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"Bobbi!" my husband yelled from his man shed.

I rolled my eyes as I was preparing dinner. 'Just ignore him,' I thought.

"Bobbi!" Jacob yelled again.

I put down the knife and slowly walked out of the house and into the backyard.

"What?" I asked as I looked at him sitting in his chair, staring at the television.

"You didn't stock the fridge," he pointed to the small fridge in the corner.

"You didn't tell me you were out," I said, stepping over empty beer cans and other debris he threw onto the floor.

My husband was once the pride of Lucas High; I had gotten with the linebacker who was every teenage girl's dream. But that was back then. Dillon was like most men around here; they peaked in high school and thought they would go to some big college and make it big.

Only to be grounded to dirt in this saw mill town. I was no different. I used to be a graceful cheerleader. Boys and teachers wanted to get between my legs from the moment I did my first backflip.

Now, I could only flip burgers at the local diner. I looked in the fridge and turned to him. 

"There are twelve more," I shot at him. "You're fine!"

I turned back around and headed out. "Well?" Jacob said as he tossed the empty can he had onto the floor.

"I am not coming out here every time you want a new one," I stared at him.

"Fucking bitch!" He got up and kicked the food wrapping and other things out of his path as he walked to the fridge. "Just ask for one thing and you have to..."

I ignored him as I returned to the house.

We married straight out of high school, mainly because of our fathers. They were best friends and thought it would be great for their firstborn children to get hitched.

At first, it was fun. We loved each other and had the same small-town ideals. 

I was a stay-at-home mom and did everything for him while he worked to provide for us. That didn't last long. After our second child, things went downhill fast.

First, Dillon's father passed away, then mine. Dillon injured himself at work and now could only work part-time at the local grocery store. I had to start working full-time at Wally World to ensure the lights and everything else stayed on, and we didn't lose the house.

Then, our third child came along, and from that point on, we barely spoke to each other. We were too financially broke to get separated, so we stayed out of each other's way.

I didn't even know why I cooked, cleaned, or tried to keep this house well-kept. 

Dillon spent most of his time in his shed, and that's only because I told him to take that couch out of the house. It was old, dirty, and smelled like something had died inside. 

One time while it was in the house, I swore I saw the fabric moving and slithering.

Dillon sprayed it with bug spray and some man scent in a can and took it to the shed. Since then, he has turned the old beaten shed into his man cave.

I kicked the oldest of our kids out at twenty-one as he had already impregnated two women and didn't want to help support either one. 

The second was doing well in college in some state far away from us. Denise left the house at sixteen and vowed never to return; she was true to her word. Denise only talked to her younger brother Devon, and through him, I heard about her. Denise also vowed she was going to take him away to live with her.

"Over my dead body," was the reply I gave her.

Devon was turning fifteen in three weeks and already was showing signs that he wanted to leave. He hated the way Dillon and I talked to each other.

I tried to keep it civil around him, but there were days when our arguing and yelling reached Devon, and he would go up to his room and lock himself inside.

I wanted to leave, go somewhere, and put this all behind me. I wanted to take Devon and go. But every time I tried, I had nowhere to go, no money, and no plans for what I would do when I got there.

I wasn't like Denise, who one day packed her things and walked out the door, never to return. How she got where she was and what she had to do to get there was a mystery she didn't share with anyone.

I was good at one thing: cooking. Maybe that's why I had put on so much weight since we got married. I loved to cook. I was always experimenting with ideas I had seen online or, most of the time, on a whim.

The only reason Devon had stayed was that he loved my cooking.

"It's great," Devon smiled as he ate my latest.

"Thanks," I smiled at him.

I hardly ever took anything out for Dillon. He knew where the kitchen was, and he could come get it himself.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Damn, this is some good shit!" one of my coworkers said as they ate some leftovers I had brought to work.

I always made a big batch; I could never cook in small batches. I had enough to take to work and drop off at the church later.

Everyone always pitched in for me to make food for the lunch hours. I had a tip jar, which was always filled by the end of the day. Sometimes, there would be two jars as someone would put another down.

"Thanks," I beamed.

"Dillon sure hit the jackpot with you," Blake said.

Blake was the only male friend I talked to regularly. The others always annoyed me. I was a big woman and didn't need to be constantly told about it.

"I told you," I said sternly as I loaded everything into the back of my truck.

"You're still officially married," Blake said as his brown eyes met mine.

I sighed. I knew Blake was right. I had to do something. I wanted something better for my life, but mainly for Devon. I had already lost two children; I didn't want to lose the last one.

"How about that soccer event?" Blake asked.

My son was on a high school soccer team. For a week, they held a soccer camp outside of town and near the city.

"You can go and just get away for a while," Blake stared at me. "It would do some good to clear your mind."

"I will think about it," I replied.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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Afterward, I had more than thought about it. Blake was right; I had to get away and see things from a different perspective. I volunteered to be one of the chaperones, and as the days went by, I got more excited about being away from Dillon and the house.

Dillon didn't even blink an eye when I told him about it. All he asked about was the house and if he had to pay any bills while I was gone.

"I am going," I poked my head into his shed before I headed for the school.

"Okay," Dillon said as he and his buds watched college football.

"Have fun!" one of his friends yelled.

"Oh, shut up!" another said.

"What fun is she going to have?" Dillon laughed. "It's a soccer camp!"

"I will have fun, thank you Ricky," I smiled.

"With who? The kids," another laughed.

"You never know," I teased.

"Looking the way you do," Dillon shook his head. "No one is going to try to hit on you! Look at you! I dare you to find someone that would want to get with all of that!"

Dillon always made me feel bad about my weight gain, even though he would make a barrel look thin. He always said it was okay for a man to be big, but for a woman, it was gross and a turn-off.

"You look fine," Ricky said.

"Dude, shut up!" Thomas said again.

"Thank you, Ricky," I smiled. "Thomas shut the fuck up, or I will tell everyone that you were hitting on that girl down at the dry cleaning."

"The sixteen-year-old?" Dillon turned to his friend.

They started an argument as I closed the door.

~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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I pulled up to the school, and we got on the bus.

"Thanks for volunteering," Coach Gavin said.

He liked to be called Gavin but was always a coach to the rest of the moms. Most of them always talked about his rugged good looks and his smile.

He talked with a thick English accent, which drove most of them crazy. I always thought it was funny to hear him speak like an American.

Since he came on as coach for our soccer team, we haven't lost a match, which is much better than our Football and Basketball teams.

Gavin said there was little for us to do but watch and make sure the kids didn't get into trouble. I told him I was glad to get away from home.

I sat back in my seat, looking out at the large window as my small town disappeared. For a few hours, I saw only open fields and country backroads. Then, I started seeing houses all put together, then streets and businesses.

I wondered if Denise had seen these things as she left home. It was no wonder she didn't want to return. It was like a whole new world out here.

The closer we got to the city, the more I saw and the more I liked. As we pulled up to the hotel near a shopping center, people were talking and shopping. Cars I had never seen before, except for commercials, were driving by. It was a lot to take in.

As I looked at Devon, I could see his eyes were wide.

"There is an arcade across from the hotel," one of the kids said.

"Can I?" Devon asked.

I looked at Gavin and the other chaperones. We decided it would be best to go check in and then grab something to eat. If they still wanted to go, one of us would go with them.

After we checked in and ate at the restaurant, the kids were tired and yawning.

I went to my room and couldn't wait to climb into bed. I loved the feeling of a vast bed; the king-size bed was much bigger than the one I had at home. The shower was more prominent, and the water was much hotter.

I liked being away from home.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ 
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The first few days, I watched Devon, and the rest of the team do practice drills on the soccer field with a professional trainer Gavin knew from his days playing soccer in England.

Devon even took pictures of me and the others as we went out on the town.

'Good to see you smile, mom,' a text read as I got ready to go out with Gavin and the other adults.

It was from Denise. I dropped everything and picked up my phone.

'Thank you,' I responded.

I didn't want to ruin it. This was the first time I had heard from my daughter directly since she left home.

'Feels good to be away from that place, doesn't it?'

'Yes, I am seeing things, I never thought I would.'

I wasn't naïve to think things in my small town were everything the world had to offer, but I had been born and raised there and had never left the town limits.

'Enjoy it, and maybe you will leave and join the rest of the world,' Denise said.

'I will, and I hope I will hear from you again,' I said, holding the phone tightly.

'We will see. For now, I am very happy to see that smile again; it's been a while,' Denise said. 'Bye, Mom.'

I held the phone to my chest. It wasn't much, but it was enough for me to know that if being out here away from him would get my daughter back to me, that's what I had to do.

"You alright?" one of the other mothers asked as I came down into the hotel lobby.

"Yeah, better than alright," I smiled.

Two coaches from one of the other teams had volunteered to stay with all the kids as the adults were going out.

First, we went to an expensive restaurant and then on a small cruise around the city. Seeing the city from the water, with its bright lights and wonder, made me never want to leave.

"I think he has the hots for you," one of the mothers, named Jolene, said as I stood at the back of the boat looking at the city.

"What?" I asked.

"Gavin, he has been eye balling you for days now," she smiled.

"No, I am married," I shook my head.

"Hall pass," one of the ladies said. "Sorry, never mind me."

"What?" I asked.

"You said earlier your husband didn't care about you getting with someone," the other lady said.

"Yeah, he dared me," I shook my head.

"Then you have a hall pass," she smiled. "Do whatever you want and if he finds out, you can say..."

I smiled. "You dared
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