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​Prologue 
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I knew what she was when I married her. Still, I thought I could change her. Mold her. Make her a new being. 

How wrong I had been, then. How naive. Trusting. 

At first, she seemed to change. She seemed happy. Willing to be a decent human being. And I relaxed. Perhaps a little too much. Yes, I became too comfortable. Too lax. No one was safe from her wrath. Not the children. Not me. Not those who chose to visit. She became abusive. Mentally. Physically. Emotionally. Sexually. 

And I was powerless to stop her. Not even my calm demeanor could prevent her from losing her calm. 

The children could hide. I could not. I was too big to hide under a bed. Or even in a closet. Besides. No one would ever believe that I was afraid of her. Or even abused by her. 

Nothing could make her happy. No amount of housework. No amount of cooking. No amount of sex. 

The more I gave, the more she expected. What I refused to give willingly, she took against my will. And I was left with my shame. 


I felt as if I was weak. Unmanly. I had become a submissive man. A 

subjugated man.  

I had been raised to never hit a woman. I had been taught to respect them  with every fiber of my being. Even when they were violent and abusive. 

Thus, I refused to hit her. I refused to lift a finger against her. Even when she was at 

her worst.

As a result, I could not go out into public. For fear some would see the bruises and ask.

For fear I would have to lie.


After all, who would believe me if I told the truth? Who would ever believe that she was what she was? Who would accept that I, not her, was the victim? 

But her cruelty did not stop there. No, when hitting and kicking did not work, she began poisoning. The first to succumb were the girls.

But I, being who I was, was too strong for her attempts against my life;. I lived. Why, I will never know. 

But each dose had begun to twist my mind. And to blacken my heart. God knows it must have killed my soul. 

I became cold. Indifferent. Calculating. 

And I began to plot her end. Anything to end the hell I was in. 


*** 
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Now, I looked down at her. So peaceful. A smile on her face...finally. 

She looked as if she could be sleeping. But she was now dead. She wouldn't be hurting anyone else. 

I had seen to that. I had ended her reign of terror. No one else would have to worry about her. And no one would miss her. Not at first. That would give me enough time to disappear. I could disappear and change my name. Change my looks. My clothes. 

Of course, I would have to burn down the house we had shared. Too much evidence left behind not to. 

And I couldn’t have the police searching for me. I had to be gone before they realized my deception. I had to vanish before they realized that the body I had left as mine was a mere cadaver. Some anonymous soul I had found in the morgue that looked like me. 

To make it look real, I had shot the body twice. One shot would have been lethal had it been a living person. I had even placed my own blood at the scene. 

Hell. I had pumped some of my blood into the body so that it spurted all over the room. It had been a brilliant stroke of genius. 

And it had to be in order to fool the law. And to fool my family and friends. What friends I had left. 



For all intents and purposes, I was dead. The cadaver had seen to that. I had seen to that out of necessity. I needed to die with her. For an obvious reason. 



She had made me swear a blood oath to observe a suicide pact. If she were to die, I was to commit suicide. And so, the cadaver had stood in for me.



I had bested her. I had outlasted her. And I had fulfilled my end without actually dying. In effect, I had committed suicide without dying. How clever I had been! How ingenious. But she was definitely dead. I had killed her myself. I had strangled her. 



And I had drained her of her blood. But I had done so without a drop being left in the house! And I had buried in the backyard with the children. 

The children she had forced me to bury even though I was ill because of her poisons. Children she accused me of killing. Children I felt guilty for not being able to save. 


THE POLICE WOULD BE sure to find those graves. And the bottle of her blood. 

But not her.


No, she would be buried miles away. In an unmarked grave. Somewhere deep in a swamp. I had seen to that. 

I smiled despite myself. Or, perhaps, to spite myself. I couldn’t tell which. 

Still, my madness continued to grow, a sense of glee rising at the sight of her dead body. A slight, yet maddened, giggle began to escape my lips. A weight had been lifted and I now felt free. 

I began shoveling mud and dirt into the hole on top of her. She would be unnoticed here. There were no cabins for miles. No houses. 

No people. No one would even discover her grave. Not for a while, anyway. 

No one knew that I had a connection to this place. Not even she had known. Hell. Not even my own mother had known. 


But then, I had never let anyone know. I had never brought anyone here. 

Not until now.


And she was never going to tell. She was beyond caring. Beyond being aware of her surroundings. 

I had picked the perfect burial spot. One where a large flat rock sat. and I had moved the rock off the spot to dig. After throwing the final shovel full of dirt onto the grave, I pulled the large, flat rock back over the spot. 

She would be proud. It was probably the same thing she would have done to me had she killed me instead. It was poetic justice. 

The rock covered a little more than just the grave. It covered an area twice, maybe thrice, the size of the grave. Thus, it would not sink into the grave. It would merely keep it hidden. But it would still mark it.

Not that I would ever come back. I wouldn't. I had no need. 

I was finally free. I no longer had to try and please her. I was no longer under her thumb. 

I awoke. The dreams had begun again. This time, worse than before. 

I had to get rid of her. But not in that way. Yes, she had made me agree to signing a suicide pact. But I had already died too many times inside for her to want to die physically for her. 


No, death was too merciful. Too kind. She needed to be put through Hell. But how?
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She sat alone, a sad picture of humanity. She seemed to be so lonely. So in need of a loving touch. 

She looked so beautiful. So tempting. So innocent. 

Especially from a distance. Tall. Thin. Fragile. That was how she appeared from a distance. And I was naive. New to the game of love and of life. I had not had a previous relationship. 

I had no idea how things could be. How lovely something, someone, could seem and yet be so deadly. I still did not know that lust was a poison that ;ed to death. 

I still believed, like all, that lust and love were one and the same. Even though they are not. Nor do they even seem the same. 

I did not realize that lust was an addiction. And a poison. Something that would kill the heart and soul if embraced. 

I did not know that lust, alone, relied on chemistry and emotion. I did not know that it relied on the physical draw. It was superficial and only lasted a short time. 

No, I believed that was love. I believed that it was what I needed. What I wanted. 

And it would be my undoing. It would enslave me and poison me slowly. Stripping my will to fight away. 

I thought of it as the romance. The obtaining of a mate. The desire to be with someone. At this point, it was the sex. The touch. The scent of a woman. 



Yes, I was naive. Untutored. Unfamiliar with the realities of life. 

And yet, as a virgin in search of the truth, I had rejected that truth for the illusion. The lie. The myth. 

I had rejected all the warning signs. The red flags. All because I thought I needed someone in my life. 



I had been blinded by lust. By the urge. And I would pay dearly. 


Just not immediately. And not in a way visible to those around me. Or even

apparent to her. 


But that was still a ways off. At the moment, I was enamored and lusted after her. She was, after all, forbidden fruit and I was the proverbial Adam who desired its sweetness.



But she was no Eve. She was more like Lilith or a succubus waiting to drain me of my life and will to fight. An emotional vampire who would leave me almost empty. 


Still, she kept this-her true self-hidden well. She charmed me. Enrapt me.

Bedazzled me. 


I was under her spell immediately. And despite the warnings of others, I ‘fell in love’. I became her sex slave. 


*** 
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LOVE IS NOT SOMETHING you fall into. Or out of. Nor is it a romantic feeling

toward anyone. 


It is compassion, yes, but something platonic. While you feel empathy for someone, you aren’t drawn to them in any physical way for any reason. There is no sexual draw. 

We mistake lust—the sexual draw, the urge, the sense of enamorement—for actual love. We mistake infatuation and emotional attachment with real love. And when those things end, we claim to have ‘fallen out of love’. 

Love is not motivated by financials or by security of any sort. It isn’t something that is there to help us reproduce. Or even to pursue those we obsess over. 

It does not see gender and had no sexual preference. Hell. It doesn’t even see the faults of others as a deterrent. 

But lust does. Lust controls. Lust blinds us to the truth. It makes us set conditions on who we ‘love’. 

Lust sees only sex and control. It is not loyal. It has no honor. No respect. 

It is the origin of rape and incest. And the desire to control women (or men, depending on your gender). It is a lack of self-control. 


It drowns all sensibility in its pursuit of gratification. We become brainless while

chasing its highs. Then, when we are tired of the current object of our attention, we. 

claim to have ‘fallen out of love’  


All this is something I wished I had known then. Before I met her. But I didn’t. I had not been taught the truth. I had been taught the myth. The lie. 



I was taught the illusion. And that teaching, that precept, was going to cause my 

downfall. It was going to destroy everything I thought I stood for.

But I was clueless at this point. All I could see was that I was lonely. In need of a

lover. And she was beautiful. 


Well, physically beautiful. I knew nothing about what she was like behind that facade. Or what her family was like. 

Sure, I knew her brother. But not that well. Even though I believed I did. 

I would soon find out just how wrong I was. How little I really knew the man. What kind of hell I had allowed myself to fall into. 


*** 
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I approached her with heedless abandon, my urges urging me onward blindly. The desire to be loved stronger than my common sense. And I, being blind to the truth, rushed headlong into the unknown. 

“Hi!” I called. “I’m Phil.” 

“I’m Lola,” she shrugged, seemingly uninterested. 

“Would you mind if I got to know you?” I asked, wanting to know her. 

“Naw,” she shook her head, then looked at me, “whaddya want to know?” “W-would you go out with me?” I stammered without warning. 

“Sure,” she squinted at me, as if she was looking for something, then smiled. “Would you like to take a walk so we can get to know one another?” I asked. “Yes,” she nodded, “I would like that very much.” 

We began to walk. As we did so, we talked. After a few minutes, she had me under her spell. We walked to a nearby park. And there, we began to drink whiskey. And continued to talk. 




I had not been a heavy drinker. Hell. I had never touched so much as a small bit of wine in all my youth. 

Nor had I ever smoked. Or taken drugs. Or been with any woman. 

She would be my first. And perhaps, at least at that point in my thoughts, my last. Yes, I had hopes of settling down.
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She seemed like an ordinary woman. Sweet. Sexy. Deceptively kind. 

She seemed to love me. To accept me as I was. To accept that I was only human and made mistakes. 

And I was naive. Easy to fool. Easy to blind. 

In fact, I did not need to be blinded. My naivete had seen to that. My inexperience with women kept me that way. 

But her illusion would seal it all. Right from the start. And I would be willing. 

Looking back, everything she told me when she was recounting her past was a lie. Not one thing she claimed to have happened to her had actually happened. None of it. 

Or almost none of it. I am still pretty sure that there was a bit of incest going on in that family. And a lot of keeping it in the family in other areas as well. 

Still, she claimed men had raped her. Boyfriends. Lovers. Her own stepfather. 

Being gullible, I believed it all. At first. I even believed that she was truly frightened of her older brother. 

I suppose that she would have accused her own father of rape had she thought I would believe her. Not that it mattered then or now. But it would have been a red flag for me. 

But she idolized her father. Even though he had been a drunk. And a brawler. He was her perfect man. She had seen him as loving. Caring. Misunderstood. 

He had died because of his propensity
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