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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. 


“What!” I yelled.

My son Devon and my daughter Alise were staring at me.

“They are talking about your ass!” Alise repeated.

Alise had moved out of my house and was living with her boyfriend, which I still found weird and uncomfortable due to the fact that they had two kids together and were not married, or planned to get married.

I knew Alise was a woman of the new century and didn’t want to be tied down by social norms and what she called institutionalized labels, but I thought after they had their second child, they would tie the knot and get married.

My son Devon was twenty-two and still lived with me. He at least helped with the bills and everything I needed around the house; he worked a full-time job and was a good son. I knew one day he would find the courage and go it on his own.

“They are not talking about my ass.”

“Mom,” Alise smiled. “If they keep saying they like your cake, and talking about cake whenever they see you, and you have never brought a cake or made anyone a cake. Then what are they talking about?”

“Maybe they just want me to get them a cake,” I shrugged.

I had told her that the guys down at the dock where I worked were always talking about how they liked my cake. I had told Devon about it a few days ago, and he burst into laughter. I had just told Alise about it today, and she told me they were talking about my ass.

“She’s right,” Devon finally stopped laughing. “They are mom.”

I stood still in my kitchen, looking at my kids staring and giggling.

I couldn’t believe it.

Then Devon pushed his phone across the counter towards me. I looked at it and found out that cake was used to describe a voluptuous backside, also money, and cocaine.

“I don’t think they are talking about your money,” Devon chuckled.

I sat down on a stool and stared at them.

“I have been smiling and thanking them for liking my cake,” I shook my head. “Oh my god!” I bolted up to my feet. “I told four of them that I would bring enough cakes for all them to share!”

“Mom!” Alise yelled.

“I didn’t know what they meant,” I looked at the cupcakes I was making. “I just thought they wanted me to make them some cupcakes!”

Devon was laughing louder now.

“It’s okay mom,” Alise comforted me. “Just bring the cupcakes tomorrow and set things straight,” she stared at me. “Tell them that you misunderstood what they meant and that the cupcakes will be the only cake they will be getting.”

“Absolutely!” I confirmed. “No more talk about cakes!”

After Alise and the grandchildren left, Devon went to his girlfriend’s house for the night. I was left alone.

My husband Vinny left me a few years ago. There was no reason why, or a note, or anything, just a yellow folder on the counter with the divorce papers inside.
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