to help Summer and Ryan who were trying to stuff the wriggling baby into his suit. Everytime Ryan put an arm in the hole, Brett would somehow get it out again. Rashel smiled down at the top of Ryan’s head and thought to herself, “he’ll make a wonderful father someday.”


  “There,” he said triumphantly, “now you just stay in there, okay?” He just got a big smile from Brett and then his smile turned into a big yawn.


  Summer finished putting on her coat, hat and gloves, while Ryan finished dressing Brett on the rug close to the door with some help from Rashel.


  “Thanks for all the help you guys,” Summer told them softly.


  They both looked up at her from the floor as Summer bent down to pick Brett up. “No problem,” they both chorused in unison.


  Summer looked at them both sadly as she buckled Brett into his carrier, so she could carry everything more easily. “Guess I won’t be coming here again, huh?” She said this with a rueful little laugh.


  “Don’t worry my mother will come around someday,” Ryan told her with an encouraging smile.


  She paused at the door to look him in the eye. “I don’t think I can last that long truthfully,” she said with a quavering downward tilt at each corner of her lips.


  “That poor kid,” Rashel said to him with feeling. As they returned to the living room together, each had an arm around
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the other’s waist.


  Summer was actually pleasantly surprised to find Dean still waiting for her in the car. She had fully believed without a doubt that he would not wait for her.


  As she slipped into the passenger seat beside Dean after securing Brett in the back in his carseat. 


  Dean turned to her angrily and said, “you sure took your time didn’t you?”


  Nervously she gauged his mood before answering him. “I had help getting ready from both Rashel and Ryan, or it would taken me even longer.”


  He laughed derisively and said, “I would have left; I almost did!” He amended with a look in her direction to see her reaction to his statement.


  She schooled her face in a mask of uncaring. Emotionally and physically she was exhausted, but she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of knowing how his cruel words had pierced her heart again.


  As she rode home silently beside him, she thought that if it weren’t for the support and caring that she received from Rashel and Dean’s brother Ryan all these past months, she would not have been able to tolerate Dean and his family.


  She knew that she was very lucky to have someone who cared about Brett and her well-being and happiness. She really had no-one she could turn to anymore, and her relationship with Dean didn’t seem to be improving over time. Maybe she would take Rashel up on her offer and call her, but not
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tonight.


  All the way home Summer had wanted to question Dean about why his mother was so uncivilized towards her, but she also feared his reaction to her question more. So in the end she said nothing to him.


CHAPTER EIGHT


   She just became more introverted, and found comfort in her own thoughts more often. Life settled down and became more peaceful if not monotonous.


  Dean stayed out after work later and later until he only came home a couple of times a week for more clothes. Unfortunately for her, he almost always came home drunk.


  Because the baby needed food or diapers, or because she needed money for the rent or bills they would invariably end up in an ugly argument. Frequently escalating to his punching or kicking a wall or worse.


  After one such fight, bruised and crying she dialed Rashel’s number. “Hello’” she heard in the upbeat cheerful voice after the third ring. 


  Struggling to gain control over the lump in her throat, and the pain of having her heart torn out of her chest again, which threatened to burst from her in an agonized torrent unleashed-- she was unable to say a word.


  “Is anyone there? Hello!” She said again, this time more in earnest.


  “Ha-hi,” was all Summer could manage.


  “Who is this?” Rashel demanded now.


  “Ssa-Summer,” she said this so faintly that Rashel had to strain to make out the words. 


  “Summer?” She asked. “Are you alright?”


  “I’m okay,” she lied in a beaten
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tone of voice.


  “What happened? And don’t lie to me! I know you wouldn’t be calling me now if everything were hunky-dory.”


  After a long pause of silence in which Rashel thought she would be hearing a dial-tone at any second, she finally heard soft distant sounding crying. “Summer? I’m on my way, stay there and I’ll be right over!”


  That got Summer! She almost shouted, “NO! You can’t come here,” she said urgently. “If Dean came back home again while you were here there’s no telling what he might do! Even if he did nothing while you were here, the moment you left...” she trailed off leaving the rest of her sentence unfinished.


  “Just what would he do?” Rashel asked her ominously.


  “He would probably kill me,” Summer told her in such a small pathetic little voice that Rashel’s heart just went out to her.


  “Is Brett alright?” She asked Summer, the ominous edge gone now but replaced by a fearful tone.


  “Brett is fine. Dean doesn’t touch Brett yet.” As Summer said this, she realized that even she expected at some point, maybe not now but further down the road when Dean would start treating Brett in the same manner-- it just seemed inevitable.


  “Good, because if you even think that that child is in danger too! You had better get him out of there and fast!” Rashel said this in a fury of barely controlled anger directed towards both Summer and Dean.


  “He doesn’t touch
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the baby yet, he’s too young. I think when he’s older and getting into things...” Again she trailed off wondering what she will do when that happens. She was aware that her fears for her own well-being were probably going to be a bigger issue in the near future for both of their safety.


  Not being able to get completely through to Summer, she decided for now to let the matter drop and just be there for her when she needed someone, for the time being anyway. She realized that her friendship with Summer was still relatively new and that to be in a strong position to put pressure on her to be smart about their safety, she would need to get closer to Summer. 


  So with this thought in the forefront of her mind she asked Summer if she would like to get together soon for some good old-fashioned girl-type activities, knowing full well that Summer rarely if ever got out of the house.


  “Oh thank-you! That sounds like fun!” 


  Even Summer’s voice had taken on a tone of the most cheeriness that Rashel thought that she’d ever heard out of her!


  “What would you like to do? Anything-- shopping, movie, lunch, even if you just need the services of a friendly chauffeur for the day.” Rashel said this last part laughingly.


  “You’re soo sweet...” Summer’s voice trailed away softly.


  “Don’t you dare start crying or getting all drippy on me! I’m trying to make
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you happy!” Rashel emphasized this with mock fury.


  Summer laughed and agreed not to become all drippy.


  “Okay, so do you need to do anything? Groceries maybe?” Rashel asked her.


  Summer had been having an increasingly harder time getting any money out of Dean now for much of anything. If she paid the rent and a bill or two she considered herself very lucky! She knew that as Dean showed up at home less often these days, she must do something soon just to survive.


  Rashel wasn’t a stupid girl, and she had a good idea that Dean wan’t providing for his family very well. “It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure that out!”


  “How about this Saturday morning? I’ll come get you and Brett say around ten in the morning? And I’ll take you out all day-- my treat.” Rashel told her.


  “Okay, I’ll be ready at ten then. I’m looking forward to seeing you again.” Summer said in a happy voice.


  “I’d like to see you and Brett again too.” They finished their conversation and said good-bye.


  Summer still had a few days until their outing, so she bought a paper and started looking for a job. During the week she went to a couple of restaurants and bars to apply as a waitress. Her neighbor in the next apartment was happy to make a few extra dollars by babysitting for her. With rather low spirits, the weekend arrived before a job offer did.


  At ten
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in the morning her doorbell rang stridently alerting her that Rashel had arrived right on time. Summer’s heart was beating excitedly even though she had just been in low spirits before the bell rang. So, she decided that this was just the thing she needed to bring her spirits back up and give her renewed hope in her future.


  Seeing Rashel’s smile lighting up her dull, dreary entranceway to the building made Summer smile radiantly back at her. As soon as she opened the security door Rashel wrapped her in an embrace. 


  Momentarily taken aback by her display of affection since her life was devoid of any affection this past year, Summer froze uncomfortably at first. Rashel was very friendly and was not put off in the slightest by her stand-off attitude at all-- she squeezed Summer enthusiastically and gave her a peck on the cheek.


  “Wow, you look great Summer! You must have lost weight too since Christmas, huh?” Her observant eyes took in the sallow complexion, the prominent cheekbones, and the hunched shoulders that betrayed her inner defeat.


  “Oh, you know how depression can make some people eat? Well I’m the opposite-- I starve myself.” Summer dropped her lashes hiding the expression in her eyes.


  “Well, enough is enough Summer,” Rashel said gently to her. “You need to think about Brett and keep your strength up by eating something healthy everyday, even if it’s just a salad! Putting yourself in the hospital won’t help matters at all!”
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   “I know,” Summer told her defensively.


  “Good,” thought Rashel, “at least she still has some spirit left in her!” “C’mon girl!” She said with forced enthusiasm. “Let’s get that son of your’s and go have some fun!”


  She followed Summer’s lead up the stairs to her small apartment. She waited in the living room and looked around the place quickly noting much.


  Threadbare chairs, sofa that appeared to have been left out on the treebelt for trash pick-up by someone. It seemed that Summer had made a desperate attempt to make this a homey and pleasant place to live at one time as much as she possibly could. Bunches of dried hand-picked flowers were in old jelly jars adorning every available surface. Cheap little dollar store bric-a-brac were displayed lovingly. Snapshots of Brett and Dean were in small frames hanging on the walls and on tables next to the dried flower arrangements. She also saw a picture of a loving couple happily smiling into the picture taker’s camera, that she assumed must be of Summer’s dead parents.


  Walking a couple of feet into the small kitchen area she idly opened cupboards and peered into the refrigerator and freezer as well. She saw only a loaf of bread and a quarter gallon of milk with some old condiments; and the cupboards held only a couple of cans of soup with a half-empty box of crackers. Another cupboard she found held only a couple of jars of
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babyfood, an almost empty box of baby cereal and a can of milk for older babies. Shocked she shut the door and went to find Summer.


  She found her a short distance down the hall, for the apartment was very small. Wondering how best to broach the subject to her, she decided to give it some more thought first.


  “Are you almost ready? Do you need any help?” Rashel asked Summer.


  “Just about. Brett here decided to use his clean diaper, so I had to change him again.”


  Rashel wondered how much money it took to keep a baby fed, clothed and cleaned up. She was positive now that the full financial burden was if not completely on Summer’s shoulders, than it soon would be. A wave of anger swept over so deep it bordered on hatred at the mere thought of Dean’s irresponsibility.


  “If I were a man,” she thought, “I’d thrash him to within an inch of his pathetic life!” Then she immediately felt guilty at the intensity of her feelings, but also because she loved his brother... so she said a quick apologetic prayer to God for thinking like that. “Those two brothers were as different as night and day!” It never ceased to amaze her that those two were even related!


  She wanted to hurry Summer along so she asked her if she wanted her to get the bottles ready, or pack some jars of baby food.


  “Yeah, that would be a big help!” She said
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this enthusiastically.


  Rashel started to the door of the bedroom with the diaper bag slung over one shoulder.


  “Wait, on second thought, I’m pretty much done here, I’ll do it thanks.” She said this all in a quick rush of words, scooped up the baby, diapers and wipes in almost a single sweep and bolted for the kitchen brushing past Rashel on her way.


  “Hmm...” Rashel thought, she had a pretty good idea that Summer just remembered how little was in her cupboards and refrigerator, and was trying to keep her from seeing how bare they really were.


  Not to be deterred in her mission to be of help, she followed Summer into the kitchen where she almost stood elbow-to-elbow with her as she opened the first cupboard.


  Summer turned to her and said, “why don’t you go warm up the car for Brett?”


  “It’s not all that cold today, I’ll hold Brett for you to give you both hands free.” She smiled brightly at Summer her hands already disengaging Brett’s clinging hands from Summer’s sweater. “Ha,” she thought triumphantly, “no-one pulls one over on me!”


  Reluctantly, Summer gave Brett up to Rashel’s skinny hip. Rashel leaned back against the counter and watched Summer’s expression. Summer tried to block Rashel’s view into everything that she could manage to.


  “When’s the last time you saw Dean?” She asked her innocently enough.


  “Um...” Summer said trying to think. “The day I called you, I think it was this past


End of page 90


Tuesday.”


  “When’s the last time the jerk brought groceries home with him?” She looked Summer right in the eye.


  Summer blinked a couple of times then said, “you know? I can’t remember when. I usually just tell him what Brett needs and we fight, sometimes he’ll go get it then and sometimes he’ll just throw some money at me. I know he doesn’t believe that Brett is his, so he doesn’t feel he should have to support him-- or me.”


  Angrily, Rashel asked her. “Do you hear what you’re saying? When are you going to learn?”


  “What do you mean?” Summer asked her blankly.


  “I mean, you need to wake up and smell the coffee honey! This guy is not marriage or father material! He’s abusive physically and verbally to you, and it’s only a matter of time before he starts in on little Brett too! I don’t know about you, but I know I wouldn’t stand for his treatment! And I’m only going to tell you this one time! If he ever even so much as breathes on Brett wrong, I swear I’ll call the authorities and have him put into a safe environment-- family member or not! Is that clear?”


  Summer just looked at her with her mouth in a perfect little ‘o’.


  “Alright, I’ve said my piece so let’s get going here already! I have to do some food shopping myself, so I think we’ll head to the store first, then we’ll bring our groceries home and
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put them away, then we’ll go out for lunch. Sound good?”


  “Uh yeah, but I don’t have any money for anything” Summer told her blushing a deep shade of crimson.


  “My treat I told you, all day whatever we do. I just want you to give some real serious thought to what I’ve said here today. Ryan and I both would do anything that we can to help you Summer, but you have to be willing to listen to advice and reason.”


  “Geez!” Summer thought to herself, “if I didn’t know how old this girl was I’d swear she was a lot older!”


  “Hey Sum, don’t feel like I’m being hard on you or anything. I just think you need to start seeing this--  not through your emotions which I’m sure are real for Dean, but through your son’s eyes-- as he’ll see it and be affected by it years from now.”


  “I know Rashel, don’t think that this hasn’t kept me up at night with tears soaking my pillow wondering what to do.”


  “Summer! You should be past the wondering part and making some plans! Have you considered what you’ll do if-- think of this: Dean comes home drunk some night-- soon, and he flips out in one of his many drunken rages and he grabs you and he just blacks out and has every intention of killing you? What plans do you have in place for an emergency? You can’t get to a phone to call the police because,
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a) he pulled it out, or b) your phone’s been shut-off because you can’t pay the bill.”


  Tears were starting to well-up in her cornflower blue eyes and Summer whispers, “I don’t know, I keep hoping that he’ll love me like I love him and that everything will be alright again.” They pooled into large teardrops and rolled slowly down her face.


  “Oh Summer, come here honey!” Summer went into her arms, and Rashel alternately rocked her in one arm and Brett in the other. 


  Thinking all the while that love was such a powerful emotion that even the smartest of people fell prey to it’s painful lessons. And because of the strength of the feelings involved, that even the most independent and determined of persons would still have to plumb the depths of their reserves to try and break free of the spell that binds truly dangerous love together.


  “You poor, poor dear,” she soothed Summer like a baby. She thought that,“what Summer and anyone else in her position needs to break free, is plenty of love and support for the truth’s that are hard to bear.”


  “Ryan and I are here for you, you just need to ask for help okay? I know how much he loves his brother, but he also has grown up with him and has seen the way Dean treats women before. We love both you and Brett and want to see you both happy and safe. Don’t think that Ryan
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will side with Dean or his family against you now or ever. He’s an incredibly warm and caring person first and foremost-- always.”


  When Summer was ready, she was the one to pull away first. She explained that she felt better and needed to repair the damage before leaving.


  “Oh yeah! I almost forgot why I was here in the first place!”


  Since Dean didn’t want Brett’s carseat advertising the fact that he had a family, he had taken the seat out of his car months ago. So, it was a simple matter of setting it up in Rashel’s cute little yellow bug. After making sure that the buckles were tight enough, Summer strapped him into the backseat.


  “There you go big boy!” Summer was crowing at him.


  Rashel was pleased to see that the baby truly gave her a happiness and a sparkle that the rest of her life was missing.


  Summer settled into her seat and smiled at Rashel. “I’m ready.”


  “Alright! Let’s get this party going!” Rashel stepped on the gas and the little yellow bug zoomed down the street like a large bumble bee.


  True to her word, she pulled into the parking lot of a nearby grocery store and parked the car. “I hope you have a good idea what you need!”Putting Brett in a carriage, they entered the store. 


  “Now remember, I said that I’m treating! Ryan takes good care of me and I have a good paying job, and (laughing) I have


End of page 94


no-one but myself to spend it on. I noticed at Christmas that you didn’t get anything from Dean, so think of this as a really bad gift!”


  “I don’t know how to thank you enough!” Summer told her fervently. “I’ve been applying for jobs this past week, but so far haven’t heard from any. And even if I do get one of them, I don’t think it will pay enough to make ends meet.” She said this with an edge of despair.


  “How about moving in with your aunt and uncle that you used to live with?” Rashel asked.


  “I haven’t really been able to talk to them since Dean... you have no idea how much they dislike eachother! I’m not even sure it’s even a good idea to put them in the middle of one of Dean’s drunken rages either.”


  “Umm... You’re probably right not too. I’ve heard about Dean’s blackouts before and how dangerous he is like that.” Rashel commented thoughtfully.


  “Blackouts? I don’t remember telling you about them.” Summer looked at her in confusion.


  “Uh, I don’t think that you did. To tell the truth, I think that Ryan was the one who first told me about Dean’s blackouts.”


  Summer had stopped walking and was looking at Rashel expectantly.


  “Why don’t I tell you some other time, okay?” Looking around Rashel saw that they were blocking the flow of women with loaded carriages and small children running amuck.


  Coming to her senses Summer also looked around
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herself. “Alright, but don’t forget.”


  So they moved on, each picking up needed items to put in their carts. After about an hour they were done and back at the car trying to fit all the bags in the tiny car.


  “I can’t believe you bought me all these groceries! I couldn’t even begin to pay you back for all of this.” Summer looked at her with overwhelming guilt.


  Laughing, Rashel told her again not to be silly, that she had plenty of money and that this was really nothing. “In fact, if you or Brett need anything, you had better call me!”


  “ I feel just awful though!” Summer wailed on the verge of tears.


  “Nonsense! It makes me feel really good inside to know that you and Brett have enough for awhile at least. I wish I could do more for you.”


  “How about a room-mate?” Summer joked in mock seriousness.


  Rashel looked at her thoughtfully for awhile. “Well, I only have a studio right now, but Ryan and I will be getting a place together soon.”


  “I wouldn’t want to impose on the two of you. Your lives are just starting out together, and you sure don’t need a soon to be ex-sister-in-law living with you and a toddler! And don’t forget that I don’t have any income at all, and Dean still shows up drunk weekly to start trouble.”


  “Well, that is a big problem! I’m not sure how Ryan would feel about
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it either.”


  “Don’t worry about me Rashel-- I’ll be okay.” Summer said this in a resigned-- ‘I’m not sure if I even believe it’ voice.


  “We’ll think of something, don’t worry.” But Rashel did sound worried. She didn’t say anything to Summer about how she didn’t think that Ryan would want her placed in danger as well by inviting Summer to move in. Ryan was not a big guy and he certainly was not a fighter! He was no match against his brother in one of his blackouts. Ryan had told her before Summer had ever come into the picture, that he believed that Dean was fully capable of murder in his altered state of mind.


  After piling bags up from the floor of the car to the top of the back of the seats and every other available space, they were finally done.


  “Let’s drop yours off first, then I’ll take you to my apartment for a coffee break.”


  “Okay.” Summer replied, “sounds good to me!”


  After helping Summer put everything away neatly, she followed Summer into Brett’s little room where Summer quickly changed him again before leaving.


  Back in the car again they were on their way to Rashel’s small studio apartment.


CHAPTER NINE


   Rashel lived in the same city, but in another part in what used to be an old high school. 


  When it was a school it had been rundown and graffiti covered. Then it was cleaned up, repaired and outfitted into apartments. Some of her neighbors had
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told her that they had taken the apartments because they had attended school there! She thought that that must be an odd feeling-- living in one of your old classrooms. She was much too young herself to even remember when it had been a school.


  Summer thought the place was wonderful-- “but to her, anything must seem great after living where she did!” Rashel thought pityingly.


  Following Rashel up to her little one room loft apartment on the top floor; Summer looked around her with pleasure. “Wow! This is great!” She enthused. “I just love the way you decorated it!” Standing in the center of the room Summer looked around her. “Awesome!” She breathed.


  She was standing on a delicately shaded pale green and aqua oriental rug with a cream background. In front of her was a huge half moon shaped picture window with thin wood strips outlining the shape, with another two vertical strips on each side making a spectacular frame of the city below. 


  Behind her was a good sized cream futon with large comfortable looking white and aqua pillows on it. In front of it was a small almost oriental by design cocktail table with a marbled top reflecting different shades of the room, blue-gray iron legs in ornate curliques could be seen beneath. Huge pictures of pastel roses adorned the blue-gray walls. Each one so close that only one rose was in each picture, and you felt that you had the same unique perspective
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of the flower as a bee would. Two small comfortable looking modern style chairs in a pale blue with a pillow each of the same pale green as in the rug, placed one on each side of the huge window facing the futon, all faced a distressed cream entertainment center against the corner wall.


  Directly behind the futon was the small kitchen alcove. The only separation between the two rooms was the small counter which also served as the table with four plain white painted stools facing the kitchen. Above the kitchen counter was white iron railing. 


  “What’s up there?” She asked Rashel.


  “Oh, that’s where the bathroom is and a tiny loft.”


  “Can I see it.” Summer asked, she was dying to see the rest of this gorgeous little apartment.


  “Sure, the spiral staircase is to the left of the fridge there.” Rashel pointed into the tiny kitchen.


  “Oh, I see it.” Summer walked into the kitchen towards the stairs.


  “I’m using the loft to keep my clothes in, and as a private area to change in. I also have a little office set up in one corner too; it’s not really all that neat up there.” Rashel apologized, “but, I haven’t got that much space either.”


  At the top of the stairs was a small bathroom with just a glass enclosed enclosed shower stall, not much larger than a powder room for guests. In the loft area was a small desk with a computer on it. Some file
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cabinets and shelves with cute woven baskets holding items. Against the opposite wall was an enormous built-in wooden closet.


  “I love your place!” Summer called down to her. “I wish I had a nice place to come home to.” She said wistfully to herself.


  “Thanks!” Rashel called back up to her. “Coffee’s ready!”


  “Okay, coming.” Summer went back down the lovely white spiral staircase to the kitchen alcove.


  Sitting at the counter with her coffee, while Rashel busied herself in the tiny space putting pastries on a plate for them.


  “I love the feel of this place, it’s sooo peaceful!” Summer sighed rapturously.


  “That’s important to me too. That’s why I tried to pick only peaceful, restful colors and scenes. The blues and greens remind me of the ocean which has always given me such happy memories, and I love the peacefulness and serenity I feel near the ocean.”


  “I think that’s what I love most about your place too. I also love the ocean and the feeling of tranquility it gives me.” Summer said as she sat on the stool thoughtfully toying with the lemon filled pastry that Rashel had just placed in front of her.


  “It’s dead Summer! Quit poking it and eat some.” Rashel laughingly told her.


  “I was just thinking about our honeymoon in Southern California and how happy I was there... it wasn’t even because I was with Dean either-- it was the ocean. Even knowing that Dean was flirting; and his going out
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to a bar alone on our honeymoon and staying out all night-- it still didn’t destroy how I felt there!”


  She didn’t expect Rashel to understand what she was trying to explain. “It was hard for her even to put into words what she mean’t!”


  “I think I know what you’re trying to say.” After a moments pause of thought Rashel went on. “I feel such a soothing, an almost being rocked sensation when I’m lying on a beach in the sun listening to the roar of the crashing surf.”


  Summer’s eyes had closed as she listened to Rashel, and a faint but unmistakable smile played at the corner of her lips. “Oh... that’s just sooo wonderful to visualize!” Summer told her, regretting having to open her eyes and come back to reality.


  Brett was sitting on Summer’s lap and was contentedly making a mess out of her pastry for her.


  “Well,” Rashel proclaimed, “are we ready to leave yet?”


  “Yes, I think we’ve both had enough daydreams and pastry-- thanks. I’ll just go clean him up first.” After prying Brett’s chubby little sticky fingers off the remaining pieces of pastry. Summer took him to the upstairs bathroom squawking loudly all the way.


  When she returned, the kitchen nook was spotless and Rashel was waiting patiently on the couch.


  “I’ll just be a moment.” Summer told her quickly stuffing Brett back into his snowsuit.


  Back in the car, Summer let Rashel decide where to go for lunch.


  Driving quietly for
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awhile until Rashel commented. “Not too many more days left before Spring, huh?”


  “I can’t wait,” Summer said simply.


  “What are your plans if Dean never comes back?” Rashel had tried to think of a tactful way of asking her this, but in the end just asked her bluntly.


  “Well, I told you I’ve applied for some waitressing jobs. Besides that, I’m not really sure what to do.” 


  The melancholy sadness had returned to her eyes, and Rashel could have kicked herself for bringing it back so soon to the poor girls face! “I’m sorry Sum, me and my big mouth! You’re supposed to be having fun today!”


  “Oh I am! Believe me!” Summer put her hand tentatively on Rashel’s arm for emphasis.


  Almost seeming afraid to Rashel that she would smack or shrug it off. 


  “I just wish that Dean would come around and realize how much I love him.” A lump in her throat choked off her words. 


  The abject pain in her words brought tears to Rashel’s eyes also. “I hope and pray that you will get Dean back the way you remember him. But, I have to remind you that Dean has never been able to have a normal loving relationship with anyone. You are not to blame, and you are not the cause of his inability to love! I really would love to be proved wrong about this Summer, but I don’t think I will be sweetie.” She said this last part softly as she


End of page 102


turned the car off. 


  Then turned and took hold of both of Summer’s small cold hands in hers as she looked earnestly into the depths of pain filled currents of swirling blue.


  “Dean is an idiot!” The thought was voiced before she even realized it. They both looked at eachother in mutual surprise and burst out laughing.


  Rashel helped her take Brett out of his carseat. Then with an arm slung around Summer’s shoulders, the two girls acted as if they had known eachother for years as they talked and laughed together. They want into the small restaurant, and since it was after lunch most of the people who worked on Saturday had returned to work, or gone on with their Saturday errands. So they were seated immediately by the hostess. 


  After seating Brett in the highchair that was brought to the table by the waitress, the two girls slid into the booth facing eachother. “Order a drink Summer, with alcohol in it!” Rashel ordered her. 


  “Why?” Summer questioned right back with more life than she’d been showing all day.


  “Honey, I really think you could use one!” She laughed, but she mean’t every word.


  “Okay,” Summer acquiesced. “But you can’t have one cause your driving, and my son is in your car!”


  Rashel smiled and replied, “sure thing mommy.”


  The girls talked and laughed for over an hour as they ate, and even when lunch was done they sat over their coffee talking.


  Brett had been slumped in the
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chair sound asleep for quite some time by the time they pulled him out carefully trying not to wake him.


  “I was going to take you out to the movies too.” Rashel said this doubtfully looking at Brett.


  “No thanks Shel,” she told her awkwardly. “Brett needs to take a nap in his own bed I think. But I had a really nice time with you today! Thanks again for the groceries and, for being my friend too.” She smiled shyly and hugged Rashel with her free arm.


  “Anytime honey, anytime! You call either me or Ryan whenever you need us for anything. And don’t cry again!” She scolded her with mock fierceness.


  Summer tried not to, but the tears came anyway. She was so unused to kindness that she couldn’t help her reaction to someone caring about her.


  Rashel opened the car door for Summer and helped her slide the sleeping baby into the carseat again.


  “I’ll never be able to repay you for everything that you’ve done for me.” Summer told her in embarrassment.


  Rashel just smiled and shrugged.


  Shortly, they pulled up in front of Summer’s apartment. “Here, let me give you a hand with the carseat.” Rashel offered as she came around the car to help Summer.


  Summer thanked her again while she held Brett still asleep in her arms, Rashel quickly took the carseat out of her backseat. “I’ll just carry this up for you and then get going.”


  Following Summer up to her apartment
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she put the carseat just inside the door and said, “call me, okay?”


  Summer assured her that she’d call her, and after another hug Rashel left.


  Summer put Brett to bed with a bottle of warmed milk to put him back to sleep. 


  Then she drew herself a hot bath and added some bath salts to it. While the tub filled she lit candles, and then slowly undressed herself luxuriating in the sensual feel of the darkened room in the flickering candle light.


Immersing herself in the fragrant water she closed her eyes and drifted away fantasizing, she pictured herself on a tropical beach surrounded by the heady scent of luscious flowers and brightly colored birds. She then took it a step further and pictured a darkly tanned man whose gentle ways would surround her ultimately by his strong muscular arms. 


  She came out of her beautiful dream only to become aware of herself moaning softly, and she realized just how badly she needed to be loved and how long it’s been since she felt loved.


  She thought about all that Rashel had said today, and what Ryan had told her in the past. It’s time she knew, to decide what to do-- to make plans...


CHAPTER TEN  


   So she laid in the quickly cooling water and thought. She had an idea of what she wanted to do now, so she stood up and wrapped herself in a thick towel and padded to her bedroom naked after drying herself off.


  After dressing
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in a long flowing night gown, she went to the kitchen to make a large batch of homemade spaghetti sauce that would shame an Italian. She would freeze the leftovers for future dinners for them.


  Soon the apartment was filled with the scents of basil, bay and oregano as the sauce simmered on the stove. she made a tossed salad for herself and sliced fresh Italian bread to spread garlic butter on before wrapping it in foil to toast later. 


  Pouring a glass of red wine for herself she went into the living room to find some music she liked on CD or tape. Idly looking through titles she didn’t hear the door click open until she looked up and saw Dean standing in the doorway. Summer jumped as if stabbed with a long sharp pin. Trying to gauge his mood she examined him closely. He smiled, and she felt enormous relief inside.


  “Mmm... Something smells great in here!” Dean said enthusiastically, coming in and shutting and then locking the door after him.


  “There’s plenty,” she told him smoothly. Even after all the pain he’s caused her, she still felt happy to have him with her again. “He doesn’t look drunk for once,” she decided.


  She grabbed the first CD that her fingers touched and without looking at it she inserted it and pressed the play button. She stood up too quickly and almost spilled her wine in her haste to move.


  Summer had to walk by him to get
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to the kitchen, so she stood sideways and sidled by trying to keep her body from touching his. It was ironic because she wanted more than anything to have him reach out and catch her to him and hold her against his body-- hard. She shook her head as if to shake the thought out.


  Dean watched her every move, and he watched the way her full breasts thrust out as she sucked in her breath to make herself skinnier to slip by him. He felt desire for her course through his entire body as he took in every curve beneath the see-through silky lilac material, and he felt himself harden.


  Quite obviously aroused by her proximity, he followed her into the kitchen and leaned against a counter as he continued to watch her move around the kitchen. She had noticed his arousal and was absurdly pleased by it. “Idiot,” she thought to herself, “this guy gets turned on by anything that breathes, and probably even things that don’t,” she snickered under her breath.


  She put the garlic bread in the oven while she boiled water for the pasta. She tried to keep busy as long as possible so she didn’t have to look at him. She grabbed her glass of wine and gulped it down in three large swallows, then she could busy herself with filling it again.


  Dean had moved without her noticing and his hardness was pressed into her naked bottom beneath the silky nightgown. Her
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feelings were instantly at war within her body. She felt her body betray her and respond with an inferno blazing deep within; while her mind fought for control with a cool rationale that her bodies needs would eventually win over she knew. But for now her mind was still in control, so she wriggled out from beneath his hardened loins and with her glass in hand walked into the living room and sat down with her feet curled beneath her on the couch.


  Sitting down beside her with his legs spread out, he leaned back and took a long draught of the wine. “Ugh! Got any beer?” He made a face as he swallowed.


  “No, I’m sorry I don’t. I didn’t know whether you were coming home again or not.” She had a faint accusatory tone in her voice that she was thankful he hadn’t picked up on.


  “Oh well, I’ll just drink this then. You’re lookin’ hot.” He stated, his eyes gleaming.


  Summer smiled almost happily, because more often than not he made her feel ugly and disgusting to look at. “Thank-you,” she beamed back at him.


  “C’mere,” he reached out his left hand towards her and she went willingly into his arms. Leading her towards the bedroom she suddenly remembered dinner and after asking him to wait a second, she quickly ran to shut off the oven and took everything off the still hot burners.


  “I’m ready now,” she told him taking the lead now to the
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bedroom. With anticipation she lit all the candles in her room to create a romantic mood.


  Dean flopped down on the bed on his back and now watched her through half closed eyes. “Have you missed me?” He asked in a deep hoarseness.


  “Oh yes!” She turned towards him and practically threw herself next to him on the bed, cuddling closely to his hard length. “I’ve missed you soo much!” She had teardrops glistening in her eyes like diamonds in firelight. Summer pulled Dean as close to her as she could manage without actually becoming one with him. “D-did you miss m-me too?” She ended so very softly that Dean had trouble hearing what she had just asked him.


  He laughed and said, “I’m here now, and I’ve saved enough lovin’ for you too.” He knew full well the effect his comment would have on her, that’s why he said it! Jealousy and pain warred on her face in equal measure, and he watched the results of his words with pleasure. Finally, Summer pulled her face into a carefully controlled mask of disinterest in his lovers.


  Disappointed, Dean unbuckled his belt and unzipped his jeans than demanded, “show me how much you missed me!”


  After a momentary sigh of resignation and distaste, she resolutely swallowed her revulsion and bent her head down towards what was thrusting out of his unzipped jeans.


  Dean let out a deep grunt of animal lust and pushed his jeans all the way down
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and kicked them off onto the floor. He lifted his hips to thrust himself so deeply down her throat that she gagged repeatedly. When he was done he rolled onto his back still breathing heavily.


  Summer lay down beside him nestling herself up close to Dean’s side breathing in his male after sex musk smell, and rubbing his bristling hairs on his chest.


  With his left hand he picked her hand up and dropped it on her own hip. Summer propped herself up on an elbow and looked at him in confusion. After feeling her stare at him questioningly for awhile he sat up swinging his long legs off the side of the bed.


  “How ‘bout that supper now?” He asked her while standing and rubbing his stomach.


  “I thought we were going to make love,” she said with evident hurt and underlying passion.


  “Well you thought wrong!” Dean had retrieved his clothes and was putting each piece on quickly.


  “Why not?” Summer asked him, her voice quavering now.


  Dean stopped dressing, and turned to face her and laughed meanly. “Because I don’t know who you’ve f---ed!”


  Shocked, Summer just stared at him unable to make a retort.


  Dean went back to putting his Rockport loafers on and sat on the edge of the bed with his back to her.


  Regaining her equilibrium after the shock of his words wore off, she realized that she wasn’t really surprised anymore with anything Dean said or did. She knew that to
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argue with him would be useless, he would not back down or apologize for anything that he ever has said or done to anyone. Wordlessly she sat up stonefaced, she got up and blew out all the candles then left the room. Dean would never settle for anything but victory-- at any cost.


  Smug and complacent, Dean followed her back into the kitchen where he leaned against the counter watching the effect his words had had on her with the pleasure of a cat with it’s prey cornered.


  Summer reheated everything with the efficiency of a automaton, her face still devoid of all expression. She set plates for two on the table still not looking at him, she finished setting everything and returned to the stove.


  “What’s your problem?” He asked innocently enough, but his voice dripped with sarcasm.


  Gritting her teeth so hard that her jaw throbbed she prayed fervently that he’d leave soon, almost wishing that she never had to see him again.


  Now she picked up his plate and slapped the hot food on it viciously wishing that it was his face that could feel the slap instead. But she wasn’t stupid, and she knew that to react in any manner at all would either feed his rage dangerously or give him the satisfaction of seeing her beaten emotionally. Opting for neither, she played deadpan and numbed herself to the point that she functioned but felt nothing inside; at least until he left anyway.


  She sat down
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with her plate of food, but was no longer hungry. She used the tongs to pick up some salad at the very least because she knew it wouldn’t help her to eat nothing at all.


  Smirking, Dean ate of everything on the table voraciously devouring enormous portions, and then helping himself to more.


  Summer finally lifted her eyes to his face and watched him with empty, dead eyes.


  When Dean finally ate his fill, he pushed his chair back noisily and Summer flinched, life sparking her eyes again as she hoped that little Brett would wake up and save her from having to deal with Dean one on one. But as she held her breath expectantly waiting for his howl at being startled out of his sleep, she waited and he slept on undisturbed.


  Standing, she cleared the table then started putting the leftovers in plastic containers.


  “Gimme those for lunch tomorrow,” Dean told her with his hand out for them.


  “No!” It was out before she even thought about it.


  “What do you mean no.” Dean said in an ominously low growl. 


  “This is mine for dinners, I’m going to freeze it.” Summer somehow found the strength and courage to defy him.


  “This is my house! You don’t work and everything in this damn house is MINE!” He bellowed. “And I’ll take anything I damn well please! Do you f-----’ get it you stupid, lazy, f-----’ WHORE!”


  With her hands pressed to her ears, face flushed in fear and
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embarrassment that everyone of her neighbors were probably hearing this as well. She said quietly, urgently, “please keep your voice down Dean.”


  “I WILL NOT keep my voice down!” His voice was so loud that it sounded like thunder.


  “Rashel bought everything I needed today! This has nothing to do with your money or your belongings!” By the end of her second sentence, her voice was rising in octave also.


  Brett started screaming in fear in the next room. With a look of anger shot in Dean’s direction, she ran to get him. Turning on his light first, she ran to his crib.


  “Oh sweetheart! Don’t cry honey, mommies here.” She picked him up and held him against her breast with one arm, rubbing his back with her free hand soothing him. After he stopped crying she picked up his half full bottle up from earlier and offered it to him. He made a little moue with his mouth and pushed the bottle away. “Okay then, let’s heat it up for you and we’ll try it warm! How ‘bout that?” He had no input so she carried him and the cold bottle into the kitchen.


  Dean was still there, but he had been busy she observed with her peripheral vision as she put water in a small pot, and turned on the burner before placing the bottle in. Dean had put the containers of pasta and sauce in a medium sized paper bag, and was now looking for something else
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to pack for his lunch.


  “Dean, I’m sorry but you can’t take my food, you did not buy any of that.” She told him very calmly but firmly.


  “And I told you,” he mimicked, “ that since you don’t work and you didn’t buy one damn thing in this place! That I, who did buy everything here, am entitled to WHATEVER THE HELL I DAMN WELL PLEASE!”


  Brett’s mouth opened in surprise, then he screamed hysterically.


  “I thought I made that clear to you before!” Dean said this almost conversationally.


  Summer glared at him without a word as she tried to console Brett as she removed the ‘too hot’ now bottle off the stove.


  “For crissakes, shut him up!” He yelled again.


  “It’s because your yelling Dean! Your scaring him!” Summer yelled right back at him. 


  “Oh looky-looky here! Miss goody-goody is yelling too!” He crowed nastily. “Tell mommy she’s a fat pig and doesn’t need to eat so much! C’mon say, mama’s a fat stupid pig!”


  “Stop it Dean!” Summer gritted her teeth and hissed at him like an angry cat.


  “Ewww! I’m scared!” Dean was pantomiming, his shoulders hunched, hands held limply out he was dancing with both knee’s bent from foot to foot.


  Brett laughed at him. And Dean seeing that he had a captive audience kept dancing and saying it again and again. “Ewww! I’m scared! Ewww! I’m scared!” Brett was laughing great big belly laughs now.


  Dean, thoroughly pleased with himself announced. “See? Even
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the bratt is laughing at the BIG FAT STUPID PIG! BIG FAT STUPID PIG! MOMMIES A BIG FAT STUPID PIG!” Dean danced and sing-songed.


  Even with Brett laughing happily now, Summer could control herself no longer. The seething fury was building up unreleased inside her. Dean could easily read her face, but he enjoyed goading her into an explosion.


  She let out a wordless roar and then shrieked. “GET OUT! GET OUT!” Advancing on Dean and pushing him towards the door, she shrieked again, “GET OUT!”


  Without warning, Dean let loose with a hard right balled up fist into her face, and he heard her sharp intake of bloody breath. Blood spurted from her nose and her right cheekbone instantly bloomed in fireworks of pain.


  And Dean was gone, slamming the door behind him, bag in hand.


  Brett who had been laughing gleefully a moment before, was again screaming as he too is drenched in his mother’s blood.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


   Hugging Brett to her she ran to the door, locked and dead bolted it, then slid home a chain latch that she should have done immediately upon entering the house today. 


  “I need to get the locks changed!” She told herself crying hard, and trying harder to breathe through the horror movie mess on her face.


  Brett was terrified both of his mother now, and because of all the screaming before. Crying hysterically herself, she had to put him in his crib so she could clean herself up first, at least


End of page 115


if she looked somewhat normal to him she had a better chance of calming him down.


  In the bathroom she inspected her face in the mirror above the old cracked pedestal sink. She could see nothing through the blood, so she first gingerly splashed cool water on her face. It helped relieve the sting and the pain somewhat, but she knew that by tomorrow she would look like a prize fighter after a particularly savage fight. She hoped that there were no bones broken, just cuts and bruises which would heal in time with no permanent damage. 


  As she cleaned her face up she thought about what had happened tonight. Rashel and Ryan both had warned her more than once that Dean was dangerous. But, stupid, stubborn, ‘in love’ her just had to believe that her love above all others would change him and save their marriage.


  With her hands resting on the edge of the sink she took a step back and rested her uninjured forehead against her forearms and wept inconsolably. After there were no more tears left, after what seemed like hours but was no more than forty minutes. 


  Stiff and cramped, she shambled the two feet back up to the sink and finished splashing cold water on her face which was already swollen and turning a purplish color under the angry welts and abrasions. She thought that it was turning black and blue awfully fast, but then remembered that her head had been below her heart
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for almost an hour while she was crying so hard that she could barely catch her breath between the great hiccoughing chest heaving gulps she had been doing.


  She then stripped off her ruined nightgown and stepped into a hot shower, and just let the spray needle her body like so many acupunctures, and finally her body started to unwind and relax slightly. She sincerely hoped that the crying had so drained the stress from her that she’d be able to fall into the sleep of the dead.


  Wrapping herself in a big towel she wiped steam off of the mirror and examined her face. Her cheekbone had taken the brunt of his fist thank God, so her nose while tender was not broken. Under her eye on the other hand was already turning a deep purple above her purple hued cheekbone. 


  “Probably too late for ice to do much good I guess,” she told her reflection remorsefully.


  The girl who gazed back at her barely resembled the happy, loving girl that had always looked back at her. She scowled at herself, then immediately grimaced at the pain that shot through her face with any movement.


  She turned away and shut off the light. She needed to change Brett’s clothes too, so she tip-toed towards his crib and peered in-- he was fast asleep. It was too bad that she would now have to wake him up again when he looked so peaceful.


  Very lightly she undid each snap


End of page 117


on his sleeper and down his leg. Then gently she bent his leg at the knee and attempted to slide his knee up and out-- until his foot wouldn’t fit. Very gently she bent his little foot, and pushed up and out just scraping his foot slightly on the material. 


  All the while she watched him for evidence that he was waking up; besides moving an arm and clenching or unclenching his fingers, she saw no sign of him waking up.


  Freeing one leg, she set to work on the other gently following the same successful procedure. But on this side of the sleeper, the snaps did not go all the way down the leg, so it was far more difficult to bend and push his leg and foot without disturbing him. Fortunately like her, he was also exhausted from the day and besides pursing his lips and making a sighing sound, he slept on. She changed his diaper before moving on to the more difficult task of bending his arms to maneuver the suit off.


  Leaving him sleeping for the moment, she decided to fix his dinner and a bottle for him so that if he awoke that she could hustle him into the kitchen for a quick meal with minimal fuss.


  When all was set, she returned and took his arms out and wiped his face and hands with a warm washcloth. Most of her blood was on his face and hands, and also on his pajama front.
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His eyes flickered open, then closed and a second later opened again silently regarding her.


  “Hi angel!” She cooed smiling at him, then instantly flinched in pain. He didn’t smile back at her and she wondered what she looked like to him, all swollen, puffy and purple.


  “Come on sweetie, let’s get you something to eat! Mmmm...” She said smacking her lips as she settled him into the carrier, which still served as a highchair for him too right now.


  She popped the tops off a few baby food jars, and checked to see if they were too hot, finding them warm but not too hot she spooned some yummy stuff into his open baby birdlike waiting maw.


  “Wow, are you hungry!” She told him laughing without moving much of her face. He blew bubbles with the carrots which he didn’t seem to care for very much. She just shoveled them right back in as fast as she could, and he would blow them right back out at her again. After a short battle of wills, she laughed and told him that he’d won for today and wiped his mouth of the offending orange stuff. “Funny how even when a child is very young they show very different likes and dislikes than your’s; and also the will to defy your wishes!” She thought smiling inwardly to herself.


  She scooped up his considerably heavier little body and also grabbed up the warm bottle of milk to put him down with. Laying
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him down on his side and propping the bottle up with another folded blanket so he wouldn’t have to hold it up himself, and covering him up to his neck with a thick comforter, she stood there looking down at him. He noisily sucked at the bottle and his eyes glazed over and slowly closed; his soft blonde hair like shiny down upon his round little head.


  Her heart swelled with protective maternal love, and she vowed to herself and to him that he would not learn to abuse women from watching his father abuse her, she would break the chain as much as she was able to. She kissed the top of his sweet smelling head and whispered, “I love you.” Then she shut the light off and returned to the kitchen to clean up after his dinner.


  She thought about calling Rashel or not while she washed and wiped up. Deciding that her vow needed action taken, she picked up the phone.


  Rashel picked up on the fifth ring and sleepily said, “hello?”


  “Oh I’m sorry Rashel, I didn’t know you’d be asleep. I’ll just let you go back to bed-- call me tomorrow, okay?”


  Rashel, ever observant, noticed the strain underlying the false jovial tone in Summer’s words. Before Summer could hang up she quickly interjected, “wait a minute Summer-- I’m awake now. What’s the matter? And don’t say nothing, because I can tell there’s something wrong-- besides if there weren’t something wrong-- you wouldn’t have called
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me! Now out with it!”


  After a pause so long that Rashel thought that Summer had hung up already, she heard-- “I-ah-I n-n-need help,” Summer finished brokenly.


  Rashel sat up straight now in bed and turned on the light, she looked at her reflection in the huge ornate window for a second then shut the light off again. 


She looked out the large window at the city lights below as she waited for Summer to harness her emotions and speak.


  “Dean came over tonight,” she told Rashel in a dull lifeless voice. “H-he p-punched m-me in the face and t-took all the food I cooked tonight.” She finished telling Rashel in a tightly controlled way before the dam burst.


  “That BASTARD!” Rashel exploded in a flurry of choice descriptions and opinions of Dean. “Are you hurt?” She questioned Summer intently.


  “Just bruised, no permanent damage,” Summer told her tiredly.


  “I’m calling Ryan, okay? Stay by the phone honey.” Rashel hung up, then punched in Ryan’s number on the glowing numerals and waited for him to pick up the phone.


  “Hi honey, I’m sorry to wake you.” Rashel told Ryan apologetically.


  “It’s okay Shel, what’s up?”


  “He finally did it Ryan! Dean punched Summer tonight then took food that I bought her today!”


  “Did she call the police on him?” He asked her now fully awake.


  “I didn’t ask her, but my guess is she didn’t.”


  “Find out more and call me back
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Shel.”


  “Okay hon, bye.” She hung up and punched Summer’s number in again and waited less than two rings before Summer picked up. 


  “Summer, did you call the police yet?” Rashel asked her sternly, but also with compassion.


  “No, I didn’t.” Summer told her in a voice so beaten by life that it had no emotional inflections in it.


  “Why not?” Rashel demanded in a softer, gentler tone. Rashel heard Summer give a long loud sigh before answering her.


  “The last time they were called, they were going to arrest me for trying to protect myself long enough to dial for help. I don’t trust them anymore, they protected him, not me when I was the one who needed their help.” Summer finished telling her about the events surrounding that day.   


  “I don’t know what to tell you about that,” Rashel told her honestly. “I guess I’ll just try and emphasize to you that not all cops react that way to abuse.”


  “Maybe not,” Summer said, “but I’ll probably just get the same cops again Shel, and even if they’re not, the other ones wrote it all down that I had the knife and that I was the one to be arrested! I just don’t need all that again.” 


  “Okay... tell me exactly what Dean did to you.” Rashel asked her quietly.


  Summer explained everything that led up to his punch, then she told her that she was lucky that his fist missed her nose and instead impacted with her
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cheekbone.


  “I’ll have a helluva good blackeye for awhile, but all in all I got off lucky this time.”


  “THIS TIME IS RIGHT!” Rashel echoed strongly in almost a shout. “Summer, you have to leave him! I’ll help you, Ryan will help you too! But first of all, you have to realize that you need help! Now hang around again while I call Ryan and update him.”


  While waiting for Rashel to call back Summer went to make herself a cup of tea. She put the water on to boil, then got her cup ready. The phone rang just as the hot water made the kettle whistle shrilly, the combination making her jump, her heart leaping in her chest in fear. She didn’t know which to grab first, so she shut the water off because it was so loud, then went back to pick up the phone.


  “Rashel here again. Ryan and I are going to work on some plans to help you, but we need to know if our help is wanted first.” Rashel paused waiting for Summer to respond.


  “Alright.” Summer said simply, but with no enthusiasm or even thankfulness evident in her voice-- only defeat and despair.


  Rashel was not offended or put off by Summer’s lack of responsiveness, because she realized that the emotional toll on her must be enormous. She couldn’t ever really understand how hard it must be to leave someone that you really love for fear of your life.


  “I’ll swing by your
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place on my way home from work tomorrow, alright?”


  “I’ll probably look a lot worse than it really is to you by then.” Summer warned her.


  “Okay, I’ll be by around five-thirty then.” Rashel told her.


  “I’ll see you tomorrow then.” Summer confirmed dispiritedly.


  Rashel hung up the phone with Summer, then slowly she dialed Ryan again.


  While Summer sat at the table with her cup of tea wondering what the future would bring her now.


  Rashel was making plans with Ryan for Summer’s liberation whether she liked it or not.


CHAPTER TWELVE


   The next evening Rashel stopped by Summer’s apartment after work, she impatiently tapped her foot as she rang her buzzer and waited.


  Summer buzzed her in, and Rashel climbed the four flights up to Summer’s door.


  When the door opened, Rashel stood gaping in shock, she barely recognized the swollen, misshapen visage of all different shades of purple standing in front of her.


  “Oh.. .my... God!” Rashel wailed holding out both arms to Summer. She didn’t wait for Summer, but stepped into the apartment then locked and bolted the door, only then did she turn back to Summer and hug her tightly.


  To Rashel, Summer reminded her more of the POW pictures she’s seen of the beatings and torture of captives of war. Completely at a lose for words for once, Rashel couldn’t think of anything to say that didn’t include expletives of obscene proportions that she’d like to act out on Dean.


  In the end she just asked, “how’s Brett?”


  “He’s alright, but I think he’s having trouble matching my face to my voice right now.” Summer told her remorsefully. “It actually looks much worse than it really is!” She explained to Rashel with a false brightness.


  “Yeah, I’m sure.” Rashel exclaimed scathingly. “Don’t try to stick up for the jerk Summer! There’s no reason for anyone who isn’t a wanted criminal to act like this! You need psychiatric help if you think that this type of behavior is acceptable!”


  Summer sat down at the kitchen table and gingerly
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put her face in her hands.”I know,” she moaned, “I know.” Still sitting with her face cupped in her hands, Rashel reached over and took one hand away.


  “Look at me,” Rashel commanded her.


  Summer tilted her face and looked up at her with blood-shot bruised blue eyes. “What?” Summer said exasperated   “Look sweetie... I know what a good-loving relationship is, you obviously do not, or you’ld have packed your bags and left already.”


  Summer slapped her hand down on the table hard enough to make it sting and Rashel jumped a little-- not expecting a reaction of any strength to ever come from Summer. Summer looked into Rashel’s startled brown eyes and said with conviction. “I do know that Dean is mistreating me! He wasn’t always mean to me either! The man that I fell in love with could be a jerk sometimes-- but show me one person who isn’t! He could also be very loving too! How was I supposed to know that he would change so drastically after we married?” Summer’s tone was challenging, and Rashel was pleased to see some spark left in her after what she’d just been through. “If Ryan suddenly started flipping out on you, wouldn’t you still love him and hope that it was just a bad time he was going through that he’s taking out on you?”


  Rashel had been anticipating this type of question and had a ready reply for her. “Of course I would still love
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him, but if I stayed long enough it could very easily turn into hatred. If he treated me the way Dean treats you, I would have to realize that Ryan needed help to deal with whatever underlying issues that were making him take his anger out on me. But most of all... I would love myself and have enough respect for myself to demand better treatment from those who claim to love me! You have to consider Brett too! Everything he sees and goes through with you and Dean is making an impact on his psyche right now, which will come out somehow in the future!”


  Summer sat in silence biting at her lower lip thoughtfully. Rashel sighed deeply and wondered if her words were getting through to summer or not.


  “Want a cup of tea?” She asked Rashel finally.


  “Sure.” Rashel was fed-up with trying to help Summer when she didn’t seem to really want the violence to end.


  Summer busied herself with making the tea and setting the table for them. “Do you think that anyone would hire me right now looking like this?” Summer pointed to her face and chuckled hollowly.


  “No, you better wait till you’ve healed a bit first. Don’t worry about food and necessities for now, Ryan and I’ll take turns, just write down what you need and one of us will get it for you.”


  “Thankyou.” Summer told her with real feeling. “You must think I’m stupid for loving him, huh?” Summer
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sure felt like Rashel considered her stupid.


  “Summer, I don’t think you’re stupid for loving him; you did say that he changed after you married him. What I do think is dumb though is justifying living with abuse, whether it’s physical, mental, or sexual abuse. If he really does love you, then he’ll be scared of losing you forever! He needs help! You can’t help him just by loving him! You need help too if you continue to think that he will suddenly wake up one morning and say, “hey, she really loves me! I think I’ll stop being an abusive jerk to her now! It’s complicated Summer, he will justify every horrible thing he does to you by telling himself that you deserved it! He wouldn’t be able to live with himself if he were consumed by guilt-- so he has to justify his actions.” 


  Summer was listening with wide eyes, and what Rashel was saying was striking a cord of truth deep within herself. She was beginning to understand and accept the fact that Dean probably would never change-- if he didn’t get help. Unfortunately most people don’t get help if they don’t feel that they’re wrong unless they really love the other person enough to want to work things out by seeking outside help. Summer was sure that Dean would never see anything as his fault, and she was equally sure that Dean did not love her at all and would not care enough to try and
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‘work it out’. Defeated, Summer slumped over her teacup dejectedly, looking forlorn and desperately unhappy.


  Rashel felt awful about always quelling Summer’s hopes, but she thought that Summer was living in a fantasy world when it came to Dean. “Don’t worry Sum, you’re young and beautiful, you still have your whole life ahead of you! You’ll find a wonderful man some day who will love you the way you deserve to be loved!” Rashel finished her little speech with a dazzling smile at Summer.


  “I hate men!” Burst out of Summer, her small fists were balled up and her knuckles were turning white.


  “Well that’s understandable after all you’ve been through lately. Rashel told her with complete sympathy. “But, I’m sure you’ll meet a great guy and he’ll be able to change your mind.”


  “How can I ever trust any man again? How will I know if he won’t change like Dean did?” Her voice became soft and low and so full of sorrow. “How can I just turn off the love that I have for Dean?”


  Rashel gazed at her speculatively before answering her, “you may never just stop loving Dean, Summer. But, you must find more love for yourself and your son’s safety! And now I’m afraid I must get going, it’s been a really long, draining day for me too.” 


  They said their good-bye’s to eachother and Rashel reminded Summer to lock the door behind her; she stood on the landing listening for all the locks
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to be engaged before she left.


  Summer went to her room and cried. She cried because she knew deep in her heart that the time had come for her to leave Dean. If it were just her, she might still opt to ‘hang in there’ indefinitely waiting for Dean to drop by when he felt like it. But, as Rashel had pointed out to her, it wasn’t just her life anymore, she owed it to Brett to try and give him a normal loving mother at the very least, instead of two parents who couldn’t possibly supply him with a normal loving environment the way things were right now. Maybe someday... Dean would see what he was missing and come back to them, this time ready to love. She knew that this was probably a fantasy that would never become a reality, but it was hope that kept the hopeless getting up each day.


  She heard Brett cry and she went to get him his dinner and bath. Then she played with him until he was tired again. Her face scared him now, so she tried to let him associate fun things with her scary face. She couldn’t even begin to imagine what he might be thinking when he looked at her with puzzlement and fear on his little face. 


  Watching him look at her was the deciding factor-- she would get a job waitressing and then file for a divorce when she had enough money saved up. She still
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held out hope that the divorce that the divorce would be unnecessary by then.


  Dean stayed away, and her face healed with no outward scars to prove that anything had ever happened. Her cheekbone was still tender when pressed, but she figured even that would fade given time.


  She applied for more jobs during the following weeks. Her neighbor Vivette was happy to watch Brett for her, she had a little girl Brett’s age and an older daughter in school during the day. Her husband Fernando was a good man who worked very hard at a couple of menial jobs, but could never seem to make enough money no matter how hard he worked.


  Summer was finally called for a job interview waitressing in a cocktail lounge in the evenings. Personally, she felt that the outfit that she was required to wear was far too revealing, but right now she needed a job more.


  On her first evening of work she studied her reflection in the little mirror over her dresser in her bedroom. Her little black skirt was far too short, the low cut white shirt clung too tightly, and the black heels were too high, she felt like a hooker! She leered at her reflection in the mirror, then licked her lips salaciously. Frowning at herself, she sighed and reminded herself that it was money and she needed it.


  Spring was here, but the nights were still cool so she put on the big thick berber sweater that
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her Aunt May and Uncle Henry had given to her the Christmas before she had married Dean. Wrapping it around herself tightly, she promised herself that she’d call them this weekend.


  She really enjoyed her job! The lights and music, the laughter and talking; she loved Brett, but she really needed adult contact to feel complete. She soon started making friends with a couple of the girls she worked with. They only had boyfriends that they were either crazy about, or engaged to. None of them could relate to her being even a mother yet, they were still full of life and planning their futures. Their friendships didn’t extend outside of work with her, and that suited her just fine.


  Brett was advancing more quickly now in his development since he started playing with little Rosa. And her older sister Lila adored Brett and would play house and school with him; he was learning so much playing with them that everyday he would do something new!


  Summer had forgotten to call her aunt and uncle, so feeling very guilty at having waited so long-- she finally called them one Sunday afternoon in late May. Though happy to finally hear from her, their happiness was tempered by the hurt feelings they had because they had not heard from her since Thanksgiving. She told them with complete honesty what has happened since then, and that Dean only shows up once- in a- while now, and usually with bad results when he does.
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