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"Do you see!" I exclaimed. "He is not taking this seriously!"

"Robert," our marriage counselor looked at my husband.

"But the Knicks are..." Robert put his phone away. "Fine," he looked at me. "I am sorry you feel that way."

"He doesn't mean it," I sighed. "I should have left."

"Here we go again!" Robert yelled. "This is why I keep gambling! She keeps bringing it up!"

"You slept with our babysitter in our bed!" I yelled back.

"Now, Charlotte," the counselor said. "If you want this marriage to keep going forward you have to stop throwing that in his face every time he angers you."

"But," I said.

"Did she tell you she won't even have sex with me?" Robert asked.

"Yes, you brought that up in our last session," the counselor sighed.

"It was four years ago!" Robert looked at me. "I said, "I am sorry. We got a new bed, and I haven't seen her again."

"Now, that's a lie," I stated. "You saw her last week and the week before."

"Robert?" the counselor asked.

"I coach women's volleyball sometimes, at the youth center," Robert shrugged. "I don't get a say in who joins the teams."

"He drove her home four weeks in a row," I folded my arms.

"You can see why Charlotte would be upset about you still seeing the young woman you had sex with?" the counselor asked.

"Yes, but like I said, it was four years ago!" Robert said.

Robert's phone chimed, and he immediately took it out. "See, he stopped being addicted to porn, now it's sports," I shook my head. "Sorry, I can't be doing this with him."

"I will schedule a session with you to see one of my other colleagues," the counselor said. "I am referring Robert to seek out addiction help as I see he has a problem."

Robert wasn't even paying attention. He was too busy looking at his phone.

"Can I come home this time?" Robert asked as we got outside.

"No!" I shouted. "You embarrassed me, again!"

"What did I do?" Robert asked. "I am doing what you asked, I got a new job. What's the problem if I spend my own money?"

"What was important about last Wednesday?" I stopped and asked him.

"What?" Robert stared at me.

"Last Wednesday what was important about that day? You get it right, no more counselling, you can move permanently back into the house, and I will never bring up your cheating, again!"

Robert stared at me. He knew it wasn't our anniversary because we got married the day after New Year's, and he also knew it wasn't my birthday.

"Come on," I stared at him.

"One of the kids birthdays?" Robert asked.

"Wrong!" I yelled.

"Judy had her first tryout for the football team. She was hoping her dad would show up to see her play." I turned around and headed for the car. "By the way, your daughter is one hell of a linebacker. The coach says she has a lot of rage. I wonder why!"

~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I don't know why you don't just divorce the asshole?" my partner asked.

"Three reasons," I stared at him.

"Kids understand these things better than you think," he smiled. "I came from a broken home."

"And look how you turned out," I laughed as we made our first stop.

I worked for armored truck security. We collected money from various places, such as banks, supermarkets, and loan places, and dropped it off at our secured location to be picked up later.

I went into the supermarket, and they took me to get the bags. We worked in three-person groups. Lionel was the driver and never left the truck. Gregg stayed outside and watched, and I went inside.

"Nice seeing you today Charlotte," the manager said.

"You too Frank," I smiled as I walked back to the truck and deposited the money.

"I am just saying," Lionel said. "You caught the man in your bed, with a woman," he said.

"Girl," I corrected. "She just turned twenty at the time, so she was a girl."

"Young woman," Gregg corrected.

"When you have kids, you will know," Lionel said to the young man in the back. At that age, they still think like girls."

"You saw him, so instant divorce," Gregg agreed.

"The kids wanted us to talk it out," I shrugged. "I wanted to leave. Despite his bad habits he was a good father for the most part. Until he got laid off."
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