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Chapter One: The Realisation 

 

13th February 2015, the evening before Valentine’s Day. 

“What do you mean, I do nothing? I’ll tell you exactly  what I 

do Danny, I get up, clean, go to work, come home, cook dinner, pay 

bills, fund your drinking habit and  take your bullshit cold shoulder 

and emotional punishment day in day out. This I’ve done for almost 

one year.’’ 

            Danny stares at me as I fire some home truths at him, 

and confidently pull myself up to my full 5’8 height. I step closer to 

Danny. He towers above me, but I feel no fear I look up at his 6’1 

height above me and force my face in front of his. As I grab his face 

with one hand it colours as he stares down at me with a shocked 

look. 

 With anger, I warn him,‘’you know what Danny? If I do 

nothing, then I can’t do this anymore. What is this? This isn’t a 

marriage, a friendship or partnership, this is you bullying me, 

treating me badly, putting me down, not pulling your weight and 

looking for anyone to blame but yourself! I’m done.’’   

I let go of his red face after I’ve spat my venom and walk 

toward to bedroom door. 

Bang!  
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I slam the door with all the strength I have in me and leave 

Danny to dress himself in a hurry in our bedroom. As I approach the 

stairs, I hear him call out ‘’don’t wait up I’m off.’’ 

Stomping downstairs I enter the pristine modern kitchen I’ve 

grown to hate, sitting at the dinner table I place my head in my 

hands. My head aches, my heart aches and emotionally I’m hurt, 

bewildered and confused. I’m past crying. I’ve done that for months 

on end, in a cold bed alone while my so called husband slept 

downstairs on the sofa. I‘ve had about all I can stand to tolerate 

bearing the weight of two people, financially and emotionally for 

almost one year. Again, I ask myself  when  he’ll realise  his 

treatment  and behaviour towards me are damaging me and us. 

 Valentine’s Day: The Reflection 

Danny came home late last night. He slept on the sofa then 

went out again early this morning.  We’ve not spoken or faced one 

another since yesterday’s argument. In the small but plush two 

bedroom south London flat we share, I sit in the kitchen and read 

over Tanya’s letter. I write a quick postcard in reply: 

14th February 2015, London 

Dear Tanya, 

I hope you’re well and the winter sun is pleasant over there! 

London is wet, rainy and cold enough to snow.  Just sending you a 
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short postcard to let you know I received your last letter thank you. 

As always it’s great to hear news from overseas, from someone so 

dear the only person I have to confide in. Life’s no better in London 

for me, I’m still struggling internally with my feelings towards 

Danny and what kind of future I see for us, and myself.  

It’s Valentine’s Day morning, from my ‘’dear husband’’ 

there’s no card, no flowers, no chocolates nothing. And Tanya while 

my heart feels like I love this man, I think I’m now done. It’s like a 

light’s gone out. I ask myself daily where the last five years have 

gone. I ask myself if I’m able to continue to accept his treatment and 

cold hearted behaviour towards me. I don’t think I can. But what I do 

know is I need some time out to think and make a forward plan. I 

need to get away and clear my head.  I’ll write again soon with a full 

letter. 

With love, 

Kate X 

I survey my surroundings: shiny wooden floors, the latest 

kitchen appliances and a fridge full of fancy food.  In the eyes of an 

outsider I really have it all.  A nice flat, I’m a popular teacher at 

Clapham High Academy my hard work earned me a promotion to the 

head of the English department.  I smile at my achievement, and 

remember achievement is something Danny over the past year 

almost constantly made me feel bad about.  My smile fades.  
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At thirty two I earn good money, have a job I love, great 

friends but what’s missing is at home, the man I married five years 

ago.   

 The first three years our marriage had been complete bliss, 

until Danny was made redundant from his job as an editor for a 

sports magazine. The magazine folded after a steady decline in 

readership over the years. And Danny along with many of his co-

workers were victims of its demise in January 2014, just over one 

year ago.  

I’d said a vow for richer or poorer, for better or worse, and 

I’d meant every word. I still do. But I’m scared, too scared to run to 

him, hold him, love him and be the kind of wife I long to be. As I 

know he’ll reject me. I can’t handle rejection. The pain I feel 

internally is overbearing, I love him so much, and rejection crushes 

me every time. Now all I feel is numb when I think of my husband, I 

block him out and each day is just a routine to me.  

Work helps to numb the experience of living with a 

depressed man who has nothing to offer, but unkind words and put 

downs. Danny, my beloved Danny he was once a caring, thoughtful 

and interesting man to talk. Now he sits around drinking, smoking 

and watching porn all day. 
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I may appear to be the girl with it all, but deep down I feel I 

have nothing.  Most days  I feel  empty, sad,  some kind of low level 

depression I find hard to explain. 

There are days I look at Danny and I want to hug him, tell 

him exactly how much I love him employed or unemployed and 

hope he won’t reject my affection. Some days I want to slap his face, 

hard, and tell him to grow some balls, man up, pull himself together, 

and stop being such a bully. He’s not the first- or- last man to be cut 

loose from a job. There’s no need to take out his frustrations on me 

when all I’m trying to do is support him.  

 The constant put downs about dinner, the house, hostile 

attitude over my achievements at work…. there’s no praise, no 

encouragement no signs that he’s proud of me as his wife. These 

days it’s not so much what Danny does but more what he says that 

hurts me emotionally.    

Deep down I know I’m strong, capable, smart and not one to 

be bullied ordinarily, but when you’re on the receiving end of such 

cruel treatment from a loved one somehow it changes you. It makes 

you question yourself and even look at yourself in a negative light. 

‘’Emotional abuse’’ they called it on some self- help website 

I found 2 months ago. What made me Google such a stupid question 

‘’what to do when your husband puts you down’’ At 1.00 am in the 

morning, after yet another cruel exchange of words with Danny.  
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Who in the world would ask such a question? A loving husband 

would never put his wife down with unkind words, would he?  

Two months ago, I read some life changing and mind 

blowing stories: 

 ….Do you feel sad, lonely, depressed? Has your partner ever 

made you feel as though you’re a bad person by putting you down, 

making you feel as though you’re not good enough, bullying you, 

making fun of you? If the answer is yes you may be a victim of 

emotional abuse. Emotional abuse is a constant attack on a person’s 

emotions, mental wellbeing and feelings with intentions to make this 

person have self -doubt, fear, or anxious feelings… 

 I remember these sentences word for word like I remember 

my own name. That’s when the penny dropped, I am indeed a victim 

of emotional abuse. Yes Danny had put me down, made fun of me 

and tried to make me question my self- worth and of course, I felt 

depressed, sad and doubtful. At times even fear when he had been 

drinking. 

 Me? Kate? The strong independent woman raised by a single 

mother who taught me all I know about self -worth, determination 

and survival.  I’ve climbed the career ladder from a young age 

managed to secure my future with careful financial planning and 

saving.  I’m intelligent, down to earth well rounded as a woman 

there’s no way this could be true…. Or could it be?  
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 Two days later, we had another blazing argument over 

whether I had washed his football socks in time Sunday’s friendly 

over at Clapham Common Park. According to Danny ‘’I don’t pull 

my weight’’ ‘’I do nothing for him, I was not good enough.’’ 

Bearing in mind I work forty plus hours a week at school, pay the 

rent at the end of each month, give him money to go out to the pub 

with his friends, went to Marks and Spencer and Waitrose each week 

and pay ridiculous amounts of money for food shopping that go to 

waste as he didn’t bother to prepare dinner. While I slave away at 

work. I’m always too tired to come home and slave over the kitchen 

stove. 

On top of all my financial and emotional support, running the 

household the best I can with my work demands, he also wants his 

socks clean for each Sunday football match. If they aren’t clean and 

ready for him he brands me a bad wife. 

 What pisses me off  the most, Danny never accepts  he’s 

home all day, he can easily do a load of washing  or prepare dinner  

rather than waiting for me to arrive home to an empty dinner table, 

and a day’s worth of mess to clean.  And then demand my key cars 

or money and not return home until 2.00 am the next morning. 

That night I cried my eyes out in this very spot and ended up 

in such a state emotionally, I lost myself on the kitchen floor in a fit 

of tears. My cheek pressed against the hard wood sobbing, asking 



 

Promotional chapter preview- Kim Knight.  
Chapter preview on kimknightauthor.com 
 
 
 

myself why Danny was so mean to me? What could I do to make it 

right? Why was he so unappreciative toward me? I peeled myself up 

off the cold kitchen floor, pulled out a pad and a pen I wrote a letter 

to the one person who understood without fear of judgement. 

 Tanya Adams has been a friend of mine since our teacher 

training days at the Institute of Education in central London. Tanya 

relocated to Marseille in the south of France to teach English as a 

foreign language she’s settled, tanned and happy and the only person 

I can turn to. 

4th December 2014, London 

Dear Tanya, 

I hope you’re well and your preparations for Christmas have 

started! Have you put your lights up yet?  

I’ve just spent the evening on a random website learning 

about emotional abuse and exactly what it is. I had no idea that this 

form of abuse even existed. The constant and persistent attack on a 

person’s emotions would you believe, I started to reflect on how 

Danny has treated me shortly after his job loss.  Not only has he been 

mean and hurtful at times he’s tried to make me feel as though I’m 

just not good enough.  

Today we had a massive fight over the most ridiculous thing, 

his bloody football socks. I feel at such a loss, when I married him I 
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never imagined that he would be unable to pick himself up from a 

dark place and grab life with both hands and move forward. Do you 

think I’m being too harsh? Do men take redundancy a lot harder than 

woman? Should I be more supportive? I’ve asked myself this a 

million times, the thing is I have tried to support him by helping him 

with job searching, I’ve tried to engage in a conversation about what 

direction he’d like to go in. Every time I try to engage in this kind of 

conversation he shuts down, closes me out or says he doesn’t want to 

talk about it. It makes it pretty difficult for me to offer the support 

that I feel he may need when he shuts me out like this. 

Tanya, he lost his job in January this year he’s had a few 

interviews and none have been successful. I hate myself of thinking 

this way but I wonder if it is time to leave, to break free, not because 

I don’t love him or because I can’t stand to be with an unemployed 

man. But because I can’t stand the treatment towards me 

emotionally, now I know exactly what it is ‘’emotional abuse’’. No 

one should be a victim of any kind of abuse, and remain in that 

situation taking the abuse for a prolonged period of time. I really 

don’t know what to do. 

 In other news work is busy, my promotion is going well it’s 

only been one term but so far I’m hanging in there and the kids are 

great, I have the odd difficult student but nothing I can’t handle. 

How are you? How’s teaching going in France? 
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I hope all is well and I look forward to hearing news from 

you soon, until then keep well. 

With love, 

Kate X 

I received a reply eleven days later. 

 

  15th December 2014, Marseille France 

Hi Kate, 

Happy Christmas in advance! I’m well and yes I have the 

decorations up you know me always an early bird, I put them up on 

the 1st December. Not really a very French tradition but I need a little 

something to remind me of home. How’s London? 

I was so sad to read parts of your last letter, I really feel for 

you after realising it’s emotional abuse.  

 I know you Kate, you’re no push over, you’re such a strong 

willed and minded woman the fact that you’ve tolerated this for so 

many months tells me that you’re just a woman in love. Sometimes 

love will make a person do the craziest of things or compromise 

themselves. My advice to you Kate is to sit Danny down and maybe 

put him in the picture about how you’ve been made to feel these last 

few months. Don’t attack him obviously as he’s in a very fragile 
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place as a man, and probably has taken his redundancy quite badly. 

For some men work, their ability to earn and provide are what makes 

them a man in their eyes. If this ‘’status’’ is removed I guess, some 

men start to feel bad about themselves.  Have you thought of 

counselling? Is this something that he would consider? Maybe try. 

At the end of the day, only you can make the decision to 

leave and whatever decision you make no one can judge you for it as 

it is abuse you’re experiencing. 

France is fantastic! As always, chic, vibrant and full of 

culture you really should come over soon so I can show you around. 

Teaching here for me is going well, I really love working with the 

younger students beats the challenges of the teenagers back in all 

those inner city London secondary schools. I honestly don’t know 

how you do it girl. 

Well sweetheart, I better run, I just wanted to send you a few 

words of advice. I hope to hear from you soon and I hope you and 

Danny have a loving and peaceful Christmas, I guess I’ll catch you 

in 2015! 

With love, 

Tanya x 

 

           After Christmas, I wrote back. 
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10th January 2015, London 

Dear Tanya, 

Thank you for your last letter, Happy New Year girl! I say 

this full of joy and hope but for me I see 2015 to be pretty much a 

continuation of 2014 with regard to Danny and I. Christmas was 

terrible I planned a nice romantic Christmas meal well in my head I 

did at least. I brought all the Christmas food, splashed out on some of 

the finest nibbles and chocolates, based the turkey and got it in the 

oven. In my mind, I hoped that Danny and I would spend the day 

cuddled up on the sofa, eating, drinking and watching Christmas 

movies. I told Mum that this year Danny and I would spend 

Christmas Day at home. For Christmas lunch Mum went to my 

Auntie Pat’s, and from what I heard, the two of them had a blinding 

day and got drunk on Mum’s toxic Caribbean rum punch by 3.00pm!  

The day passed OK- well the morning at least, Danny wasn’t 

as withdrawn maybe the Christmas cheer lifted his mood. It was over 

dinner that I decided to open up the conversation about the 

counselling you mentioned. Danny threw a fit! He would have none 

of it. He said that “counselling was for people who had problems’’ 

and “he did not have a problem.”  He said the issues I have “are  all 

in my head, I’m being too sensitive and take his negative comments 
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the wrong way.” According to him his so- called -put downs are just 

his way of speaking his mind and not ‘’keeping quiet’’ about things.  

So my dear friend I’m back to square one, and as you can 

imagine the rest of Christmas Day passed with me at one end of the 

sofa reading a book.  Danny was in his on world with his I-pad stuck 

to his fingers online gaming. The day had been ruined. I could hardly 

focus on my book so instead I went upstairs logged on to my laptop 

and started reading the online forum  again the one I had found for 

emotional abuse that I told you about in my last letter. Since then 

things are not that much different, Danny  still claims to be job 

hunting, I am still getting up at the ass crack of dawn, going to work 

and dealing with students returning home to an empty dinner plate 

and cleaning up his mess. It’s a never- ending cycle.  

New Year’s Eve was slightly better, we went to central 

London Westminster Bridge and watched the fireworks display at 

midnight, we got home about 1.00 am. We’d both had a lot to drink 

and the surprise was we actually made love for the first time in about 

three months.  But it felt empty, meaningless and lacked the passion 

our lovemaking normally has. 

I’ve made a decision I’ll give it one more month, if I can bear 

it that long, and see how things take shape. If things get worse, or 

even no better if it is OK with you, I think I’ll come stay with you for 

a while for the February half term that’s coming up at school. What 
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do you say? It would be great to catch up and I’d love a break from 

London. I look forward to hearing news from you soon. Until then, 

keep well.  

With Love, Kate x 

  When I re-live the words now  that Tanya and I exchanged  

via our letters between Christmas and New Year, I bring my mind 

back to the present day, the most romantic day of the year I’m trying 

not  to not feel like a scorned and jolted wife, but in reality, that’s 

exactly what I am. 

 I need to get out I can’t stay cooped up here in this kitchen 

any longer. It’s obvious Danny’s not returning home anytime soon 

for a romantic Valentine’s Day  lunch, I may as well get ready for 

some time out.    

My reflection in the hallway mirror stares back at me: pretty, 

exotic looking, shoulder length black hair, wild, with thick  curls, 

large brown eyes, full lips,  my skin is tan courtesy of my mixed 

raced heritage.  People often mistake me for Mediterranean descent. 

But as much as I would love to be a Greek goddess Mum hails from 

Kingston Jamaica and dad an Irishman from Dublin. I’m five foot 

eight inches, with a curvy build and abs that would make even 

Brittany Spears jealous. I feel like a woman who should be desired, 

by the right man. 



 

Promotional chapter preview- Kim Knight.  
Chapter preview on kimknightauthor.com 
 
 
 

 What is it with men? My inner voice screams as I take in my 

reflection some more my dark denim skinny jeans and red fitted T-

shirt. Throwing on  a casual  black blazer, bright red oversized scarf 

and  my chunky ankle boots  I  grab my large sunglasses, touch up 

my signature deep matte brown lipstick, grab my hand bag and  

postcard  for Tanya then head out. 

 It’s a bright day full of winter sunshine even if it is still a bit 

chilly, the first signs of spring are in the air. 

  

Throwing on my sunglasses I try to forget the pain I feel 

emotionally as I run a hand through my mass of curls and walk 

confidently toward the High Street. 

Gosh, the signs of Valentine’s Day are everywhere, as I walk 

down Clapham High Street. Men with bunches of flowers, shop 

windows decorated to the nines. As I walk along the High Street 

towards Café Italia the thought of not knowing where my husband 

was on his way to, this morning depresses me further.   

Outside Café Italia with a hot cup of coffee and sunglasses 

perched on my nose I sit in the winter sun and people watch.  

Couples hand in hand heading to the common to enjoy a stroll 

around the park, or on their way to jump on the number 88 bus to 

central London for shopping or lunch. I feel so low, flashbacks of all 

the times that Danny made fee me feel unworthy, or  sweetly 
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manipulated me into giving him money, or worse when I had given 

him money for housekeeping  he had spent in on drink, weed and 

cigarettes enter my mind. I’d never known Danny to dabble in drugs 

no matter how soft but I remember the day I arrived home and the 

faint smell of weed hit me. 

I pull out my mobile phone, scroll to his name, and press call. 

‘’Hi babe, it’s me, where are you?” ‘’I’m out obviously. Why what’s 

up?’’ I can sense the aggravation in Danny’s voice. ‘’Oh nothing, I 

just, I… well…. ‘’ I pause what do I want? 

 

“I‘m just calling to see if you would be back at the flat 

anytime soon, or what your plans are for today? It is Valentine’s Day 

after all’’.  I try to sound light hearted, rather than like a desperate 

wife craving her husband’s attention. This is the last thing I want. 

“Yeah Valentine’s Day, well I won’t be back for now Kate. 

I’m just watching the football with a few of the lads over in 

Woolwich at the moment.’’ Stunned, I feel my jaw open and close. 

Has this man lost his dam mind? Through gritted teeth I spit back at 

him. “What do you mean, you’re watching the football? Can’t the 

fucking football wait one goddamn week? For fuck sakes Danny you 

play every Sunday and see your friends every week. I’m left stranded 

at home. When do I come before football? Oh let me guess…. it’s 

Arsenal playing isn’t it? Can’t miss an Arsenal match for the bloody 
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world can we?’’  I’m full of sarcasm, hate and resentment. It shows 

in my attitude, but I don’t give a fuck. This mother fucker better suck 

it up! In a funny way, I feel strong, standing up to him showing him 

what an arsehole he really is.   

Danny’s silent on the other end of the phone, probably 

stunned at my outburst, and the fact that I have hit him with a home 

truth. Given the fragile state of our marriage one would expect that 

on the most romantic day of the year he would have put me first, but 

no,true to form he let me down. 

 ‘’ Look I won’t be long I’ll be back about nine-ish and we’ll 

speak then and….’’ 

Before Danny can continue, I hang up, drink my coffee in 

one sweep, leave a tip and walk down the road a few paces to Bar 

Rush. I need something stronger. Fuck him and his damn football 

match. The sight of roses, couples holding hands, cards and 

chocolate make me feel sick to my stomach. Where are my flowers 

and chocolates? Did I not deserve the same romantic and kind 

treatment as every other woman in the world? Or at least on 

Clapham High Street strutting their stuff with their beloved 

boyfriends and husbands. Watching the football my internal voice 

mocks me, what a fucking wanker I’ve had enough it’s time for 

change. For months, I’ve been the main breadwinner and not 

complained, tip- toed around Danny and his fowl moods, at times felt 
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like I was walking on eggshells, and made to feel I was not even 

welcome in a house I was paying for and he treats like some kind of 

hotel. It’s time to find a safe place to think and really consider my 

options. 

Bar Rush is packed for midday on a Saturday afternoon with 

couples enjoying lunch, I pull out a pen and my postcard and add: 

Tan, I’ve made a decision, I’m leaving today. I just can’t take 

it anymore. I’m sitting here on Valentine’s Day in a packed bar on 

Clapham High Street one that you, Danny and I have spent many 

nights drinking and chatting into the wee hours in. I’ve just decided I 

can’t do this anymore. I called him to see what his plans are for 

today and you know what he told me? He’s watching Arsenal play 

football. What kind of marriage, relationship, and friendship is this? 

I’ve been passed up for Arsenal too many times he may as well have 

sad his vows to Arsène Wenger the football team manager for all I 

care! I’ll be in touch with an update. 

I down my dark rum and Coke, still clear -headed and 

confident as ever I stick an international stamp on Tanya’s postcard, 

exist Bar Rush. I walk back down Clapham High Street past the local 

shops with their mocking windows, full of red roses and chocolates. I 

stop off at the post-box and mail my postcard to France. Pleased with 

my decision and strength that I’ve  gathered in such a quick turn of 

events,  in a single hellish phone call to my so called husband I  turn 
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on my heels, make a left and walk past Clapham Common tube 

station and  make my way back to the flat.  

All the way home, I remain confident I’ve   made the right 

decision. Looking back over the past year I’ve done the best I could 

to support Danny my unemployed, abusive husband. Since 

Christmas  I’ve  held heavy knowledge that ,I Katherine Ann Brown, 

am victim of abuse, ungrateful behaviour  and constant put downs. 

I’m putting an end to it…. Today. 

Packing a case of clothes, both work and casual and a few 

necessities, my mind wanders. I can’t believe this is happening to 

me, five years and this is where we end up, no children, and no 

future plan. Nothing.  

 Then I see, it stares at me, mocking me, the sight of it is like 

rubbing salt on an open fresh wound. That dress, the one I  wore five 

years ago to pledge my heart and love to the  man I’m  now about to 

leave. 

“What’s your problem Daniel?’’ I scream out loud to the air. 

I’ve not addressed Danny by his full name in years I very rarely did. 

As I hold the dress on its hanger in front of me feelings of love and 

confusion over Danny sweep over me. We had a spring wedding, my 

favourite time of year a romantic an emotionally charged day, 

intimate with less than twenty people in attendance. I didn’t want to 

make a big song and dance about marriage. We got married at 
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Wandsworth Registry office, the venue, for a registry office is one of 

the finest in south London with a large open airy cream and gold 

ceremony room. It was full of long- stemmed white lilies- funeral 

lilies  Mum would call them, but none the less they were beautiful.  

In my mind’s eye, the floral musky scent of long- stemmed lilies fills 

my nostrils as I relive our magical day in my mind. 

That dress, the sight of it, with its diamond crusted bust and 

long flowing trail is the undoing of me emotionally. I break down, 

crying hard, sobbing into the dress in the middle of the bedroom 

floor.  They are not tears of hurt or pain, but tears of resentment, hate 

toward this man who dares to emotionally treat me so badly, to 

disconnect with me, distance himself and make me feel like I’m a 

stranger to him.  

Once  I stop  sobbing  I feel free, strangely strong  again and 

ready to try and get my emotions, heart and head all into line but I 

know I can’t not do it under the same roof as him.  

 Dragging my suitcase downstairs, I stop by the spare room 

and grab my beloved supply of stationery. I cram a few pads, 

envelopes and pens into my case and head to the kitchen. There I 

write a note to Danny. 

Daniel, 

 Following our last phone call I’m sorry but I just can’t go on 

like this anymore, you know I love you dearly and don’t regret the 
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day I married you but things have changed. You’ve changed and it 

has not been for the better. Since your redundancy news I’ve seen 

you change from a loving, caring, fun husband to a dark, secretive, 

dishonest and cold husband. You may not know this but for months 

I’ve felt unwelcome in my own home. I understand that for you, as a 

man being a provider and earning is a way to maybe demonstrate 

who you are and what you’re worth. Life can be unkind with knock 

backs, whether it’s a job rejection, illness, whatever. But whatever 

has been eating at you, you can’t continue to take it out on me. 

Emotionally, it’s driving me away and forcing a wedge between us. 

I was disappointed that you rejected the idea of marriage 

counselling I see this as a possible way to help save us, save you and 

return to the happily married couple that we were, and start to look to 

the future. That’s another area that I’ve had some frustrations, what 

is our future? We have no plan, goals or even picture of the life we’d 

like to build together. 

Today, is meant to be the most romantic day of the year, yet I 

call you and you were holed up drinking beer and watching football. 

I feel so rejected and heartbroken. 

I’m leaving Daniel, I’m going to stay with Mum for a few 

days and then decide what I wish to do next. Yes it’s time to put 

Kate first. Please don’t try to contact me I need time to think and 

reflect and I suggest you do the same. 
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Kate. 

 I drop my pen down on the table and feel a sense of relief, 

time to think and take stock, can I really leave my husband for good? 

What will people think? Who cares what they think, I’m my own 

person and I need to be happy I tell my inner mocking voice. 

Emotional abuse, these words keep moving around my head that’s 

what I’m running from not the fact that my husband has suddenly 

lost his job. For better or for worse, that’s what I said all those years 

back. But for better or for worse does not include abuse no matter 

how minor. 

Leaving the letter on the table, I take one last glance around 

the kitchen, I drag my suitcase to the door and close it firmly behind 

me.   Destination, Mum’s house that’s where I’ll be safe …. For 

now. 

 

The afternoon traffic is not too bad, I arrive at Mum’s around 

4.00pm. She’s pleased to see me as always and I’m more than happy 

to see her. She grabs me at the door and embraces me in a large bear 

hug. She smells the same as always clean and fresh. She’s wearing 

an apron and her signature menthol cigarette dangles from one hand. 

As I stand there in an embrace with Mum I can smell familiar spices 

from inside. Seeing Mum is like a big weight has been lifted already. 

I have a strong relationship with Mum, she really is my best friend. It 
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wasn’t always this way, oh no growing up with a mother with 

traditional old school Caribbean values, was not easy. She was strict 

and did not stand for much but over the years life has softened her.  

Standing there her tiny five-foot-three frame, bigger than life 

large curly afro and signature bright red nail polish I’m dying to get 

in and talk. 

“It’s over mum, I think. For now anyway I can’t do it 

anymore.’’ I stand there in the door way with my head down 

confused. 

“What! What ya mean? Is what him do now? chil’ what is dis 

ya pack a suitcase humm, oh Lord, come inside.”    

I let out a little laugh as Mum’s accent slips. She’s been in 

the UK for over forty years. She’s now in her sixties. But every now 

and then normally when she’s filled with annoyance her English 

accent would slip back to the Caribbean, and you know she’s 

annoyed. 

As I walk into Mum’s homely three bedroom house and walk 

past the front living room, I take a glance at the endless family 

pictures on the wall of both relatives near and far, living and 

deceased. Then enter the large and spacious main living and dining 

area. I drop my case down onto the plush, soft cream carpet and 

suddenly remember I forgot to remove my shoes.  
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 “Katherine, remove those boots please I just had the carpet 

cleaned.” Mum calls as she makes her way to the kitchen. 

 Rolling my eyes I do as I’m told, I follow her tiny figure into 

the kitchen and sit at the table.  

“So, tell me baby girl, what happened?’’ Mum opens up the 

conversation in a curious tone, with her back turned standing over 

the stove dropping juicy coated chicken thighs into her Jamaican 

Dutch Pot to deep- fry.  

‘’Mum, it’s a mess. Danny lost his job as you know, a year 

ago, and I have been holding the fort at home which I don’t mind. 

But of late he has really been mean to me, cold, telling me I’m no 

good and just not been a nice person.”   

Mum turns around and raises her eyebrows at me. She raises 

her voice over the sizzle of chicken. “You never said, Kate I thought 

you could talk to me.” 

 “Of course I can mum, you know that but it’s just something 

I wanted to try and deal with or sort out on my own.’’  I lower my 

gaze and stare down at the table. 

“And these mean things that he’s saying to you Kate, what 

was he doing putting you down?’’ My heart stops and the room 

stands still. How did she know, how did she guess? I’ve not said 

anything to anyone other than Tanya. Tanya would not go out of her 
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way to write to my Mum and gossip to her about what was going on, 

I can trust her.   

‘’Kate, sweetheart I’m talking to you.’’ Mum turns back to 

me with her eyebrows raised. 

“Yeah, yeah I heard you mum, but how do you know?’’ Mum 

walks over to me and sits down in a seat opposite me at the table, 

leaving the chicken to sizzle away. “Baby chil’ some men, dey k’ant 

handle a certain type o’woman.’’ Mum smiles at me, a warm loving 

smile and takes my hand in hers.  Staring at me dead on, I could tell 

she is composing herself and masking her annoyance as her accent 

reverts back to English. “Kate, tell me what does your heart tell you 

to do?’’  

As I stare back at Mum, her caramel skin, smooth and 

unwrinkled at sixty –two years old, her warm brown eyes  still have 

life in them and her massive afro. I know what I want to do. In my 

heart I long for the put downs to stop, the cold behaviour and 

emotional withdrawal to stop. I long to be close again to my husband 

employed or unemployed he was the man I married and pledged to 

love for better and for worse and that’s truly what I long to do, see 

out my vows. I’m an old school romantic. I believe in happy endings 

and seeing out vows, becoming an old couple that still holds hands. 

 If only there is a way that both Danny and I can work 

through this. But with his lack of interest in counselling or any form 
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of support to rebuild our marriage, it’s been left to me all these 

months to try to reach out to him. My head said, get out, get out now 

while you can .One type of abuse just leads to another no matter how 

minor, how dare he treat ME Katherine  like a piece of shit. After all 

I have done for him over last five years of marriage. 

 Sitting at the kitchen table holding both Mum’s hands, I 

meet her eye. “Mum, I don’t know that’s the thing my heart says I 

made a vow I must see it through. My head says not to put up with 

his shit.’’  Mum frowns at me. “Language Katherine. No matter how 

angry you are, you must always remain a lady. ’’She lets out a small 

laugh and pats my leg. “Well baby girl only you know the answer to 

what your future will hold. But I tell you one thing the moment he 

lays a finger on you get out that said emotional abuse is no more 

acceptable than physical. And if need be, if you need to get out I’ll 

support you, don’t let  that piece of paper  you signed and the new 

last name dictate your right to happiness.” With that, Mum got on 

her feet and made her way back to the cooker and her sizzling 

chicken.  

Later that night I send an email to Tanya: 

From: Kate 

To: Tanya 

Subject: News 
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Date: 14th February 2015 

Time: 23.30 GMT  

Tanya, 

I can’t believe it, I left today! I actually did it. Just a short 

email to say write to me at Mum’s address. I trust you remember 

where to reach me, if not drop me a line and I will send you her 

address. If you don’t have time to write email is fine.  

I will be here for the here and now, until I figure out my next 

move.  Half term is in two weeks’ time. Let me know if the French 

schools break up at the same time from the 3rd March for two weeks?  

If so, I may just book a flight to Marseille  . A postcard is 

on its way to you, you should receive it in a few days. Look forward 

to hearing from you soon. 

With Love. 

K x 

 

 

      A few days later when I get home from work, Mum hands me an 

airmail envelope and my heart skips a beat. I read Tanya’s letter and 

see the half-term break as my chance to get away from London, and 

all its drama. 
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 17th February 2015 Marseille, France 

Kate, 

Sweetheart, I received your postcard today and I put pen to 

paper straight away, are you OK? I know it’s a stupid question, and I 

know given the situation you’re probably under a lot of stress but 

still I want to ask. 

 I’m so angry with Danny, how dare he just cast you aside 

like that on the most romantic day of the year of all days! What a 

bastard. Anyway this is just a quick note as time is ticking and the 

French postal system is not always as efficient as I’d like it to be. I 

want word to reach to you that yes! My half- term is the exact same 

week as yours, but I only have the one week off, I know you’ll have 

two. That said you’re more than welcome to stay for the full two 

weeks with me. It be great to see you, so feel free to book your 

flight, drop me an email with your time of arrival and date. I’ll make 

up the guest room for you and really look forward to having you 

over.  

With love 

T X 

  

  There’s still no word from Danny. I consider writing him a 

letter to see how he’s keeping, then I remember I have to go back to 
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the flat at some point to collect some more of my things and we’ll 

probably meet then, so I don’t bother. 

 After a nice dinner with mum I excuse myself and head up to 

the spare room. With a little research my flight is confirmed, I can 

hardly believe I’ll be  leaving Sunday, 2nd March 2015, at noon 

arriving at Marseille Province Airport direct from Gatwick Airport at 

2.50pm, a short flight. It’s a short flight. In one hour and fifty 

minutes I’d be away from it all- nearly 600 miles away from it all, to 

be exact.  

The ping of my inbox alerts me that I have two new emails, 

one from British Airways confirming my flight details and this one 

from Tanya. 

From: Tanya 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To: Kate 
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Subject: Flight?    

Date: 23rd February 2015     

Time: 21.05 CET 

Hey Kate, What’s the latest? Have you found a flight yet? 

When will you be over? The guest room is all ready and the wine is 

already chilling. Keep me posted I’ll collect you from the airport. 

Love, 

 T x 

I reply straight away: 

From: Kate 

To: Tanya 

 Re: Flight? 

Date: 23rd February 2015 

 Time: 20.10 GMT 

Hey you! 

Yes all booked literally just now, I’ll be on the noon flight 

from London Gatwick to Marseille Provence arriving at 2.50pm your 

local time on Sunday 2nd March. Meet you in arrivals. Can’t wait! 

Love 

K x 
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 A sensation of happiness sweeps over me as I press Send. 

Freedom at last for months I’ve felt trapped. Now I feel like a cloud 

has been lifted. I’m not sure what my next move will be, where I’ll 

end up or if my marriage will even survive. But one thing I do know, 

my heart is heavy and my brain is kicking my heart screaming why 

do you even care? After how Danny has behaved he spends his days 

drunk may be even high. It’s time to move forward.  

The internal struggle starts again between my heart and my 

head. Are things really that bad? Can I bring myself to stomach 

things a little longer? Am I being too overly sensitive?  

 I contemplate when the best time to go around to collect my 

things before I jet off to France.  Maybe Saturday lunch time. Yes 

maybe he will be out-watching football. 

As the evening draws to a close I drift into a troubled sleep 

filled with fear of my unknown future. 

Saturday afternoon I make my way over to collect a few of 

my necessities for France. I approach the familiar bright red front 

door suddenly hesitant, and nervous over what would greet me on 

the other side. Should I knock and wait or use the key?  I straighten 

my back and threw back my dark head of curls. This is as much my 

home as his even though I’ve not been sleeping here since 

Valentine’s Day I think. Regardless of where I sleep at night, I’m the 

one paying the rent. 
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 Pushing my key into the lock I confidently walked in. The 

smell of stale smoke hits me as soon as I walk into the narrow 

hallway. “Hello, Danny are you home?” “Danny it’s me Kate.” 

 But there’s silence. A wave of relief runs through me. 

Closing the door behind me, I run straight up to the bedroom and 

fling open the door. It’s a state, with clothes and dirty plates 

everywhere. It looks nothing like the spotlessly clean room I shared 

with my husband just two weeks ago, thanks to my daily 

housekeeping and maid service.  

I head to the wardrobe then fill my case and grab my passport 

from the dresser. Taking one final glance around the room, I shake 

my head and head back downstairs. Sitting at the kitchen table, I 

leave a short note for Danny.  

 1st March 2015  

Danny,  

   I stopped by to collect a few of my things, I do hope that you’re 

well and taking good care of yourself the best you can. I’m leaving 

for France tomorrow. I’ll spend the half term break with Tanya. I 

need time and space to think the last two weeks have been busy for 

me work wise, I’ve not had much time to think. I’m sorry I’ve not 

made contact but I thought some space would be best. I’ll talk to you 

when I’m back. I’ll transfer some money into our joint account for 

you, I don’t have much. So please spend it wisely. 
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Kate 

 Glancing around the kitchen, flashbacks of preparing lovely 

romantic meals for two of us race through my mind’s eye. The very 

kitchen we laughed in as a couple, played board games for fun, 

listened to music and even made love. It feels like such a distant 

memory the last year slowly turned from bad to worse and still there 

was no real indication that things would change. 

 Danny has not been in contact with me, but I know he is still 

alive and chain smoking his way through twenty Marlboro Lights a 

day. As I lay my note down, I feel the urge to cry. I‘ve got to get out. 

I have to leave. It feels a though the walls are closing in on me.  

Racing to the door with my suitcase, I close the door with a 

bang and lug my case into the car. Sitting behind the wheel I take 

one last glance at the door, and drive off in the direction of my 

Mum’s house. 
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 Danny is sitting at the kitchen table, it’s just gone lunch time 

yet he is hunched over his second beer already. In total silence in 

deep thought. The past two weeks have been a haze for him –

literally.  He arrived home that Saturday night two weeks ago on 

Valentine’s Day expecting to see a grieving Kate. He knew she 

would come around. Give her an hour or two and she’d be trying to 

talk with him and make peace.  

The game had been good Arsenal won 2-0 against 

Manchester United, in his view it was well worth missing all the 

Valentine’s Day dribble he thought to himself, as he made his way 

home to Clapham from Woolwich, on the most romantic day of the 

year. 

 But on his arrival home Danny could not believe it when he 

had read Kate’s note.  It had been totally unexpected the bitch she’d 

left him.  At the time all he could think was what did this mean? 

Were they over? Would she be back? He never once believed that 

Kate would up and leave him. To him Kate is a strong woman, 

determined and a fighter yes, but leave him? That was out of the 

question. 

He’d spent two weeks polishing off what alcohol they had 

left from Christmas, and racking up a tab of debt with the local off- 

license on beer and wine,  he had no real means of paying for. He felt 
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bad, using Kate’s name as a way to promise the local shopkeeper that 

the tab would be paid. 

There were no further prospects of work either, partly as 

Danny had been too drunk to look and too drunk to take himself 

down to the local job centre to see if there were any vacancies that he 

could apply for.  

 Danny knows he is an attractive man, thirty-nine, six-foot-

one inches tall, athletically built, dark brown hair and piercing blue 

eyes, his features strong, a square jaw usually clean- shaven. But 

over the last two weeks he has taken on a completely different 

appearance.  His beard has grown to a long stubble that he has not 

bothered to shave- let alone shower or wash his hair,  that has also 

grown out from its normal low buzz cut.  

 Hunched over full of questions over his marriage he has no 

idea what to do next. Should he contact her mother? Write her a 

letter explaining that he is sorry? Contact Tanya? He doesn’t have 

the balls to do any of this. He knows more than likely both Tanya 

and Ms Highwood are in the know about his and Kate’s marriage 

difficulties, or even worse how much of an ass he has been to Kate. 

 If Danny is to be honest with himself, which he very rarely is 

the truth is he’s jealous- jealous of Kate’s achievements, ability to 

just have any and everything that she set out to achieve. Some people 

just have all the luck he thought to himself  the night Kate came 
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home and proudly announced that she had been promoted to the 

Head of English at Clapham High Academy. Where is his promotion 

at the company he worked for day in and day out for five years?  

How could she a woman, start a job and in one academic year be 

promoted so fast? Why do I have to be the one to be made 

redundant? He thought. Interview after interview led nowhere. It 

seemed he was over qualified or “not quite what they were looking 

for.” 

One afternoon, just past lunch time, sitting  on the sofa in a 

sea of mess - dirty plates,  cigarette ashes, beer cans everywhere and 

the curtains firmly closed-  he drained the last of his beer  and told 

himself she’d be back. After all, she loves him …. Of course she 

does. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Promotional chapter preview- Kim Knight.  
Chapter preview on kimknightauthor.com 
 
 
 

 

 

Chapter Two: Freedom 

Sunday 2nd March 2015, Southern France. 

Making my way through Passport Control and on to Arrivals 

at Marseille Provence Airport, the spring in my step returns. I can’t 

wait to see Tanya and spend the next two weeks sorting my head and 

emotions out. Standing in the middle of the busy Arrivals hall 

waiting for Tanya I’m suddenly bumped from behind.  

      " Je suis désolé !êtes-vous d’accord ?" My French is limited but I 

manage to make out the old lady checking if I’m OK, after nearly 

running me over from behind. I mumble a weak reply and tell her I 

am OK. ‘’ Oui je vais d'accord’’. The petite elderly lady with deep 

tanned skin and grey hair, smiles broadly at me, and sets off on her 

way with her trolley. 

 “ Kate! Kate.” 

I turn around at the sound of my name and see a tanned, 

stunning, five-foot-ten Tanya running toward me. Her hair has been 

cut into a blunt bob with a sharp fringe, dyed black! She reminds me 

of Uma Thurman in Pulp Fiction. She even rocks the trademark dark 

lipstick and large black sunglasses masking her eyes, light 

stonewashed skinny jeans, an oversized white shirt and black blazer. 



 

Promotional chapter preview- Kim Knight.  
Chapter preview on kimknightauthor.com 
 
 
 

On her feet she wears a pair of black Converse trainers. Tanya ever 

the style icon I think. 

“Oh wow Tan, look at you, you look amazing when did you 

dye your hair black? The new cut looks great very Pulp Fiction.’’ I 

immediately embrace her in a hug. “Oh thanks! You look great too I 

dyed it just last week, that’s what boredom does to you. But the stain 

on my pillow every morning is another thing.”  

As we make our way through the busy airport to the car park 

I feel a pang of excitement over what the next few weeks may hold.  

I take in the views as Tanya drives out of the main airport, and along 

a stretch of what appears to be a French motor way, at a speed I 

really don’t feel comfortable with, and on the wrong side of the road 

at that. The French drive on the right like in the USA.  

“These views are amazing’’ ‘’Yeah they are aren’t they wait 

until I show you around, I’m telling you Kate France has a lot to 

offer glitz ‘n glamour as well as modest and quirky areas.” “So of all 

the cities in France, what made you go with Marseille why not 

Paris!’’  I put my feet up on the dashboard and lower the window for 

some cool breeze.  

“Well, first of all Paris doesn’t have the climate of the 

southern area of France. Up there you may as well be in London, 

down here we have a Mediterranean climate, with mild winters and 
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hot summers. Who would think that this is the start of March? I bet 

back in London it’s pouring” 

I nod in agreement. She’s right. When I left for Gatwick 

airport that morning, it was true to form raining in London.  

“Here we have bright blue skies full of winter sunshine, with 

a warmish temperature, even towards the very end of winter.’’  She 

turns to me and winks, I laugh and she continues. “And the men, 

they are très beau!’’ 

 We both crack up at Tanya’s humour, and imitation dramatic 

French accent. “Marseille is the 2nd largest city in France after Paris. 

This city’s bursting with history and culture.  There are museums, 

endless cafes and restaurants, but the best part is for me is the 

multicultural resident. Many North Africans immigrate here being so 

close.’’‘’ Where we’re heading to Le Panier, it’s Marseille’s oldest 

quarter of the city, a residential area with a working class 

community.  You’ll love it’’  

She winks again as she put the pedal to the ground and turns 

up the music. French spoken word hip hop pumped through the 

speakers, some songs in French some in English. Smooth male 

voices rapping over a catchy beat in both English and French, with 

sexy French accents  that sound very alluring to the ear. 
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 We zoom down the A5205 motorway past, some beautiful 

landscape with green pastures, rivers and streams. Soon I began to see 

the sea and signs for Le Panier where Tanya lives. 

 The rush of excitement gives me butterflies again. As we  

exist the motorway and leave the lush scenery behind, we drive past 

a harbour area. The sun beats down on the clear blue water with 

beautiful yachts and colourful fishing boats  scattered across the sea. 

We and enter the residential area of Le Panier. It’s a colourful 

neighbourhood with cobbled steep narrow streets- I spot quirky little 

restaurants, many Algerian cafés, a shopping mall and local 

businesses.  

The difference in the atmosphere and vibe of this quirky 

working-class residential area, compared to London’s working- class 

residential areas is tangible. Locals look happy, healthy and there is 

no rushing around like a headless chicken. I spot locals walking at a 

leisurely pace stopping to greet each other, teenagers huddled outside 

Algerian cafes with their shisha pipes, sunglasses and cool drinks 

enjoying the sun and children play outside freely. 

“Girl, I have to take you to this cool chilled out spoken- word 

club I stumbled across. If you fancy it, we could go for a drink 

tonight and check it out, nothing over the top just a few drinks and 

maybe some dinner?’’  Tanya sounds full of enthusiasm over this 

new club. I caught on. “Sounds like a plan, let’s do it.” I respond and 



 

Promotional chapter preview- Kim Knight.  
Chapter preview on kimknightauthor.com 
 
 
 

smile at my dear friend. I start to feel better about my decision to get 

away from London already, and my feet have not even christened the 

streets of Le Panier yet. 

Unexpectedly, we take a sharp left and pull up to a gated 

apartment complex, with four  tall modern looking apartment blocks, 

orange stone washed buildings, each with four floors. Each 

apartment has its very own private front facing balcony.  I spot a 

communal swimming pool as we drive in. Residents are relaxing on 

their balconies, and some by the pool area it all looks like a 

completely different way to spend your Sunday afternoon. Tanya 

swings her Jeep into a space and we jump out the car.   

‘’ Wow, nice building Tanya this looks amazing.’’ We enter the 

lobby and take the lift to the fourth floor.  ‘’Thanks, wait until you 

see the views.’’    

Tanya’s right. The  fourth floor views have a lot to offer. As I 

walk in, I take in the modern and minimal décor of her apartment, an 

open plan kitchen and dining area with a bright purple coloured 

feature wall in the kitchen, chrome accessories and a huge stainless 

steel cooker.  In the centre of the kitchen is a pretty square glass table 

with a huge bunch of flowers on it and fashion magazines. In the 

open living area there are neutral colours on the walls, decorated 

with abstract artwork and the open balcony door which I race to, to 

take in the views. As I stand on Tanya’s balcony facing the front 
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where we drove in, I can see the sea in the distance, and hear all the 

sounds of a modern vibrant French town from the shops and bars 

around. The sound of foreign music and language meet my ears.  

“Gosh, this is what I’ve been missing stuck in London. This 

view is gorgeous Tanya.”   Tanya is busy fixing margaritas, she joins 

me on the balcony with two glasses and her cigarettes.  “Tan, it’s like 

4.00pm in the afternoon, really margaritas?’’  She laughs  

“No time like the present then!” 

She takes a large gulp of her drink and hands me the other.  

“Cheers, to a few weeks of relaxation and reflection.’’ “I’ll 

drink to that Tanya, I need it.” We toast with our glasses and sit 

down to enjoy the views some more.  “So tell me, how did Danny 

take the news of your departure over here?   

We sit, and talk for well over an hour on the balcony me 

filling Tanya in on what had took place back in London. Glancing at 

her watch she announces it’s 5.30pm. Time to get ready and head out 

for some dinner and drinks. Then she gives me a tour of her 

apartment and shows me to the guest room. I unpack, shower and 

select an outfit, a simple black fitted shift dress and strappy black 

wedge heels. I pile my dark curls up on the top of my head and put 

on a bold red lipstick and black eyeliner. Tanya wears a long red 

maxi dress which set offs her tan and jet black hair beautifully as I 

watch her reapply her dark brick red matte lipstick.   
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At 7:30pm we head downstairs and hail a cab ready for the 

night to begin. The evening sun has set and the temperature is still 

mild as we jump into the back of a black local taxi. Tanya gives the 

driver some directions in French and we exit the complex, make a 

left and cruise at a steady speed into the main centre-ville. 

 We jump out at Le Rue Bizairé  right in front of a very 

stylish and classy looking bar,  where the queue for entry into the bar 

is building.  Le Rue Bizairé is a busy strip of cafes, bars and 

restaurants buzzing with excitement for a Sunday night. Groups of 

friends, couples, even families out walking, eating, drinking 

everyone looks so relaxed and at ease, no worries or stresses about 

the start of the working week to come.  

 Following Tanya I watch her sashay up to the bar with a 

neon red sign labelled Maison du Jazz. Tanya flashes a smile at the 

bouncer. “Salut Marc, ça va?” “Tanya, oui ça va bien merci et 

toi?’’   “Oui, oui, je vais bien, c’est ma petite amie Kate, elle est ici  

pour deux semaines en vacances."  I can just about make out Tanya 

introducing me to the bouncer Marc, and confirming I’d be in 

southern France for two weeks. He turns his attention to me. He’s a 

tall, stocky, broad and handsome looking man with caramel brown 

skin, clean shaven beard and shaved head. He’s dressed in a well cut 

dark suit and skinny tie.  To polish off his look he has sunglasses on, 
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eyes disguised as he scans the crowds and an ear piece confirming he 

is part of security.  

“ello, my Englessh is not great but it is nice to meet you 

Kate.” He says in a deep sexy French accent, I shiver, literally. 

“Hey, nice to meet you too”. I offer Marc my hand, he laughs, 

embraces me in a hug and kisses both of my cheeks. “Kate, this is 

France. We kiss not shake hands.’’  I smile shyly at Marc and with 

that he opens the door for us, and flashes a brilliant smile showing 

perfect white teeth. 

We enter a stylishly decorated bar, the lights are low but I can 

make out , the blood red colour floors, and contrasting black  leather 

sofas around the outer edges of the room. A crammed  dance floor  

with men and woman dancing and dining area in front of a small 

stage. The smooth voice of Music Soul Child over a great soulful 

beat is playing in the background. I follow Tanya, who is still 

confidently sashaying her hips towards the dining area in front of the 

stage, her red dress flowing.  Heads from the crowd turn, both male 

and female as we walk by. I feel people watching I throw back my 

head and shoulders straighten my back and take on my own 

confident walk, heels clicking against the blood red flooring.  

 Tanya guides us to a table not too far from the bar area. We 

take a seat and wait for the waiter to arrive, and that’s when I spot 

him. I can’t stop staring. He’s standing  there surveying the crowd in 
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a dark slim fit suit, black silk shirt and purple skinny tie, his hands 

are in his pockets, feet wide apart with a serious facial expression.  In 

all his seriousness he looks devilishly handsome, he stood at six-foot 

two inches, by the cut of his suit you can tell he works out. He’s 

athletically built has a shaved head, smooth deep chocolate skin, and 

a neat beard borders his jawline. His features are chiselled and 

defined, he has the smoothest kissable lips I have seen in a long 

while! He is dropdead gorgeous, I know it and so does every other 

female in the room. He was the kind of man that made woman stop 

and stare. 

He catches me staring. Our eyes meet and lock for what feels 

like a life time. I just can’t look away. He adjusts his tie with his left 

hand- I notice there’s no wedding ring in sight. Still staring me dead 

in the eye. His serious expression changed to a cheeky small smile 

and he winks.  I’m stunned and feel slightly embarrassed like a 

school girl. For one, I’ve be caught staring and two, I feel guilty for 

wanting to know who he is and what is underneath that suit. I’m still 

a married woman. I look away, and then raise my eyelashes slowly 

He’s still staring confidently at me from the bar. 

“Ummm ummm get a load of you and Mr Tall Dark and 

Handsome over at the bar, I see you girlfriend.” Tanya let out a small 

laugh and pinched my leg bringing me back down to planet earth.   

“Don’t! stop it! I’m a married woman.” I laugh along with Tanya.  
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The DJ changes the music from the soulful sounds of Music 

Soul Child to French spoken hip hop, which reminds me of the drive 

with Tanya from the airport to her apartment.  

“Good evening ladies are you ready to order?” The waiter 

arrives, and we glance at the menus quickly. We were too busy 

checking out Mr Tall Dark and Handsome to look at the menu in 

detail before he arrived. While Tanya gives her order in French I 

scan the room and take another peek in Mr Tall Dark and 

Handsome’s direction, again. He catches me and gives another 

cheeky wink. This time I smile and look away. “And for you 

madam?’’   “Oh, I ah, I’ll have what she’s having.” 

 All of a sudden I don’t feel that hungry but don’t want to 

look like my attention has been elsewhere while Tanya was ordered. 

‘’ So what do you think of him?’’  

 I look at Tanya confused for a moment and realise it’s Mr. 

Tall Dark and Handsome she’s referring to. ‘’ Tanya, I am a married 

woman! But he’s Ok… no OK he’s H.O.T to go!’’  We crack up 

laughing and do a girly high five then we glance over. The shame as 

I realise he too has been watching us all this time, he must have even 

seen the high five. This time he looks away, and turns his attention to 

a female waitress walking by and whispers in her ear. The waitress I 

notice adjusts her body in toward Mr.Tall Dark and Handsome, bust 

thrust forward leaning in, and as she walks off, the exaggerated sway 
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of her behind. Like I said, every woman in that bar wants a piece 

even if she is an employee. 

As we wait for our food and drinks to arrive we take in the 

crowd, the atmosphere in Maison du Jazz is very different to any 

bars that I’ve been to in London.  People are clearly here tonight to 

have fun, let loose not stand around and watch other people in fear of 

making a fool of themselves dancing. The French crowd are out in 

full force to enjoy their Sunday evening and make the most of the 

last of the weekend, but the vibe is somewhat sophisticated, cool and 

classy. No one falls over drunk or throws up  everywhere which is 

part of the UK’s binge- drinking culture on the bar and club scene. I 

remember the last time I hit a club in London and felt so out of place, 

like the oldest female there. 

 The same waitress approaches us and in a deep French 

accent rolling her Rs heavily she hands us our drinks. “Evening 

ladies, ‘ere are your drinks one dark rum and Coke and one 

margarita. Also ‘ere is your bottle of champagne.” I stare at her in 

confusion. “We didn’t order champagne.’’ I say. “Don’t worry Mr 

D’Croix has already paid.’’ With a bright smile, she turns on her four 

inch heels and leaves me further puzzled. 

“Who is Mr D’Criox?’’ I ask Tanya. “I dunno, Kate but this 

is some expensive stuff, drink up!” 
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After dinner and drinks, Tanya and I hit the dance floor fully 

buzzed from our champagne and ready to dance the night away.I’m 

so tipsy, my feet are not even killing me in my strappy wedge heels. 

Song after song, I dance, laugh, speak bad French to the locals and 

forgot my troubles in London, when from out of nowhere he appears 

again. Mr. Tall Dark and Handsome grabs me from behind and spins 

me around to face him. He is even more handsome up close. In a 

smooth French accent, he introduces himself as Nicholas and asks 

me for a dance. How can I say no say no when I’m standing in front 

of a deep chocolate skinned, six-foot two foot man with a well cut 

body and enough style  to make even Sarah Jessica Parker from Sex 

in the City jealous? 

I glance around for Tanya who is deep in conversation with a 

handsome stranger of her own, what the hell? I turn back to Nicholas 

smile and we dance, pressed against him with my arms around his 

neck and his hands on my hips. He has great rhythm which makes 

me wonder if he has this much rhythm between the sheets…. Stop it, 

stop it now I tell myself you are a married woman.  

 As the thought of marriage enters my head with my arms 

folded around Nicholas’ neck from behind I slip off my wedding ring 

and place it on my right hand. What am I doing? I ask myself, I’m in 

the middle of a dance floor in southern France in a glamourous and 
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stylish Jazz bar dancing with a complete stranger too tipsy to decline 

this handsome man.  

As the song changes, I release my hold around Nicholas’ 

neck and step back slightly. Nicholas still has a firm grip on my hips.  

‘’Merci, pour cette danse.” I thank him for the dance, in my best 

French accent. “ D’ccord.’’  He tells me it’s OK. He fumbles in his 

pocket and takes out a flashing mobile phone. “Oh, Kate I’m sorry I 

must take this. Give me a second I will come and find you. Don’t go 

far I do hope to speak with you before you leave.’’   

That sexy French accent and there it is again, a wink I blush 

and bite my lip lowering my lashes. Tanya pulls me to one side. 

  Tanya pulls me to one side. “Wow you two were really 

going for it.” She laughs. I smile again. “My feet, let’s have one 

more drink at the bar and call it a night what do you think?’’ I look at 

Tanya and then around the room for Mr Tall Dark and Handsome but 

I can’t see him. 

 “OK, just the one. Let’s sit right at the bar this side. I’m on 

the lookout for Mr Tall Dark and Handsome who also has great 

rhythm!” 

At the bar, the crowd starts to thin out it was after all 1:30am. 

on Monday morning. The crowd that’s left are the younger ones, 

who probably didn’t have an early wake up in the morning. All of a 
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sudden I started to feel old, I turn to Tanya “Is there anyone here 

that’s over 30 still?’’  

She blows out a thick cloud of smoke to the ceiling and took 

a sip of her margarita. “Probably not. I guess we should get going 

hail a cab back.”  

I feel, disappointed Mr Tall Dark and Handsome is nowhere 

to be seen and I wonder if I‘ll ever see him again. The internal 

struggle starts again. Serves you right! Who do you think you are? 

Slipping off your wedding ring and dancing provocatively with a 

man in a foreign country when your husband is 600 miles away, 

probably worried to death. An inner voice asks me. “Yeah, let’s head 

back.”  

I try to hide my disappointment as we leave Maison du Jazz 

and exit the bar. The early morning air has turned chilly as we step 

outside  and Tanya raises her hand to a passing taxi.  

Back at the apartment, we say our goodnights to each other 

and promised to go back to Maison du Jazz before I leave for 

London. I undress, take a shower and climb into bed. Will I ever see 

him again? The question plays on my mind, and I hope that before 

my mini vacation is up I do. 
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Nicholas scans the bar of Maison du Jazz wondering where 

she went. Kate that is her name and she is English. Nicholas is 

interested- more than interested. He felt a connection to Ms. English 

on the dance floor and desperately wants to see her again, to get to 

know her. 

 He knows that at thirty six years old and successful there is 

no one significant in his life, but this is what he craves.   He hopes 

with all his might that Kate had a good night and will return to 

Maison du Jazz at some point. He reminds himself to make sure that 

every evening for the next week, he is here and present. Just in case. 

 

The next day, Tanya and I hit the beach. It’s packed. It   is 

after all the half -term break. It’s nice just to have some chill out and 

reflection time on a white sandy beach with a cool spring breeze.  

 As I people watch and Tanya reads her novel, every tall, 

dark and handsome man I see jogging along the sea front or strolling 

along the beach makes my pulse quicken. But to my disappointment, 

none are Nicholas. 

 His scent from last night- fresh and fruity- fills my nostrils as 

I remember breathing him in when we were up close and personal on 

the dance floor. He has good taste in aftershave, his suit so perfectly 

cut and that purple tie. Naughtily I imagine what it would be like to 

be tied up with that tie. I turn to Tanya, now laying back eyes closed 
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relaxing. “Let’s grab some lunch.’’   “Sure, what do you fancy? 

Anything in particular?’’ ‘’What about that hotel a few minutes walk 

back that we passed on the way up here?’’ ‘’ Ah L’Hotel de 

Marseille. Yeah it’s a great hotel. The rooms are massive and the 

food is great.’’  

 We pack away our beach gear and head back the way we 

came, walking along the white sandy beach with its cool aqua 

coloured water I turn to Tanya. “Tan you’re so lucky the beach is 

heaven! And to be so close to it as well’’ “Yeah I do feel lucky. It’s a 

far cry from London that’s for sure. So beautiful and unspoiled. You 

should see this place at peak season in the summer. It’s hiving with 

people- locals, tourists black, white anything in between you name 

it.’’ 

 Scanning the lobby area as we enter L’ Hotel de Marseille I 

notice the décor is modern and stylish plain white walls with bold 

coloured abstract pieces of art, sleek black leather sofas, and behind 

the reception is a large fifty inch TV showing the local news. Pretty 

receptionists in their matching uniforms are busy taking calls and 

greeting guests.  

   In the dining area we take a window seat overlooking the 

beach, looking around I spy a few business men talking business over 

coffee, a couple and one large family enjoying lunch.   
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 A waiter rushes over instantly. Tanya takes the opportunity to 

speak to the waiter in French making small talk and that’s when I spot 

him for the second time, Mr Tall Dark and Handsome. But he hasn’t 

seen me. He’s casually dressed this time in well fitted jeans, a nicely 

fitted white T-shirt, on his feet a pair of old school Nike trainers-   

pristine white of course.  

‘’And for you madam?’’  My thoughts are interrupted. “Oh I, 

I, I’ll have what she’s having thank you’’ “As you wish madam.” The 

waiter turns on his heels and hurries back to the kitchen area. I turn to 

a smiling Tanya. 

 “That’s the second time you’ve ordered the same, don’t tell 

me you’re now incapable of reading a French menu?’’ “No, no it’s not 

that. Tan he’s here! Over there’’ Tanya follows my gaze and raises a 

perfectly plucked eyebrow when she realises who I’m talking about. 

“It must be fate! What are the chances of that Kate? He looks, so 

young don’t you think in his jeans and T-shirt? Are you ganna go talk 

to him?”  

Hesitating for a moment, I look him up and down and drink 

him all in from across the room. What the hell? Sure, I’m not dressed 

up to the nines, but surely he will remember me- I hope.  I run a hand 

through my curls and pull out my mirror. My face is more tanned from 

a day at the beach my complexion while naturally tanned due to my 

mixed heritage now looks a deeper shade of lush brown- healthy and 
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glowing. I pull out my nude lipstick and reapply it, fluff up my curls 

and set off, leaving Tanya smiling like the cat that got the cream. 

‘’ Salut Nicholas comment ça va?’’ He spins around mobile 

phone paused midway on its way to his ear. He responds in French 

putting me to the test, letting me know he’s well. ‘’Kate! Mon dieu, 

je vais bien et toi?’’ “I’m well, thanks. Good to see you again 

Nicholas what are the chances I did wait at the bar for you last 

night.” 

 We stand locked in a daze staring into each other’s eyes, as I 

look up at him he breaks the spell. “So what are you doing here 

today? Are you staying here?’’ "No, my friend Tanya and I enjoyed 

a day at the beach and decided to stop by for lunch’’ “Oh I see, and 

how long will you be here in Marseille for?’’  “Two weeks.’’  

He smiles at my confirmation, I smile and it’s like we both 

read each other’s minds.  “Kate, listen I, er, I have a few calls to 

return but could I take you to dinner tonight?” My heart skips a beat, 

his accent is so sexy, music to my ears. I do an internal back flip and 

high five, wow dinner with this gorgeous man who would have 

thought? ‘’Sure’’ I try not to sound too over enthusiastic but I can’t 

help it. “I’d love to, what time?’’  

‘’Let’s say about 7:30, I could pick you up if you leave me an 

address? He smiles, I smile again, biting my lower lip I grab a 

napkin from the nearest table and he hands me a pen. I write down 
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Tanya’s address and hand him the napkin. “Great I’ll see you then.’’ 

He winks, there he goes again driving me wild with his sexy 

gestures. “I look forward to it.” I respond with a smile. “I’ll let you 

get back to your calls, see you this evening.”  “Perfect, I’ll see you 

then.”  

I turn on my heels and head back to Tanya who is still 

smiling like the cat that got the cream. “So, how did it go?’’ “Dinner, 

7:30 tonight!’’ “No way.’’ Tanya screams in delight. 

 A waiter approaches our table, and sets out our lunch along 

with a bottle of champagne. “For you ladies, enjoy’’ “Ah we didn’t 

order any champagne. Are you sure this is for us?”  “Oh yes, from 

Mr D’Croix’’  

 The waiter wanders off and Tanya and I look at each other in 

confusion, this is the second mystery bottle of champagne we’ve 

received in the last twenty four hours, I look around and see no sign 

of  a Mr D’Croix -not that I’d know who I’m looking for anyway. 

Tanya pours two glasses and we toast. “To friendship, fun, sexy 

strangers in France and dinner dates!’’  “I’ll drink to that Tanya’’ 

 

 

 



 

Promotional chapter preview- Kim Knight.  
Chapter preview on kimknightauthor.com 
 
 
 

Chapter Three: Emotional Roller Coaster 

7.15pm 

 Emotionally charged with excitement and butterflies in my 

stomach at the thought of a date with one of the most gorgeous men 

I’ve laid eyes on in a long time, I take my time over my hair and 

make-up.  

When Nicholas first saw me I had my hair pinned up piled 

high on my head. Tonight with freshly washed curls I let my hair 

down, flowing and wild my dark curls frame my face. Carefully 

applying some sexy smoky eye makeup, false lashes, a touch of 

blush and a nude lipstick I slip into my dress, not just any dress. I 

remember  Nicholas was wearing a purple tie the night I met him  

tonight I’m wearing my knock out purple shift dress, which clings to 

my curves and highlights my curvy behind. Thank you mum for your 

half of my heritage runs through my mind as I pull on the dress and 

killer four inch purple heels to match.  

As I walk to the balcony I find Tanya relaxing with the radio 

on, tuned in to a local French hip hop and soul radio station. She 

looks up at me and  lets out a whistle. “Seeeeeeeeeexy! Very nice 

Nicholas will be drooling all over you in that dress. And those heels 

go great with that dress.”  “You think he’ll like it?” I give Tanya a 

full circle spin. 
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‘’ Like it? He’ll LOVE it! Even I’d rather peel you out of that 

dress than have dinner. Your butt looks great, I’m so jealous, no 

matter how many squats I do it’s just not happening for me in the 

butt are.” I laugh. “No way, I’ve  got to remember that I am still a 

married woman, it’s just dinner and that’s all.’’ Tanya raises yet 

another perfectly plucked eyebrow, and opens her mouth to respond, 

but I’m saved by the buzzer just in time.  “Here’s Prince Charming, 

let me grab the door you ready?’’  

 Tanya jumps up and heads to the intercom. I walk to the full 

length mirror in the hallway and check myself out one more time as 

Tanya answers the door. Not too bad, I scrub up well, it’s been well 

over a year since I have put on a dress and heels for a man. Danny 

lost all his motivation and interest in romance when he lost his job. 

“So where are you guys going tonight? Let me know, text me 

be safe OK?” “I’ll be fine, he seems like a perfect gentlemen. And 

don’t worry I can look after myself.’’ “OK, you guys have fun.” I 

embrace my dear friend and head on out the door. “Work it mama!’’ 

Tanya calls as I exit. I can’t help but laugh and take on my confident 

walk and sashay over to the lift. 

I step out of the building into a warm evening, the air is still 

humid. I walk down the steps and see a black stretch limo. A limo, 

are you kidding me? I mumble under my breath. I sashay over to the 

car my four inch heels clicking against the payment. Nicholas lowers 
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the window and my heart pounds. Can a man be any more 

handsome? Do they come anymore handsome? His smooth deep 

chocolate skin, brown eyes and perfectly groomed beard look 

devilishly handsome. He jumps out the limo with a huge smile on his 

face and opens the door for me. “So this is what a first date with 

Nicholas looks like huh? Talk about spoil a girl.” He laughs. “I do 

try, Ms Kate.”   

 TO BE CONTINUED! 

THANK YOU FOR READING! I HOPE YOU ENJOYED THE PREVIEW 

CHAPTERS, AND WISH TO KNOW WHAT HAPPENS TO KATE, 

NICHOLAS AND LETS NOT FORGET DANNY IN THIS WHILWIND 

ROMANCE/SUSPENSE STORY. SIGN UP WITH YOUR EMAIL 

ADDRESS ON MY BLOG WWW.KIMKNIGHTAUTHOR.COM OR 

FOLLOW ME ON TWITTER @KIMKNGHT_AUTHOR FOR UPDATES  

ON THIS NOVEL AND MY FUTURE NOVEL RELEASE DATES. 

SEPTEMBER 2016 WILL BE THE MONTH OF RELEASE FOR THIS 

ROMANCE SUSPENSE. YOU CAN PREVIEW THE BOOK COVER 

AND DISCOVER THE NAME OF THE NOVEL ALSO ON MY BLOG.  
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