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  Banana Creampie




   




   




  It was twenty-nine days since the big breakup and I hadn’t left the house. I managed to find ways to avoid all human contact, get food delivered and cry into my empty ice cream cartons.




  Relationships are for the birds and I absolutely hate them; you give your heart to a motherfucker and they rip it out, crush it, scoop it up and trash it. From now on, it’s just me, myself and I.




  What am I saying?




  I constantly need validation from others, I need to be loved. Sometimes I let my frustration take hold and my mouth runs away with it. I’m sure there will be another, there always is. This time, I just have to take things slow and just have fuck buddies, NSAs, or trash and smash ‘ems.




  It was three in the afternoon on a somewhat warm winter Thursday and I’d just gotten out of bed. As always my email inbox was full of messages that needed my urgent attention. Those ‘urgent’ emails were easily dispatched with a few quick keystrokes, one being the delete button.




  As I made my way downstairs, I could hear the bumping and cries through the walls. My neighbor and her friend were at it again. They fucked like rabbits and my only sex came from listening to them bump uglies in the wee hours of the morning and the darkness of the night.




  I took a seat near the top of the stairs placing my ear to the wall. The walls of my townhouse were paper thin; I’m sure they’ve heard me a time or two climbing the walls when ‘he who shall not be named’ would sleep over. I focused my hearing, I could hear Sandra, my neighbor, polishing her boy toy’s knob. He had to be in his early twenties. It seemed like she had a different boy every five months. I noticed him a few weeks ago taking out the trash, he was shirtless and barefoot. Oh the things I would do with that young tender piece of meat.
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