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“Thanks Babe,” my husband said.

“Anything for you,” I smiled.

I had come to his office to drop his lunch off. He had left it on the kitchen table.

“Hey Shelly,” one of his coworkers said.

“Franky,” I smiled.

I knew most of his coworkers by their first names.

“You are way too good to him,” Lyla said as I entered the elevator.

Lyla was the office manager.

I sighed. Lyla had always had it in for my Jameson since he got promoted over her.

“Drop it will you?” I stood at the back of the elevator.

“Ask yourself,” Lyla turned to me. “Why does he work so late? We aren’t a busy company, hell we’ve had to cut hours more than any other division.”

“To make up the slack!” I turned to her.

“Keep telling yourself that,” Lyla said as the elevator door opened. ‘Dumb blonde!’ she said in barely a whisper as she walked out.

“I heard that!” I yelled.

“I wanted you to,” Lyla shouted back.

I had always been called a dumb blonde, even in high school. 

When I came home, I was doing Jameson’s laundry when a smell on one of his shirts caught my attention.

It was the same smell that I smelt in his office earlier today. The scent of his secretary’s perfume. I remembered smelling it as she walked past me as I entered his office.

‘Why was it so pungent on his work shirt,’ I thought.

I smelled another shirt; it was on that one and another.

I grabbed one of his gym shorts, the ones he used early in the morning, or so he said. That’s why he had to leave the house early.

There was a different smell. Not sweat or body odor, but sex. It was definitely the smell of sex; I knew that smell well. I opened it up, and there it was a cum stain. Jameson had wadded it in a ball and thrown it into the laundry.

My heart was racing.

I wanted to call him, confront him.

“Hi, what do you want?” Lyla’s voice echoed as she answered her phone.

“What should I be looking for?” I cried.

“First, don’t cry, he isn’t worth it, so wipe those fucking tears!” Lyla said.

I took a deep breath and wiped away my tears.

“Good, now let’s get started,” she said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Lyla talked me through opening the shared bank account.

It took a few days to get permission from the bank to get access without Jameson knowing.

I didn’t fuck or do anything with Jameson during my investigation. Lyla told me to feign being sick as well as other excuses.

Who knew a redhead knew so much about being a fucking bitch.

“There you go,” Lyla stared at me as we ate lunch at a café.

“Motherfucker!” I exclaimed.

I saw a charge on one of our credit cards that should only be used in an emergency.

I didn’t do much work, but I earned a decent amount of cooking for my friend’s restaurant when things got back up. 

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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“I forgot to tell you,” Jameson said when I confronted him about the charge. “I took Billy and Doug to a business dinner, that’s all.”

“To Luggs?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Jameson shrugged.

“Doug?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Jameson sat before me, lying through his teeth.

“Doug is banned from Luggs,” I said. “Billy was with Kim in Las Vegas, for their anniversary.”

“No, he wasn’t,” Jameson laughed. “You got your days mixed up.”

“Here!” I yelled.

I turned the laptop around and showed him Kim’s Facebook. “The same day you were at Luggs, Kim posted a picture of her and Billy in fucking Vegas!”

I showed him a text to Doug asking him if he was still banned from Luggs, and it read, ‘Fuck that place!’

“Oh, maybe it was when...” Jameson started to say.

“I called and asked about the date in question,” I stared at him. “They asked if I was the cute blonde with the huge rack.”

“Of course it was you!” Jameson smiled.

“I don’t have a huge rack, and my hair isn’t down to my waist!” I yelled, showing him the picture, they emailed me of Jameson leaving the bar.

“Anymore lies?” I asked.

Jameson didn’t say anything. He just smiled.

“So, you finally caught on, so what?” he shrugged.

“I gave up everything for you!” I yelled.

“You wouldn’t have made it in law school anyway!” Jameson laughed. “You didn’t even catch on to this, and I have been cheating on you since the day we got married!”

I stared at him.

“The night we got married, I fucked one of your bridesmaids in the ass, on our hotel bed!” he said with a smug look.

“The night before your mother passed away, I got a blowjob from your high school best friend!”

I started crying as he yelled at me.

“The other day when you brought me lunch?” he laughed. “I had just finished fucking Laci on the desk, the same desk I fucked you on minutes later!”

I picked up my suitcase and other things Lyla helped me pack.

“Where are you going?” he asked as I walked to the door. “You’re dumber than a box of rocks, who the fuck is going to take you?”

“Fuck you!” I yelled as I slammed the door.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ 
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I had no idea where I was going. I just got in my car and started driving. I kept wiping the tears from my eyes.

I don’t remember getting on the highway or which direction I took; I was on autopilot.

What got my attention was the bright yellow gas light flicking on.

“Shit!” I exclaimed.

I looked around and had no clue where I was, what state I was in, or what highway I was on.

I pulled off the road and went to a gas station.

I tried my card, but it was declined.

“Asshole!” I said as I took out my card.

Lyla was brilliant and told me to separate the account. I went through it fairly and only took out the money I had put into it.

I looked at my phone and hit the GPS app.

I was hundreds of miles away from what was used to be my house. I knew that because I filled up a few hours before confronting Jameson.

There were texts and calls from him. None of them, I answered.

“Okay, Shelly,” I said as I sat in my car.

I had no family and no friends of my own; all the people I knew were through Jameson. Some of them had called me.

I scrolled through my phone and deleted them, then blocked them.

‘What was I going to do?’ I thought.

Then I remembered someone. It had been years since I had seen them, but we talked online all the time.

I took a deep breath and hit the button.

“Wow, this is a surprise,” his voice instantly hit me.

“Hi Ben,” I said.

“Michelle,” he said in a tone that I hated. He was the only one who called me Michelle, even though I had legally changed it to Shelly.

“I need a place to crash for a while,” I sighed.

“You know where the house is,” Ben said. “Still in the same place.”

“Thanks Ben,” I said.

“See you when you get here,” Ben hung up.

Ben was a friend of the family; when my parents passed away, he was there for me. He hated Jameson.

I plugged in the address and was amazed that I still remembered it.

It was a full day’s drive, but I had money for food, gas, and a budget motel or hotel if I needed it, so I got back on the road.

On the whole way there, I had mixed feelings about what would happen and what Jameson would do.

I ignored his call and continued singing to songs on the radio.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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‘Nothing’s changed,’ I thought as I approached the large black gate.

The large house was still the same.

I hit the talk button.

“About time, what did you do walk?” Ben asked.

Before I could say anything, the gate opened.

I drove straight to the garage.

I walked through the garage and into the house.

“He’s upstairs,” Wayne the butler said.

“Of course,” I replied.

I walked up the long, winding stairs and across the long hall into the immense study.

Memories of running around this place as a kid filled my head. I remembered thinking this was a castle, and I was a princess.

“He dumped you?” Ben asked as he was reading a book.

Ben didn’t read just any book; he read books that were large and had thousands of pages. He knew things that no one knew, and he was always searching the world for the next mystery or fact that he hadn’t read.

“He cheated on me,” I stood staring at him.

“Oh,” Ben looked up from his book. “What are you going to do about it?”

“I don’t know,” I responded.

“You are a Livingstone for Christ sakes! That comes with....”

“I know!” I yelled.

I was always told my family history, how a member of my family had fought in every war on every continent.

“I promised your mother and father I would keep you in line,” Ben finally stood up and faced me. “I did a poor job when you got married to that, cretin!”

“I said I will handle it,” I stood firm.

“And drop the act!” Ben scowled. “It’s below you!”

I had pretended to be the dumb, quiet, and shy blonde for too long.

“Fine!” I said.

“This is your house and your legacy!” Ben yelled. “Do you want it, or do you still want to play some stupid part?”

I looked around.

“I haven’t decided,” I responded. “I will be in my room.”

My bedroom was ten times bigger than my whole house, where I was sure Jameson was still living.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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I pondered my next move. Ben was right about one thing. I had been playing the part for too long. After I graduated high school, I met Jameson on one of my vacations.

He was sweaty and rugged-looking on the beach with his friends. I was so used to meeting other boys and young men who were brought up like me, with a silver spoon in their mouths.

It was at that moment that I had one of my family lawyers create a fake identity for me, complete with family and friends.

I didn’t mean for it to go so far that I started believing that fake personality was who I really was. Shelly Macentire from Louisiana.

I walked through the halls of my house and saw pictures of my legacy and the family I was born into. I remembered the stories my grandmother would tell me about each picture.

It had been years since I was Michelle Livingstone. Walking through the halls of this house and eating in the dining room, I started to remember who Michelle Livingstone was, what plans she had, and most of all, who she was. These past years Michelle felt like a distant relative, a memory pushed too deep.

I wasn’t Shelly. I was Michelle. And Michelle wouldn’t let some hooligan make her feel worthless.

I stared at the enormous picture of the first Livingstone’s. The painted picture showed a blonde woman standing behind a bold and brave man. Jameson was not bold and nowhere near brave.

‘Behind every man, there is a stronger woman,’ my grandmother would say.

Every picture in this house had a blonde woman standing behind a man.

‘Take your place!’ my real mother said before she passed away. I used an actor to play Shelly
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