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I have been reading some of these so-called confessions, or as some would call them, getting their stories off their chests, and I realized a few things. At the same time, some of them have been good or bad, depending on how a person judges them. I have come to realize a few things; until someone can step into another person’s shoes, they have no place to judge. The other thing is that confessions are good for the soul, and what better place to confess than the soulless place we call the internet?

Everyone has skeletons in their closet or a story to tell that can make them look bad in a certain way. As my father used to say, each one of us is a villain in someone else’s story. That includes you, the person who judges others depending on what you read or see. Someone out there has painted the villain in their story, so jump down from that high horse and join the rest of us.

My story is no different. I could have turned away at some point; there was a point of no return, and I crossed it willingly. I have no regrets about what happened or what still happens today. I made my choice, and now I am happy to live with it.

As usual, since the others have said it. I will say it too. No real names, places, people, or locations are being used.

My name is Denise, and this is my confession.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I am a fifty-seventh-year old widow. My husband Charles died seven years ago. Until his death, I was a stay-at-home mom who raised four kids. Charles was a good husband and an alright father. I didn’t blame Charles for the way he treated our children. Where we grew up in a small town, children were seen and not heard. It was up to the wife to be the mother and take care of the kids, and the man of the house to provide, so for all those years, I did what had to be done.

Charles provided for us very well; we never were without food, clothing, or a roof over our heads. The children had gone to good schools.

So, when they left the nest, I was glad to have some time to myself. That was when I started noticing small things. Letters with red paper, final notices on some of the bills.

Charles always told me that he was taking care of it, and I didn’t have to worry about anything, but I was getting cautious in my spending.

A few weeks after I had tried to talk to him about getting a job, he was diagnosed with lung cancer. Charles had smoked cigarettes from the day I met him, and it only got worse throughout the years.

They had given Charles a few months to live; he was gone in less than two weeks, still smoking till the day he passed away.

That’s when everything hit me. We were behind on everything, including the mortgage, and it had been that way for years. He kept shuffling money from one place to another, never really getting ahead on anything.

We were in debt to our eyeballs.

Charles’s retirement barely made a dent in everything, and even with the kids helping me out, I had to give the bank back the house.

I moved into an apartment building on the first floor and got a job. I was out of debt, but I was living paycheck to paycheck.

I was working at a hotel and hated every moment of it. From checking people in to helping clean the rooms, but it was paying me the most that I could find on short notice.

My boss, Andrew, was a great guy. He worked with me and got me up to speed on everything, plus he ran a tight ship. He wasn’t the kind of boss who played favorites or didn’t work. He got down and dirty like the rest of us when things got behind.

“Not now!” I yelled as my car groaned to a stop.

I had been ignoring the yellow check engine light for too long, and now it had caught up to me. I didn’t have the money to fix it.

I sighed and took out my phone.

“Hi,” I answered as Andrew picked up. “It died on me again.”

“Where are you?” Andrew asked.

“Near to the exit, I can walk it,” I got out of the car and slammed the door.

It wasn’t the car’s fault; it broke down. I knew it was on its last legs when I bought it. I thought I could get a few months out of it and save some money, not paying for a car note. It had lasted me four months.

“Are you sure?” Andrew asked.

“Yeah, I can see the hotel from here,” I told him as I took my things out of the car. “I might need a ride home, though.”

“Rebecca leaves the same time you do, maybe she can take you.”

I snarled a little bit. I didn’t like Rebecca. She was a young woman in her twenties, and she acted as if the whole world revolved around her. Any little problem, and she made it all about her and her problems.

Everyone hated her, everyone had a problem with her, and she had done nothing wrong. Even though she came in late every day, which wasn’t her fault, as the traffic was always bad, or her alarm didn’t wake her up on time. She hardly got everything done, which again wasn’t her fault, as there was too much to do, and not enough time to do it.

Rebecca had no sense of accountability or common sense.

“Sure,” I replied.

“See you when you get here,” Andrew said.

A half hour later, I walked through the doors.

“Sorry about your car,” Rebecca smiled.

“No, you’re not,” I opened the staff-only door and went to the back to put my things away.

I returned to the desk and clocked in. I was hardly ever late and had no call-outs since getting hired. I noticed that I was clocked in already. I didn’t say anything to Rebecca about it and went on about my day.

Later that afternoon, I found Andrew in one of the rooms fixing the A/C unit.

“Hi,” I stepped into the room.

“One of the kids started shoving these through the vents,” Andrew held up a small toy figure.

“Yeah, they like putting things where they don’t belong,” I grinned.

“What’s up?” Andrew asked.

“I saw that you clocked me in before I got here,” I stood near the door. “You didn’t have to do that.”

“You’re a good employee, Denise, never late, never complain, even though you could,” Andrew stood up.

“What’s the point?” I shrugged. “It’s not like they are going to change, and most of the people that we do hire end up quitting in a few weeks, so I deal with it.”

“Well, I didn’t want to tarnish your good standing,” Andrew walked toward me.

“Thanks, I appreciate it,” I smiled.

Andrew’s wife, Carla, had a good man; he worked hard, was respectful, and he took accountability for things he did wrong. He never played the victim like some of his generation.

I didn’t mind taking orders from Andrew even though he was much younger than me. He talked to me like a person, not just someone who worked for him.

Rebecca complained about everything happening to her as she drove me back to my apartment. She blamed her boyfriend for dumping her, then blamed her best friend for not telling her that he was going to dump her, even though she had been caught talking to some other guy.

Rebecca said she was just talking; it wasn’t anything to be mad about, even though she had sent her boyfriend a goodnight text message, then stayed up for another two hours texting and sending photos to the other guy.

She tried to make the excuse that her boyfriend had to get up early for work the next day, so she was making sure he went to bed with no distractions, and that she wasn’t tired yet, so she stayed up talking, and none of the photos were too revealing; they were just selfies of her face.

So now both guys didn’t want anything to do with her. Bro’s before hos, as the saying went.

Rebecca was definitely in the ho category; she had bragged about the number of guys she had slept with, including the boss she had before Andrew came along. She had tried to seduce Andrew, but he didn’t fall into her trap. He was a very smart man.

“Thanks,” I waved at her as she drove away.

I was thankful my oldest son had gotten my car towed to his shop. He said he would try to work on it for free in his spare time, but it might take a long time.

I told him to take it, as I knew no matter what he did, it would still fall apart or break down completely eventually.

He paid me for what it was worth, and I was glad to have the extra cash. The only problem was getting a ride back and forth to work.

‘I can pick you up on the way in,’ Andrew texted me after I had told him about my problem.

‘Thanks, I will get one of the girls to bring me back,’ I responded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Andrew was a true godsend, not that I was religious in any sense of the word. I cursed more than some of the guys, and I drank as much as them also.

Andrew and his wife were truly good to me. For young thirty-somethings, they had a clear head on their shoulders, not like some of the others. They saved money when they could and spent only when they had to.

Carla worked in real estate in the offices, not selling the houses, and she was a polite woman. Many of my friends always put the stereotype of a black, strong, independent woman as being loud and problematic, but not Carla; she was self-controlled and respectable, even though a white woman was in her husband’s car almost daily.

“Here,” I reached for the little son Jacob as she was trying to bring groceries into the house. “Let me help.”

I picked up some of the groceries and carried them inside.

It was their first child, and I could see Carla wasn’t used to being a mother yet. She hadn’t gotten the whole juggling a baby in one hand while doing other tasks with the other hand down to an artform yet.

“It will come to you,” I assured her. “Before you know it you will be able to make dinner with one hand and carrying him in the other without even thinking about it.”

“I hope so,” Carla grinned.

“Believe me my first one I was just like you, thinking I would never get the hang of multi-tasking, but it comes to you,” I smiled.

I offered to help them around the house as things were getting out of hand. With both their jobs taking up most of their time, it was hard for them to do the normal things.

They offered to pay me, but I knew money was already tight for them. It was something I wanted to do, plus it made me feel better about taking up Andrew’s time to take me to work and back, even on his days off.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I had caught Andrew looking at my chest a few times, especially while he was driving. I had always been large up top and had a nice ass, but I never flaunted it.

Charles was the only man I had ever been with; we got married right after high school. And being over the age of fifty, I didn’t even think I would turn another man’s head again.

When I first caught Andrew taking glimpses at my chest, I felt bad, but after a while, it started to turn me on. I found myself thinking about wearing tops that showed off more cleavage, giving him something to really look at, but then I thought about Carla and their newborn and decided not to do it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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One day, as I was cleaning their house, I heard Carla talking to one of her friends.

“Yeah, she is here,” I heard Carla saying.

It piqued my interest, so I moved closer to the door.

“I know she is trying to get in our good books, but I think she is trying to get Andrew even more,” she told the person on the phone.

I was not trying to get in their good books, and I was especially not trying to steal Andrew from her.

“She puts that fake white bitch smile on her face all the time, it’s downright horrible,” Carla continued.

‘White bitch!’ I thought.

“Andrew doesn’t show her no interest, but she tries so hard to get his attention.”

‘I don’t need to try hard to get his attention!’ I moved closer.

“I don’t care what she does, as
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