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"Do you see!" I exclaimed. "He is not taking this seriously!"

"Robert," our marriage counselor looked at my husband.

"But the Knicks are..." Robert put his phone away. "Fine," he looked at me. "I am sorry you feel that way."

"He doesn't mean it," I sighed. "I should have left."

"Here we go again!" Robert yelled. "This is why I keep gambling! She keeps bringing it up!"

"You slept with our babysitter in our bed!" I yelled back.

"Now, Charlotte," the counselor said. "If you want this marriage to keep going forward you have to stop throwing that in his face every time he angers you."

"But," I said.

"Did she tell you she won't even have sex with me?" Robert asked.

"Yes, you brought that up in our last session," the counselor sighed.

"It was four years ago!" Robert looked at me. "I said, "I am sorry. We got a new bed, and I haven't seen her again."

"Now, that's a lie," I stated. "You saw her last week and the week before."

"Robert?" the counselor asked.

"I coach women's volleyball sometimes, at the youth center," Robert shrugged. "I don't get a say in who joins the teams."

"He drove her home four weeks in a row," I folded my arms.

"You can see why Charlotte would be upset about you still seeing the young woman you had sex with?" the counselor asked.

"Yes, but like I said, it was four years ago!" Robert said.

Robert's phone chimed, and he immediately took it out. "See, he stopped being addicted to porn, now it's sports," I shook my head. "Sorry, I can't be doing this with him."

"I will schedule a session with you to see one of my other colleagues," the counselor said. "I am referring Robert to seek out addiction help as I see he has a problem."

Robert wasn't even paying attention. He was too busy looking at his phone.

"Can I come home this time?" Robert asked as we got outside.

"No!" I shouted. "You embarrassed me, again!"

"What did I do?" Robert asked. "I am doing what you asked, I got a new job. What's the problem if I spend my own money?"

"What was important about last Wednesday?" I stopped and asked him.

"What?" Robert stared at me.

"Last Wednesday what was important about that day? You get it right, no more counselling, you can move permanently back into the house, and I will never bring up your cheating, again!"

Robert stared at me. He knew it wasn't our anniversary because we got married the day after New Year's, and he also knew it wasn't my birthday.

"Come on," I stared at him.

"One of the kids birthdays?" Robert asked.

"Wrong!" I yelled.

"Judy had her first tryout for the football team. She was hoping her dad would show up to see her play." I turned around and headed for the car. "By the way, your daughter is one hell of a linebacker. The coach says she has a lot of rage. I wonder why!"

~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I don't know why you don't just divorce the asshole?" my partner asked.

"Three reasons," I stared at him.

"Kids understand these things better than you think," he smiled. "I came from a broken home."

"And look how you turned out," I laughed as we made our first stop.

I worked for armored truck security. We collected money from various places, such as banks, supermarkets, and loan places, and dropped it off at our secured location to be picked up later.

I went into the supermarket, and they took me to get the bags. We worked in three-person groups. Lionel was the driver and never left the truck. Gregg stayed outside and watched, and I went inside.

"Nice seeing you today Charlotte," the manager said.

"You too Frank," I smiled as I walked back to the truck and deposited the money.

"I am just saying," Lionel said. "You caught the man in your bed, with a woman," he said.

"Girl," I corrected. "She just turned twenty at the time, so she was a girl."

"Young woman," Gregg corrected.

"When you have kids, you will know," Lionel said to the young man in the back. At that age, they still think like girls."

"You saw him, so instant divorce," Gregg agreed.

"The kids wanted us to talk it out," I shrugged. "I wanted to leave. Despite his bad habits he was a good father for the most part. Until he got laid off."

"He is still using that excuse?" Lionel asked.

"Yup," I sighed.

Robert was at the top of his game when he worked at a corporate level. He was always smiling and enjoying life. Then, one day, the company got bought out by a larger company, and things went downhill. Robert, as well as high-level members, got kicked out once the company took over.

Robert tried to get in at other jobs, but none of them panned out. Since then, he has become who he is now, always forgetting things and never being there for the kids.

After I found him cheating, I kicked him out and filed for separation. It was the kids that brought him back home. He said he had changed and that he wouldn't do it again, so I caved and let him back into my life. He was gone for seven months but was back out of it within three months.

Sure, he didn't cheat on me, but Robert was addicted to porn. I found it on all his devices, and I got malware and other things on my computer as he couldn't stop looking at it, and he wanted me to perform some of the things he saw online with him in bed.

What broke me was that Robert was subscribing to more than fifteen of these women on different pay sites. One of those women was the young woman he had cheated on me with. So, I kicked him out again.

That was over two years ago, and he has been trying to get back in ever since. I had filed for divorce, but he didn't sign it. The children loved the memory of their old father, the way he used to be, and if I have to admit it to myself, one of the reasons I wasn't totally committed to the divorce was that I also missed him.

Robert was the love of my life. I missed the way he would do random things to make me smile, the way he would look at me, and the way he would make me feel. So, it was hard to let that go.

When we returned to the depot, Lionel said, "One day you will have to cut the cord.”

"I know," I sighed. "I know."

I had to cut the cord, as Lionel and many others told me. Robert wasn't getting better; if anything, he was getting worse. He had a gambling problem, and even though he paid what he had to for the kids, and didn't take them to his shitty apartment. I knew there was more to his problems than just gambling.

I loved my job, not just because I wore a flashy uniform or got to carry a gun. I truly loved being one of the guys. They talked man-talk around me, and I was fine with it.

They called me all sorts of names. Some of them I had to look up, but they mostly dwelled on my big tits, big ass, thighs, or many other things. I was always a big girl, and that's what Robert loved about me at the beginning.

Black guys do love their big girls, and Robert loved all of me; he used to smack my ass at every opportunity.

Seeing him with that thin, younger woman in our bed brought my spirits down.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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I hated seeing another counselor, but I wanted to make sure that this time, there was no reason for Robert to blame me for not trying.

So far, he had gone to seek help for his gambling and addiction problems, so I had to give this a try.

"You keep talking about him and them," the female counselor said. "Robert and your kids."

"Yes, they are the reason...." She shook her head again.

"What do you want?" she asked me.

"I want them to be happy," I shrugged. "Even Robert."

"There it is again," she said, closing the folder she had been writing in. "I want you to do something."

"What's that?" I asked.

"Take time for you, go on a mini vacation, lock yourself away and tell them not to disturb you for a few days," she smiled.

"I live in a house with four kids, well two teens and two younger ones," I smiled.

"Then a weekend away," she smiled. "Here," she reached for a pamphlet.

"A Bed and Breakfast," I smiled. "No, I couldn't."

"How old is your oldest?" she asked.

"Rebecca is nineteen, Judy is seventeen, Tyler is ten, and Ben is eight," I smiled.

She looked at me.

"I know," I sat back. I knew Rebecca and Judy could take care of the others for a weekend. Rebecca had been asking for more responsibilities around the house. Judy loved cooking and always cleaned after Ben.

"I will put in a reservation for you," the counselor said. "Next weekend."

"But I have..." I started to say.

"I can make this a doctor's note, and your work will understand," she said. "You need to get away and find out what you want."

It was settled.

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


Robert wasn't happy about me going away for a weekend without him or the kids, but that just made me want to go even more. The kids were through the roof about being left alone in the house without adult supervision until I told them Lionel and his wife would stop by every day while I was gone for a few hours to check on them.

After work, I drove for three and a half hours to the beach and saw the quaint B&B just off the coast.

"A cop," the lady said as I approached the desk.

"Nope, security, but it does look like I am a cop," I smiled.

"Very official," the lady smiled.

I told her my name, and she went up to the second floor and showed me my room. It was small and cozy. She told me when dinner was and what time breakfast was in the morning.

I got changed and was surprised at how quiet it was without the kids or my phone going off every hour.

The counselor told me to leave my phone in the car, so I gave everyone the number for where I was staying and told them only to call if there was an emergency.

It had been a long time since someone made dinner for me. I got to meet some of the other residents. It was game night, and we played board games and trivia.

I found that I loved to socialize and talk with other people, something I hadn't done in years.

When I went to bed, I felt relaxed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"May I?" Vance asked.

He was one of the men I met last night. He was very attractive in that tall, muscular way. Robert and I were both big and round, but Vance was all muscles.

"Of course," I smiled as he took a beach chair and sat beside me.

I had my toes in the sand and was reading a book I had been trying to finish for months.

I kept looking at Vance as he sat back on the lounge chair. The sun beat against his dark skin and muscles.

'You are married!' the good voice in my head told me.

'Separated actually!' the bad voice said. 'Don't even live in the same house and haven't had sex with him for over a year!'

'Legally married still counts as married!' the good voice said.

'He cheated, makes it fair to the same to him!' the bad voice retaliated.

'The ring on her finger says that they are still together, so she should leave this one alone!'

'He had a ring on his finger, and it didn't do jack shit! She should let this man fuck her like a sex doll!'

"Everything okay?" Vance asked.

"Yes," I quickly answered.

'Damn he was a hunk!' I thought.

'You are free to do what you want, that's what the counselor said!'

'She didn't mean to cheat!'

"What kind of book is it?" Vance turned to face me.

"One of those love stories," I smiled.

"Ah, a beautiful woman gets away from her life and falls for an attractive young man?" Vance asked.

"Something like that," I grinned.

"Do they just fall in love or does something else happen?" Vance sat and turned to face me.

I swallowed hard, seeing his giant pecks and biceps.

"Oh, she definitely wants things to happen," I said.

"But?" Vance leaned forward.

"She is technically still married, and doesn't want to be a hypocrite," I smiled, staring back at my book.

I was lying. Both people in my book were single. So, what they had was genuine.

"Why would she be a hypocrite?" Vance asked.

"Her husband cheated on her," I said, tapping the cover of my book nervously. While trying to hide all signs that this man was turning
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