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INTRODUCTION

I FINALLY LEFT
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Tuesday, June 18 the day is finally here. The day has come for me to pack all my shit and leave my Husband. My heart is beating fast, my heart is pounding. My heart is beating sooo hard I can almost hear it outside of feeling it. I am having mixed emotions about this move. 

Do I really want to leave, or can we work this marriage out? Should I stay or should I go? I am really starting to doubt my emotions. 

I’ve been with him for the last nine years. We practically grew together! He wasn’t my first love or first sexual partner. But he was my first child’s Father, Husband and he was supposed to have been my Last everything. 

In my mind I was doing it all the right way. We waited to have kids because I refused to have any children out of wedlock. So, am I ready to be a single mother? I fought so hard to never be a single mother. I fought so hard to not be another statistic in the African American community. But... SHIT! This is Above Me now!

***  
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He left very early this morning to go out of town. He had a scheduled child support court date with his tied ass baby mama. Therefore, I chose this exact date to leave him. I can’t wait to not only be done with his ass but his baby mama drama as well. That woman just won’t give it up. I don’t even have the energy to waste with even allowing her into my subconscious.

*** 
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Now it’s time to get this show on a roll. Damn, I didn’t realize I had so much shit until now. Now I am trying to figure out what I should leave with him or what I should take. I invested the most in this damn House! I am so considerate even during this. I am still going to be fair with what I take.

I’ll let him keep the Sectional sofa, ottoman, tv stand, master bedroom stuff, bathroom sets, iron, iron board, microwave, toaster, swifter, hell he can even keep some of the pots, etc. You know what I don’t even want to take most of this stuff with me anyway. I am not going to want to hold onto the memories. I just want all my son Kai stuff, my clothing, dining table, carpet rugs, barstools, and of course the flatscreens. I am definitely taking these Flatscreens that I paid for. His ass needs to be in meditation mode of peace in quiet once me and Kai leaves. He needs to focus on why his family just left him. He doesn’t need no damn entertainment, like no type of it. Shoot, he is lucky I am not taking that PS4 that I paid for. Yessss, I finally got everything packed up and ready to go. I can drop majority of this stuff off to my storage now.

***
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Lord knows I haven’t even considered this journey that is ahead of me with moving back in with my Mom. On top of moving back in with my Mom, I am moving in with her and her Husband. The last time I lived at home with my Mother I was still a teenager and I am now 30 years of age. Let’s not forget on top of that she was a single woman. The fact that I will now be moving in with her as a married woman will be very interesting. I just hit the reset button on my entire life right now. Although, my Mom is beyond excited for this day. I am looking forward to the support I will have. This will be great for me to have a 24/7 Babysitter. I mean this is the only way I can look at this temporary situation and still have positive feelings. I am not excited about moving back in with my Mom, but I know this is the best option for now.

***
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It is now 9am, my Mother and her Husband should be here at any moment to help move my things to my storage. I don’t have a U-Haul or a pick-up truck. Between my truck and my Mother’s car were going to have to make this work. Hopefully, it doesn’t be that bad since I am not bringing any furniture outside of the dinning table and flatscreens. We just may have multiple trips, instead of a one trip and done. That is okay, because my Husband is long gone for now.

It looks like they just pulled up. It is about time. I am so punctual to the point that it drives me insane when others aren’t. Welp, time to get this show on the road. 

I am now officially moving out and leaving my Husband. Whew! This Shit is real life. I never seen this day ever getting here and it’s happening right now before my eyes!
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CHAPTER 1


SEPERATION
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Damn, this room is smaller than I thought. What the hell am I doing? Am I really giving up living in my own house to move back in with my Mom and sleep in this small ass room with a 3-year old child? Okay, it’s too late I’m moved out now. Speaking of that. My Husband should be on his way back in town now. I am surprised that he hasn’t called me yet.

Well, look who is finally calling me?

“Where yall at?” Bama asked.

Did this fool just ask me that?! I know he noticed them flat screen TV’s missing. He must know that we moved out.

“We not there. I moved out.” I told him 

“Where yall staying at?” He asked.

“It doesn’t matter, were not there.” I responded.

“Okay then. You had to take all the TVs tho? I have nothing to watch.” He said.

OMG is this really his only concern right now. This cannot be. 

“You know I paid for those TVs! They’re mine.” I told him.

“Aight, BET” He responded before hanging up the phone in my face.

***
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So, that phone call did not go how I pictured in my mind. Now I am just questioning it all. Was it ever real? Why am I feeling broken all over again right now? Why was I expecting a different response? Why isn’t he crying and begging us to come back home? What is happening right now? Did he ever love me? Does he still want his family?

This Dude has proved to me that I just made the best decision by leaving his ass! But this feeling hurts worst right now. My heart is in so much pain. The last 9 years has evolved around his happiness. I sacrificed my happiness for his. He is acting as if he is not even phased by his wife and son no longer being there.

I want to scream, and I can’t. I just moved out of my nice 3-bedroom house to sharing a room with my son in my Mother’s house to prove a point that seems to have not be proven.

***
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One month down at my Mom’s. Kai is loving being spoiled by his Mama and Papa. I feel a little at ease knowing that Kai is too young to fully understand what is going on. He possesses such a happy spirit. I want to continue to keep him in a nurturing healthy environment. I am loving and appreciative of the help I am receiving from them both. 

I just never seen myself ever moving back in with my Mom to the point that this still doesn’t feel real to me. (shrugs) I just want to wake up from this bad dream. I am dying inside every day that I awake and realize I am not lying in bed next to the man I said “I do” to. This is the longest we have ever been apart from each other within the last nine years. Through our ups and down we were still inseparable from each other. How can this feeling not be mutual?

***
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It’s been a month now and my Husband isn’t even showing interest in trying to win me or his family back. I am slowly falling into a deep hole of depression. He moved out of the house we were living in together. He moved into an apartment and I don’t even know where he is residing. He hasn’t shared his address with me. I feel hurt all over again knowing that he abandoned our home. I had intentions to return home and now we no longer have a home together. He is showing me in his actions that he doesn’t want this marriage anymore and found his escape when I left. I am dying inside.

***
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I have become obsessed with checking his Facebook page and his Sprint usage. I am still stalking this man and he is showing me no signs of reconciliation. Hell, I no longer even want his Hoe ass but it’s just the fact that he isn’t even trying to win me back. At this point I am preparing myself to give him back his phone that he brought me since its on his phone plan. I am so tired of checking his call log and text log. It is driving me insane to know that we are separated, and he is talking to other women. It is not even one woman its several women. This man will never change. I am questioning him about it, and he isn’t admitting it. This is weird for him to even deny it because we are no longer together. All he enjoys doing at this moment is pointing the finger at me for leaving. This man is Delusional. This is a Major part of why I left. Does he not understand why I left him?

*** 
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I really don’t think he is grasping why we are separated. INFEDELITY issues with No TRUST that we just can’t repair. He is not making it easier for me to try to trust him 100%

This man has cheated on me throughout the entire nine years we were together. He cheated before we got married and I blamed it on how young we were. Also, I blamed it on the fact that we were still considered single until we were married. In my mind I was allowing him to get it all out of his system before we get married because I believed it to have been the best thing for him to do. We were so young, still in our twenties. The age and maturity level must be the factor of why he keeps cheating on me. Me and my Husband went to high school together and even though we weren’t dating during that time the attraction was always there. Then we reconnected, and at that time we were both twenty-three years old. He was single for about a year from his first child’s mother and I was freshly single. I just ended my prior relationship a couple months prior. I always felt like he really didn’t get a chance to enjoy and explore women. So, I kind of blamed myself for allowing him so many passes when it came to cheating on me. 

***
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I still remember the first time that I caught him cheating. I went through his phone call log and noticed a strange number that he was speaking with frequently. So, I blocked my number and call the number. 

***
[image: ]


A young woman voice answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Who is this?” I asked her.

“This is Kelly. Who are you calling me?”

My heart immediately dropped, “Do you know Bama?”

Kelly answered, “Bama, no!”

“Well, he knows you because he’s been talking to you a lot later. You don’t know this number 404-555-5555.”

Kelly paused. “Oh, you mean B?”

“So, that’s what he’s calling himself now, B?”

“I’m so sorry I didn’t know he has a Girlfriend,” Kelly responded sounding sincere. “He never mentioned it to me”

At this point I just want to know as much as I can know about them two, while she is vulnerable and willing to share with me.

I responded “So, how long you been talking to him?”

“We been talking for about 3 weeks now...” Kelly was explaining before I interrupted her.

“Oh, 3 weeks huh? How many times have you seen him? Has he taking you anywhere?”

Kelly paused again. “We only seen each other twice. He came to my place.”

I instantly responded “Did yall fuck?”

Kelly paused and mumbled. “Yes, we had sex both times. I am so sorry I had no idea he had a Girlfriend, he told me he was single. You deserve better.”

Hold the fuck up. What did this easy fuck just say to me? I know she didn’t pull the “you deserve better card” on me.

“Kelly, let me ask you something?” 

Kelly answered, sounding confused. “Sure”

“Are you Caucasian?” 

“Yes, I am” she responded.

All I can do is drop the phone. This Nigga done cheated on me with a Becky!

“Hello, hello, I am so sorry. If there is anything else, you need to know?” Kelly asked.

I picked my phone up and responded “NO Kelly, you told me enough”

“Well, I hope you leave his no-good ass alone!” Kelly insisted.

“BYE KELLY” I yelled in the phone as I hung up.

I remember this Man telling me just like it was yesterday that he doesn’t fuck with Becky’s because he doesn’t like Becky’s. He’s not attracted to them and blah blah. Lying ass motherfucker! A man will stick his penis in any fucking thing. I couldn’t wait to call him.

***
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“Hey Baby” Bama responded

“WHO THE FUCK IS KELLY BAMA?”

He paused and then responded “I don’t know no fucking KELLY. What the fuck you talking about?”

“Oh really, so who number is 347-555-555? You been talking to this White Bitch for three weeks and I thought you didn’t even like WHIT...E”

Bama interrupted “Kelly a fucking Lie! I aint fuck that White Bitch”

“Bama, why would this woman lie to me?”

“Bitches lie every day. She trying to get under your skin and you letting her. I’m pulling up right now anyway.” Bama said as he hung up the phone.

***
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At this point I am tired of this Nigga. I done pulled out all his clothes and shoes out the closet and threw it in the living room. I poured bleach all over his shit, from his Timberland boots to his Polo outfits, etc. I just snapped because Kelly aint lying. What he doesn’t realize is I have the call and text log. This woman aint lie to me. Yes, she could have exaggerated the story, but she didn’t exaggerate shit about their couple of interactions.

***
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Bama opens the door and yells at the top of his lungs as soon as he realizes all his belongings were in the living room buried in bleach. “WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU. ARE YOU FUCKING CRAZY?”

“Oh, MOTHERFUCKER I aint show you crazy yet! You cheat on me with a Becky Bitch! How in the fuck and what in the Fuck! I been holding your ass down and you go out and cheat on me” I then shoved the printed call and text log in his face.

Bama dropped to the ground on his knees. “Babe, I fucked up! I am sorry! It only happened once. Babe, I love you!”

“Oh, now you want to admit it. Pathetic ass” I stormed into our room and slammed the door.

Bama followed me in the room with tears in his eyes. “Baby, I fucked up. What you want me to do. I’m not trying to hurt you. You mean everything to me. I can’t lose you Baby!” Bama explained.

“Block that bitch now! That’s what the fuck you can do. Was her pussy better than mine?” 

“Hell, no Baby! I was just curious that’s all. The bitch was boring Babe. I felt so bad. I was trying to leave it behind me.” He answered.

“You felt bad, but you fucked her twice? Make it make sense Bama” I yelled in his face.

“Baby, you all I have! I am blocking her right now. I don’t give a fuck about that Bitch. She was whack Baby, I’m so sorry” Bama expressed than grabbed me closely and gave me a tight hug. I felt the tears rolling down his face. I felt his sincerity. I love this man; I felt his pain. I can’t let him go over this woman who he just met three weeks ago. This is my man and future Husband. 

Bama released me from the tight grip hug and then started undressing me with kisses all over my body. We made love so passionate that night. I just knew I was pregnant the next morning.

***
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As I reflect......That incident was just the first toxic one of many more to come. In that moment I revealed how weak I was for him. I revealed how unconditional my love was for him. He knew in that moment he had me. The trust was never regained, and my heart was never whole from the moment moving forward in our relationship.

***
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Now let’s fast forward to the breaking point of today. 

I’m noticing my Husband is becoming more distant from me. It seems like he is disgusted by everything I do or say to him. It feels like he is purposely attacking me for no reason. He is treating me so differently like he doesn’t want me anymore. We are barely having sex and he loves sex. So, why are we barely touching each other? Our intimacy is at an all-time low. He is starting to feel like a stranger in my house. So, who can this bitch be now? This is all I keep asking myself. I am beyond tired of dealing with the infidelities. I scare and run one bitch away and two more pop up. I am so Sick of this SHIT.

I don’t want to face this again. This time I can
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