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I hated that word, prude. I wasn’t a prude. Just because I didn’t sleep with every guy that I met didn’t mean I was a prude.

“That’s exactly what it means,” Lilian said as I told my friend what Baxter had told me.

“Seriously! I thought you would be on my side!” I yelled at her.

“What?” Lillian shrugged. “You have slept with one guy, and that was when you were a freshman in college,” Lillian looked at me. “You are turning thirty-two next month!”

“So!” I sat back and sucked on my smoothie. “I am waiting for the right guy.”

“There are no right people, men or women,” Lilian told me. “We all pick someone we are most comfortable with, and we choose them.”

“Is that why you married Timothy?” I asked, looking over at her husband, who was playing with their kids.

“Absolutely,” Lilian smiled. “He makes me laugh and cry and treats me well, but he is no Anthony Foweles.”

“Who is Anthony Foweles?” I asked.

“The guy I had a crush on before meeting Timothy was the bad boy, and I had a thing for bad boys,” Lilian looked back at me. Anthony didn’t like me, and that hurt, so I picked Timothy, the end.”

“Well, I am not settling!” I folded my arms. “The right guy is out there, and I will find him. Until then I am keeping my legs closed!”

“Whatever you say,” Lilian mocked me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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There were days when I truly hated my career choice. Working as a nurse always had its bad days and its worst days. Today was definitely a bad day.

As usual, we were running short-handed, as many staff members had called out. Then, there was an accident on the highway, and wounded people were streaming in.

I hadn’t taken a break in almost twelve hours and knew I probably had another eight or more hours to go.

“Here,” Kaila said, handing me a nutrition bar and an energy drink as we took another patient upstairs.

“You’re a lifesaver!” I said, downing the energy drink.

“One of those days,” Kaila smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The day turned into night, and eventually, the storm was calm. My supervisor commended me for keeping my cool and sent me home.

“Hey Ernie!” I said to my neighbor across the hall.

“Cathy!” he smiled.

I handed him some things I picked up at the grocery store. “You shouldn’t have,” he smiled.

“Don’t mention it,” I smiled as I entered my apartment.

“Fuck me!” I heard coming from my roommate’s room. “Fuck me hard!”

‘Dammit!’ I thought as I started cleaning up.

I hated having a roommate, but even with my salary and working overtime, having an apartment this size in the city was way above my budget. I could have gotten a smaller one, but this one was close to the hospital, plus I liked having the room.

What I hated was having a sex worker as a roommate. Sally was the only one I interviewed who could actually pay half of the rent.

“Come on is that all you got!” I heard her yell.

Then I heard a slap, then another.

“Poor guy,” I said as I put the trash away and cleaned the table.

I never understood the guys that paid Sally to slap them around and call them names so that they could be humiliated.

“You’re pathetic!” Sally yelled.

I looked at the door and saw a skinny man rushing out of her bedroom, struggling to put his clothes on.

He looked somewhat pathetic standing there. He was pale as a ghost, with bright pink nipples and ginger hair.

“Look at you!” Sally said, smoking a cigarette and pushing him to the floor. “That wasn’t worth my time. I have had a lot better. Now, fucking leave!”

“Thank you!” he said as he finally put on a shirt. “Same time next week?”

Sally looked at her app as the man paid her. “Sure,” she smiled. “Don’t forget to put your ring back on!”

“Shit,” the pale man said as his hand dove into his pocket and slid his finger into a ring. “Thanks, she would have had a fit.”

“Don’t care,” Sally said, pushing him out the door.

“Goodbye,” he waved at me.

“Bye,” I waved back.

Sally looked at me, and we both laughed.

“Seriously?” I asked. “He is married and still wants to be pushed around?”

“Hey, that’s what they pay me for,” Sally shrugged. “I don’t care what they have going on in their personal lives.”
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