
Hall Pass:

Weekend Getaway

Written By: Alexander Martin



Copyright 2024 Alexander Martin

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Hall Pass: Weekend Getaway

Sign up for Alexander Martin's Mailing List

Also By Alexander Martin

About the Author

“Thanks Tara,” Jane said as she took the drinks to her table.

“Tara, another one please,” one of the regulars said.

I loved being a bartender, and this place was much better than the last place I worked; it had a better clientele. The last place was a sports bar, and all the guys there always tried to hit on me even though they could see the ring on my finger.

Here, it was an upscale restaurant with a bar. Most of the clients, as our bosses called the patrons, just wanted to eat and watch the news or social events. Our monitors never showed sports games or anything political, just the general stuff.

“It’s a nice night,” Jane said as she approached the bar.

“Yes, it is,” I smiled.

The last place had me wearing tight shirts with the name of the place across them. Here, we wore buttoned shirts and black or tanned khakis. I loved it. There were no hands all over me or wanting my number; there was just peace and quiet.

Jane and I had been working together for about six years. Whenever one of us went, the other followed. We were a good team at work and as friends.

We had hand signals already made up so she could order drinks from the table without having to approach the bar or send them through the ordering system. I could tell her the specials or if we were out of a certain drink, all with the signals we had made up.

The managers loved it, and soon, we were helping others learn our system. It made things a lot easier and didn’t clog the orders with mistakes.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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I sighed. I had gotten home late. We had a call-out, and I volunteered to stay late to get some extra overtime. Eugune was passed out on the couch, with the television watching him.

‘Can fucking stay there,’ I thought as I walked around picking things up off the floor. ‘Lazy bastard!’

Eugene was twenty-one years older than me. Straight out of high school, I fell for the older guy. I was tired of boys my age with their immature laughs and stupid mind games, so I met Eugene online, and for the first time, I was truly happy.

Eugene had a nice car, a nice house, no baby mama drama, he was perfect, and the sex, the sex was through the roof. I had lost my virginity months before I met Eugene on my twentieth birthday; it was nothing to talk about; it was downright boring.

My first time with Eugene, there were fireworks, a marching band, the whole works. When I told my friends that I lost count of the multiple orgasms, they were so jealous. I fell in love with him soon after, and less than a year after we had met, I was walking down the aisle and taking his name.

That was nine years ago; since then, Eugene had gone downhill, and it showed he was no longer taking care of himself like he used to; he claimed it was because of the knee surgery; he had to have both knees replaced, and now he had a bad hip.

He was fifty-three, and he was falling apart everything that was wrong with our marriage he blamed on his age and his body. Everything from the bad sex, the chores that needed to be done around the house, and the mortgage on the house that we were behind on everything was because of something wrong, and he was trying his best.

I remembered my father telling me this would happen; I should have listened. It was too late to tell my dad he was right; he passed away a few years ago. I did tell Mom, though, and she laughed over the phone.

She told me my father worked hard from the day they got married up to the day he passed away. Even with colon cancer, the man worked his ass off, literally. My father told me Eugene was looking for a pretty girl to be on his arm, and he was worthless; as I looked down at Eugene sprawled out on the couch, all I could think about was my father’s words at our wedding.

“Mark my words, Tara. That guy will let you down, and hard!” His steel blue eyes stared at me as he held my hand.

Boy! Was I young and stupid?

I knew I could divorce him, move to Florida, and be with Mom. She had a nice place on the beach that was completely paid off because of all the work Dad did to ensure that if anything happened to him, Mom would be okay and set for life. That was the kind of man I was hoping Eugene would be. Mom had it made in the shade, so to speak, with all of Dad’s financials and retirement money; she didn’t have to worry about anything.

But being my Mom, she still worked part-time at a grocery store to get out of the house and have extra spending money.

I left Eugune there and went up to our room. I lay on the bed and wondered about how things could have been. It was what I did every night. I was a cheerleader and had good grades. I could have gone to college, been a cheerleader there, and, who knows, been a professional cheerleader for an NFL team. That was my dream job.

I fell asleep shortly after lying down.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Morning,” Eugene said as I came downstairs.

“Morning,” I said.

“I know,” Eugene turned to face me. “I left the place a mess last night,” he admitted.

“Yes, you did,” I sighed as I sat down.

He had made breakfast. “I am trying, Tara. I know I say that a lot, and you are getting fed up with hearing it,” he hobbled over to my side of the table and put my plate down. The doctor said the pain should go away on the next trip. They are...”

I drowned him out after that. He always had excuses, and the doctors always said, "This or that will be fixed." I had talked to all of them, and they all said the same thing.

“Mrs. Givens your husband has to realize that there will be pain after these surgeries he has to lose the weight, and it will go away,” every doctor told me the same thing, but Eugene was convinced they had done something wrong and that they needed to fix, and it was their fault he was in pain.

I had tried to put Eugene on a diet, but he refused to follow it. He wasn’t on workman’s comp even though he had tried to say the job with the gas company was the reason he had to have the surgeries; they asked for proof of any injuries that happened on the job, but he couldn’t provide it.

Eugene had worked in sales and always traveled, staying in nice hotels. His company was large, and they took care of him while he worked there. He had it easy: a company card, a car, and expenses.

They were willing to help him, even after the surgeries. They wanted to find a local gas station where he could work until he got better, but after he went after them for workers’ compensation, they let him go.

“I got to go,” I said as I finished my breakfast.

“I thought you were working the afternoon shift?” Eugene asked.

“Picked up a shift at the gym,” I told him as I picked up my gym bag. “Bills aren’t going to pay themselves.”

I followed in my parents' footsteps. I hated being behind on bills, so I tried to get any job I could, even if that meant helping elderly people learn to swim at the pool inside the large gym.

“They look like giant prunes!” Jane said as she met me at the gym.

“No!” I yelled at Mr. Gaines. He was always trying to hit on Gail, one of the elderly ladies. “Hands to yourself!”

He frowned at me as I looked at him.

“So,” Jane turned to face me. “Some of us at work are pooling some money together to go to the mountains next weekend.”

“I can’t afford it,” I said, keeping my eye on my class as they wallowed about in the water.

“I knew you were going to say that,” Jane smiled. “That’s why I put in the money for you myself.”

“Jane!” I exclaimed.

“I know you hate owing people money,” Jane grinned. “But hear me out, Carlos is going.”

I stopped looking at my class. “He is?” I asked.

“Oh yeah,” Jane smiled. “I knew that would get you. It was his idea and get this. " She paused. “He asked if you were coming.”

“Get the fuck out!” I roared.

They started to get out of the pool. “Not you!” I pointed to them. “You still have ten minutes, keep going!”

I knew it was rude to yell at older adults, but they acted more like children than men and women in their seventies and eighties.

“I swear if one of you has an ‘accident,’ in my pool!” I pointed at my troublemaker.

I couldn’t believe Carlos, one of the shift managers, had asked if I was going on this weekend getaway.

“He asked me specifically if you were interested in going,” Jane said.

“Now I am,” I nodded.

“That's Good; then it’s all settled,” Jane said, taking out her phone. I will send you the details.”

Jane walked away from the pool.

“Stop staring at her ass!” I yelled at Mr. Gaines. “She could be your granddaughter!”

“Ew!” Jane yelled as she ran away.

“No running near the pool!” I laughed.

Jane stuck her tongue out at me as she exited the pool area.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Wow, I am impressed,” I told Eugene when I came home.

“I told you,” he smiled at me. “I am trying to change and help out around here.”

I was truly impressed. The house was cleaned and organized. After the classes at the recreation center, I went to my gym and worked out, mainly because I wanted to stay out and not come home.

Even the cobwebs in the corners were gone. He had truly cleaned the whole house.

“Thank you,” I smiled at Eugene as I walked the kitchen, the sinks, the tile, everything was spic and span clean.

“No need to thank me,” Eugene grinned as he hugged me. His hands wrapped around me and went straight for my ass.

I didn’t mind, as even though I had an impressive rack, my ass was my best asset. Then, something caught my eye in the trash can. I focused on it. Eugene still hugged me, oblivious to what I was seeing over his shoulder.

“What’s that?” I asked as I saw the crumpled business card sticking out amongst the rest of the trash.

“What’s what?” Eugene asked with a smile on his face.

I pushed past him and made my way to the trash. I moved everything out of the way, then picked it up and straightened it out.

Eugene stared at me as if I had taken away his favorite toy. “I can explain.”

“You paid a cleaning company!” I shouted at the top of my lungs.

“I said I can explain,” Eugene said.

“The whole house!” I yelled, trying to imagine how much a professional cleaning company would charge to clean a two-story house.

They had cleaned the rugs and couches, scrubbed the tiles, and even removed the hot sauce stain from the tile and grout. The stain was there because my niece had dropped a bottle of hot sauce. I had tried everything to get it out of the grout, and now it was gone.

“Tara, you’ve been working so hard and doing double shifts,” Eugene pleaded. “I wanted to do something nice for you.”

“Okay,” I tried to see it from his side. This was something for me, and he paid for it. “I just didn’t want to get too far back on our bills, and we need to catch up on the mortgage....”

I stopped talking when it finally hit me.

“How did you pay them?” I turned to ask him.

Eugene stared at me. “With the credit card.”

“The emergency credit card!” I yelled.

“It wasn’t being used,” Eugene shrugged.

“Because we didn’t have...” I stopped myself. “Next weekend I am going with my friends to the mountains.”

“Okay, that’s good to get away,” Eugene smiled.

“No,” I smiled. “While I am gone, you will evaluate what you bring to this marriage. I will evaluate whether I still want to be married. When I return, things will change. Either we will stay together, or we will be no more.”

“Tara,” Eugene reached out for me.

“You get to do whatever you want from now until I get back! I don’t care!”

I packed a few of my things and slammed the door as I left. I will spend the next week at Jane’s house. Eugene was on his own.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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“He is staring!” Jane grinned as we unpacked the large SUV.

“Good,” I smiled as I bent forward to grab the large backpack,

I had bought new leggings that
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