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I IDOLIZED ELVIS. I got the singing bug after performing solos in church. I decided I would become a star. Only problem was, life and people got in my way. They only want to saddle me with an average life. I would not stand for an average life! Women are nice for a while, but ultimately they get in the way. Honky-tonkin' is the best way to get heard, to be a star you have to be on stage. The road is calling me. No one will stand in my way, be they alive or dead.

Life started in the usual way. I joined our family at birth but always needed special attention. I was the apple of my mother's eye. My father was not a pleasant man. He was always whispered about behind closed doors. His father was a mean drunk who beat his mother. My dad caused too many problems to deal with, so he was sent away.  I assumed from what I had heard, my dad was afraid he would become violent, so he would not discipline his children. He put all his energy into hard work. He met my mother. Slaved away on a farm. Hard work was a common thread between them. Being different was hard. I couldn't drink cow's milk. Dad had to get a goat he did not want because of me. Dad took several kinds of physical labor jobs but that's all I knew he could get. He never finished school. There was no need. The same was true for my mom. Hard work and family was all she knew. She preferred things that way. Having brothers and sisters was okay. The first things I learned were how to shoot a gun and to fish. I enjoyed animals. They needed me. That was important to me. Animals seemed to have an unending love, an admiration for me. I loved being the center of attention which truly showed when I sang with the chorus. When I started school, I was always trying to be a star with art work and music. I needed to be noticed. Learning by books was not important to me but I enjoyed the notoriety that came with being sent to the principal's office. Getting a reputation as a trouble maker got me noticed but unfortunately the principal knew me by first name.  My dad decided to try to focus my attentions on athletics. He was a fan of baseball. He would cut church to watch sports on Sunday. This angered my mother. It set a bad example for us kids. My brother was a bit of a wise guy. He swiped hub caps, stole cars and kept a pack of Lucky Strikes rolled up in his t-shirt sleeve. He quit school early, became a mechanic. My older sister had quit school by eleventh grade to get married. No one was interested in getting an education. I discovered I had talent as a singer after my solos in church, when I was noticed by the girls. Singing charms the girls. I was so cool. I had a church girlfriend for church activities, and a school girlfriend to do my homework. I started myself a little gang. The guys in my neighborhood took orders from me. Of course, I had to prove myself. First I had to prove I could handle myself. We had a neighborhood kid that harassed me. I stood up to him. My father encouraged me to punch the other kid. My mother was so angry! She said it was wrong to fight! He told her, “Shut up! He has to fight to be a man!” Once, my dad had me pick a fight with the biggest kid on the block. I'd better win!! Or else! My mother had always done all the discipline. You would think with all her opposition to violence, she would have been gentle with punishment. Never! She laid into you with the first thing handy. I dove under the bed for protection. My brother picked up the bed so she could beat me! Nice brother! To earn the respect of our neighborhood gang, I had to prove that I wouldn't tell on them. Being a kid, I was willing to do what it took. I got put up to robbing my sister's wedding! You could hear her bawling at me running out of the church screaming. “Gene, you will be sorry for this!” Those shits told her I did it! I had spent my hard earned money on them. Those assholes watched me get beat with metal coat hangers and a metal rod! My sister was screaming. “Jesus! Stop it! You're going to kill him on my wedding day!” I never told on them, that's why I was the leader of our gang. By the time I was ten, I had a pack a day habit and was sneaking hard cider. I was earning a bad reputation.  I loved that girls would turn to me for protection, but others considered me a bully. I was pleased with my newly earned status. By fourteen, I did whatever I pleased. My parents had no control. When the cops brought me home, my mother would give them hell. Reminding them of all their indiscretions growing up got them to lay off of me. As I said, I was my mom's favorite. My younger sister was annoying, but she had many cute friends who were willing to do anything for a future star! My friends and I thought nothing of slipping a little LSD in their lemonade.  I went to school high most of the time. Our principal found out and thought he was “man” enough to take a swing at me. Wrong move! Me and the boys handled him. He wouldn't be using that arm to swing at anybody for a long time. It would take several months for his arm to heal. Of course, I was the only one who got suspended. The principal said I started the whole thing! I always got blamed for everything! I decided no one could tell me what to do. I wanted to see the USA! I threw a dart at a map and that's where I headed. I helped myself to my mom's savings and was on my way. The town was quiet for a while. I sent my parents postcards with pleas to send me food money.  I learned how to hustle on the street real fast or die. I was quick with my fists. Women would offer me food and other comforts. I learned to use my age to my advantage to keep out of jail. By the time I arrived back home, my innocence was gone. I tried to go back to high school but I had aged ten years in the time I was hitchhiking around the country.  I had discovered my love for drugs on the road. Drugs helped pass the time. The 1960's were full of free drugs and love and I enjoyed as much of them as I could. But high school was a bore. I was sixteen and in the eighth grade. I was ready to get a car. I had become friends with a band of traveling Romani’s (gypsies) and they taught me many things. I learned about the school of seven belles. They take a mannequin and place seven bells throughout the clothing. If you can pickpocket the mannequin without setting off the bells, you are ready to work a crowd. This is a helpful skill if you are starving. But I felt comfortable around them. I didn't really have many friends, so my attraction to the criminal element had been present in my childhood. By seventeen, I had a criminal record. My mom, ever my defender, gave me the idea that I was indestructible. The local judge did not agree. I was given an option. Military service or prison. I willingly went to the military. I considered this a new adventure to sharpen my skills with guns and looked for a way to earn points with my upper classmen. We had a guy get sickly during a march. Drill sergeant never bothered to check on him so I let my superior know the guy was sick. I officially made an enemy of my drill sergeant. We squared off several times during my first five weeks of basic training. I always made sure if we squared off, it was in front of my squad. Proving I had no fear of anyone. I told that prick off, always making sure I did it in proper form. Most of the guys that joined enjoyed partying as much as I did. Inspections never stopped me. We knew about them in advance, so we hid the stash. I would always find the weakest guy in case I needed someone to blame. But we got busted doing LSD. It was cool during live night fire. My buddy jumped up to fight with the cops so I did not end up catching the heat. It wasn't my first time in legal trouble. Rehab was fun. I loved getting sent there. I did not take orders well. Instead of guard duty, I left base to party and showed up again before the holiday was over. I whined to the chaplain so I could get out of church service early. It did not work out as I had planned. They sent me to a hole in the wall base to await my discharge.   I was excused from service because I had drug issues. But they figured they would see if I would do better in a base further away from civilization. Ha! I went to church so I had more freedom to do what I wanted. Fuck, I didn't last six months. I couldn't wait to get out and become a country star! That was my heart's desire.

Fans. Women to take care of me. Money. Yes, that's the life for me. Unfortunately, I had to get a day job. I went back to what I was taught. Roofing and black topping. Scams and easy money. The elderly are easy to convince. After reconnecting with my buddy, Danny we started working together. We did lawn work, roofing, black topping and other easy money jobs. We'd make enough money to party for a few days while our old ladies collected welfare for the kids. After a few weeks, we had a system going. Standing out on the back lawn of a customer enjoying the sun, I noticed a girl. She was young and beautiful. I immediately started thinking of how I was going to get in her pants. I had not had the best luck after my stint in the service. I took up with a girl named Denise. I got a factory job so I could honky tonk at night. She had a job and a daughter. I thought this was ideal. She needed a man in her life. She would be grateful to have me. The relationship lasted long enough for me to get a girl of my own. Her mother just needed steady income. She played the game better than I did. She got child support. I got constant jail time. She made me sound like a monster. That was untrue. I treated her better than she deserved. This girl looked promising. I made friends with her brothers and put on parties for them to gain their trust.   I convinced her youngest brother to introduce us. Lynette had been in several foster homes because her mom couldn't collect welfare for her. I thought she was eighteen. I had the hots for her and her brother gave permission to ask her out. Just as I thought things were going great, there were red lights flashing and lots of police cars in the driveway. Strolling down there with a pounding headache, I asked what was going on. It seems she had escaped from another foster home. She was fourteen, but could easily pass for twenty years old. As they took her away, the throbbing in my pants was controlling my thoughts. If I could get her brother to apply for temporary custody of her, I would be able to get her to like me. My plan worked! While the county reviewed the application for temporary custody, Lynette got to stay with her brother. I spent all my time taking her out and buying her gifts. She was falling for me. I started feeling as though Lynnette belonged to me! I would be her first and only.

Every time they would take her away, she would find me. She would never give me up! Upon her last escape, her mom decided she deserved money from our relationship. I was told that I could have her daughter if I paid her bills. Raising my future wife had perks. When I stopped paying, she had me arrested for rape! So, I went back to paying her to stay out of jail. Then, Lynette ended up pregnant so there was a shot gun wedding! I figured it was worth it to have such a “young” wife. Unknown to me, she had some emotional issues. Add in raging hormones and Lynette became a raging lunatic. Her fits caused discord between us on a constant basis. I spent all my free time in the bars so I did not have to go home. There were plenty of ladies in the bar to hang out with.  I would have to sneak in after she went to bed. I could not stand her! I sent her packing back to her mother until she dropped that baby. After getting a call, I headed to the hospital, drinking all the way. I walked in, blurry-eyed but anxious to see a miniature me. Little Gene Allen, Jr. Damn, I did a hell of a job if I do say so myself! Lynette got worse, not better. She was a mental case. I would have signed her into a psychiatric hospital if she would have stayed in one place long enough. A short time later, I got a call. “Come get your boy. He isn't getting proper care.” She only cared about the next man she could snare into her web. So, here I was with a baby. I truly was not father material but your kid has to worship you, right? Maybe he will help me get women. He would make a pretty handy tool to get the ladies to notice me. But what was I going to do with him? I really didn't have my own place, since both Denise and Lynette left me. Guess we'll have to live with mom and dad. They will have to help me raise Gene Jr.

Both sisters were convenient babysitters. I needed to get my music career going. I took a day job to help fund my gigs in bars around all the local counties. A lone country singer was appealing to a lot of lonely women. Everyone wanted to be the inspiration of my next song. Fights over women and money landed me in jail more often than it should have. I met Genevieve. She was a single mom who thought she would give me a little class. She came from a “loaded” family. I was a kept man and I enjoyed it. I even let her meet my son. She covered his expenses too. She loved to throw money around. That included buying drugs. Our relationship ended on a sour note. I did not need more kids. I truly needed to keep my mind on becoming a star. We went back to my mom's house.  I tried to teach Junior all I had learned, but we started butting heads from the time he could talk. I hit the road to make money and soon noticed that you got more exposure if you were part of a band. Being a front man, I had charisma, charm and all the ladies loved me. Men were jealous of my talent and great looks. Country girls seemed more willing to take care of a man. City girls wanted to be kept in all the latest fashions. I was the one who deserved to be kept in all the finer things. I would become a star! No matter what I had to do or who I had to walk over to get there. My band practiced. Or what we considered “practice” was a jam session when we were drinking, which was often. My buddy and I went to a bar where this chick he liked worked. He introduced me to Agatha- “Aggie” for short. Aggie was not interested in Jessie, but she definitely had “eyes” for me.  When I asked about Jessie, She said he was okay as a friend, but nothing else! I went back to the same bar. She was in the same spot. With a smug smile, I sauntered over. “What are you waiting for, Aggie?” “You, Gene!” While going through a few pitchers of beer that she paid for, we talked about her being divorced and her kids. I told her I had a son. She said I could come by and meet the kids. While walking her home, all I could think was 'this will be an easy score.' I knew she would give in. But I thought better of it. I needed her to believe I was a great guy. A great catch for her. On Saturday, Junior and I went to meet Aggie’s family. Walking to her place, I told Junior he needed to be on his best behavior. “Do not screw this up and you could end up with a new mom!” I knocked. Aggie answered, inviting us in. Only one of her kids lived with her. I showered her girl with gifts. I needed to prove what a great man and father I would make. As planned, we were invited to move in. Junior really liked having a family. Aggie came to the bars and watched me play for the crowds. Living in town just would not do. To be a country star, I had to live the country life. We hunted and fished. We didn't have enough money though. Guess I would have to take a “normal” job. Aggie didn't mind living poor. But that would never do for me. I kept exotic pets for the status. The only time I was happy was being on stage and drinking. I spent my free time swilling beer and having band practice. Boys being boys, my son did some crazy stuff.Aggie was not herself. I thought Junior's bullshit was making her sick. His behavior got worse the more I beat him. I was getting frustrated with the whole situation and it showed. I drank more. Aggie bitched. We fought. Aggie decided there was something going on with her kids. Questioning Kat, she just said that she and her friend were teasing Junior. That he had picked up a knife and screamed “Don't touch me!”   When I asked him what happened, he started telling me that Kat's friend used to lock him in her bedroom. Further explaining that every time she came over, she did bad things to him. I never believed it for a minute. I thought he was lying to ruin my easy street. I figured I should hear the rest of his story, in case it could blow back on me. I said, “Go on.” “Kat's friend Gena used to touch me here” he said, pointing to his dick. She made me touch her boobies and her pussycat. She kept touching my wiener until it got stiff and hurt. Then, she made me lie on the bed, put her legs on both sides of me and sat on my wiener.” Crying, he said he was afraid to tell me. I asked him, “Did you find my porn magazines and movies?” “What is porn, Dad?” “I cannot believe you made up this story so that Aggie throws us out!” “So what was Kat doing while her friend touched you?” “She laughed at me and told me to be quiet or she'd tell on me.” With a back hand slap, I hissed, “Don't you speak of this to Aggie! It's your fault she's sick. She's sick because you are a nasty, bad boy! No one could love a boy like you!” Aggie explained it to me. “Gene, he has problems. He should see a counselor. Maybe he needs medication.” “Fine, I will take him!” Talking to the school guidance counselor,  I was given the name of a child specialist. For the first session, he had Junior draw pictures. “I'm spending good money so he can draw pictures?” “These pictures show that he has been sexually abused by someone older than him.” “Bullshit! You have no idea what you're talking about!” Grabbing Junior by the hand, I dragged him back to the car.  Revving the engine, I pulled out, laying rubber. I pulled over and grabbed my son by the shoulders. “I have no idea why you are lying but you are never to talk about this again! Do you hear me?” “Yes, Sir!” “If you get us thrown out of her house, you will be sorry!” Once we got home, Junior ran for his bike. With tears streaming down his face, he peddled towards the creek. Slamming the kitchen door as Gene walked in; Aggie asked “How is Junior?” “That counselor is crazy! He saw a bunch of shit in the kid's pictures! It's all a bunch of shit!” “You're wrong, Gene.” Aggie felt a sharp sting across her face. “He's my boy! I'll decide what he needs!” 'I run this house! Do your job and I will do mine!” This was not the first time I'd raised a hand to a woman. No woman knows more than me, on any subject! Slamming the door on his way out, Gene headed for a local dive he considered his sanctuary. The more he drank, the angrier he became with his son. Full of rage, he headed back to Aggie’s to vent his anger on Gene Jr.  Falling through the kitchen door, he screamed “Where is that lying little prick?!” “He's not here, Gene. Your sister took him to your mom's. Just go to bed.” Bouncing off the walls, he found his way to the back bedroom. “Come join me honey!” It was time to get the girls up for school. After a few minutes, there was loud snoring coming from the bedroom. Everything was safe for a while. Aggie put her fingers to her lips to hush Kat and Gena. “Did he pass out?” “Yes, where's the kid?” “He's hidden at his Aunt Dana's house.” “How long will he be gone?” “Until Gene calms down. He's back to second shifts, so things will go back to normal.” “Hey, what did the doctor say?” “I have an aneurysm, or so he thinks. More tests to follow.” “Wow, can they give you something to dissolve it?” “Not sure what he will do, but I'm not ready to tell Gene yet. He will take it as a weakness and really turn into a prick. He will make my health problems all about him!” “I think once he starts working steadily, he will calm down.” “Bull, Mom. He can't hold a job for more than a month. He has delusions that he's a country music star! He sucks, his music is ancient, boring and out-of- touch.” “Eat your breakfast and go to school!” About noon, Gene came out of the bedroom groggy and hungover. “Here, start with some coffee and toast while I make your eggs and bacon. Clothes are in the bathroom for your shower. You start work today.”“You seem to be excited about the idea of me going to work. Why?” “You seem to need something to keep you busy. Gigs are only on weekends. Plus, a weekly paycheck will help cover your expenses.” “Are you saying I don't pay my fair share?!” Well, consider the fact that you can afford a hotel room and good beer on gig nights.” “Okay, that's a beautiful start to a paycheck.” But it was a lot of up and down hills to get to work.   After a couple weeks of work, it wasn't all that bad. I was ready for the weekend. Four twelve hour days gave me a three-day weekend. Aggie had come back from the doctor. She was prescribed medication and rest. Gene Jr had trashed his bike in an accident. While Aggie patched him up, Gene berated him telling him what a loser he was. Slapping him in the head with his fist as a reminder not to have a bike accident. Breaking down into a fountain of tears, Aggie screamed “Stop it! I can't take it anymore!” Full of faux concern, Gene asked what was wrong. Aggie explained about her condition and the need for medication and rest. Telling Aggie to go sit and put her feet up, he turned his anger outward at Kat.  He commanded she was to do all the housework and cooking. Grabbing Junior by his neck, he marched him outside to the garage. He screamed, “You made Aggie sick! This is your fault! Because you're such a bad boy! You do not deserve a mother!” Punching him repeatedly, “It's your fault! I told you to behave. This is all your fault! Pull yourself together! Stop blubbering! Go clean up your face and help Kat with the housework.” “At your age, my dad had me doing man's work! I'm too soft on you! Get going!”

Running to the bathroom, little Junior hid there, cleaning up his face. Gene kissed Aggie gently. “You stay home and rest. The boys and I have a gig tonight.” Changing clothes and putting on enough cologne to knock out a prostitute, he grabbed his guitar and headed out. Kat knocked on the bathroom door. “It's okay Junior. He is gone.” Opening the door, Kat looked into the saddest eyes she had ever seen. “It's not your fault Mom got sick. You did nothing wrong. You're a normal kid whose father is a fucking asshole!” Packing his head and face with ice, she told him to sit on the couch. Aggie said, “Oh, my little boy! I'm so sorry he treats you this way. He should never have blamed you for my being sick. I love you like my own son!” Aggie hugged him gently. “Mom, maybe he needs to go to his aunt's again. Gene is going to kill him!” “Kat, Junior is the only reason his family helps him out. He uses him as a tool to worm his way into women's homes!” “Dana should call a caseworker or someone! I think he holds something over their heads so they don't narc him out” announced Kat. “Mom, are you sure Genes smacking you around isn't the cause of your health problems?” “What would make you say such a thing!?” screeched Aggie. “You cannot deny that he's hit you. You have never had health problems before.” “I am fine. Blood clots are common. My blood pressure is up.” “Did you ever think Gene is the problem? Nanna and Pop don't feel he's good enough for you. You've screamed at him over the way he treats his son. He's a dirt bag. Lives off us, cannot keep a job and thinks he's gonna be a big star! You need to throw his sorry ass out!” “He will calm down. This happens when he isn't able to go on gigs all the time. He resents having to have a day job” replied Aggie. “Even the coolest rock stars had day jobs before they made it big! He is just lazy. He thinks women should support him!” Still ranting, Kat was loudly bitching about Gene going through their savings. “Christ, Mom if he knew you had a life insurance policy; he'd make sure you had an accident.” “No, Kat, he would never hurt me!” “He already has, Mom! Just like he'd never hurt his son because he “loves” him! I guess love and pain are the same in Gene's eyes. He only loves himself.” “I am too tired to debate this with you, Kat.” “Okay Mom. You need to rest.” She kissed her mother on the head.  Unknown to Aggie, Gene Sr. was standing outside the back door listening to the whole conversation. Smiling his evil grin, thinking about the insurance policy. She will be dying soon so I should benefit of course because I'm the one taking care of her. This will help me out immensely! When she dies, I will get the money since we got married. Her kid will collect benefits from her death and it will all go to me! Gene diligently took care of Aggie, but kept blaming Junior for her declining health. Every time he'd come home, he was looking for Junior to take his anger out on. He demanded Junior try to stand up to him and fight. Junior was passive and mild-mannered so he ran and hid.   Even though he loved Aggie, he wanted to go back to the safety of his grandparents where he knew his father wouldn't beat him. On many occasions Gene's own family had turned him in for the abuse he perpetrated on his young son. But out of fear and a worse reprisal, Junior always said he had fallen or had a bike accident. Gene would keep Junior from school until he healed. He would bring him to the party house he hung out in. His eldest sister had come to his parents’ house to find a party happening and her nephew alone upstairs with a creepy looking man. Grabbing her nephew, she marched him out of the house. The house was cleaned up before his parents arrived. They never believed Gene would do such a thing. After a few weeks of working second and third shifts, he did his due diligence and called home at dinner time. When there was no answer, he started bitching to himself. “Goddamn kids! Took off and left her alone again.” Heading home, he found the door unlocked. He walked in and yelled for Aggie. The kids were asleep. He found Aggie unconscious. He tried to revive her. He screamed so loud the kids woke up and called 911. She gurgled her last “I love you” as the paramedics took her away. Screaming at Junior, I told him this was his fault for behaving so badly. My parents took him home with them. After the police took my statement, I was released to go to the hospital. The doctor explained there was nothing anyone could have done. The clot went into her brain. After speaking with her family, I was invited to the police station. They kept me for hours. Finally, I decided I may need a lawyer. Seems Kat told her family I might be after Aggie’s insurance money! Her family immediately cleaned out the house, even taking things that didn't belong to Aggie. Her family buried her under their family name. Even with the coroner’s report in hand, her family said that the aneurysm was caused by my abusing her. Because of this, the insurance company refused to pay out. I was forced to move back in with my parents. I let my job go. My plans were ruined. I drank constantly for the next year. I played up the grieving husband routine. The gigs were starting to come back in. I went back on the road while the boy stayed with Mom and Dad. I needed to line up my next mark! Out on the road, I ran into an old friend. We'd hook up in between partners. After she watched a few gigs she suggested we try dating. She had a job, so I figured she could take care of me! Hopefully my kid doesn't fuck this one up! I need to get to Nashville. All true country stars make it there. Lacy promised to be my manager and get me to Nashville, just as Aggie had. Women have never understood what a privilege it is to help me become a star. Let's see if Lacy will be worthy of my interest. The relationship started out alright. Her daughter idolized me. I thought I could bring my son into the mix. Free child care so I could honky tonk. As I started performing more, Lacy became my manager and like Aggie, promised to help me get to Nashville. The band practiced at Laci’s house. She went to the bars to watch me play.   Lacy paid for everything, so I had no financial responsibilities. After moving in, to pad my hand I asked Lacy to be my wife. She happily agreed. My son was fourteen, so he had friends and pretty much his own life. This was fine with me. Her child pretty much had her own life. Things were going perfectly. I'd get to Nashville this time. Looking into music companies, I had great plans!   I got a phone call from my daughter. Seems she decided she wanted to be with her “dad”. I didn't know this girl, so I made her prove she was related to me. You can never be sure. Stalker fans will lie to be with you. One of my buddies took me to the train station to pick her up. She greeted me with flowers and a family Bible. More proof, in her mind that I should love her. When I brought her home, Lacy treated her like family. But soon, we noticed she was in the family way! Lacy did her best to be good to her. She even bought baby things. But all the attention I showered on my “supposed” daughter disturbed Lacy. Jealousy became a problem. I explained to Lacy “I am man enough to make both of you happy!” That earned me a punch in the face, but it was the truth!   My girl started blossoming. Soon she would be a mother. She had blossoming breasts, heavying and full. This drove Lacy into a deep depression. She just couldn't compete with my “girl.” The last row came when I told her I would not throw out a pregnant woman just because my wife was insecure. Lacy left after calling the county and said I was sleeping with my daughter! They had issues with her age and I had to prove she was pregnant before she arrived on my doorstep.   My “girl” became the woman of the house. She did everything for me. I helped her bathe my “grandchild.” Our relationship was close, so close that the town began to talk. I could sleep with whoever I wanted to! My son had problems with me being that close to his sister. He found us in bed together, packed up and went to my mother's. My son could not accept the fact that in many primitive tribes, it was acceptable to sleep with your daughters. I saw no problem with their line of thinking. The county made her get her own place with her boyfriend. I didn't mind sharing her, but those government types just don't understand “family” like I do. Lacy had me arrested for breaking our court order. Seems we just could not live in the same town. While in jail, through friends I met my next girlfriend/victim. Ruby had been a fan of my music and my band. Once I was released, I looked Ruby up. I allowed her to sing back up in my band to give it a fresh sound. When I asked her out, she blew me off. Said I would have to pass the ultimate test! I have never been afraid of a challenge. This will be a cake walk. I can make anyone like me! There are many ways but bribery works best. The kids all liked me, except a pint size version of my daughter. This kid made me sweat bullets. She was more intimidating than the D.A. She grilled me over Aggie’s death.   She expected me to have a job and not to take her mother's money or time. But I convinced her to trust me. So I began dating Ruby. She spent all her time with me and the band. She also became my manager. She had the chops to go through all the work to get me to Nashville, where all the best country stars go! I wanted to play at the Grand Old Opry and smoke grass with Willie Nelson! Ruby thought we needed to move down south to make this a reality for me. This included dragging all the kids with us. Her kids got money because their dad had died. So their money was my money. But Ruby needed to earn us more money so I could be the star that I am. Ruby truly believed in my talent so she started sending in rough tracks of my solo stuff to everybody and their uncle. She got a list of every record company in the USA to send them to. She found a company that would produce a CD of my music.  Of course, I had to pay for it. “Not!” They were offering a contract. But now I had to come up with money for this adventure. I refused to put up my own money. Everyone should want to do this for me! Ruby went to work putting together a benefit in my honor. You would have thought I was God, the way I was portrayed as a star. With the needed funds donated by local fans, I was ready to conquer the country music capital. Paying to play was the only way I could get record companies to give me the time of day. The made me pay for the CD's to be produced. I could do whatever I wanted with them. Marketing was my problem. It was the same as a vanity publisher. You pay to play. Nothing more than wanting to be a star was on my mind. After “the big trip,” Gene believed he had become a star. He started selling his CD's at shows. His band was having none of his egotistical bullshit.  The end of his band started him on a solo career. Track shows with Ruby made him popular. Ruby's idea of moving to a southern state came to pass. Gene had sent his music to overseas radio stations and was well received. Doing personal shows via the internet helped him get noticed. But he never felt obligated to help.  So while Ruby and all the kids including his son moved, Gene went to a resort to play music and party. Ruby headed for the Ozarks. Selling anything that was not needed for gas money, they headed out.   During this time, Gene had discovered other uses for the internet. During his “supposed” tour, he shacked up with a woman he met on the internet. The only person who saw any of his earnings was his mom because she had supported him. While Gene played the resort and partied, Ruby held several jobs to support the kids. Ruby started looking for a permanent career with or without Gene. Pulling herself together, she bought into a restaurant, working day and night she became self-sufficient. About two months into her new career, Gene came back. He worked too hard at the resort, so in his view she could support him for a while. Between what she made and the pension for the kids he’d be able to relax and write songs. He’d even watch the kids for her so she could work more hours. For Gene’s amusement, they went to rodeos and other activities to cement his popularity. Another favorite pastime of his was to set Ruby’s son up to fight Gene Jr. demanding that they inflict maximum pain upon each other. Ruby came home and caught Gene taking bets on the fights! She informed him that he needed to find some gigs to occupy his time. He was not babysitter material. Getting together with his buddy from up in his neck of the woods they tried many business ventures but ended up drinking instead. He didn’t feel he should. “I deserve to be adored and party like a rock star. Everyone should want to support me because I’m a star.” I started doing small shows to make Ruby happy, but I felt she should be happy to pay for me. After a while, Gene decided that Ruby was ungrateful for the privilege of dating him. Trolling the internet, he would look for women online. Preferably ones with enough money to keep him comfortable. The restaurant business fell through because Ruby wasn’t smart enough to run a business. Under the guise of wanting to see her older children, we headed north. She couldn’t get away from me fast enough. Who cares?! I have friends that will help me out!  Back in the old home town, I discovered it was lonely with my parent’s accolades to help my bruised ego. With my cheerleaders gone, I had to rely on the charity of friends. I discovered band mates did not truly appreciate me. I could freeze to death and they had no concern. Being made to sleep outside was a rude awakening. I figured one of my buddies would allow me to crash on their couch. I said, “Can I come in and get warm for a few minutes?” His wife did not want me in “her” house. Roddy should “learn” to keep his bitch under control. Seems all my old pals are pussy whipped! Finally I figured out that I would get no sympathy or help so I moved on.  I shared a place with an old friend. She always wanted a physical relationship but there was no way you could cover her face or her stench, so it was an absolute “no.” But she loved to drink and always kept me in booze. I stayed with her family, but you weren’t allowed to drink around their children. I used the phone to arrange gigs to get back on the circuit again. After staying at several places, I decided I needed to find myself a lady to take care of me.  I had a female cousin who worshipped me. I’m sure I could wrangle an invite to stay with her. After a phone call of sweet talk, I fished out an invite to stay in a resort area. Ricki took me around, showing me off with the star status I deserved! People from my dad’s side of the family gave me all the accolades I needed. Taking me to dinner, buying me drinks. Asking me to sing and play for them. It felt like I was home again. Ricki and her boyfriend helped me find a day job and arrange local gigs. Another cousin took me out to meet his friends. Bikers were fun to hang out with. They appreciated my music and bad ass attitude! Having connections in this area was good. I could always use some muscle. Never know when you need to have “someone” taken care of. People were treating me right. Then Ricki thought I needed to meet a lady. We went to a local Legion. Ricki introduced me to a shy but damaged girl. After the introductions were made, I learned just how damaged she was. Abused and mistreated, she was the perfect mark for a guy like me! Bonus, she had a job and liked to be needed. The more I saw of her, the more attached she became. She was extremely clingy. Buying me clothes for outdoor work and showing up at my cousin’s place. Ricki started acting jealous, like she wanted to sleep with me too! I would, but her boyfriend might get a little pissy.  I think its fine to sleep with your cousins. My shy girl, Patsy was calling. She was begging me to take her away from her horrible life. But she had baggage that would come with her, in the form of her mother that just wouldn’t die and she needed to. Plus a tiny annoying “kick me” dog. If I wanted access to her money and credit cards, I had to take all of them. But to pull this off, I would need to bring her back to where I could control all aspects of her life. First things first, I needed to remove an obstacle: her husband! I needed to get him out of the way. Permanently!  We loaded Patsy, her mom, dog and anything else we could carry into her car and my truck and headed back to my town. Once I got her into an efficiency apartment, I started planning how I would get rid of her husband. I asked my friend to keep an eye on Patsy and her mother while I took a two day trip back north. I waited for him in his favorite watering hole. The man was nothing if not punctual. After buying him a few rounds, his tongue loosened up some. He started bitching that his “wife” had run off, no more extra spending cash. I asked him how he kept her in line. “She responds well to a good punch. A little Russian roulette kept her mouth quiet. When her mom got lippy, I put my tube steak between her lips. That kept her mouth quiet. The old lady worked in public so I had to be careful on where I taught her lessons on minding her manners! Gotta hit the head, be right back.” Watching him wander toward the men’s room, I loaded his beer with a “mickey.” I thought to myself, this should slow him down.   Tim returned, downed his beer and headed home. Tim asked Gene if he wanted to come by his house for a night cap. ”Sure!” Tim’s words slurred. Then came the blurred vision. Gene said, “Maybe I’d better drive!” Pushing Tim over to the passenger side, Gene grabbed the steering wheel with gloved hands. His plans were coming together perfectly.   Carrying Tim into the house, Gene dropped him on the couch. With a quick call, Gene invited the motorcycle club over to give Tim a special kind of “love.”   After removing all traces of Patsy from the trailer, the boys had some fun with Tim. After being sodomized orally and anally to teach him a lesson, Gene pissed in his face. He won’t bother my property/Patsy again! He headed home with a broad smile back to Patsy.  Welcoming Gene home, Patsy asked, “Can we look for a place to call our own?” “Yes, dear. Let me grab the paper.” As we moved into the new place, I noticed Patsy’s mother looking at me with wide questioning eyes. After my friends had moved in the furniture, we cracked beers. Putting away dishes and clothes kept Patsy busy. Things fell into place. Patsy’s world revolved around pleasing me. Just the way I liked it.  When Patsy was leaving work, she found state police waiting by her car. Curious, she asked, “May I help you?” “Yes ma’am. We were told this car was stolen.” Patsy reached into the glove compartment and showed them the vehicle’s registration and insurance documents, proving ownership. “Your husband has made some serious claims against you.” “Well, let me call my boyfriend. He can bring the paperwork proving the abuse I suffered.” “Ask him to meet you at the police station, along with a lawyer.” Making the call, she instructed Gene where he would find all the pictures and documents. They entered the police station with three file folders of evidence and handed it to the investigator. “This should prove to you who is lying!” Her lawyer tried to calm her, saying,”Let me handle this.” Crying, Patsy said,” It’s like he’s beating me all over again! He wins again!” Gene left the room grumbling, “He doesn’t learn! I’d have thought my lesson would be ingrained in his head. Guess we were too subtle! I won’t be that nice again!  Releasing Patsy, the cops apologized for putting her through this ordeal. After the trip home, Gene was informed that they had been making too much noise and had too many dogs. They were evicted. They found a place in the country where they had room to grow. Patsy had noticed things! She believed she was expecting! Gene was less than impressed with this idea. He was on the path to stardom. This would put a wrench in things! But after several trips to the doctor, they said her issues weren’t physical. They were mental. Oh, shit! I picked a real great one. She’s “fucked” in the head! She was sent for tests and psychological services! How do I get rid of this chick?  I was awarded the “Rising Star” award! Now I’m stuck with this crazy broad? With a diagnosis and prescriptions in hand, I had her apply for disability, figuring she could help support me financially. I hired a lawyer to help her get disability and to file for divorce. She was entitled to half of everything. That would help me out financially. I thought to myself that if I wanted access to her wealth, I should divorce Lacy and marry her! Once Patsy started taking all those medications, she started having seizures. More problems! This broad’s a nightmare! Patsy had always been straight-laced, not much of a drinker. She soon discovered that she liked beer!  Proving I was still the knight in shining armor, I asked Patsy to marry me. “Oh yes, Gene! You are the most wonderful man in the whole world.” The wedding was done in a quiet ceremony without a splash. The combination of alcohol and psychotropic drugs caused her more seizures. I suffered through it for as long as I could take it. The money just wasn’t worth it.   She was told to stop the drugs or she was history. Cutting down on her scripts, she began smoking pot! This I could control! I gave her a job, for her self-esteem. I allowed her to book gigs for me. This appeased her, and I collected her disability checks. As long as I controlled the women in my life, I was happy. The more awards I won, the more indestructible I felt. I was a star! God knows I deserved the applause. I do not need to be humble. I am a “great singer and songwriter.” People should accept this!  I did live shows on the internet. Not only to expand my fan base, but also to expand my groupie pool.  Patsy started questioning my weeks on the road. Complaining that I was on tour but drinking more money than I made! She found credit card receipts for specialties in my hotel room. What the hell? You can’t bribe teenage girls to sleep with you unless you can afford to finance their bling addiction. The more Patsy complained, the more I thought about her needing to go away “permanently.”

Then I would get her checks and she would stop breathing. It should be an accident. I play the grieving husband so well! Since she had no children, everything she had would be mine! Maybe I should take her on a late honeymoon to relax her suspicions. Maybe a trip to Graceland. She always had a thing about the King! Time to make plans. But first, I need an insurance policy to make it all worth it! I will have to keep my kids at a distance.  I called my friends from Ozark to set up a couple’s get away. As I explained how I wanted Patsy to feel
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