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Author’s Note: 

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.


“I just need to go to work,” I pushed Jason away from me.

“I said I was sorry,” Jason pleaded as I gathered my stuff for work.

“You are not sorry, you are sorry you got caught,” I rolled my eyes at him as I picked up the car keys. “Sorry, would have been a one-time thing, not four!”

Jason shook his head as I left.

I got in my car and started it up. I needed to get out of the house and away from him. My husband of four years, what a joke!

Four years, and he couldn’t be faithful for that period.

I had just found out from one of his friends that he had slept with one of my bridesmaids the day of our wedding, a few hours after we said, ‘I do,’ he was fucking one of the bridesmaids in one of the bathrooms of the convention hall.

Not only did Jason do it, but he also bragged about it to his friends, one of whom would later marry my best friend and tell her about it on their honeymoon. I didn’t hear it from Gaby until now.

She didn’t want to break my heart, but that wasn’t the worst of it. A year after our marriage, Jason slept with his ex-girlfriend in our house. Why? Because she said he was the best fuck she ever had, and she lied to him to get him in bed, just so that she could send a picture of it to her current boyfriend.

Tracy, the ex-girlfriend, told me that just days ago.

I hated living here; I hated that everyone knew everyone. You couldn’t go a mile without knowing someone. It’s what I get for not leaving when I had the chance.

The town had a name, but no one used it. We called it the stop, and there was a good reason for it. No one ever came through here unless they were stopping off the two main highways that intersected right outside of town.

Our main road had everything on it, from fast food to a grocery store and a gas station. Continue down the main road, and there was the chop house, the schools, and the mayor’s office.

Jason worked at the chop house or slaughterhouse, whichever one anyone wants to call it.

I worked at the pharmacy inside Walmart, which was visible from the highway. Nearly everyone who lived here worked on the main road, either in the fast-food joints or the stores.

It was no wonder that everyone knew everyone, and everyone had slept with or fucked every other person. When the climate changed and became colder, fewer people stopped by, and we had fewer hours of work.

It was a ten-minute drive to work, primarily due to traffic. I could walk there if I wanted to, but in this heat, it was better to drive.

“Hey,” I waved to everyone as I punched in, putting my white coat on and settling in.

It wasn’t a bad job, at least I dealt with mostly people who lived here. Once in a blue moon, we would get someone who was staying in a hotel and wondered if they could get their prescriptions here instead of going back home or wherever they were from.

“I told you so,” Martha nagged for the seventh time.

“I know,” I sighed as I filled a few bottles.

“Everyone cheats,” Martha shrugged. “It’s the only thing to do around here, and people are good at it.”

“Yeah, I just thought...”

“He would be different?” Martha laughed. “That’s funny,” she turned to face me, “Does he have a cock?”

“Of course he does,” I answered.

“Then he wants to put it in something, anything, or between something,” Martha continued. “They all do, it’s in their genetic coding, ‘must put cock in something!’ that’s their first thought,” she mocked.

“She’s not wrong,” Andy admitted. “We love putting our dicks into things or between things.”

“Why?” I turned to him and asked.

“It feels good, especially if it’s warm and wet,” Andy joked as he looked at Martha.

“And for the two hundredth and forty sixth time,” Martha turned to Andy. “There is no way you are putting your cock anywhere inside me.”

“One can’t hurt to try,” Andy took his bag of pills and left.

“Idiot!” Martha shook her head.

I knew she was lying, and that after the store closed, she would meet Andy behind the Chinese restaurant, and they would fuck in his SUV.

Many people had caught them, yet they always played the game as if no one knew.

“Look, Cher,” Martha stared at me. “People cheat, men cheat women cheat, everyone cheats. You thinking that in a small beat-up town like this that no one is fucking someone else who they shouldn’t is just stupid.”
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