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Author 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.


"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.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
H‘all Pass

Another Man’s sure

e L 2
Y
Igy Alexavder Watin





