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“Wake up!” I nudged my husband.

“Just a few more minutes,” he whined as he turned over.

I laughed as I knew he was awake. “No, you said that half an hour ago.”

Lionel turned to face me. His blue eyes met mine. “You’re beautiful,” he grinned.

“Your breath stinks,” I slowly got up. “And you’re still taking them.”

Sure enough, my movement and the sound of my feet hitting the floor signaled the alarm.

Our three kids ran into the room and jumped on the bed.

“I am up!” Lionel exclaimed as they started hounding him about going to the new water park.

I smiled as I headed for the bathroom.

“Do you have to?” my youngest daughter, Shelly, asked.

“Yes, but the next time, I will go with you,” I bent over and kissed her forehead as she looked up at me. “I promise!”

“See you mom!” my oldest daughter waved.

“Be good and take care of your sisters!” I pointed at her.

“Uh-huh,” Leanne shrugged.

The middle one was already in the car, waiting.

“Are you sure you don’t want to come?” Lionel asked.

“I have work to do,” I grinned.

Lionel and I have been married for over fifteen years and have three wonderful children, who happen to be all girls. Poor Lionel was stuck in a house full of emotions and girl talk.

I waved as they drove away. Looking at the time, I decided it was time to start working on my new project.

I usually worked at a car dealership on weekdays but had the weekends off. I still don’t know how I did it, but when you’re good at your job, things become easier to come by.

My current project was restoring an old Chevy Camaro. It was a passion of mine, and I loved working on old cars, bringing them back to life, and then selling them at the monthly car show at the local park.

At the dealership, I worked on any car that came in, but at my house, I loved the old stuff, no computers, no fancy stuff, just good old grease and tools.

“Okay, baby,” I smiled as I turned on my heavy rock music and stared at the shell of what used to be a great car. “Let’s get to work!”

My parents both worked with cars. Mom sold them, and Dad fixed them up. I was born to two people who loved cars, so it was only right that I knew everything about them. I could take any vehicle down to its basic pieces and put it back together again.

Lionel was good with computers and numbers, but couldn’t fix anything, so I fixed everything around the house while he did the taxes and finances.

That was how we met. I went into the bank to get a loan because I had fallen behind on some credit cards and other bills, and that’s where I met Lionel. Things started slowly but quickly blossomed into a relationship.

He couldn’t fix his car, and I kept going into debt, so it was only right we got together. We had been together ever since.

We bought a nice house with a big backyard, and I immediately built my garage out back from the ground up. It had everything I wanted and all the tools I needed. I had already put together a beat-up Ford truck and sold it, as well as a few other cars that the neighbors found and sold.

I usually went cherry-picking in people’s backyards, looking for cars and trucks that people had forgotten or no longer cared about. Once I brought them back to life, it was amazing how much people would pay for them.

We were sitting pretty, not rich, but good enough. Between what I made at the dealership, Lionel’s bank job, and the few cars I could restore and sell, we were in a good place, that is, until a few months ago.

Things got out of hand with the kids growing up so fast. Between clothes, food, and hobbies, we were starting to fall a little behind on things.

That’s when things between Lionel and me got a bit rocky. I applied for full-time work at the dealership, and we had to pinch a few pennies to make things work.

It wasn’t until we had to pay for Lionel’s parents’ funeral after they perished in a car crash that things got really tight, and I found out the truth.

Lionel was spending a lot more than he should on things that I didn’t like.

“I still can’t believe you didn’t kick him to the curb,” Alexis, my neighbor, said as we were talking in my garage.

“I can’t the girls love him!” I stated as I was still working on the car.

“He cheated on you!” Alexis stared at me.

“He called it flirting and micro cheating,” I explained as my face was covered with grease and dirt.

“Spending money on women he had never met,” Alexis reminded me.

“I know!” I turned to face her.

We had gone to get a loan and were using the house as collateral when things on his credit started to show red flags. He said it was his comic subscription, and I didn’t pay it no mind as I knew I married a geek.

We had seen all the Marvel and DC movies, so I believed him when he said he would get it under control.

It wasn’t until Alexis googled the name on the credit cards that the truth came out. He was using his credit card for one of those pay sites that featured women showing everything.

Lionel knew I hated them; the girls were always online and always on social media, and those damn advertisements or one of those sex workers with their spicey links were always popping up, even with the mature filter turned on; somehow, they got through.

My oldest was in cheerleading, and all she did was look online for one of the dance routines. It took us weeks to clear her algorithm, which was free of women dancing to the same song in nothing but their underwear. The whole team had to learn a new routine to a different song because it flooded their social pages with the same thing.

All it took was watching one video, and the algorithm thought that was what she wanted to see. It bypassed the filter, and that was it.

Luckily, after a few weeks of the parents complaining, they changed it so the mature filter couldn’t be bypassed, but it left a sour taste.

I knew I shouldn’t get mad, but the whole thing annoyed me to no end. So when I found out that after that entire ordeal, my husband started using his credit card to look at those women and their pages, it set me off.

I wasn’t mad at them, like some other women would be; it wasn’t their fault. I respected their hustle. Believe me, if those things had been around during my college years, I would have done it to pay off my college debt, but I was a mother now, and there was no way I would have done it.

What I was mad at was Lionel. He got everything at home. I had more going on for me than some of the women he was paying for, so why did he do it?

His excuse was that I didn’t pay him much attention, and it was harmless flirting and nothing more.

We were trying to start college funds for our girls, and he was paying six women’s bills for them.

“So, you still not having sex with him?” Alexis asked.

“You damn right I am not!” I snatched the beer bottle from her hand. “He can jack off to the images of the women he was paying for, one of them he paid a full year subscription. Jack off to that for a year!”

Lionel said it was the same as watching porn. I had watched porn with him and even done some of the things he had wanted to do. It wasn’t the same. It was a monthly subscription to another woman or, in this case, many other women.

I understood jacking off to free porn; this wasn’t free.

I had cut down on buying tools and getting my nails and hair done at expensive places, so I was doing my part.

“If Randy did that to me,” Alexis shook her head.

“Randy wouldn’t dare!” I laughed, nearly spitting up my beer.

Alexis was a good-ole country girl. I couldn’t imagine her husband Randy, a good-ole boy, doing something like that. Alexis would shoot him and pretend he went missing. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind.

“When I told him he immediately shook his head,” Alexis grinned. “He knows better!”

“It’s what I get for marrying a nerd,” I shrugged as I went back to work. “They always go after the big boobs!”

“Hell from what you showed me you got at least four of them beat in that department!” Alexis pointed at my chest.

“I fucking know!” I responded. “And it’s not like he doesn’t get them; he plays with them every chance he gets, well got, he can jerk his cock to the blonde girl with the fake tits now for the rest of the year!”

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Alexis and I talked for most of the day until I heard the car pull up. “You better get out of here,” I told her.

“You sure?” Alexis asked as we walked toward the front of the house.

“He is still the father to my kids,” I smiled.

“A lot of single mothers out there,” Alexis stared at me. “Just say the word.”

“Bye Alexis,” I waved at her.

Alexis smiled and greeted the kids, and they told her what fun they had at the water park. Lionel didn’t say anything to Alexis as he knew she would tear him a new one.

“Didn’t know she was coming around,” Lionel said as he watched Alexis get in her lifted pick-up truck and drive away.

“I needed someone to talk to,” I told him. “Come on, girls, let’s get cleaned up!”

The girls were all talking and excited about the things they did at the park. It took me forever to get them settled for the night.

“Are we going to talk?” Lionel asked.

“Nope,” I answered. “Goodnight,” I grabbed my pillows and blanket and went into the spare room. I set my alarm for just before I knew when the kids would get up.

Luckily for me, the spare room was downstairs next to the master bedroom. I had set motion detectors on the stairs so if any of them came downstairs, I would know and rush to our room.

Taylor was the only one who would still get up in the middle of the night for a drink, so I put a small fridge in her sister’s room to prevent her from having to come downstairs.

“So, this is what it’s going to be like for how long?” Lionel asked.

“Hold on,” I asked as I looked at my phone and his subscription. “Just over nine months, a lot of married couples go years without sex, so nine months should be a cakewalk.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Lionel and I never acted like anything was wrong around the kids, as it wasn’t their fault their father was a cheating pervert.

I don’t care what the internet called it; it wasn’t micro cheating; it was full-blown cheating. One of the women even sent one of those automated emails offering him a lower-cost subscription when he tried to cancel. I know it was automated, but still, it pissed me off.

“I have an idea,” Lionel said one day after we dropped off the kids at school.

“What’s that?” I asked.

He offered me some tickets to a car convention that was out of town.

“Bribery,” I chuckled. “Nice!”

“It’s in Miami,” he smiled.

My hometown. I looked at the tickets. “I am interested,” I looked at him.

“I know you’ve been wanting to go down there for a while,” Lionel smiled, knowing he had me. “You can go visit some old friends and fellow gearheads.”

I used to love working on trucks and cars down there. Miami had a sick custom car and truck scene that this place didn’t. I also used to work on streetcars when I got out of high school. I would rush down there and work on cars, then rinse and repeat the next day.

My parents hated the bad crowd I hung out with, so we moved from Miami to the middle of nowhere.

I was still in touch with some of the locals down there, and I knew if I went, I would be greeted like I had never left.

“So, here is the deal,” Lionel looked at me. “Whatever happens down there happens,” he shrugged, “But when you return all is forgiven, all of it!”

I gritted my teeth. “But you will still have your year’s subscription!”

“I know,” Lionel nodded. “Like I said whatever happens, happens.”

“Okay,” I took the tickets. “I
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