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Dick turned the wheel of the white Hyundai Sonata straight into on coming traffic going head on with a tractor trailer.

Dick isn’t his real name.  Should be but it isn’t.

Jane isn’t really Jane either but we’re calling her that to protect her identity for marrying such a dumbass.

Jane was sleeping because she trusted her husband, Dick.  She trusted him like a dog turning over for its owner for a belly rub. She didn’t know that Dick had secrets of his own. Little did she know what Dick was about to do at the time.

They were on their way to celebrate their anniversary of fourteen years. Going to spend the weekend at a fancy hotel with a nice pool and have sex in a Jacuzzi in Ohio. They were having marriage problems and Dick thought it would be a good way to get things in order.

Jane had a special kind of trust so strong a foundation it was the kind marriages were supposed to be built of before society said it was okay to part ways if you’re not happy.

She was too good for Dick.

Way too good. 

Everybody tried to tell her he was bad news. She wouldn’t listen. She thought she knew Dick. She thought she knew.

Well, she didn’t know this.

Dick had slept with twenty other women. Including her sister and her best friend. Three of them he got pregnant, but he got them all aborted with all the big big money he made as a heart surgeon.

Like he wanted Jane to do but Jane was having this baby. She can’t believe he has it in him to do something like that.

He tries to play it off like we shouldn’t make others suffer by bringing them into this hard cruel world and thinks they will be better off.

Dick done this so many times it was easy-pessy. 

That’s because she really didn’t know Dick was really a dick.

She also didn’t know he had another waiting at the hotel they were staying at. This was going to be his weekend. Party it up and live like a rock star as he liked to say.

He and Jane were staying on the fourth floor while the other waited on the second floor that way it would decrease their chances of running into each other.

The funny thing about it was, Jane knew this woman. She had lunch with her several times.

Dick would be happy if he wasn’t such a well, D.I.C.K.

The horn echoed through the midnight and all Dick saw was the blinding bright headlights shining upon him as if he was on a stage performing.

This was showtime.

The moment of truth.

The moment Dick finally set things straight and this was his way of fixing the problem.

Except for that split second, he thought, oh shit. I just screwed this up. He’d done crossed over to the other side. Crossed the line an there was no turning back.

Everything moved in slow motion as if he were watching this all unfold before his eyes and there was nothing he could do about it to change it.

He turned the wheel to the right but he knew there nothing he was going to be able to do to change it.

Jane wakes, eyes wide, mouth wide but at that point could only scream. Her fingers claw into the side of the seat, digging deeper and deeper into the cushion as if she were holding on to the edge of a cliff by the tips of her fingers.

Her legs straight out as she presses the floor as if she were going to stop the car.

Dick holds the wheel tight. White knuckles. Arms straight out. He knows it too late. Too late to do anything about it.

In the short second all this took he thinks about how sorry is for doing this. If God somehow managed to forgive him in case he happens to get lucky and survive this, he promises to himself he will come clean and tell Jane everything. She deserves at least that.

The lights get closer.

Closer.

The trucker’s horn blares.

Dick’s heart beats quick like it’s going to come through his chest. He feels something in his throat trying to get out.

He glances over at Jane. She screams her head off.  Really screams her head off.

They both hear the sound of crunching metal and plastic. Damn cars these days crumble like a coffee cake.

They smell smoke. See smoke. His arms burn.  

Is the car on fire?

Should we get out of here?

Not yet.

A large tree branch come through the windshield and impales the baby inside Jane belly.

The baby feels something stabbing at it but can’t do anything about it.

The car rolls.

Jane flies through the windshield like a bullet.

Her head rolls around on the seat. Still screaming. He heard the brain is still active for a short while once decapitated.

Jane’s head screaming as if she is very much aware of what is going on.

The car rolls. He lost track after the third time.

Crunching. Smashing.

The other half of June’s torso is sticking out of the front windshield. Her feet dangling over the dashboard. Large streams of blood travel down her leg and drip from the tips of her bloody toes and is splattering everywhere and all over Dick’s face.

He hears a loud explosion as large shards of glass splattering all over inside as if a bomb went off.

He feels scratching all over his face and his arms.

His eyes hurt. Hurt like hell. He feels something cool around them.

He can’t see.

The car is still rolling. When is this all going to stop? At this point he knows he’s going to die. This is going to be it. Soon God will pull the curtain shut.

When?

As soon as he gets his reward, he hears a voice say. The voice is deep, dark and sounded like a demon as if it were the Grim Reaper himself coming to collect. You get what you get and don’t throw a fit.

He feels something smack into his head. He can’t see it but its June’s head still banging around.

Tree branches burst through the windshield. Dick feels something impale his chest.

At first it hurt. Then it stopped. Only a burning sensation as he coughs and spits and the blood in his throat causing him to gurgle.

He wonders why does all this have to happen?

It was his reward to die this way. God’s cruel joke on mankind.

He just wants out, out of all this mess.

Well, he gets out. Dick is thrown twenty feet. Mother karma tossing him around like the ragdoll he is.

He faintly hears a soft crack as his head smashed into a tree.
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