SaBella Ramsey

Growing up a Ramsey is not easy especially when you take away the money, clothes and beautiful lifestyle. But there’s nothing beautiful about being the product of rape- or even thinking you are. 


Such is the life I’ve lived for over seven years. Fate was definitely not smiling down on me the day I overheard my mother and aunt discussing the circumstances of my conception. As if the discovery that the rape of my mother brought me into her world wasn’t enough, an even more horrifying revelation was shared during the conversation I walked in on. My uncle, my mother’s own brother was the fiend who committed the unforgivable crime.


Now, seven years later, I cope but in no way am I content. How can I be content without Isak? That would be Isak Tesano- ‘Pike’ to mostly everyone who knows him.


Nobody could believe it when we broke up. I suppose I should correct that ‘we broke up’. Actually, I was the one who told him we were over. To say he was devastated is surely an understatement. I believe I killed something inside him that day. What I killed was replaced by something…something lethal and animalistic.


He’s got everyone fooled that he’s ‘fine’ – well…everyone fortunate enough to avoid the darker side of his personality. Anyone who knows him well; or anyone whose run into that dark personality I mentioned, would know the truth.


Did I mention that he was having me followed? Perhaps he thinks I walked away because of another man. I never did give him an actual reason for why we were done. Another man? As if anyone could compare to him…


When you think about it though, I suppose I did leave him because of another man…How could I ever be with Isak- give him babies..knowing a monster’s blood runs through my veins?
