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“I just need to go to work,” I pushed Jason away from me.

“I said I was sorry,” Jason pleaded as I gathered my stuff for work.

“You are not sorry, you are sorry you got caught,” I rolled my eyes at him as I picked up the car keys. “Sorry, would have been a one-time thing, not four!”

Jason shook his head as I left.

I got in my car and started it up. I needed to get out of the house and away from him. My husband of four years, what a joke!

Four years, and he couldn’t be faithful for that period.

I had just found out from one of his friends that he had slept with one of my bridesmaids the day of our wedding, a few hours after we said, ‘I do,’ he was fucking one of the bridesmaids in one of the bathrooms of the convention hall.

Not only did Jason do it, but he also bragged about it to his friends, one of whom would later marry my best friend and tell her about it on their honeymoon. I didn’t hear it from Gaby until now.

She didn’t want to break my heart, but that wasn’t the worst of it. A year after our marriage, Jason slept with his ex-girlfriend in our house. Why? Because she said he was the best fuck she ever had, and she lied to him to get him in bed, just so that she could send a picture of it to her current boyfriend.

Tracy, the ex-girlfriend, told me that just days ago.

I hated living here; I hated that everyone knew everyone. You couldn’t go a mile without knowing someone. It’s what I get for not leaving when I had the chance.

The town had a name, but no one used it. We called it the stop, and there was a good reason for it. No one ever came through here unless they were stopping off the two main highways that intersected right outside of town.

Our main road had everything on it, from fast food to a grocery store and a gas station. Continue down the main road, and there was the chop house, the schools, and the mayor’s office.

Jason worked at the chop house or slaughterhouse, whichever one anyone wants to call it.

I worked at the pharmacy inside Walmart, which was visible from the highway. Nearly everyone who lived here worked on the main road, either in the fast-food joints or the stores.

It was no wonder that everyone knew everyone, and everyone had slept with or fucked every other person. When the climate changed and became colder, fewer people stopped by, and we had fewer hours of work.

It was a ten-minute drive to work, primarily due to traffic. I could walk there if I wanted to, but in this heat, it was better to drive.

“Hey,” I waved to everyone as I punched in, putting my white coat on and settling in.

It wasn’t a bad job, at least I dealt with mostly people who lived here. Once in a blue moon, we would get someone who was staying in a hotel and wondered if they could get their prescriptions here instead of going back home or wherever they were from.

“I told you so,” Martha nagged for the seventh time.

“I know,” I sighed as I filled a few bottles.

“Everyone cheats,” Martha shrugged. “It’s the only thing to do around here, and people are good at it.”

“Yeah, I just thought...”

“He would be different?” Martha laughed. “That’s funny,” she turned to face me, “Does he have a cock?”

“Of course he does,” I answered.

“Then he wants to put it in something, anything, or between something,” Martha continued. “They all do, it’s in their genetic coding, ‘must put cock in something!’ that’s their first thought,” she mocked.

“She’s not wrong,” Andy admitted. “We love putting our dicks into things or between things.”

“Why?” I turned to him and asked.

“It feels good, especially if it’s warm and wet,” Andy joked as he looked at Martha.

“And for the two hundredth and forty sixth time,” Martha turned to Andy. “There is no way you are putting your cock anywhere inside me.”

“One can’t hurt to try,” Andy took his bag of pills and left.

“Idiot!” Martha shook her head.

I knew she was lying, and that after the store closed, she would meet Andy behind the Chinese restaurant, and they would fuck in his SUV.

Many people had caught them, yet they always played the game as if no one knew.

“Look, Cher,” Martha stared at me. “People cheat, men cheat women cheat, everyone cheats. You thinking that in a small beat-up town like this that no one is fucking someone else who they shouldn’t is just stupid.”

I knew Martha was right. There was nothing else to do; we didn’t have a lake, a huge water park, a zoo, or anything like that. It was one long road that had tiny other roads branching off from it, which made up this town.

No one had money, everyone was broke, and we all knew it. Our high school didn’t have enough money to even pay for a football field, so we didn’t have a football team. We did have a basketball team and a volleyball team, but that’s about it.

As I was closing tonight, I had to stay later than the others. I hated closing the pharmacy; it was boring. After six o’clock, the place was a ghost town.

“Hey Cher,” Tracy waved.

If it wasn’t bad enough that I had to live in the same rotten town as my husband’s ex-girlfriend, I had to work in the same building as she did.

Tracy worked the registers at night, so she often closed along with me. “Just came to get...” Tracy started before I gave her the register slips for that day.

“Thanks,” she smiled and walked away.

“I fucking hate her,” I muttered to myself.

Tracy was the main eye candy for our store. Employees and customers all thought the same thing. ‘How could they get into Tracy’s pants?’

Well, it wasn’t that hard. Have a good job, a house, and all your teeth, and you had a shot. Major points to those who had a great body and a pick-up truck.

Randy, our store manager, was always trying his hardest to get closer to Tracy but failed miserably. Points were deducted if you still lived at home with your mother. Even if you argued that your mother was staying with you because she was ill, it didn’t matter to Tracy.

Since working here, I have seen Tracy sleep with a stocker, two other employees, plus four customers.

By the looks of it, the tall guy with the cheap, no-name cowboy hat was the next in line for Tracy’s legs departure tour. She was giggling and touching his hand as he checked out of her lane.

“That’s right, giggle louder, touch his arm and pretend you’re interested in how much he works out,” I commentated on the events at the register. “Now, lean over just enough so he can see down your shirt.”

Everything happened just as I was saying it. “Now spring the question is he in town for anything or just stopping through.”

Since we knew everyone, it was obvious the tall guy was a visitor, probably a city person traveling through the southern states, and he thought it would be nice to buy a gas station cowboy hat and play pretend.

“Tell him the time you get off and invite him to the bar later,” I mocked her in that cute, pretty voice Tracy put on when she wanted an out-of-towner to buy her drinks and get her things.

Many of the women did that around here. So it wasn’t just Tracy. If anything, it was his fault; he could tell she was laying it on thick. He could easily pick up his things and head out the door, but, no, like Martha said earlier, the male need to put their dick into something had taken over, and the logic part of the brain had shut off.

Now his whole body was just sticking around so he could stick his cock into Tracy’s gaping hole.

‘Must stick cock into dumb blonde!’ I mocked him inside my head. ‘Doesn’t know that dumb blonde isn’t so dumb!’

Tracy had the idiot hook, line, and sinker. He went back onto the aisles and came back with a few things; those items were for Tracy.

“Finally,” I exclaimed as my time was up, and I could leave this place.

I watched Tracy close her register and sprint towards the exit.

I gave my register to the bookkeeper and then exited.

I was out in the parking lot in time to see Tracy jump into the idiot’s large pick-up truck and drive off.

“Another one bites the dust,” I shrugged.

Tracy was going to use him to get drunk, buy a few things that she absolutely must need, and then he would fuck her. She would pretend to be enjoying herself while taking his credit card information. The moment he leaves to go back where he came from, she will use it to fill her tank and get a few things at the gas station before he shuts down his card and has to get a new one, all the while blaming someone at the bar for stealing his information, instead of the blonde he fucked.

I walked into my house and saw Jason lying on the couch. He was fast asleep.

I didn’t want to bother him, and frankly, I didn’t want to talk to him.

He knew I didn’t want anything to do with Tracy, and now every time I went to bed, it felt like it was her bed and not mine.

There were two other women Jason had fucked in my bed. Tracy had also told me that bit of information, but I didn’t know who they were.

I lay in bed thinking about the usual things. Where did everything go wrong? I knew that answer quite well.

I had the opportunity to attend a college out of state. I excelled at women’s volleyball in high school and took my team to championships out of state. One of the colleges offered me a full ride, tuition, and everything, but no, my stupid ass decided to stay here with my friends.

We had a big plan to buy some land, start a small zoo, and make money that way. One by one, all my friends either got married, left, or simply left. I kept staying and dreaming of other things and other ways to help my parents. The truth was, I was scared to go.

Now I was stuck here, with hardly any friends, and my parents had passed, leaving me with only Jason and this house my parents had left me.

If I had only attended that college, things would have been better. I know no one was supposed to dwell on the past, but when the future looked bleak, the past was all we had.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~
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“You got in late,” Jason mentioned as I sat down at the kitchen table.

“Yeah, your ex-girlfriend got her talons in some guy,” I looked back at him and got the box of cereal down.

“She’s good at doing that,” Jason shook his head. “Poor guy.”

“Poor guy?” I laughed.

“What, he doesn’t deserve what’s coming,” Jason folded his arms and stared at me. “Trying to tell the credit card company that whatever she bought wasn’t what he bought despite being at the same gas station a few days before the transactions.”

“You guys I swear,” I chuckled as I poured the milk. “Poor us, we can’t control ourselves when a woman wears certain clothes we have to look and make comments, we can’t control ourselves, poor us the women online keep showing their goods and demand we pay to see more, so we have to pay more so we can see it, despite the warnings of credit card usage, poor us the cute blonde with the big tits behind the register is flirting with us and asking us to buy things for her, so we can get laid, but we could just say no and walk away, but we can’t! Fuck off! He got exactly what he deserved!”

“You don’t know what it’s like,” Jason stared me down. “Sure we can, but it’s hard not to say no, if we do, we hate women, or not really men.”

“To other guys,” I pointed my spoon at him. “That’s the problem, women don’t think that, other guys make you believe that’s what we think.”

“You mean to tell me if a guy doesn’t hit on you when you wear nice, revealing clothes you don’t think he is gay, has someone or just hates women?” Jason laughed.

“I don’t,” I shrugged. “Many times I wear things that make me feel attractive and nice and men don’t look, and it doesn’t bother me.”

“Bullshit
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