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SHE SCREAMS SO GOOD
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I never killed anyone before, but I was certain I could do it. Think positive. You can do this; I kept telling myself.

I had to do this.

I wanted to do this.

I didn’t exactly spend a whole lot of time on the planning. I was afraid that if I thought about too much, I would talk myself out of it just like I had done with a lot of things in my life.

I didn’t want to with this.

I thought it be best to jump in with both feet. It’s not every day you find out your wife has been sleeping with the exterminator. It wasn’t the fact she was sleeping around on me. Lord knows I’m partly at fault. She had put on some extra pounds and cut her hair short to the point she looked more like dyke. 

That’s not the main reason.

I’m in a wheelchair, courtesy of the Unite States Navy. Our gun turret took a hit while out in the Red Sea. Now I have no legs and penis that doesn’t work. I’m hard hearing and my vision is failing due to a retina disease that is too complicated for me to pronounce.

My wife’s name is Gloria. Now, she goes by many other not so nice names.

Exterminator. Really?

Usually when something like this happens it’s the mailman or the pool guy or the lawncare guy. 

But the exterminator. Who woulda thought? 

Turned out she was screwing all of them. And then some. Talk about humiliating.

She’d leave at night claiming to be going out to meet a couple friends, but I knew where she was going.

It would’ve been nice if she stayed home with me. Like the good ole days. Even though I’m not attracted to her anymore it still hurts.

Hurts bad.

While sitting in the back room where I spent the majority of my time, I began to notice the doorbell ringing more often.

She was on her phone more than ever. I mean really on her phone having some serious texting conversations. I heard her laugh and giggle as she appeared to be having the time of her life.

Then shortly after that she would peek her head in the door, smiling her fake smile and tell me she’s going out to meet a friend.

To make things worse she had been paying him healthily. Now I knew something fishy was going on with the bank accounts.  Thousands of dollars kept vanishing from the accounts. Gloria thought she was being smart by transferring money from one account to another, little bits here, little bits there thinking I wasn’t going to notice. As I kept a more watchful eye on the accounts I began to notice a pattern. Every Friday at noon money would transfer.

It was the day I got my disability check from the Navy.

Okay. Now I was on to something here.

This had to stop.

They don’t even make country songs that sound this sad. 

I wanted to kick my own ass for not seeing this coming. I should’ve known. Seriously, I should’ve been paying more attention.

I done everything for her. Even with how she had let herself go over the years.

So, I set out to make it right but in order for me to do that I needed a plan. Considering I’m not a killer; I had to plan carefully plus I had to make sure I had the stomach to go through with it. 

I can’t woos out.

I had to man up, go all the way with this or don’t do anything at all. That morning, I chose to go all the way.

I wanted to do this.

I had to do this.

It was eating me up inside and I didn’t like the way Gloria had been talking to me lately. 

No respect.

I didn’t feel like myself. I felt used. Humiliated. I spent years serving my country and been in various dangerous situations only for things to come to this.
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