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Love Doesn’t Hurt
When I was 19 years old I moved to Montgomery. It was my first time being on my own and I thought I knew everything. I had my own place, a job, a car, and I was in college. I lived almost two hours away from my parents. My closest friends had all moved to town a couple weeks after I did. We were partying and living it up. I was having the time of my life but at the same time, I was not letting anything slip. I was keeping my grades up and with the help from my parents, my bills were all getting paid. I was living life. In my opinion, there was only one thing that would make my life better. I forgot one thing in my process; Love doesn’t hurt.
A few months after moving to the city I met who I thought was the love of my life. He was an older gentleman and I was young and living alone in the city for the first time. When we met, he offered me the world. Dinner in a new restaurant every night, money, clothes, jewelry, trips, and all those material things really had my mind blown. I really thought I was in love and that he loved me too. All of that soon changed. Just a few of months after we started dating he asked me to move in with him. I had my own place so I was concerned about paying rent at a place that I was not residing. He told me to leave it all to him and just trust him. I reluctantly moved in with him. About a week after I had moved in, things started changing.
Suddenly, nothing I did was good enough. He would get mad and yell at me about the smallest things. One night he got mad at me because the TV was too low and threw his shoe and hit me in the face. The next day he got mad because I wasn’t home when he got there even though he knew that my shift had just ended and it took me at least 15 minutes to get across town.  He called me four times yelling and screaming about me lying about where I was and the amount of time it took me to get home. He threatened me that I would pay when I got home and I knew that I would. I really wanted to turn and go in the opposite direction but I was afraid of what he would do if he caught up with me or when I returned.
One time we were on our way to take his children home when his daughter started complaining about being hungry. I agreed with her and asked him if we could stop for food. He told me that I had already gained enough weight and that I needed to skip a couple of meals if I asked him. I was offended by his comment and responded by telling him that I felt like I looked good and that my weight looked good on me. He got mad about my back talk. He grabbed my wrist so tight it went numb.
On our way back home, my manager texted me to ask me if I could pick up an extra shift and Vic (my boyfriend) accused me of sleeping with him (my manager). He slapped me so hard, my head hit the car window and cracked it. He was mad at me because even though he went through my phone and saw everything he still made up and believed his own assumption and threw my phone out the window on the interstate. That same night I threatened to leave him because I had a very bad headache and he refused to take me to the ER. He left for the night shift that night and he knew I had a huge fear of his dogs so he locked the bedroom door and let the dogs in the house so that he could make sure I would not go anywhere. I had to sit there in that one room all night until he decided to come home. Luckily it was a master bedroom so at least I could go to the bathroom. Unfortunately, I never got the chance to eat. However, at that point, I wasn’t hungry. I was in survival mode and knew that I had to leave before he killed me.
I woke up the next morning and realized he was home and in the bed next to me. I could not recall if I had passed out from the concussion or from exhaustion. I just remember thanking God for my life that day. After going to the bathroom and examining my face, I made the decision that now was my chance to leave. That was the last straw for me. I pretended that I wanted to cook him a nice dinner to make up for everything I had done to make him angry and that I need to go to the grocery store. He gave me money like he always did (that was his way of apologizing). I left the house gassed up my car and went straight to my parents’ house in the deep country. I never looked back.
[bookmark: _GoBack]After that relationship, I made a vow that no man would ever lay hands on me again. I took self-defense classes and also sought therapy after my 2012 suicide attempt. It took me a while to get my life back on track, especially after the emotional rollercoaster I had been on. Nevertheless, I realized that what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger. Today, I am in a new healthy relationship with a man who truly loves me and would never lay a finger on me. He would rather hurt himself before he hurts me especially now that I am carrying his child. My abusive relationship impacted my life in an obviously negative way but also gave me a positive outlook. I know the signs to look for and I know when something is not right. I have shared my story with other women in the hope of saving at least one woman from the pain I went through. Many ask me, “Why didn’t you tell someone?” or “Why did you stay after the first time?’ and although it seems like I make up these excuses about being young, naïve and scared, it is the truth. It is truly hard to know how you will react until you are faced with a similar situation. I tell women and men all the time to try and remember their self-worth. Do not put yourself in more danger. Be smart about how you leave, but leave. I have even put myself in danger trying to help women escape their abusive situations. If I can save just one life in a day, I feel that I will have done a great deed.
