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1.  Sugar Magnolia
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In 2007, my health took a turn for the worse. The year before, before we left Syracuse, Loretta had seen to it that my crumbling teeth got pulled. I had not known, then, that my teeth were a symptom of my health problems as were the sudden spells of nausea and vomiting for little or no apparent reason. 

I would spend the whole year suffering from a mysterious illness that would get worse over the next three years. Still, I would soldier on. At the same time, I would notice changes in Loretta. I also began noticing a change in my relationship with her. I had  begun to feel a deep disgust with her. With us.

Despite my growing disgust with her, I remained optimistic that things would change between Loretta and I. And for a time, it seemed it would as we settled into the new routine in Council Bluffs where I was going to school. It seemed as if she was beginning to settle down. 

And to show my optimism, I decided to release my first book. It was a collection of short stories that spanned the twenty years or so that lay between high school and the present. I had picked my best stories. The only stories that had been polished enough to be submitted. The ones I had intended for submission to magazines but had not had enough money for the postage.

A book would be better. It would have a better chance at being put on store shelves. It would have a better chance at being picked up and bought. Or so I thought. 

And the publisher seemed legit. On the level. They even paid me a $1 advance.

I had my misgivings when they did not catch copy mistakes. Missing spaces. Badly edited sentences, even after my input had mentioned them. 

And the cover was atrocious. Simply horrid. Who would buy that? They had discarded my suggestions and input. 

Still, maybe they knew what they were doing. Maybe people would buy it despite the terrible cover. Maybe it would be a success despite the obvious mistakes.

I had such high hopes. Such dreams. Such illusions.

It wasn’t until they began charging for services a traditional publisher would have done for free that I realised that I had been fooled. They were nothing more than a vanity press. A fraud.

I was stuck in a contract. And feeling that I had no other recourse, I would continue my association with them for three more years. But I would always want to buy out my contract with them. 

***
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THE FIRST FEW MONTHS were quiet. I went back and forth to school, always returning to the apartment right after my last class. The only times I was away in the evening was if I had an evening class or if I had to do a lab. Twice weekly, I had TV lab where I got to play around with cameras, teleprompters, and production signals.

Otherwise, I was home half a day of a morning or afternoon. Except Saturdays and Sundays. Those were days off...for the most part.

I say for the most part because sometimes, those were the only days open for labs. Something I had always called post production. The hardest part of producing anything.

I had never liked AVID production software. Though I had never chanced to work with it, I had heard that there were problems with it. I had seen some of the screwups caused by its glitches. 

I had left the scene long before the development of AVID or any other production software. I’d been lucky. They had still been splicing films together in ‘91 when I left.

But television production had remained almost unchanged. The main loops had remained unedited and in the raw. Recorded live. Left as they had been performed. 

I was comfortable in the television lab. It was fun. Easy. Like home.

I loved the work and looked forward to it. I loved setting up and taking down the sound equipment. And focusing the cameras. 

I was a natural. It was just that I could not get AVID to do what I wanted when I attempted to do the assignments for video production. It seemed the software was intent on making me crazy.

No matter how I tried to line things up and get the timing right, my video assignments would be completely off. The timing. It seemed that I was doomed to fail. 

I was beginning to get frustrated. And to make matters worse, I hated hearing my own voice. I sounded horrible. Almost as if I was ill.

Something had to change. Something had to be done. I had to find a happy medium.

I was beginning to have my doubts whether or not I had made the right choice. Had I chosen my path correctly? Or had I done something out of desperation again?

***
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SUMMER. I HAD CHOSEN to take a film appreciation class. I’d also helped get the girls into a science and education summer camp. As I was taking classes, Loretta and the girls were enjoying kids’ activities. 

But shit was about to hit the fan. She had found a new conquest. A new man to pursue.

I knew that look. I knew that Loretta was lusting after one of our neighbors. I had known what she had on her mind when she began accusing me of cheating on her when I was in radio or television lab. Or in a class. 

She was at it again. She was looking for a way out. Or someone to have on the side. Someone she could use as leverage to get me out. 

After all, she had used me in the same manner at the beginning of our own relationship. And men were never much more to her than a quick sexual fix. A toy to throw away once she was tired of them.

I was no different. But she was trapped. She couldn’t just pick up and flee. She had no driver’s license. No way to get around without me. 

And besides. Everyone knew she was married to me. Most wouldn’t give her a second look. 

Those who did probably saw her as some slutty hooker attached to a man who knew nothing of what image she gave others. But I knew. I knew that they all knew her for what she was. Even the teachers knew. 

All seemed to give me a look of pity. One of how can you stand her? The truth was, I couldn’t. I merely suffered her presence. 

In many ways, I was also looking for an out. A reason to leave. I just couldn’t bring myself to do so openly. Shamelessly.

I had spent too many years being the loyal one no matter what. I knew no other way to be. It had become the possible death of me.
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2. Miss America
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She had made me promises. Promises she had never intended to keep. She only stayed because she had no choice. Not out of love.

She only loved the pursuit. She loved the high she got from the pursuit. From the illicit deed. After that, she grew bored and tried to find a way out of the commitment.

It had never been a part of her plan to marry me. Nor had it been a part of that plan to be with me past a few months. But here we were.  We had been married for nearly three years. 

She had built herself a trap she couldn’t get out of. We were in Council Bluffs. Both our names were on the lease. She couldn’t kick me out.

Nor could she drag another man into the living arrangement. But in a slummy apartment complex like the one we currently lived in, there were plenty of candidates she could run to while I was gone. Hell. Who was to say that she wasn’t screwing the drug dealer across the hall? Or coming in between my cousin and her boyfriend?

I knew how her mind worked. I knew the game she played. I also knew that it was just a matter of time.

I knew that behind that illusion of being the good wife that she always exuded was someone who secretly wanted to be a hooker. Had she been able to get away with it legally, and still had the body for it, I have no doubt that she would have sold her body. Perhaps she had been and I was just too blind to see it. Until now.

No, I do not say these things to demean my second wife. I say them because I had begun to see these traits in her, even then. I just denied the truth for as long as I could.

Had she been honest with me, I might not have been so harsh about my observations. But, then, honesty was never her strong suit. Nor was loyalty.

I knew that she would leave me sooner or later. I knew she was already tired of me. She had been since our honeymoon. 

She had been acting happy. Acting content. Acting like the faithful wife.

The irony was that I already knew that she wasn’t being faithful. She had used me to rid herself of a boyfriend that had overstayed his welcome and refused to leave. She had also used me to rid herself of Tom.

She had brought in others to attempt to rid her of me. Numerous times. But for some reason, she couldn’t quite pull the plug.

Perhaps it had been the fact that she couldn’t find anyone to pay for her divorce. Or maybe, no one was quite as good as she thought they would be. Or she just bored of them quicker than she thought she would.

Whatever the case, I was a great second choice. And I had realized this fact. That I was just a second choice after her failure to find what she was looking for in others.

I, too, wanted out. But not because I was in love with anyone. I wasn’t I just wanted to end the torture.

Between her and Britt, I was being torn apart. Britt was always going onto the mental hospital ‘for a vacation away from her mother’. Or to Children’s Square. Or to foster care.

Her war had never been against me. It had been against her mother. I was just in the way. A nuisance. Something to be forced out.

She had been waging her war against her mother since she was a toddler. Since the first time Loretta had been stripped of her children. She had continued it even after I entered the picture.

I was just another enemy to be defeated. Another intruder into her territory. Someone who could stop her from killing her mother. 

And so she worked to divide something that was already divided.  In the beginning, it had been little lies. False accusations. Manipulating the officials in the schools she went to into believing that her life was in danger.

Perhaps I should have heeded the warnings and left then. Perhaps I would not have suffered as much later. Still, I struggled on.

I knew no other way to be. I had to make shit work. I had to prove to my father and all the doubters that I could succeed.

Not that it would have changed their view of me. It wouldn’t. Nothing I could do would ever change that. 

***
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I STARTED HAVING WHAT I thought was just minor heartburn. And in thinking this, I did nothing. I did not go to the doctor to have it checked.

I ignored it, for the most part. It was just an annoyance. Something I had to work past. Work through.

I would be OK if I didn’t let it rule me. At least, that was what I thought. And at first, I seemed to be right.

I was able to drag myself through every day without any problem. I could still focus on my classes. I could still focus on my assignments.

I was strong. I was also being foolish. Almost to the point of stupidity.

I was playing God with my own life. My health. I should have gone in when it all started. 

Still, I felt I had no choice. I had to suck it up. I had to succeed at school before I allowed myself to go down.

Or maybe I had just thought that if it were bad enough, it would kill me outright and end the pain. Yes, I know, extremely selfish. Foolish.

I was spiraling out of control. Perhaps I was addicted to the pain. Or maybe I was making a plea for someone to help me. Rescue me.

I sometimes wonder if my professors had noted my health problems. Had they seen my paleness? Had they seen me subconsciously struggling? Had they noticed how much pain I attempted to hide?

If they had, none of them said anything. None of them appeared to notice. They all seemed to be collectively oblivious.

And I was too proud to admit that I was having problems. I was too oblivious to the damage I was doing by not being checked out. I was too determined to work my way through something that  could possibly kill me.
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3. Stupid Girl
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The signs of trouble had always been there. Her infidelity was larger than life and yet, she wanted to deflect and make it seem as if I was the one who was being unfaithful. And it was clear as day the day we met my public speaking teacher in a nearby grocery store.

“How are things, James?” The professor inquired, smiling. “Who is this? Is this your wife?”

“Things are great, Professor Lindley,” I smiled, “yes. This is my wife...” I suddenly drew a blank, but not on purpose. I had just not been prepared to introduce my own little piece of hell. 

“I’m Loretta,” Loretta snipped angrily, “his wife.”

The professor was a very beautiful woman. An obvious threat in Loretta’s mind. And suddenly, I had been fucking her behind her back...at least in L’s mind. But I had not. 

Not that it hadn’t crossed my mind. But the professor was a happily married woman. And I, well, I could never destroy a home. I was not, after all, anything like Loretta. I had respect for others. 

But the incident made me wonder. Was she fucking one of our neighbors while I was at school? Was she playing with my cousin’s boyfriend? Was that why Val was suddenly flaring up? 

“What,” Loretta began after the professor walked away, “have you been meeting her after school and screwing her? Is that why you forgot my name?”

“She’s happily married, L,” I corrected her, “and you knew when you married me that I have times when my mind goes blank. I just happened to have one of those moments. Besides. I come home right after classes.”

“Yeh, right,” she snorted.

“Look, L,” I’d had enough of her shit, “I’m not the one who cheats in this relationship and every time you accuse me, it makes me wonder if you are. After all, a guilty mind always sees what isn’t there when someone innocently forgets a name or has their mind go blank. For your information, I was not expecting to see her in the store. The surprise caused my mind go blank.”

“I still don’t believe you,” she huffed.

“You never have,” I shrugged, “even though I have never done a goddamned thing to make you have reason to suspect any such bullshit.” I glared at her. “You, on the other hand, couldn’t wait to get another man in our wedding bed after booting me out. So who’s the fucking slut?”

“Well,” she began defensively, “how do I know you didn’t fuck your ex when you were at your parents?”

“First of all,” I wheeled on her, “my father does not allow women into the house. Second of all, I have absolutely nothing to do with Lori. She made the same fucking mistakes you’re now making and you see where she is.”

I knew I had slapped her in the face with the slut comment, but I no longer cared. I’d had enough. I had not been unfaithful, no matter how tempted I may have been...but she had. More than once. 

I had also forced her to face reality with my statements about my father’s rules. I hadn’t bothered to mention that they were also my mother’s rules as it would have done absolutely no good. Nor had she really needed to know that.

In fact, I wouldn’t have ever had anything more to do with Lori. she’d had her chance and fucked up. She had wanted something that didn’t exist.

And now, it seemed as if Loretta expected the same. What was it with women wanting a fantasy? Was it something in Iowa’s water? Or was it just that I always seemed to find the worst possible examples of what a woman was?

***
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“WHY DON’T YOU GO FUCK her?” Loretta demanded, referring to a woman I had noticed.

“Maybe I will,” I retorted, “with an attitude like that, you’re bound to get your wish.”

“You do,” she threatened, “and I will leave.”

“Where you going to go?” I smirked.

“I dunno,” she sulked, “maybe down to my mom’s.”

“How are you going to get there?” I queried. “You can’t legally drive...and I won’t take you. Besides. Your mom told you that she wasn’t going to get involved anymore. You have to deal with your own shit.”

Loretta knew that I wouldn’t actually follow through with fucking anyone else. She also knew that I said such things trying to break her of her bad habit. The very habit that tended to spawn such a response from me. And yet, she seemed unable to stop herself. 

She knew I had never been unfaithful. I would never do that. It wasn’t in my nature. 

She also knew that she had been unfaithful. More than once. And she was probably doing it again. Despite my warnings of what I would do if I found out.

It made her feel powerful, her infidelity. It made her feel in control. Of herself. Of us.

But she had no control. She had lost that a long time before she met me. A long time before she met Tom. 

Tom. I had to laugh. Kay belonged to Tom’s little brother John. My best friend. 

And yet, Loretta refused to allow John to pay for Kay. instead, she tried to stick Tom with the child support. Along with the child support due for his own child...Britt. 

Britt was the little hellion. She believed that going into the hospital was a way to take a vacation. Perhaps it was. 

Kay, on the other hand was everyone’s dream child. She had a sweet disposition and a tender heart. But a deep fear of her sister. 

But Tom fled from state to state before child support recovery could catch up to him. He saw no need to pay for his child. Or the child of his brother. 

I felt for the girls. I was starting to realize the truth of all that had happened. I was starting to feel for Tom as well.

He had, after all, tried to make a go of things. I could see that now. He had tried to be a man.

I was beginning to realize that his supposed laziness had been Loretta’s fault. At least while he was with her. He could have never held a meaningful job while in the relationship.

I had seen that when we had been in Syracuse. There was no way in hell he could have kept a job. She would have had to be there to ‘make sure he wasn’t cheating on her’. 
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4. Only In Hollywood
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Loretta believed herself well liked. She was the atypical malignant narcissist. She built her own little world where she was loved by all, even when so many wanted to beat the fuck out of her. And plenty of women were lining up to do just that. 

Teachers. Neighbors. Mothers of other children. Girlfriends of every man she had her eyes on.

I could see a storm brewing. I could sense the tension. The thing was that I hoped to God that someone would beat the shit out of her. 

I doubted that she would learn anything, though. She thought too much of herself. She was little miss bad ass in her own eyes. She could take on the world.

I wanted a few people to show her that she couldn’t. That she wasn’t as big and bad as she believed herself to be. I wanted her to be humbled. Just once.

The irony was that she gave me the inspiration for one of my characters. I would not bring that character alive until 2013, but she was the origin. Her attitude. Her little fantasy world. 

Her inability to keep her legs closed. Her need to chase men. Her lack of common sense.

I had to laugh. She was such a small person, mentally. She rode along on a fake learning disability. She was a complete fraud.

Hell. She reminded me of Lori. In more ways than one.

Perhaps that was why my love for her was dying. Maybe that was why I hoped for an end. Maybe that was why I hoped someone would take her down a few pegs.

I was growing tired. Worn out. Mentally exhausted. Emotionally exhausted.

I no longer cared. She seemed out to piss me off at every turn. And she generally did.

But I had been taught to never hit a woman. Yet there was a problem. I was beginning to not see her as a woman.

I was beginning to see her as an immature little girl in a woman’s body. A girl in sad need of an ass beating. But I was still unwilling to do so.

I was too much of a man. Too much of a gentleman. Too peaceful.

***
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THOUGH MY SECOND BOOK was missing two thirds of its original material, making it a mere 100 or so pages in length, I still decided to publish it. I could always pull it at a later date and rewrite it. Thus, I submitted it. And, in May, I had two books under my belt.

I had originally written it in 2004 when I was trying to break into the internet fiction industry. I’d had over 300 pages done before the computer I had been using closed my Word program unexpectedly, losing over 200 pages of the manuscript. I had put it up after that.

Then, when we moved to Council Bluffs, I had begun working on it again. This time, I only sought to add an ending. Later, when things began to pick up and my creative mind wasn’t so bogged down in all the crap, I would remove it from publication and rewrite it the way I had intended it to be.

But now, I needed to get something in and published. Something other than another set of short stories. Something to bridge the gap until I could release an anthology of my poetry.

And so, I sent in what I had of Lust’s Revenge. It had been intended to be book one in a loosely connected series that could be read in any order. Perhaps I would someday be able to finish that series...but not now. 

I had begun to compile my poetry, but had not finished. There were just too many poems.

“Tell me again,” I began, “what became of my notebooks of poetry that I accidentally left at your house when I was babysitting.”

“Tom cut them up,” she lied.

“I thought you said the girls had cut them up,” I remarked, pointing out her obvious lie.

“W-well,” she stammered, “T-Tom did. He found them and threw a fit.”

“...and you did absolutely nothing to stop him,” I surmised, “even though you knew they belonged to me.”

“W-well,” she stuttered, “I-I couldn’t. I mean...”

“Uh huh,” I let her know that I didn’t believe her, “whatever. Never mind that was over ten years of work. And some of my best poetry.”

“S-sorry?” she mumbled.

“Whatever,” I shrugged.

She knew I had caught her in a lie. She knew I already knew that she had been the one who had cut the notebooks up out of spite after I had spurned her during the time I had ‘babysat’ for her and Tony. She knew that I knew.

Still, she wanted to look innocent. She wanted me to believe that the girls or Tom had cut the books up. But that had been her intent. To deflect. To hide the truth.

And now, she knew that I knew the truth. She had no place to hide. I had figured it all out.

But she would continue to try her little tricks. Her little lies. She would try to deceive me into believing something that wasn’t true.

I would have none of it. I was done believing her. I was done playing. I would have no more of her lies.

As a result, she knew that I knew that the end was near. It was only a matter of time. Yes, I knew what she was doing behind my back.

***
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I’D HAD MY TEETH PULLED before we left Syracuse. They had crumbled to almost nothing due to illness, though the dentist tried to say it had been because I had failed to care for them. I had gone in because I could no longer bear the pain.

I had always been conscientious about my teeth. I had cared for them religiously, except when Lori had refused to get dental care products, until there was nothing to really care for. Bad personal habits, along with waning health, had seen to their deterioration. Not poor oral hygiene. 

Loretta had seen this as a way to take control. After all, in her eyes, a toothless dog couldn’t bite. And I was now a toothless dog. 

When she realized that the removal of my teeth had not removed the will to  stand up to her, she had lost all interest in me. In us.
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5. Mississippi Moonshine
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2008. I had passed my first classes without much of a problem, but had switched from video to radio production. Here, too, I showed that I had promise. Just nor the technical adeptness needed to make things work for me. 

Loretta’s jealousy was beginning to emerge through her fake pleased appearance. After all, I was doing something that she had never had the guts to do. I was trying to better myself.

I knew her learning disability was fake. She had the potential to be anything she wanted to be. A nurse. An EMT. A firewman. A doctor. A lawyer.

She was just too lazy to do anything to better herself. She was comfortable getting an income for herself and her girls. But she didn’t use the girls’ money on them. Instead, she used it on herself. 

It had been that way when I entered the picture back in 2002/2003. It had been that way when I had become involved with her in 2005. It would remain that way until she got caught.

The irony was that I had been added onto her check as well. $333/month. Money I really didn’t see. 

At least not in ways that actually helped me. Yes, she bought my cigarettes. But the food stamps bought the food. And nothing bought my clothes. I was still wearing jeans I’d had for five years.

I always went home for lunch, thus I never had to eat at the college. She kept the car filled with gas because it was the only way to get to the store, the girls’ doctor appointments, and the places she wanted to go. Had she not had to make appearances, I would have been on my own in finding ways to gas up.

I had stopped participating in the girls’ doctor appointments. The doctor did not want an accurate accounting of what was going on. He would only listen to Loretta’s lies about how terrible the girls were behaving. 

I had stopped fighting. I had no more strength. No more desire.

I was counting my days in hopes that I could graduate and gain a job in radio. Then, I would save up and divorce her. I was done. It was over as far as I was concerned. 

I had my suspicions that she was fucking the drug dealer across the hall from us. I had my suspicions that she was doing drugs. I had suspicions, but I couldn’t prove anything.

But there were hints. The neighbor’s dog supposedly got loose and got into our apartment. The intrusion had caused our little Pommie go nuts and he had taken the pit bull down. 

How had the neighbor’s dog got loose? How’d it got into our apartment? Loretta’s explanation had been so full of holes that it would have made great swiss cheese. 

Something told me that she’d had the man in our apartment. Or had gone to his. The dog had followed her or had been brought to ours. 

After all, I was gone for three hours of a morning and two of an afternoon, except on certain days when I was gone for three in both morning and afternoon. She was free to do whatever and wash the sheets after. 

She knew that I knew that she was likely cheating but not accusing. She knew I was waiting to catch her. I was waiting to be able to return home early just for that purpose.

I suppose that was why she bought the cell phones. To keep tabs and make sure I wasn’t coming in sooner than she expected. And to annoy the fuck out of me.

She seemed to check in at the least opportune times. The beginning of classes. Mid-class. 

Only once did she ever call between classes. I literally had to shut the phone off and risk getting accused of shit so that I wouldn’t get ejected from class. She, on the other hand, had no class. No understanding.

She was simply driven by her lust, her addiction. She loved the pursuit. The risk of being caught.

In many ways, I believe she wanted to be caught. Even then. Maybe, had she been caught then, it would have ended then and there and not dragged out for years. Then, again, perhaps not.

***
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WHY’S YOUR PHONE OFF?” She demanded.

“Don’t you mean ‘why was’?” I returned. “It isn’t off.”

“Well,” she sniffed, “why didn’t you answer?”

“Because I was in class,” I glared at her, “and they have a strict policy where cell phones are concerned. They’re supposed to be off during class. So everyone in class can focus. I thought I explained that to you.”

“Yeah, well,” she pouted, “makes me think you’re cheating.”

“Who the fuck would give a worn out married man time of day?” I returned. “I’m not exactly ‘catch of the day’ material. Sure, there are a lot of women there more beautiful than you, but what’s the fucking use? They’re probably also more shallow than you...and that’s not really a compliment to you.”

“You know you’re an asshole?” She hissed.

“Yeah,” I nodded, “and you’re a bitch, so we’re even.”

“I still think you’re cheating,” she flailed.

“Then,” I smiled sadistically, “you must be too. After all, you wouldn’t accuse without first feeling guilty of doing the same. Tends to be the hallmark of all cheaters. Accuse those around them of doing exactly what they are doing because they feel a tinge of guilt.”

“And how the hell can I?” She was trying to act innocent.

“How would I know that you weren’t?” I was still smiling sadistically. “After all, I am in school all morning and all afternoon. The girls are in school all day as well. You’re here all by yourself while we are gone. You have enough time to have sex in our bed, remove the sheets, wash and dry them, and put them back on the bed. All before we get home. 

“Or, even less conspicuous, you could be sneaking to some other apartment and having sex where you don’t have to worry about any of that. You just have to worry about showering and getting rid of the evidence. Either way...you have a lot more opportunity to do what you accuse me of doing than I do. And more inclination.”

She sat there stunned. It was the first time, I believe, that anyone had come that close to the truth. It was the first time anyone had seen through her lies and illusions.

It was sort of funny, really. I had hit it on the head. She had no defense, nor could she deflect. I had backed her in a corner.

That would be the last time, for a while, that she would accuse me of cheating. And though it wouldn’t be the last, it would live on as the first time I turned it around so that she could see exactly what I could see. What I had not voiced or even considered worth my time to pursue.

But now, I had turned her infidelity into an issue that she could not deny existed. I had pointed out, for the second time, that her guilt was what lay behind her accusations. Her own deeds made it necessary in her mind to project her wrong upon me. To make me seem like the one in the wrong.
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6. The Sex Is Good
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I have often said that my exes were enough to make any man gay. I still stand by this remark. I am often amazed that they had not turned me.

Both had broken every rule, every law. They had snubbed their noses up at the work it took to build a relationship. All the realities of being in a relationship.

They wanted the fantasy, not the reality. When they had to face reality, they tried to flee from it. And eventually, they did. 

I won’t lie. The sex was good. At first. But there is more to a relationship than just sex. 

It takes more than one to build a great relationship. To build a future. To create a happy home.

And it seemed that I was the only one trying to make it all work with both. I can’t rightly call either fuck sessions as a relationship. They were more like being stuck with a single fuck buddy and not a relationship between man and wife.

Still, there I was. I was stuck in a loveless marriage. I was stuck acting as if I was happy.

But I had long since stopped being happy. I had long since stopped caring. There was nothing left to care about.

While sex is usually an amazing part of every relationship, that was not the case with Loretta or Lori. after a while, I could tell that something had changed. Both had gone from being an example of Savage Garden’s Truly Madly Deeply to a mix of Saving Abel’s The Sex Is Good and Buckcherry’s Crazy Bitch.

But the sex was no longer good. It was no longer pleasing. No longer meaningful.

I often wonder if it had ever been meaningful. Or whether they had faked it all. And whether I had really been all that into them. 

A lot of that confusion arose from those moments where I was being accused of cheating. Those moments where I knew they were simply through their accusations. Their lies.

They say that a relationship is over once trust is broken. They claim that it dies in that moment when one partner lies to another about infidelity. I can attest to this being true.

I had never lied as I had never cheated. But I had been lied to. I knew what it felt like when love died. When a relationship died.

Infidelity murders your relationship by destroying the bonds of trust. Lying murders love through the same act. There can be no love without trust and truth. There can be no relationship without them either. 

And when the sex is no longer good, when you can tell that something has changed, it is time to let the relationship go. It is time to allow it to die. Time to walk away.

Two things should have given me a clue as to how the marriage would end. The first was my being brought in to ‘help her get rid of a lazy roommate’. The second was how our wedding day had been.

The roommate had not been a roomy. He had been a willing dupe, much like myself, who was used to shoo off Tom. I was the willing dupe used to shoo him off. 

In other words, she cheated on him with me. I had just been naive enough to not realize it at the time. It would take me time to realize just how naive I had been.

As for the sign that had been given on our wedding day, in the form of the hot beginning and cold end...well, suffice it to say that the passion had died. Lust is not good enough to keep anything going. Not even a marriage.

And when one is not willing to build, do their part, no relationship will last. Not even for a short time. It will implode.

***
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MY SECOND BOOK WAS ready for publication. Finally. I had checked it over several times to make sure there were no errors. 

“What’s that?” Loretta inquired.

“My first novel,” I responded.

“Why do you even waste your time?” She sneered.

“It’s not a waste of time,” I corrected, “it takes time to break into an industry. It isn’t an overnight thing. Even Stephen King had to struggle to get to where he is now. As did JK Rowling, Kay’s favorite author. One’s success is equal to their willingness and perseverance. Give up too soon, and you will
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