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All Characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.
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“I really wish you would stop calling me that,” I said, looking at my supposed best friend. Allie had become more like a sister to me.

“Well, if the shoe fits wear it,” Allie smiled.

Allie and I grew up in the same poor town in the middle of nowhere. We still lived in the same trailer park, just a bigger trailer.

“Just because I don’t want to spread my legs to any Tom, Dick and Harry...” I shrugged.

“Hey! Tom has a nice dick; Harry is actually good in bed!” Allie laughed.

“You know what I mean,” I rolled my eyes.

“You had one bad experience and decided you would never have sex again,” Allie shrugged. “That’s the definition of being a prude.”

“Shut up and get twelve their steak fries!” I told her.

“Yes boss,” Allie smiled as she rolled away on her skates.

We worked at a fast-food restaurant near the old airport. When the airport was new, it was a nice place to work, but since no big airliners could land there, it closed down and is now abandoned.

The only traffic we get out here is the truckers who come through the area, bringing goods or hauling whatever they do. Then, some locals come by to grab a quick bite.

It wasn’t that I turned down sex; I just didn’t want to be labeled a slut like most of the women my age that lived around here.

There was nothing to do, so what people did was fuck, and they fucked a lot with many different people. There were many women my age or younger who had kids with the same guy. It was gross. I did not want to be part of that cesspool.

There wasn’t enough protection on the planet that would make me want to spread my legs for any of these guys. The bad experience Allie talked about was my first time.

Jake Bathan took me into his trailer the night I turned twenty. I had a huge crush on him back then, and I had decided that he was going to be the one to take my V card. It didn’t last more than two minutes, and Jake made it seem that I owed him for those two minutes of what he called the best time of my life.

That was nine years ago, and I hadn’t been with any guy since. One and done was good enough for me.

Sure, I had the toys that I used when the time came to take care of things, but they were better than any man, or so my boss told me.

Bethany was in charge around here, and the word was that she was a man-hater, a feminist, and probably a Lesbian. I figured the last one out myself, as she always hired women to be the skaters and men to work in the kitchen.

I was sure Bethany liked seeing all the females in short shorts and tight tops with skating shoes. I preferred the rollerblades; they were faster, and I found I could stop quicker. Allie liked the four wheels; she said they made her look sexier, and she got better tips when she wore them with the skort.
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“Another day down,” I sighed as I slumped down on the couch.

I lived with Allie and her three children; it was a constant reminder that I didn’t want to be with a man.

Allie had three kids with three different dads, and drama was an everyday occurrence. I usually stayed in my room to avoid being pulled into whatever was going on between them.

It was fortunate that we got this double-wide. The last one we were in was single, and it was hell on Earth.

Allie was constantly arguing either with her kids or their fathers. I, on the other hand, had no drama at all. Both my parents had kicked the bucket right here on this spot.

Some people thought it was weird that I lived in a double-wide trailer that was parked and built in the same spot my old trailer was on, especially since my parents died in the old trailer.

Firefighters said my father or mother went to bed with a lit cigarette, and well, it started the fire right under them. The place was always filled with trash, loose paper, and plastic bags. Dad was a hoarder and never liked throwing anything away, so the fire took the whole place in minutes. They never stood a chance.

I still remember coming home from work and seeing the fire engines. A trailer was always going up in smoke around here; usual, potheads, meth makers, and other stupid idiots would burn a trailer to the ground just for another to pop up a few weeks later.
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