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This is a violent and gory book. Even though the level of violence is over the top and portrayed in a light-hearted way, there are some elements readers may find disturbing. I truly do not want someone to get offended that isn’t familiar with this type of horror story.
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There comes a time in every woman’s life when she’s in an abusive relationship and she wonders how much more she can take.

Can I go on?

When is this going to stop?

One day I did stop. I stopped taking it and I decided to do something about it.

I laughed at him as he lay there on the bed. Spread eagle. Arms and legs tied off to the metal bed posts.

He doesn’t know yet.

He will. Soon.

It’s going to be exciting when he does.

Truth is, I could’ve killed him then. I didn’t want to. Not yet. Not until I had my fun. Most importantly my revenge.

I gave him a soft tap on the forehead with the hammer. Enough to ensure he wouldn’t wake up as I was in the middle of tying him up and making preparations for our big party.

Six years I put up with him. All the slapping around. Verbal abuse. He was big at verbal abuse. That’s how it started. I think of all the several types of abuse, verbal and mental is the most deceiving.

We went to church, and he was in good with the pastor. We went to church as a loving and smiling family. I watched him talk to people acting like he’s all considerate and this loving and caring church going husband. 

People loved him.

My insides would be on fire. I wanted to explode. Blurt out he’s not the man you all think he is.

He sung church hymns and prayed often for the congregation and often gave testimonials about how God had done so much for him and his family.

It was a pukefest.

I had to listen to women tell me how lucky I was that I had such a loving husband.

Such a blessing.

Would be more of a blessing if he dropped dead. But I knew that wasn’t coming any time soon.

He’d call me things. Things that made me sick to my stomach. At the time I didn’t know it was abuse. Abuse happens slow and steady.  He had this way of making it all look like things were my fault. I just thought it was me doing something wrong. I needed to learn to be a better wife perhaps.

No.

It was him.

All him.

I watched him breathing steadily and slow. Sleeping like a baby. Without a care in the world.

Shocking.

Boy, he’s going to be surprised when he sees what I’ve done to him. I know he never thought I had the strength to do it.

Not physical. But mental.

I had help with the physical part.

I put paralytic drug in his Mountain Dew when he came home from work one evening. Not telling you what it was or where I acquired it. None of your business.

He loved Mountain Dew. I’m actually shocked all the caffeine and sugar didn’t kill him. I mean he drank at least a case every other day.

It’s true what they say. Only the good die young.

Except for his case it was going to be different. 

Still, I don’t understand why he treated me that way. I was a good wife. Loving. Caring. Got up in the morning and cooked him breakfast like my mother used to do for us. For my dad. I kept the house clean and managed to keep up with his sloppiness. He’d leave his clothes scattered throughout the house and after every meal he would always leave a trail of crumbs on the counter. And I kept up with it. I kept up with it all.

Still, he used to complain about the house being messy.

He complained constantly. It was exhausting. I felt like I couldn’t do anything right.

He acted like the ruler of the house. He carried himself like it too.

Guess what?

There’s a new ruler.

Guess what else?  Now, it’s about to get messier.

He had been sleeping for two hours now. Honestly, I was shocked he hadn’t woken up when I tied him to the bed. He’s usually a pretty light sleeper.

I’m sure it helped that I gave him a little extra knock on the forehead with the small hammer.

I had to work hard to hold myself back. I really wanted to just go to town on his oblong looking fake smile face and pulverize the snot out of it. And turn it to mush.

He had about every tool imaginable. All organized on the peg board. The tools were labeled and outlined with a marker showing where each tool went. God help it if one of the kids didn’t put a tool back where it belonged.

Like that time, he threw a hammer at my son, Kyle and hit him in the head. I learned it was a ball pean hammer.

It was that moment which led me to plotting my revenge on him. He’d done messed with my kids. I know they’re not his. But you don’t screw with mama’s cubs. Kyle was a teenager when we met, and Kyle was going through all the things teenagers go through. Just being a kid. 

Another lesson I learned. Divorce life is not easy for kids.

Kyle didn’t deserve that.

None of it.

Kyle had a big welt on his forehead.

Bastard, I said to myself.

I remember Kyle looking at me with eyes like, aren’t you going to do something, mommy?

Yes, I knew then I was going to do something. He was not getting away with this.

Not this time.

The sad thing is. It took me at least two years to get to this point. It’s one of those things that’s easier said than done.

People talk. I’ve heard them. They say things like, why doesn’t she just leave him.

Or, I wouldn’t put up with that.

No way my husband would do that to me and get away with it.

People talk a big game when they’re not the ones in the beating chair. People have all sorts of solutions and advice about what I should’ve done. Yes, maybe I shouldn’t have let it go on for so long.

Hasn’t been easy considering the bastard I was married to before wasn’t exactly the ideal marriage. But at least he would leave for days.

This one was a little tricky. He was tall, at the time I considered him handsome and what appeared would be a good husband in the future.

Next tip.

People aren’t what they claim to be. Especially a man.

This one was round two, so I was already rode hard and put away wet and pissed off.

Now, who’s the one in the one in the beating chair?

I just couldn’t wait till he woke up. I noticed his breathing was getting faster like he was dreaming.

He stirs a little and moves.

I sure would like to know what was going on in his mind at that moment. My guess was it was his sub-conscience trying to alert him that he was in trouble.

Trouble was the nice way of putting it.

This dude was screwed.

I bet he was dreaming that his lovely wife he thought he could smack around whenever he wanted to let off some steam had drugged him and when he fell dizzy and on the verge of passing out for a full night’s sleep got whacked in the head with a ball-peen hammer. The same hammer he threw at Kyle and put a big welt on his head.

I couldn’t wait until he woke up and sees it was not a dream and that this was for real. He really did get whacked in the forehead with the hammer and tied to the bed.

This was going to be exciting.

So awesome. Sweet.

Watching him like this was the first time in my life that I felt in control. They say we are in control of our own lives, and we decide for ourselves what we want.

I know that sounds good. Not as easy as one would think. At least not for me. I fantasized about this for several years saying to myself that one day. One day I was going to get even.

One day I was going to do something about this.

One day I was going to cut lose and let it all out.

I fantasized about shooting him in the head with his shotgun. Splattering his brains all over the living room wall. My insides were burning with a delightful burning rage that I was about to put an end to all of this once and for all.

I smiled as I imagined his head exploding in a
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