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This book is dedicated to my grandmother. A strong woman that endured pain but overcame.
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“I’m sick of you sitting around all day and blowing up my damn phone, Robin!” Brian’s voice yelled over the phone. He was furious now and I guess I couldn’t blame him. He had every right to be mad at me after all the weight I had gained, after having our son five years ago, there was no excuse of why I still hadn’t lost the baby weight.

“I’m sorry Brian. I know I’ve let myself go, but I promise I’m going to get back to the Robin you and I both love. Just be patient with me baby,” I pleaded with him as I frustratingly rubbed the extra band of fat that hung over my jeans. I guess one could easily call it my muffin top if you wanted to be truthful. The fact of the matter was that I tried every diet on the block, but my thyroid problems made it very difficult to keep the weight off.

“I’m sick of all that sorry shit Robin. You got to admit your excuses are getting old. Do you know how lucky you are to have a husband like me? Do you? I am one of the most prominent plastic surgeons in Virginia, and I am always on top of my game, making sure you and our son have access to nothing but the best, but what have you done to contribute to our family?” he asked as his voice was far from friendly or understanding. I had been an elementary school teacher before I made the move to stay home and become a full time mom. After becoming pregnant with our son, Elijah, I had become so sick that I thought I was going to die. I had developed gestational diabetes at the time of my pregnancy, and that seemed to be the end for me. My symptoms progressed erratically and for a minute my prognosis didn’t look good.

“Brian, I just need you to be patient with me. I promise to lose the weight, I know I can do it this time. I just bought these new metabolism pills and the reviews are raving on them,” I said trying to convince him that I was doing everything in my power to make him happy. 

Brian began to chuckle on the other end. “Please Robin, wake up and smell the damn coffee. Do you really think you are going to lose all that weight by taking some damn pills that probably don’t even work? I work on women like you every day that refuse to exercise and diet and think that some damn pills and plastic surgery can wash away all their problems. It might temporary remove it darling, but it will surely come back. Why don’t you stop feeling sorry for yourself and exercise like everybody else. I mean look at Vivica, she’s still got a nice body. She can have any man she wants,” he retorted and I felt even more ashamed. Vivica was my best friend and she indeed was beautiful, no doubt about that, but the last thing I wanted to hear, was for my husband to tell me how he preferred her beauty over mines, especially when I had lost my figure while carrying our son. 

“Brian please! Stop saying things like that. I am trying so hard to please you.” I started to cry and the tears were hard to control. Why did he have to be so cruel to me? 

“What? Don’t say things like that? No woman. You need to hear the truth so you can stop sitting there and feeling sorry for yourself. Look at yourself in the mirror, I can’t even sleep with you anymore. In fact I don’t even have the time to talk to you right now. Unlike you, I have a job to do.” Brian’s tone was so harsh that I felt like screws were being drilled into my skin. Before I could respond, he slammed his phone down and ended the call.

“Why can’t you just go away?” I grabbed my thick thighs that now possessed cellulite on the sides. I was always thick in the hips which was a major attention grabber for most guys, but now my thighs were simply wide and even I wasn’t impressed with my “ba-donk-a-donk” behind. 

I threw my phone across the room as more tears dripped from my baggy eyes. At that moment, I was thankful that my son Elijah was in school. I was an emotional wreck, and the last thing I wanted was for my son to walk in on me and ask me why I was crying. I hated hearing about how disgusted my husband had become over my body and yet I couldn’t blame him either. After all, I, myself, hated looking in the mirror. The reflection that stared back at me was disappointing to me as well. 

After finishing up my crying episodes, I decided to turn on the radio and listen to Tamela Mann’s soulful ballad, Take Me to The King. It truly was an inspirational song. The spirit began to feel my insides as I began shouting and praising the Lord along with the sweet lyrics of Tamela’s voice. However, my moment of glorious solitude was cut short, when my phone started ringing. I was tempted to ignore it, but I knew that the call could be important so I reluctantly pressed the accept button not bothering to look at the caller ID.

“Hello?” I answered.

“Hey Robin. What’s all that noise I hear in the back?” Vivica questioned. I could tell that she was a bit thrown off by the excitement in the background, so I turned down the stereo.

“Just praising the Lord. I certainly need his mercy right now,” I admitted.

“Mercy huh? You still believe in all those holy shenanigans? How many times I got to tell you that the Lord is fine, but sometimes you got to fix your own problems,” she nagged. I hated when she talked like that. I knew that everyone had their own beliefs, but it didn’t make sense to me how much Vivica had changed in the past couple of years. Every since she got those new boobs and fake behind to match, her attitude had been unbearable at times, so much so that I almost ended our friendship a few times.

“Well in my house, the Lord is divine and that’s that, but what you doing anyway calling me this early? I thought you had to meet with a client today at ten,” I inquired so that I could draw her attention away from our current conversation. I could tell she was on the verge of saying something that could really piss me off.

“Oh, girl they canceled on me at the last minute. What a loser? Do these people not know that time is money?” Vivica let out a sigh and an image of her sitting down twisting her long strands of hair appeared in my mind. I knew she was pissed about that canceled appointment because she was a realtor, and every client meant a potential sell with a huge profit to match.

“Hmm... I wonder why they canceled.” I pretended I was concerned, but in all honesty I wasn’t. Vivica came from a wealthy background of prominent lawyers and she didn’t exactly do too bad on her own as a realtor. So money wasn’t a problem for her in essence, but her greed for it was another issue altogether.

“I don’t know, some bull crap about their dying mother I think, but who knows?” Vivica’s response lacked any sympathy and that saddened me. The Vivica I knew two years ago would have cared and sent her client a card and flowers too.

“So how’s it going with Jerrod?” I asked, as I was honestly interested in her latest beau. Jerrod was a plastic surgeon that worked at Brian’s firm. He was also handsome and wealthy too. Ever since I had known Vivica, she had never held interest in a guy longer than three months. Let’s just say that Jerrod was holding his own record and I kept my fingers crossed for hope that he would keep his ongoing record.

“It’s okay, I guess, but I honestly don’t feel like he’s the one, Robin,” she answered and I rolled my eyes. I swear there was always something wrong with every guy she dated. In my opinion she didn’t exactly date losers either, well, except for one time. She dated this loser named Lonnie and he was nothing but an abuser, an animal to be more frank.

“What’s wrong with Jerrod? He’s an establish doctor like Brian, so his money is right, and he’s definitely easy on the eyes,” I said sounding like I was trying to sell Jerrod at a bachelor auction.

“Sure he might have all those things Robin, but he’s so dull. I mean the only thing he likes to do is go to museums or attend poetry events. Where the hell is his spunk? I mean damn, I’m only thirty-two. I need to feel alive and travel all over the world, but he’s so boring, and not to mention the bedroom. He’s like a lazy turtle always wanting to take his time and look into my eyes and all that crap. I want real sex. Hell, I would appreciate it for once if he would turn down that damn prince charming shit and fuck me like I really need it,” Vivica complained and I began to laugh. I always knew that she had a wild side when it came to sex and the thought of her poor episodes of sex with Jerrod had me laughing so hard that my stomach began to cramp.

“Really Vivica?” I asserted between laughs and she began to laugh too. 

“Yes really. Robin, I don’t know what I’m going to do with him. I mean he really is a nice guy, but he’s not for me.”

“I don’t know if anyone is right for you Vivica,” I told her truthfully.

“Well trust me, I got my eyes on someone, but I’m just waiting for the right time,” she stated plainly.

“Well if you find the right man that you’re willing to marry, I will be the first one at the altar smiling. I will even throw you the grandest reception ever as my gift to you.”

“I will hold you to that,” she said awkwardly before continuing, “So Robin, how’s it going with you and Brian? Are things improving between you two?” she asked and for a minute my smile and grin turned into a frown.

“To be honest Vivica, no. It’s like I can’t make him happy any more. I’ve tried everything under the sun to make him love me again, but it’s like this weight gain has really turned him off,” I confided. 

“I’m sorry for your troubles sweetie, but have you tried exercising? I mean I hate to say this Robin, but as your best friend, I have to be completely honest with you. No man wants a fat woman, especially if they didn’t marry you that way. I know Monique got all the big girls all excited about carrying around all those extra pounds, but let’s be real, how many big girls do you see being advertised as beautiful?” Vivica’s response was almost as cruel as Brian’s, but I guess she was telling the truth. After all she was my best friend since middle school, and if I couldn’t trust her judgment, then who could I trust.
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