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He loves me not...

Here we go again. I thought to myself as I sat at the pastry bar trying to eat away my heartache. Listening to my sister and best friend go on and on about my relationship drama didn’t help matters. 

“Leslie, I can’t believe this has happened to you again. Aren’t you tired yet? What else has to happen in order for you to leave him alone for good?” Sam, my sister, asked for the hundredth time as she took her frustrations out on the sugar cookie dough.

“The question is, what has he left to do, that he hasn’t already done?” Rachelle snapped back as she piped icing around a nine-inch birthday cake. 

Right now, I had more questions than I did answers. I felt dumb and stupid. It wouldn’t do me any good to try to explain something I was having trouble with understanding myself. Why do I continue to allow Desmond to hurt me over and over again? Wasn’t a question I could easily answer. They were looking for answers and I had none. I couldn’t answer myself yet alone them. I was tired and numb. I was numb to his lies. I was numb to his empty promises. I was numb to his cheating. I was just numb. Hell, I didn’t even cry anymore, and hadn’t in sometime. At this point, I was simply existing. The longer I stayed with him, the worst he became. I should have left the first time. 

“What’s this hold that he has over you?” Sam asked, drawing me out of my thoughts.

“I wished I knew.” I answered.

“Les, you must know something. You keep going back to him. Is it his money?”

“No.” I quickly responded.

“Well, what is it, because girl, as much as we love you, Desmond has you looking crazy out here in these streets. Everybody, and I mean everybody, is talking about y’all.” Rachelle said.

“I’m sure, but that doesn’t change my situation.” I said.

“Please tell us what will, so that we all can wake up from this recurring nightmare.” 

“When I know, you all will be the first I tell.” I told them stuffing another cookie in my mouth. 

What I needed more than anything was the truth. If I knew the truth, I could put all of this behind me. 
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It was easy for people to sit in judgement of my relationship. I knew it had me looking crazy. I looked crazy to myself. The confident woman I once knew was no longer there. She had been broken. But I couldn’t help who I had fallen so hard for. Desmond was the one that helped me pick up the pieces when I had gone through the loss of our father. Back then we would stay up for hours on the phone talking about whatever was on my mind. At the time, he, too, was going through his own situation. He was in the middle of getting a divorce, or so he told me. But as it turned out, that wasn’t true. His wife would later find out about our budding relationship when she went through his phone and found pictures of us on vacation. He had lied by telling her that he was going on a fishing trip with his boys. That was the first of many lies to come.

My life was in shambles. That was the first time he had broken my heart. He literally gave me the, “I didn’t know how to tell you baby,” speech. I lived and breathe for this man for months. He was my whole world. I knew he had kids, but we agreed it’d be best that I not meet them right away. Not until his divorce was final, then we would bring our families together. “We’d be free to commit to each other like we talked about.” he promised. Like mine, his parents were deceased, and he had only one brother who didn’t live in Birmingham. I met an occasional cousin or two and a few of his friends. If his wife had not called me that faithful day to expose him, I’d never know about all of the lies he had told.  

Imagine the shock of having a Shirley to Barbara conversation with someone you were told was lowdown, evil, and crazy. Renee was nothing of the sort. She told me that Desmond was a habitual liar and cheater. She said throughout their seven years of marriage, he had possibly cheated six of the seven. She explained that she only stayed with him because of their girls, but she was done. She would not allow him to rob her of anymore of the good years she had left and advised me not to allow him to do the same to me. But what was I to do? Yes, I was hurt, but was still very much in love with this man. I needed him. He was my everything.  

Unfortunately, she would not make it to file for the divorce. Later that month, a truck driver in an eighteen wheeler fell asleep at the wheel and struck Renee’s car, killing them both, leaving Desmond permanently and their girls without a mother. Her death was not in vain. Because of the accident, she left them well off. Desmond and a team of attorneys took the company to court and won a multi-million dollar wrongful death suit. Even in this, you’d think this would change how he treated me, but it didn’t. Four years and two additional kids later, I’m faced with another infidelity.
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Why is he calling me? He knows I’m at work.

“Hello.” I answered sternly.

“Baby, when are you coming home? I and the girls miss you. I know you’re not going to believe what that post said. We know each other better than that.”

“Why wouldn’t I? It’s no different than the others I found out about. And you’re right, I do know you.”

“Baby, we need to talk about this. You know I need you here with me. The house feels so empty without you. Babe, those women are just hating on what you and I have. You know I only love you.”

“Where was the love when that woman posted that she had been all throughout my house? How much did you love me then?”

“That was a lie, and I wished I knew who it was that started this shit, but listen. I know, baby, that we’ve been here before, but you can’t let these females get you twisted like this. Can’t you see how jealous of you they are? They just want to be you, baby.”

“So, you’re cheating countless times and it’s all over Facebook and TikTok, but I shouldn’t allow this to bother me?” He couldn’t be serious I thought.

“No, babe. I’m not saying that at all, and no, I’m not cheating. I was just saying I miss you so much and that we need to talk about this. Don’t let these miserable women occupy your time. They don’t mean nothing to me. They just want to take your place, but you are my everything. I want a life with you. It doesn’t matter where I am, or wherever we may go, my heart will always belong to you. Babe, we’re supposed to be planning our wedding. What about our plans, our future?”

“What about it? Des, you had four years to make me your wife, and you hadn’t so far, so why talk about it now? Wasn’t it you that said you were too busy when I tried to show you a potential wedding location? That was you right? You didn’t want to talk about it then, so I don’t want to hear about it now.”

“Les, you can’t possibly mean that baby. Don’t you know how much I love you, girl? I love you so much that I find myself smiling like an idiot for no reason, only to realize I had been thinking of you. Only you can bring me such happiness.”

“Really now. You loved me so much that you placed my life in danger by continuing to sleep with random women, and having two additional children while we were together. If that’s your way of loving me, I don’t want or need what you’re offering.”

“Baby, I think you are about to make a big mistake by walking away from me. What about our girls?”

“Our girls? You can’t be serious?” I said before I knew it. “You mean the same girls that you allow to disrespect me at a moment’s notice? The ones that told me that they hated me, and wished that I was dead instead of their mother, those girls, right?”

“Baby, you know that they are still grieving their mother’s loss and they’re only acting out. That’s why they’re in counseling.”  

“And you should be as well.”

“Les, I agreed to go to marriage counseling, although I didn’t think we needed to go.”

“You need counseling for yourself, not just for marriage. You hurt me constantly and see nothing wrong in doing so, and that’s something I can no longer accept. Look, I have to go. Bye.” I hung up before I had become too emotional. I had had enough whispers and stares at work to last me a lifetime. Apparently, someone at work found out that Desmond’s picture was added to the Facebook group, “Sis is this your man?”, and decided to share. Someone printed the post and slid it under my door the other day to make sure I knew about it. I was so embarrassed and sickened to see how many women said they knew or had slept with him. He and I were no longer together because of that post. He can deny it all he wants to, but I’m done. 

“Are you okay?” My co-worker Eric asked after seeing the expression on my face.

“I’m good.” I answered. 

“You sure?” He asked, concerned.

“Yes. You’re supposed to be enjoying your last day and you’re over here concerned about me.”

“Listen, it’s not that easy. Yes, I am grateful for the opportunity, but leaving is bittersweet. I won’t be able to pop in on you as often.”

“You know I’m going to miss you the most.” I said.

“I’m sure you will. Who else is going to bring you Starbucks and pastries in the morning?” He said, laughing.

Eric was such a nice guy. It had been days when I didn’t know which way was up, but he covered me. I couldn’t have asked for a better teammate. His promotion to Senior Director of Operations was well earned. All good things must come to an end, I guess. 

I didn’t particularly care for Allison, his replacement. She was always snooping around. By the way she keeps smirking at me makes me believe that she was in on whoever placed that paper under my door, but I can’t prove it.  As long as she minds her own business, we won’t have any issues. I know how to keep my business to myself. And she will learn that soon.
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I stopped by the house to grab more of my clothes and shoes, and found brand new pieces from one of my favorite stores. 

“I see you found my surprise.” He said, startling me.

“You shouldn’t have.” I said, looking over the pieces.

“Why not? You deserve them.”

“I also deserve the things money can’t buy. Integrity, honesty, dedication, faithfulness, loyalty, love, and respect. Money can’t buy any of those things, Des.”

“I do love and respect you.”

“Oh yeah. I guess Landon and London are figments of my imagination, huh? You remember them, don’t you? Your cute three-year-old twin boys? You really loved me when you conceived them, too, I guess.”

“Les, baby, we’ve already talked about that. And you forgave me. So why bring up all of this old stuff? It’s you that I want to be with. Their mother was just out for a payday. You know she lied to me about having an abortion, only to try to stick me for child support. I paid her all that money for nothing.”

“Yes, I remember the embarrassment of receiving an invitation to attend your and her baby shower.” I said, becoming angry again. I started snatching my clothes off of the hangers and slamming them in my duffel bag. I just wanted to get away from him as soon as possible.

“Baby, what can I do to make this right?” He whispered in my ear while gently wrapping his arms around mine to stop me from packing. “You’ve never stayed away from me this long. This is driving me crazy. There’s nothing like waking up in the morning and having you close to me. I miss holding you in my arms like this.” 

“I don’t know.” I whispered back. 

“You’ve always forgiven me and came back home.” He said, spinning me around to face him.

“Maybe that’s the problem, Des. I always forgive you.” I told him, breaking free from his physical hold to continue to pack. 

“Les, I need you to forgive me.” He said, grabbing my hand to stop me. “I’ll do anything. I promise.” He said, looking sincere.

“Really?”

“Yes, anything.”

“How about you start going to counseling?”

“Okay, I can do that.” He said, caving in.

“And we’ll remain in separate houses until I feel better about your progress.”

“Okay, but that’s not going to work for me, because I need you to come back home.” He said.

“Why?”

“Because I need you here with us.”

“Or is it because you need a babysitter for Thang 1 and Thang 2, also known as your daughters?”

“I wouldn’t say all of that, but we do need you.”

“I’m sure, but I don’t think I will be coming back anytime soon.”

“Why? Don’t you miss me, us?”

“You know I do, but for my sanity, I need a break from this mess.”

“I wish you would reconsider?”

“I’m sure.”

“Before you go, can we have dinner together? The girls are with Renee’s sister for the summer break.”

“I don’t know. My sister will be expecting me home soon. ”

“It’s just dinner, and I’m sure Samantha wouldn’t mind. As a matter of fact, instead of going out, I’ll cook.”

“You, cooking?”

“Girl, don’t do me. You know I get down in the kitchen.”

“True,” I said, laughing. “Okay, what are we having?”

“You’ll see.” He said, smiling at me. 
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He loves me...

Two well-seasoned grilled porterhouse steaks, mashed potatoes, with asparagus, bottomless red wine, laughing, reminiscing, slow dancing, a night of passionate lovemaking, and I was back in love all over again. This man had me wrapped around his pinky. I was up the next morning bright and early, making him breakfast. 
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