
The Dumpster Files:

Allison

Written By: Alexander Martin



Copyright 2025 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 eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Dumpster Files: Allison

Sign up for Alexander Martin's Mailing List

Also By Alexander Martin

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Dumpster Files: Allison

[image: ]


Okay, I have to admit something. I think this is a waste of my time. I don't feel like I did anything wrong. So, I am cheating on my husband. Men do it all the time and expect women to accept it but then cry like a baby when it happens to one of them. If you are a man reading this and getting worked up and all in your feelings about it, then replace me as a woman and put a man in my place, and I bet you wouldn't be upset.

I cheated on my husband! There I said it! Are you happy?

Now, before you guys get your boxers in a twist and call me all kinds of names and say two wrongs don't make a right. Ask yourself and be honest. If you could get away with it, would you? If you say no, you are a liar! Remember, the first thing about telling a lie is lying to yourself and convincing yourself it's not a lie. Now, try again. If the woman or man of your dreams walked into your life and you could be with them without getting caught, would you? 

The answer is YES! All of you would! If not, you are better than me. And if you are going to judge, remember the other saying about casting the first stone; you know the saying, and not one of you reading this is without sin, so hold that stone and put it back down and swallow that judgment, Karen! I am sure that there is something you've done in the past or are doing in the present that is very sinful.

Here we go!

I'm not one to put my dirty laundry out there, but I'm glad this happened to me. As usual, like the others. The job might be correct, but places and names have been changed; I don't want any of you coming and trying to spoil my fun!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I was born into a Christian household, and my siblings and I adhered to every rule. We didn't do anything that would bring shame to our parents or our family name. Living in the Midwest was challenging at times; we weren't wealthy, but we weren't poor either. We were a middle-class family.

Our parents worked full-time jobs to keep our household afloat. Larry, Jack, and I did all we could to help our parents. We volunteered at church events and worked part-time to help with the bills, and all of us earned good grades.

Being in the Midwest and the way we were was even harder on us because our high school was, well, let's just say the whole town shut down during a high school football game.

I wanted to be on the cheerleader squad, but Mom said it would only bring trouble as the short skirts and tight tops would only entice the boys even more than they were when they were around me.

Unlike my mom, who was flat as a board all over, I had a chest by the time I hit high school. It was all my older brothers could do to fight the guys off me. There were no physical fights. They were Just trying to make sure the guys knew I was off-limits.

I had no interest in boys, neither in high school nor in college. I was the first in my family to attend college, and I enjoyed it. I liked the classes, the atmosphere, and, most of all, the library. I was a book nerd and loved to read.

Looking the way I looked, I had many suitors, both in the student class and some of the professors. I found out quickly that blonde hair, blue eyes, and a nice rack could get me into many things, and I used that to my advantage.

I knew it was wrong to lead people on, but they asked for it. Guys would ask me out, and I would ask them, 'What's in it for me?' 

I had them eating out of my hand. I got money for my apartment and car payments. I even had a professor who paid my tuition.

Now, you are probably asking what I gave them in return. As a well-raised Christian young woman, the answer is simple. Nothing. Sure, I would make out a couple of times, but as far as going all the way, no way, no how!

I made it clear from the beginning before anything was exchanged, that I would not go all the way. I lay out the ground rules: no drinking or smoking. No clothes coming off, no touching below the waist, and I would not be going anywhere with them. It was a date with a definite beginning and ending period.

I always let one of my friends know where I was, who I was with, where we were going, and what time I would be back. If they accepted, then we moved forward. 

Sure, some called me a tease and a prude, but again, just like the people who are going to judge me, that's their problem, not mine!

I didn't see or feel my first dick until I was twenty-three, and that was just holding it, not jerking or rubbing, just holding. I didn't give a guy a hand job until I was out of college and had my first internship at twenty-four.

I lost my virginity to my husband at the age of twenty-five (that's right, I saved my virginity until I got married! How many of you judgmental idiots can say the same? Huh?).

I met Austin at a church revival in the city. Unlike me, he didn't wait until he got married to lose his virginity. He lied and told me he did, but afterward, in the aftermath of it all, it came out that he wasn't a virgin.

Austin was a liar! I didn't figure that out until our second year of marriage, but after that, it was too late. Divorce wasn't an option, not in my family. No way, no how! Even when I told my mom all about it, she told me my father wasn't the man I had made him out to be, and she made it work, so she told me to put my big girl panties on and deal with it! Her words rung inside my head.

She wasn't the only one; many women at my church and at the place where I worked told me to find a way to deal with his lies and make our home a happy place.

That did happen. It did become a happy place when I had my first child. After that, faking a happy married life became easy, and by the time I had the second child, I didn't even think about Austin and his lies; all I cared about were the kids.

"How long are you out for this time?" I asked Austin at the dinner table.

"Should only be for a week, maybe two at the least," Austin chewed his food and smiled at me.

"Oh, that's not too bad," I shrugged.

Our kids were walking and talking and had friends. They weren't in their teens yet, but Lionel, the oldest, was about to become thirteen at the end of the year.

"Still taking that job?" Austin asked.

"Yeah," I smiled.

Lionel was over at his friend's house, and ten-year-old Madeline was with her grandparents.

"Ah," Austin said in the tone I knew so well. He used it when he didn't like something.

"Is Beth going on the business trip with you?" I asked as I sipped my wine.

I knew he liked Beth. Beth had told me that my husband had texted her many times outside of work. Asking her to go to restaurants and other places alone while they were out of town.

Beth didn't go with him. She knew he was a compulsive liar. He even lied to people at our church. He couldn't stop himself.

He had told Beth when they first met that I couldn't bear children, and the only reason he was staying with me was because I was depressed about it.

A few weeks later, when I came to a business dinner with Lionel holding my hand and Madeline in her carrier, he quickly changed his tune. He used me many times to get out of work or travel. Telling his bosses that I was sick or there was something wrong with the kids, so he had to go home. That was until Beth joined the travel team; that's when he became fully gung-ho about traveling.

Beth wasn't the only woman my husband had eyes on; he thought, like many guys, he was slick about it. Hiding his laptop or his phone, pretending I didn't know why we went to the Olive Garden on certain days when a certain red-headed waitress was working.

He wasn't slick, and neither were the other husbands; we knew, but we just pretended not to. I knew some of his money went to those online fan websites.

"No, not this time around," Austin chewed his food and shook his head.

'Liar!' I thought. Beth had already told me she was going.

"I think something came up, so she won't be able to go this time, but oh well, her loss," Austin chuckled.

"Right, her loss," I stared at him.

I knew Austin didn't want me to get the job at the fitness and wellness gym. He liked that I had a nice, stable job at the donation center, but I wanted extra pocket money.

The reason he didn't want me to get the job was that I had lost all my baby weight. I was in the best shape of my life, thanks to that place. Many people thought I was in my early twenties, not my late thirties. When they offered me a part-time job, I jumped at the chance.

The facility offered Many maternity classes for women who were trying to lose weight after giving birth. Many of those women kept asking me for tips on how I had done it. So, this was my chance to give back.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Again?" Austin whined as I turned him down later that night.

"I told you; I got to get up early," I shrugged. "You should have told me, and I wouldn't have taken it."

I had taken one of my sleeping pills just as he got into bed. A few more minutes and I would be feeling the effects, and I would be dead to the world.

"I was just thinking that it has been a while since we have been intimate," Austin flopped his head down on the pillow.

"I didn't think about it. I am sorry," I said, rolling over and turning off the light. "Maybe next time."

"I will be out of town," Austin cursed and turned his back to me.

In the darkness, I was smiling.

Mom didn't say anything about keeping him happy. He was well-fed and came home to a clean house every day, and I kept track of the bills so that nothing went unpaid.

I rolled over, and shortly afterward, I fell asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Hey Allison, glad you came in early," David, the lead coordinator, smiled at me.

"You know me, hit the ground running," I smiled back at him.

David was a tall, muscular man with a nice smile and a great body; he was the motivation for me to keep going.

"Actually there is something I want to talk to you about," David approached me.

"What's on your mind?" I asked, staring up at him.

He was much taller than me.

"Bruce," he said, looking over at a tall black man. "Since his knee surgery he has been..."

"Fucking hell!" Bruce yelled and threw a plate to the ground.

"Highly aggravated," I nodded.

"To say the least," David and I looked at Bruce, who was visibly angry.

"I got it," I patted David on the shoulder.

I made my way across the gym.

"Sorry," Bruce held his hands up as I approached. "I will put it back and I am sorry for cursing."

"You are trying too hard," I bent over, picked up the weight, and put it back.

"I was going to use that," Bruce pointed to the bar.

"No, you weren't," I shook my head. "You can't lift the way you used to, and you have to face that," I looked at him.

Bruce made a face that told me he was mad.

"You could be mad all you want," I stood my ground. "You are only get more aggravated."

"What should I be doing?" Bruce asked sarcastically.

"I will ignore the sarcastic tone, for now," I grabbed his arm and pulled him from the bench.

We walked over to the treadmills.

"Nah! This is for chumps!" Bruce shook his head.

"Okay, so it's easy then?" I asked him and put my hands on my hips.

"Yeah, I am not fat or lazy," Bruce pointed to the machine. "I just want to get my lifting legs back, that's all!"

"Okay, Liz, come here please," I called for our newest pregnant lady.

Liz came over.

"So, you can out walk Liz here?" I asked Bruce.

"No offense but yes," Bruce nodded quickly.

"Okay, let's put it to the test, same incline, same speed, same time," I adjusted two machines close to each other. "You last longer than she does
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