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"That's what happens when you give a female any amount of power!" I said as I drove home.

"Not in front of the kids!" Meredith pleaded.

"I am sorry son," I looked back. "You should have won! If that..." I stared at my wife and stopped my sentence.

"It's okay," Barry, my son, smiled. "Winning isn't everything."

'That's those damn teachers!' I thought. Teaching kids that it's okay to lose and come in last. So, they won't get hurt feelings. 'Fuck them!'

"Go up and get changed, make sure your homework is done!" Meredith shouted as the kids ran up the stairs.

I went into the kitchen and popped a cold one. I needed to drink.

"I hate when you get like that in front of them!" Meredith said.

"Great, here we go!" I shook my head as I turned on the television and sat down.

I was about to get scolded for thinking everyone was going too easy.

"Barry is doing well in class," Meredith started. "He has top grades, and all the teachers love him!"

"Yes, because they don't do anything!" I turned to her. "Most of the time I pick the kids up most of those free minded teachers are head down in their phones!"

"Because they can grade papers online, now," Meredith sighed. "It's not like our days when everything was on paper. Most of the kids work is done on their tablets."

"Right," I chugged my beer. "The tablets that I have to buy each year because a new one comes out!"

"You?" Meredith turned to me, her face flushed red.

"Don't start," I turned away from her.

"You're the only one working over forty hours, you're the only one picking the kids up, you're the only one that knows everything!"

I turned the volume up on the television as she walked away.

I hated it when she got all riled up. 'So, what that she got a job?' I told myself as I heard her stomp intentionally up the stairs. 'I didn't tell her too. We were doing just fine on my salary.'

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU kidding?" Winston laughed.

"Not us," Lionel laughed. "You were struggling, just like the rest of us."

I worked at a car factory, which was hard work every day. I tried to get a promotion, but I was denied three times.

The new guy in charge was a black man, and I knew why he got promoted because of his skin color. The woke movement at its finest.

"We were fine!" I shouted.

The guys laughed at me as I went to get cleaned up.

"Hey Dennis," he said.

"What can I do for you boss?" I answered.

"Let's drop the boss routine, it's getting old," Hank said.

"You are the boss, right?" I said as I cleaned the grease and gunk off my hand.

"And this is why you didn't get promoted," Hank said. "Not a team player."

"I've been here longer than you," I told him. "I know more about this place than you do, and I know the people!"

"But do they respect you?" Hank sneered. "No, they don't!"

"Who gives a shit about respect?" I replied. "I deserved that job!"

"Did you say the same thing to Jimmy? Or Taylor?" Hank asked.

He mentioned the other two who got promoted over me. I turned and shook my head.

"You trained Taylor remember?" Hank laughed. "You didn't say anything to him, or how about Jimmy, he got written up twice and still got promoted!"

"Yeah, I know," I rinsed off my hand.

"Oh, won't say anything about them, because they were white, right?" Hank smiled.

"What do you want?" I asked, throwing the towel into the trash.

"We are moving you to second shift," Hank said.

"About fucking time!" I smiled. "Only been asking to get off night shift for three months."

"Well, an opening came up and you got it," Hank said, tossing the papers to me. "Congrats!"

I watched Hank walk away.

"Asshole!" I said as I signed the papers.

I walked upstairs and entered the manager's office.

"Hey Dennis," Jimmy smiled.

"Just returning the papers," I said, putting the papers down on his desk.

"Sit," Jimmy motioned to the seat in front of him.

"I really got to get going, it's getting early, and I want to get some sleep before the kids get up," I shook my head.

"I said take a seat!" Jimmy yelled, "And close the fucking door!"

I slammed the door closed and sat down.

"What's your problem!" Jimmy yelled.

"What the...." I stopped myself. "Did he rat on me?"

"Did who rat on you?" Jimmy asked.

"Nothing," I shook my head.

"You've been acting like a real asshole lately," Jimmy stated. "Worse than usual. What's going on?"

"What do you think?" I asked, staring at him. "Everyone is passing me, and no other place is hiring at the salary I am making now."

Jimmy sat back and stared. "I thought everyone was just being lazy and not getting jobs?" he laughed. "You could go somewhere else and work your way up?"

He was smiling as he threw my own words back at me. I had said that a few months before he got the promotion.

"What do you want Jimmy, unlike you I got a family," I folded my arms.

"Word is getting out that you and Hank are butting heads," Jimmy sat forward. "Word is you don't think he has the credentials or the knowledge to be in the position?"

"And they would be right," I said.

"Good," Jimmy said, throwing a folder across the table. "You are running the second shift; Hank is running the nights."

"You are kidding, they finally approved the shift manager position?" I smiled as I saw my new raise.

"Yup, congratulations, let’s see if you can put that mouth to work," Jimmy smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"HE DOESN'T THINK I can do it," I smiled as I got out of the shower. "He thinks that I will fall flat on my face."

"It's a big raise," Meredith said, looking through the papers.

"Hell, yeah, it is," I looked at it again. "It starts next week, so you can stop working at the supermarket."

"I like working at the supermarket," Meredith stood up.

"Well, I am telling you, that you don't have to!" I told her, snatching the folder from her hand. "Things were good when you stayed home!"

"Good for you maybe," Meredith looked at me. "I was bored out of my mind!"

"Well, clean, cook, for Christ's sake, the place is falling apart without you being here," I said. "Any woman out there would jump up and down for the chance just to stay home and be a housewife!"

"Maybe you should have married them!" Meredith stared at me.

Meredith had never stood up to me like this; she was always faithful and obeyed me.

"Pauline," I nodded as I sat at the edge of the bed. "She's done this to you!"

"What opened my eyes?" Meredith smiled. "Yes, she has!"

Pauline was the referee at our kid's games and the young woman that babysat for us on occasion.

"We are ready?" Barry poked his head into the room.

"I will be right down," Meredith said.

"We will talk later," I said.

"Fine!" Meredith responded as she picked up her things. "I don't care what we talk about, I am not quitting that job, and that's final!"

I threw the papers against the wall as she left.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
[image: ]


"HEY, BOSS, YOU HAVE a visitor," Lauren said as I filled out the papers.

"Now?" I asked.

"Yes, sir," she said as she left my office.

It had been three weeks since I took this promotion, and Jimmy and the other higher-ups were up my ass about paperwork not being filled out correctly and the numbers dropping.

Not my fault people kept calling out, lazy fucks!

"It's you!" I said as Pauline walked through the door.

"Glad to see you too Dennis!" she smiled.

"What else do you want to take from me? Blood?" I asked.

"I didn't take your wife from you," Pauline smiled as she sat down. "She left because you're a neanderthal," she shrugged.

"Now she lives with you," Dennis said.

"We aren't together," Pauline smugly smiled. "As much as your kind wants to think all of us openly minded women are lesbians and hate men. I am straight, and I like men very much!"

"You just hate the ones that like things how they are, and don't want things to change," I nodded.

"Again, not my fault, the winds are changing, you can either change with them or get blown over, your choice," Pauline shrugged.

"I'm going to ask one more time," I said as I stood up and walked to the door. "What do you want?"

"I talked to your higher-ups, the ones up those stairs," Pauline said as she pointed to the stairs. "They approved some sponsor money for the teams. I just wanted to inform you," she smiled. "We are going to see a lot more of each other."

Pauline smiled as she went out the door.

"Fucking bitch!" I roared in my office.

I tried to talk to Jimmy and the others, but none of them budged. The company needed more clients and more people buying our parts, and sponsorship of children's games were the big thing.

I went home, or what I was calling home now. Meredith didn't want anything from me. The kids went with her under their own will. We sat down and talked to them. Barry was the first to say he wanted to go with his mom, damn momma's boy. I was sure Caitlin would want to stay with her father, but she loved her brother and went with him.

I microwaved some dinner and sat on the couch.

Meredith didn't answer a call or a text unless it was related to the kids. In her words, she was done with me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"NO!" I YELLED AT JIMMY.

"Part of the position," Jimmy stated.

"I am not wearing some referee jumpsuit," I said.

"Pauline and the refs are one short," Jimmy laughed. "Mike said since you're the only shift manager that's been falling behind on numbers, you have to fill in."

"Those numbers are unrealistic, and you know it!" I yelled.

"The others are reaching them," Jimmy smiled.

I quickly went through the tabs on the screen.

"Hank's shift is up forty percent," Jimmy stated. "That's higher than me when I had that shift."

"Impossible!" I said as I tabbed over to it.

"The people on his team really respect him. They hit a high gear the other night," Jimmy said, reaching over me to show me the output for the night before last.

"Holy fuck!" I looked at it.

"Yeah," Mike said the same thing. "He didn't believe it, so we looked at it again and the cameras as well as the machines, it's legit."

I tried to push everyone for the rest of the day, but no one budged. Some even dared me to fire them. I couldn't do that; I would run even further behind if I did. I was failing, and everyone around me wasn't helping.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"YOU LOOK GOOD," PAULINE laughed.

"Shut up!" I grabbed the whistle from her hand.

"Shall I tell you...." Pauline laughed as she stood before me in her zebra suit and black hat.

"I know what to do," I shouted back at her.

The game was evenly matched, and I tried to call the game fair. Still, I heard people shouting at me for what they thought were wrong calls.

"Doesn't feel good huh?" Pauline laughed as a kid's father yelled at me after the game.

"His son stepped out of bounds," I said.

"Yes, he did, and you were right to call it," Pauline laughed. "I bet he is telling his son that they would have won if it wasn't for that fucking blind ref!"

I went back to the locker room.

"You've been staring all game," Pauline said as she walked towards the female locker rooms.

"What?" I asked.

"My ass," Pauline smiled. "You've been staring at it all game."

"No, I haven't!" I said.

"Liar!" Pauline approached me. "Is it better than your wife's?"

"I don't know what you are talking about!" I said as she had me pinned between her and the wall of the locker room.

"You're still married," Pauline said as her face was near mine. "Why are you staring and thinking about a filthy, slimy, snowflake of a liberal woman like me?"

"I am not!" I pushed her back.

"Tell you what," Pauline smiled. "No one's here, the others left a while ago."

Pauline took off her black cap. Her long hair fell. "I am going to shower and get changed alone in there," she pointed to the female locker room, "just in case."

She walked inside and then dropped her top outside the door.

"Fucking lying bitch!" I said as I stormed into the male shower. "Like I would want her!"

'So, what she has a younger firmer ass than Meredith!' I thought. 'Bigger tits too!'

There was still a chance I could repair things with my wife. She was the mother of my kids. I had to show Meredith I was still the man she married.

"Fuck her!" I yelled as I got cleaned up.

'God, I





























[image: ]
































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
67 Alexander Madin





d2d_images/scene_break.png





