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CHAPTER ONE: DIVORCE
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Divorce. It’s a devastating experience, especially when your blindsided with it by a sick and twisted selfish bitch. A person who you loved and thought you could trust. But, there is no such thing as loyalty and faithfulness in today’s society. It could drive a man insane.

James was going through his second divorce. The first was shocking and ugly. A painful end to a 14 year marriage that scared his heart and soul. Nothing hurts like the person who you love and who you think cares for and loves you becoming unfaithful. He helped put her through medical school only to find that she had began her infidelity with a couple of her patients. The pain was unbearable, but witnessing the pain and heart ache it caused his two young children caused even more pain and anger that was off the charts. It was an unimaginable reality. It could never be any worse than this. But he was wrong.

He was now going through it again. Only this time it was 1,000 times worse. This time it was a slap in the face and a knife in the back after 18 years together, by a person who witnessed first hand the pain that he went through from the first divorce. She had swore that she could never do anything like that to him if things didn’t work out between them. The fucking liar took it to an entirely new hateful level. The most dangerous weapon that you can give a narcissists woman during a divorce is a child. She will use that child as a weapon to torture you, proving that her hatred for you is stronger than her love for the child and the child’s well-being. 

James was blind to the fact that she was the definition of white trash. She grew up with a mother who lived the reckless life of a whore and with siblings that had no family morals or values, whoring around like their mother. After growing up, her siblings were also abusive to their children. With one sister even giving her child away. They were all truly part of the lowlife scum of humanity. 

The second wife did a great and sneaky job of camouflaging what she truly was. A selfish, self-centered, whore scumbag, just like the rest of her family. 

Over the early years of their marriage she slowly slipped out signs that she was a mistake. Signs of being highly mentally unstable. But out of the goodness and love in his heart that he had for her, he ignored it all. Little did he know that it would all take a toll on his health over time, eventually causing him indescribable mental pain and eventually causing him to pay the ultimate price with his life.

She was sneaky and vindictive. A true mentally ill snake in the grass, just buying her time to strike and destroy him with her sick and sadistic venom. She was a manipulating machine.
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CHAPTER TWO: THE VOODOO WITCH


[image: ]




After an early morning trip to the New Orleans Audubon Aquarium, James decided to take a stroll through the French Quarter. After window shopping through a few souvenir shops he eventually came across a voodoo shop and decided to go in and check it out. The shop was small and eerie. It was full of books, candles, small statues and relics.  

There was a young lady working behind the counter. She looked to be in her early 30s and was very attractive. She had red hair and beautiful blue eyes. They eventually struck up a conversation. During their talk, she mentioned that if he was interested in spells there was a voodoo witch on the premises who could perform them for a price. Jokingly, he declined and left the shop to continue his early afternoon walk through the French Quarter. 

After grabbing some lunch and indulging in a cold and refreshing daiquiri, he couldn’t get the thought of the beautiful redhead and her mentioning of spells out of his mind. He thought of a spell idea to possible ask the voodoo witch about, so he returned to the store. 

When he re-entered the store, the beautiful worker looked up and smiled, seeing that he returned. “Hi, you again. May I help you?” She asked. “Yes ma’am. Is your voodoo witch available right now?” He asked. “Let me go check in the back and see if she’s available to see you right now.” She replied. 

The girl disappeared behind a curtain and a few minutes later returned. “She does have time to see you now, for a fee of $60. At this point, James said to himself, “Fuck it. What do I have to lose?” as he pulled three $20 bills out of his wallet and paid the young lady. 

The young woman then walked around the counter and approached him. She reached out, laid her hands on his shoulders and began to softly whisper something in an unusual language. She then leaned forward and softly kissed him on his forehead, leaving a light smear of bright red lipstick. “Follow me,” she said. 

James followed her around the counter and past a curtain and down a dimly lit hallway which led to a large very old looking wooden door. The door creaked loudly as she slowly opened it. She then looked at him with a sweet smile and said. “You may enter. I need to get back to the shop. But I’ll see you again on your way out.” 

James slowly entered the room as the door closed behind him. It was dark with eerie green lighting and a few candles burning for extra light. He was amazed how warm it was in the room. Actually, it was more than warm, it was very hot and humid, like being in a sauna, resembling the humidity of a scorching New Orleans hot summer day. The room was grungy and dirty looking. In the far right corner of the room was a huge cauldron sitting on top of a burning fire and there was a huge round table in the middle of the room with a big throne like chair behind it. 

James then heard a voice out of the darkness say, “Please have a seat.” He walked to the table and sat down on one of the stools. A woman slowly appeared out of the darkness and walked towards her chair. She was dressed in black, wearing a black veil over her head and face. As she sat down she removed the veil. James was very surprised how attractive she looked. An older woman, but very attractive. Her dress wildly resembled the famous movie macabre TV show host, Elvira. The dress was long, tight fitting and low cut at the top, revealing much of her large, beautiful breast. After she sat, she stared at him for a couple of minutes. 

Quietly James sat there, sweating from the intense heat in the room. He couldn’t help but stare at her voluptuous, sweaty cleavage, watching beads of sweat run down her bosom into her dress. 

“May I help you?” She finally asked. “Yes ma’am.” James responded. “The young lady up front in the store told me that you can do spells? Is it true?” “Yes, it is true.” She answered. “That young lady is my beautiful daughter, Celene. I’m Agatha Glapion, great granddaughter of Marie Leveau.” As she stated this, James could feel an eerie chill race through his sweaty, over heated body, causing weird goosebumps and a feeling of the hair standing up on the back of his neck. 

James spoke out,“I would like a spell to help me get revenge.”  “Revenge on whom?” Agatha asked. 

“Well, what the hell?” James thought to himself. Then spoke up. “I want revenge on several individuals. I’ve been done wrong by several sadistic people in my life, especially recently. I’m miserable. I don’t know how much longer I have to live and I’d love to see these people pay dearly for their hateful and evil ways.”  

Agatha responded. “I may just have something you may be interested in.” She said in a soft, sensual voice. “However, it will come with a huge cost.

”What would that be?” James asked. “First it will cost you $500. Then the spell would require you to leave life as you know it now and enter the spirit world and there you will remain for all eternity. Trapped in a purgatory world where few exist.”  

James sat there quietly, wiping the sweat from his eyes as it ran down from his forehead. He began to think about some of his horrific memories, feeling his pain and suffering and it began to anger him. “Look Ms. Agatha, I’m miserable. Very miserable. I want revenge. At this point, I’ll do whatever it takes, even if it cost me my life.”  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
(EVENGE

[
A NQW ORLEANS HORROR £ LOVE STORY
£ .’ x _; e
/: 1 M

A SHORT STORY BY TERRILL J. WEIL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





