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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.”

“How many of them are married?” I asked.

“Which ones?” Sally asked, “The women or the men?”

I shook my head and smiled.

“There are cheaters on both sides,” Sally said as she shifted her robe. “As long as they pay me. I could give a damn about what happens at home.”

Even though she was rough around the edges and sometimes drove me insane, Sally wasn’t my worst roommate. Except for the constant ins and outs of guys coming into my apartment to fuck her. Or when she left the apartment at all times of the day and night to meet someone.

She paid her rent on time every month and never let any of her clients talk to me in any way as they talked to her.

I knew I couldn’t do her job, but Sally said she liked it because it allowed her to do what she wanted when she wanted to.

Sally had websites, apps, camera shows, and everything else. I often peeked into her room when she wasn’t home. I even tried on some of the costumes she had in her closet. None of them fit me like they fit her, but it was nice to play dress-up.

Sally was five-foot nine, had dark red hair and bright blue eyes, and had a huge sexual appetite.

I always saw her buying new toys, costumes, or anything to get her more money and followers.

“So, how did it go with Baxter?” Sally asked as she covered her large breasts and sat on the couch.

“Not as well as he wanted it to go,” I replied as I started breakfast.

“Oh,” Sally smiled.

“He called me a prude,” I said as I made scrambled eggs.

“There is no winning in that situation,” Sally said, putting her feet up. “If you had slept with him, then you are a slut, a whore, and he wouldn’t want anything to do with you. Since you didn’t sleep with him, you are a prude, a tease, a feminist who doesn’t like men.”

I nodded. “He ended the conversation with those exact words.”

“As I said there is no winning,” Sally responded.

I knew Sally said she was doing all this for money, but I knew there must be another reason.

My thought was that she had been cheated on in a previous relationship. She almost always wanted married men or women. She never paid as much attention to the single ones; that’s why I thought all of this was payback for her to someone who cheated on her.

I had seen how much she charged for everything, how much men spent on her cam shows, and how much they paid to buy her things.

It was more than I was making. Sometimes, I thought of quitting and doing the same thing, but I knew my conscience wouldn’t allow me to do anything that crazy or drastic.

Sally planned to save enough and move out of the city, go somewhere down south, buy a huge house, and do nothing all day.

It sounded good in theory, but in this economy, even what she was making wouldn’t be enough to live off for any amount of time.

“I have to ask,” Sally said as I sat down to eat.

“No,” I said before she asked.

I was constantly asked if I was interested in women. My last roommate, Linda, asked me the same thing. Lilian asked me many times, and she had known me the longest.

“So, you really are just not interested,” Sally said.

“Yup,” I shrugged.

“No judgment,” Sally said. “I just don’t know anyone that’s not into sex or at least getting themselves off.”

“How do you know I don’t?” I asked.

“I have lived here for four months, and not once have I heard you scream,” Sally said. “There is only one bathroom, and I have never seen a toy or any sign that you were in there flicking the bean.”

I cringed as she said that.

“And you make that face at the mention of anything sexual,” Sally said.

“I do not!” I exclaimed.

“Sucking cock, blow job, rim job,” Sally said. “See, there is that face again!”

“What the hell is a rim job?” I asked.

“You’re a nurse for Christ sakes,” Sally laughed. “I thought most of you go round fucking the doctors or some shit!”

“Fuck no,” I shook my head. “Most of them are old enough to be my grand pa!”

“You really do not know what a rim job is?” Sally asked.

“No,” I responded.

“Look it up,” Sally laughed.

I put my things away and then took a shower. I had to be back at work in seven hours, so I lay in bed, and curiosity got the better of me.

“Fucking gross!” I yelled.

I heard Sally laughing in the living room.

“No fucking way!” I yelled.

“Get some sleep!” Sally yelled back.

After looking that up, sleep didn’t come quickly as the images that came into my head made me feel wide awake, but eventually, I drifted off.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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“Sorry about the other night,” Baxter said as he met me in the parking lot.

“No, you are not,” I smiled as we walked towards the building.

“Yes, I am,” Baxter said. “I shouldn’t have said that to you.”

“Still not getting in my pants,” I waved as we entered.

“Fuck you!” Baxter said as he gave me the finger.

“True colors,” I smiled as I headed for my station.

The night wasn’t as bad as the few nights before, but that could change at any minute in a city like ours.

We never said anything about how slow it was or a good night out loud to each other, but nights like this one were a blessing.

“Heard about what happened with Baxter,” Nolan said as we did an inventory of some of the closets.

“Yeah, you were right,” I admitted.

Nolan was the quiet guy on the floor. He did his job quietly, and most of us loved him for it. He was always there to help out.

“What?” Nolan laughed.

“Don’t get a big head about it,” I swatted his arm.

“I just know guys like him,” Nolan said. “Hit it and quit it.”

“Well, he isn’t hitting anything,” I smiled. “So, he can quit it.”

“Nice,” Nolan said, smiling at me. “I have a question, and you don’t have to answer.”

“No,” I sighed. “I am not a lesbian.”

“Wasn’t going to ask you that,” Nolan smiled. “You have off tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” I smiled.

Nolan was very close to me. Just by being near him, I could see the muscles in his arms and feel how strong he was.

He was much taller than me, and I had to stare up at him.

“Was thinking we could hang out, get a drink or something,” Nolan said.

“I would like that,” I smiled.

“Drive by shooting down on fourth!” someone yelled as they passed the room. “Multiple casualties.”

‘There goes our quiet night,’ I thought as we rushed out of the room.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Nolan met me at the subway station near my apartment. I didn’t tell anyone where I lived except Lilian and even some of my closest coworkers dropped me off there.

“So, where to?” I asked.

“I know this spot,” Nolan said, taking me by the hand.

We sat on the train together and got off near the hospital.

“You were right!” I said as I bit into the burger. “This is really good!”

“Told you!” Nolan said. “No meat at all.”

I couldn’t believe it. I had been a vegetarian for nearly a year now, and it was hard to find a good place to eat anything I liked.

“I am not saying it again,” I shook my head.

“But?” Nolan said as our eyes met.

I loved his dark brown eyes.

“You were right,” I smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Nolan wasn’t like Baxter or any of the other guys I dated. For almost the whole month we were together, he never made a single move toward me. I was the one who kissed him on our fifth date.

“Maybe he is gay or something,” Sally said.

“Oh, no,” I shook my head. “Definitely not gay.”

“How do you know?” Sally asked. “You have never sucked a dick so how do you know if a guy is gay or not?”

I was getting ready to see Nolan’s place for the first time.

“We danced,” I smiled as I looked at Sally sitting on my bed.

“So?” Sally said.

“No, I mean,” I turned to stare at her. “We danced really closely.”

“Oh!” Sally’s eyes widened.

“Oh yeah,” I nodded. “He is definitely
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