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I couldn't believe the words that I was hearing from my husband's mouth; he was calling me all kinds of names and putting me down.

I had shown up to his workplace with lunch, as a surprise, and I could hear him in the small meeting room by the cooler; he was talking to some of the others about me.

In the few minutes that I had been standing here, he had called me a prude, a dead lay, fat, disgusting, and sweaty, as well as many other things that made me feel small and inadequate.

"Laura!" one of his coworkers called me.

She was standing behind me, and I was sure she was letting the others in the room know I had been eavesdropping.

Paul's mouth dropped open when I came around the corner. I put the large Tupperware container on the large table and slowly walked away.

Paul chased after me.

He worked in a small insurance office in a strip mall by the airport.

I walked as fast as I could across the parking lot towards my car.

"Laura, wait!" Paul yelled after me.

"I thought I was too fat to walk fast!" I shouted back at him.

I got to my car a few seconds before him.

Paul slammed my door shut before I could fully open it.

"I am sorry," Paul tried to apologize.

"For what?" I asked. Tears streamed down my face. "For getting caught, how often do you talk about me like that?"

I tried to pull open the door to get in, but Paul kept it closed as he stood beside me.

There were other people here either going into the other small outlet store or the large grocery store in the parking lot.

I went into the store to get groceries the other day and made a large dinner at home. I had enough for leftovers, and that's what I had brought him, thinking it would be better for him than going to the cheap Chinese buffet.

"It got out of hand, I admit that," Paul apologized. "I am sorry that you overheard it all."

"Can I please go?" I pleaded with him. "I can talk about this right now. People are watching!"

Sure enough, a few bystanders were staring directly at us.

"When I get home, then?" Paul asked, releasing my door.

"Fine," I quickly got inside and slammed the door shut.

We lived in a nice house, not too far from his job, and I worked from home most days. There were times I had to go into the office, but I didn't mind.

I cleaned up around the house a little to get my mind off what my husband had said about me. They were horrid words, words I would never use to describe someone I hated, let alone someone I had married.

Things between Paul and me were not great, and, as he had said, things had gotten worse since all four of our kids had left the nest. We tried to make the best of it, but we were drifting apart. I didn't realize it had gotten so bad that he would talk so badly about me to his coworkers.

He could have asked for a divorce; I wouldn't have fought him on anything. I made a decent wage on my own; in fact, since the kids had left, I hadn't asked him for any money at all.

One of the things that had gone by the wayside was our sex life, but that had been in shambles for years. Even before Richie, our youngest, left the house for college.

I could count on one hand the number of times we had sex in the past seven to eight years. We slept in different rooms; we didn't even talk to each other on most nights. I had expected a divorce was coming, but not like this. We had many good years together. I didn't want it to end like this, not after so many good memories.

I heard the car door slam. He had come home earlier than usual.

My heart was beating rapidly as it awaited the confrontation that was about to happen.

Paul strode into the house and threw his keys on the counter in the hallway. He walked past me and went straight to the bar in the living room to pour himself a drink.

Scotch was his favorite, and I kept the bar fully stocked, as well as the pantry, the fridge, and the freezer. I had been a good wife to him, even though there were times I didn't want to; there were times I wanted him to fend for himself, but I was raised differently.

"I do apologize," Paul put the glass down and turned to face me. "I shouldn't have bad-mouthed you to my coworkers like that," he admitted his fault.

Paul had always been like that, always taking responsibility for his actions; it was what he preached to our kids time and time again. Actions have consequences, and we all have to face the consequences of our own actions.

I stayed silent, my arms folded.

"It got out of hand, and I shouldn't have kept going," Paul sat on one of the stools. "We should talk."

I slowly approached the bar and poured myself a drink. I sat on one of the other stools. "Let's talk, then."

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The so-called talk didn't go well, not in my eyes.

Paul vented about how much things had changed since the kids left and became adults, having families of their own.

Our oldest had gotten married and had twin boys; she was happy with her husband. They lived in another state, and I heard from Sandy regularly.

Our second child, Andrew, was an adventure and a lone wolf; he was somewhere in Europe, trying to save something or the other. He often talked to Sandy, and that's how I knew he was safe and well. I often wondered if he would ever settle down.

Then there's Michelle. Michelle liked doing what Michelle wanted to do when she wanted to. She left the house before Andrew did; she didn't like being restricted and having to follow our rules. I hadn't heard anything from her or about her in a while. Richie always told us that Michelle was fine and she wanted us to know she was okay, but that was it. It was her life now, and she wanted to live it the way she wanted and wanted us out of it.

Richie was my baby boy; he loved his mom, and even though he was in college halfway across the nation, he always sent me a text every day. He had already started dating a young woman, and he was happy.

So, I wanted to be happy with my life. And because of that, I had put on weight. Before, I was on a strict diet and very active, keeping up with the kids, especially Andrew and Richie, who were in all kinds of sports and activities, so I hardly had time to sit down and eat properly.

Now I had all the time in the world, and I wanted to do things I hadn't done, try things I never had time to do. I experimented with cooking and baking dishes, as well as other things I saw on the internet. Some of those foods weren't the best for me, but I liked them.

Paul wasn't the fun type; he liked going to the same bar, the same hangouts with his friends, where they smoked cigars and drank dark beer. It always ended up with the same conversations, usually about their wives dragging them down.

"Just say it," I shook my head halfway through the second part of me not being the wife he expected me to be after the kids left.

"Say what?" Paul asked.

"You want a trophy wife, like Barry next door," I huffed at him.

Recently, a new neighbor came to our neighborhood. Barry Lopast, that was his name, and he drove a sports car with all the bells and whistles. His wife was practically a living walking trophy, perfect golden bronze skin, long blonde hair that touched her ass, huge fake tits, and a perfect body with no fat on it at all. The woman could be summed up in one word, and that was perfect.

Barry showed off his trophy everywhere he went, his kids were out of the house and out of his life, and he was living the dream, no worries, no kids, no nothing. The bad part of it all was that he was two years younger than Paul, and Barry loved to rub it into Paul's face.

Paul still had many years to go before he could retire comfortably. We still owed on the house. He recently bought a new SUV for some reason; he stated it was because the other one was breaking down and would cost too much to fix.

My name wasn't on the new vehicle, so I made sure he knew it was his responsibility to make the payment. My car was paid off, and it was just fine. I didn't drive it anywhere I didn't need to go, not like Paul, who drove it everywhere, to a new golf course out of town, to his friend's place; he was constantly driving somewhere.

I never heard Barry's trophy speak; it was like she was a robot or something. She smiled, waved, and stayed near Barry wherever they went.

The other wives thought she must be one of those brides that men paid for over the internet, who came from abroad, that he picked out and made the way he wanted, and was paying for her citizenship. That's why she didn't speak; she probably didn't speak English.

"I never said that!" Paul roared back at me.

"But it’s what you want, right!" I challenged him. "You don’t want the pudgy, chubby wife, you want a wife you can show off, that cooks, cleans and wipes your ass, right?"

"You could do more around the house, you have the free time!"

"Free time, do I have to remind you who makes the most, who puts the most toward paying this house off, or whose name is...."

"Enough!" Paul stood up, slamming the glass onto the bar. "I didn’t want to argue. I just wanted us to talk!"

"No, you want me to be docile and not speak up, or talk back," I stood up and got close to him. "That part of me went out the door after Richie left, this is the wife you married remember? The one that had a backbone, the one that challenged you. You said that in your vow to me the day we got married, you loved the way I had fire in my eyes and I shone as bright as the sun and..."

"I remember what I said," Paul stared at me. "I wrote it, and I did love that about you, but now..."

"You want someone who will bow and be quiet and do whatever you want," I sighed, shaking my head. "I am not her; I will never be her!"

I saw the other women in the neighborhood who did everything their husbands or boyfriends wanted, never speaking up or saying what was on their minds. And then I saw the other wives that were like me; we spoke our minds, we didn't bow. We loved being independent and strong; the men saw that as they had to be weak, or that we were challenging them. That wasn't the idea or the plan. They could be strong as well, stronger than us; just because one was strong didn't mean the other had to be weak, but most men didn't see it that way.

"We should take a break," Paul said, sitting back down. "See what we want from this relationship."

"Sounds like a good idea," I nodded. "I have been wanting to go see Sandy and the kids," I sat down. "You can go see your brother; he isn't well, and it might be the last time you guys can go do things."

Paul nodded. "That would be a nice way to say goodbye, one last hurrah!"

Paul's older brother had many medical problems, and everyone knew it was just a matter of time before he left us.

"Well then, sounds like a plan, we come back in two weeks and see where we are and go from there?" I asked.

"Deal," Paul shook my hand. "Thank you."

"Thank you," I nodded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I booked the flight to Ft Lauderdale, Florida. It was where Sandy and her husband had settled down. She had gone to college in Miami and met him there.

Paul said he was going to drive to Utah to meet up with his brother.

We hardly said anything for the whole week leading up to our separate visits. I had to admit I enjoyed the quiet.

"Have a good time!" Paul yelled at me as I got in the Uber heading for the airport.

"You too," I replied.

He wasn't fooling anyone. I had looked at his work schedule; sure enough, he had requested time off, but he gave the reason as a staycation. I had talked to his brother shortly after that, and Carl told me he hadn't heard from Paul in a long while. So that told me that Paul had other plans for
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