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“Wake up!” I nudged my husband.

“Just a few more minutes,” he whined as he turned over.

I laughed as I knew he was awake. “No, you said that half an hour ago.”

Lionel turned to face me. His blue eyes met mine. “You’re beautiful,” he grinned.

“Your breath stinks,” I slowly got up. “And you’re still taking them.”

Sure enough, my movement and the sound of my feet hitting the floor signaled the alarm.

Our three kids ran into the room and jumped on the bed.

“I am up!” Lionel exclaimed as they started hounding him about going to the new water park.

I smiled as I headed for the bathroom.

“Do you have to?” my youngest daughter, Shelly, asked.

“Yes, but the next time, I will go with you,” I bent over and kissed her forehead as she looked up at me. “I promise!”

“See you mom!” my oldest daughter waved.

“Be good and take care of your sisters!” I pointed at her.

“Uh-huh,” Leanne shrugged.

The middle one was already in the car, waiting.

“Are you sure you don’t want to come?” Lionel asked.

“I have work to do,” I grinned.

Lionel and I have been married for over fifteen years and have three wonderful children, who happen to be all girls. Poor Lionel was stuck in a house full of emotions and girl talk.

I waved as they drove away. Looking at the time, I decided it was time to start working on my new project.

I usually worked at a car dealership on weekdays but had the weekends off. I still don’t know how I did it, but when you’re good at your job, things become easier to come by.

My current project was restoring an old Chevy Camaro. It was a passion of mine, and I loved working on old cars, bringing them back to life, and then selling them at the monthly car show at the local park.

At the dealership, I worked on any car that came in, but at my house, I loved the old stuff, no computers, no fancy stuff, just good old grease and tools.

“Okay, baby,” I smiled as I turned on my heavy rock music and stared at the shell of what used to be a great car. “Let’s get to work!”

My parents both worked with cars. Mom sold them, and Dad fixed them up. I was born to two people who loved cars, so it was only right that I knew everything about them. I could take any vehicle down to its basic pieces and put it back together again.

Lionel was good with computers and numbers, but couldn’t fix anything, so I fixed everything around the house while he did the taxes and finances.

That was how we met. I went into the bank to get a loan because I had fallen behind on some credit cards and other bills, and that’s where I met Lionel. Things started slowly but quickly blossomed into a relationship.

He couldn’t fix his car, and I kept going into debt, so it was only right we got together. We had been together ever since.

We bought a nice house with a big backyard, and I immediately built my garage out back from the ground up. It had everything I wanted and all the tools I needed. I had already put together a beat-up Ford truck and sold it, as well as a few other cars that the neighbors found and sold.

I usually went cherry-picking in people’s backyards, looking for cars and trucks that people had forgotten or no longer cared about. Once I brought them back to life, it was amazing how much people would pay for them.

We were sitting pretty, not rich, but good enough. Between what I made at the dealership, Lionel’s bank job, and the few cars I could restore and sell, we were in a good place, that is, until a few months ago.

Things got out of hand with the kids growing up so fast. Between clothes, food, and hobbies, we were starting to fall a little behind on things.

That’s when things between Lionel and me got a bit rocky. I applied for full-time work at the dealership, and we had to pinch a few pennies to make things work.

It wasn’t until we had to pay for Lionel’s parents’ funeral after they perished in a car crash that things got really tight, and I found out the truth.

Lionel was spending a lot more than he should on things that I didn’t like.

“I still can’t believe you didn’t kick him to the curb,” Alexis, my neighbor, said as we were talking in my garage.

“I can’t the girls love him!” I stated as I was still working on the car.

“He cheated on you!” Alexis stared at me.

“He called it flirting and micro cheating,” I explained as my face was covered with grease and dirt.

“Spending money on women he had never met,” Alexis reminded me.

“I know!” I turned to face her.

We had gone to get a loan and were using the house as collateral when things on his credit started to show red flags. He said it was his comic subscription, and I didn’t pay it no mind as I knew I married a geek.

We had seen all the Marvel and DC movies, so I believed him when he said he would get it under control.
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