
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Simply Cynthia

By: Alexander Martin




Copyright 2024 Alexander Martin.

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.


"Hey," I smiled as Cynthia drove past me in her brand-new Mercedes.

"Hey Charles," she smiled and waved.

Cynthia and her husband, Dennis, moved into the neighborhood three months ago, and she was the talk of the town, or the neighborhood, as we called it.

Dennis might have been the husband and the moneymaker, but Cynthia was, well, to put it lightly, incredible.

Every guy's mouth dropped as she walked by, and when she showed up at the neighborhood barbecue, every woman envied her.

Cynthia was drop-dead gorgeous with a body sculpted to impress. Of course, some of the neighborhood hens had to talk ill about her.

'She's fake, plastic, a Barbie doll,' were some rumors.

'She's cheating on her husband, she's a whore,' were others.

I never understood women. They quickly said that men were the root of all their problems when they were the fastest to tear each other down. Cynthia had done nothing wrong.

'Oh, you would say that you are a man; you don't know women like we do,' was the favorite saying whenever a guy said something.

'She's being passive aggressive; you just don't get it' was one of the worst lies ever told.

We knew exactly what it was: Cynthia was the new woman on the block. It happened every single time a new family moved in. Every single woman would get together and talk bad about the new woman until the next new woman moved in, and then the old one would join in with the rest of them.

It was a fact that women hated other women just for the fun of it for no other reason, and now Cynthia was the new person to hate.

I secretly thought Cynthia loved the hate and the attention; if anything, she stoked the fire now and then.

One day, Cynthia started running around the neighborhood in a bright red sports bra and matching shorts. You talk about a bouncing site to see going down the road.

Poor William, one of the men in the neighborhood, crashed his Corvette into a parked car. Leonard, who was watering his flower bed, turned the hose on his wife to blind her so he could stare longer.

A few days later, we all got an HOA notification saying we couldn't run in bright colors as they distracted drivers and may cause a hazard. The day after the notice, Cynthia ran in a dark purple sports bra and black leggings, which caused another notification.

I was utterly confident that Cynthia was doing it on purpose.

I parked my car, got out, and headed into my garage.

"Hey Charles?" I heard from behind me.

"Cynthia!" I beamed from ear to ear as she stood before me.

Wherever Cynthia worked, it must be a sight to see her daily walking around in a pencil skirt and dark blue blazer. The poor thing was trying to hold in her fantastic rack.

"Do you watch college basketball?" Cynthia asked, moving some hair from her eyes.

"Not really," I replied. "More of a football person myself."

"Oh," Cynthia said, a bit dejected.

"Why, what's up?" I asked.

"Dennis is having a hard time finding friends that want to watch the games with, and I wanted to ask if you would mind coming over and watching with him.

'And those fucking hens thought she was cheating!' I thought.

Here, Cynthia stood reaching out to a neighbor to watch basketball games with her husband.

"To think of it," I said as I walked out of the garage and looked across the cul-de-sac. "I have never seen you guys entertain anyone."

I would know. I lived right across the street from them.

"Do you blame us?" Cynthia asked as she looked down the street.

Already, a few of the women were staring directly at us and already talking.
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