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A friend told me about this site, a place to tell all your secrets. Well, do I have a story to tell all of you!

I hardly believe it myself, but it's a doozy! I don't feel guilty about it or anything, but in the same regard as many of the other stories I have read on here, I don't want any of you higher-than-thou types to find me and ruin my fun, so I will do what everyone else did and change the names.

I will be called Marcus in this story, as usual; that's not my real name, nor will any of the other names you will read be.

I know this might come off a bit bad, but unlike most stories you have read on here. I don't think I was in the wrong. If anything, I think it came about because I was due, you know the saying, what goes around comes around, and with everything I did, some good was bound to come back around to me, and when it did, boy did I jump on it, or should I say she jumped on me?

Either way, it's been two years since the start of the whole thing, two whole years, and I don't see an end in sight, and I sure as hell don't want it to! I want to ride this train until the wheels fall off.

So, let's get this story started, shall we?

My name is Marcus, and here is my story for The Dumpster files!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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As I said, it started just over two years ago, when my ex-girlfriend walked into my store.

"Welcome," I looked up from working on one of the many laptops I had lying around.

"Hi," a familiar voice answered me.

I lowered my specialty goggles and looked at Tylene, my ex-girlfriend, who was smiling at me.

"What do you want?" I lowered my goggles and went back to working on the laptop.

"Is that any way to greet a customer?" Tylene asked as she walked around all the broken laptops, game consoles, and many other electronic devices I had lying around the shop.

It was always a mess in here. I wasn't good at being organized, never had been.

"You dumped me, remember?" I shot back, not looking at her.

Tylene and I had been hot and heavy in high school; we were inseparable. Even after high school, we promised to be together, even when she got accepted to an out-of-state college and I stayed behind at a community college. We vowed to always stay in touch and be together, and even get married one day.

Then, two months after she left, she broke up with me. She said she was onto bigger and better things, mainly a star football player.

She was out of my life with a text message. I tried calling her many times, but she never answered. She told me just to move on and forget about her.

So, that's what I did, well, tried to do, but a woman like Tylene was hard to get over, especially since she was my first love. We had lost our virginity to each other the night after prom, and we had promised that we would wait until we were both eighteen and that we wouldn't go into college as virgins.

I kept trying to keep my eyes glued to my job. After college, I started working at an I.T. firm, but that fell through, then my parents passed, and they left me with this place, a small corner outlet in a strip mall off the highway.

I was no baker like mom, and I wasn't as business savvy as my father, so I turned it into a tech repair shop. I was doing great business-wise, but it was hard to keep track of everything, and that's where I was losing customers. I kept losing invoices and couldn't keep track of which laptop or device they belonged to.

"Look," Tylene slammed her fist into the wooden desk that I used to check out customers. I had to admit the place looked better as a bakery, but I was doing what I could do.

I turned to look at her. 'God, she was still fucking hot!' I thought.

Tylene was tall; she stood at five feet eleven inches. Long blonde hair, blue eyes, and a body that screamed 'fuck the shit out of me!' She had it all: legs, thighs, tits, and an ass.

Her fall from grace was what brought her back home. The star football player dropped her the moment he got drafted. As soon as he signed that deal, he kicked Tylene to the curb. She returned home with nothing, no good grades, no scholarship, just four years of wasted time in college.

Now she worked at the nail salon across from the strip club.

"What do you want?" I asked, lifting my goggles and looking at her. "I am busy!"

"I want a job!" Tylene stared at me with those blue eyes. "The nail salon is going under and I need to pay my half of the rent or they will kick me out!"

"Oh, your besties?" I asked sarcastically.

"Shut up, Johnathan!" Tylene stomped her foot as if that would work.

She didn't have a hold on me anymore; that time had passed. There was a time that I would do anything for her, anything at all, just for her to talk to me, to look in my direction, but not anymore.

"Go work with your dad," I tried to shoo her off.

"He doesn’t need any more help," Tylene sighed. "I already asked him."

"Aww, poor Tylene," I pretended to care. "Answer is still no!"

"What is your problem? We dated in high school for two years, we had sex three times, that’s it, things end you know," Tylene tried to excuse her behavior toward me.

"You ignored me, you treated me like crap, and then told me to move on and forget you," I stood up from the chair. "This is me moving on and forgetting about you. You've been back for over seven years and this is the first time you came to see me, and it’s only because you want something!"

Tylene put a hand on her hip and sighed again. "Because I need a job!"

"And I don't need your help, so bye!"

Tylene held up a finger and walked out.

My heart was beating a mile a minute as I watched her head toward her father's beat-up truck. I waited until I saw it leave before I sat back down.

"Why?" I asked myself.

My heart was beating too fast; I lied when I said it was the first time I had seen her since she got back. I had seen her every day since she got back.

I hid behind bushes as I watched her leave the salon. I watched her from across the street as she went home. I looked at her while she was working out at the gym. I still had a crush on her, still wanted to see her.

A huge part of me wanted to hire her. I could use some help; maybe she could help me get organized so I can focus on just repairing things and not worry about invoices, payments, and other things.

I had always loved tinkering with things, opening them up and seeing how they worked; that's why I did a good job with fixing all of the electronics lying around, but I sucked at the other stuff, the paperwork, the taxes, and everything else.

But I wouldn't hire Tylene, no way, no how. She treated me like dirt, and I might be a crush-loved stalker, but I wasn't a fool.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I hear my low life daughter came to visit you," Frank Hubbard said.

"Low life?" I asked as I watched him pump gas at the gas station. I put my nozzle back and stared over at him.

"She came to me begging for a job and a loan," he said as he stood with his back against his work truck, filling it up. "Had the nerve to say I owe her."

I chuckled at that.

Frank had put up his business and other things to put Tylene through college, and she did absolutely nothing with it. He nearly lost everything; luckily, he was a hardworking man, or he would have lost it all, including the house.

I admired that about him, even though he was a racist piece of shit that hated me for dating his daughter. I was sure that if he found out that this black guy standing before him had nailed his daughter for the first time on the couch inside his mechanic shop, he would kill me right here in front of everyone.

Not that anyone would care in this part of town if a white man killed a black guy. The moment he told them I had fucked his white-skinned, blonde hair, blue-eyed daughter, they would find some way to make it look like I had done something wrong and Frank had shot me in self-defense.

"Well, I turned her down to," I told him.

I didn't tell him it was because she dumped me. I am sure she had told him that she had stopped seeing me because he had told her to, and he was happy with that. He didn't know how much of a rebel his daughter was. It was her idea to sneak into his shop and have our first sexual interaction on the couch in his office.

"Well, at least you got some sense in you," Frank nodded as he took the nozzle out and replaced it. "Keep it up, she isn't worth the time."

For Frank to say that about his daughter meant she had done more than just waste his money. "What did she do this time?" I asked.

"She tried to go behind my back and ask Gemma for some money," he said, looking at me. "If you see her, tell her not to come by the house ever again! Not until she has some of that college money she owes me!"

With that, Frank was back in his truck.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I see you back there," Tylene barked as she stood behind her apartment building, smoking a cigarette.

'Fuck me!' I breathed to myself as I stepped out of the shadows.

I've seen you every time, you're a shitty stalker!" Tylene shook her head as she threw the cigarette butt to the ground and stomped on it.

We stared at each other in the freezing cold.

"It’s fucking cold as shit out here, what do you want?" Tylene asked. "I tried to come by for a job, but you turned me down and now you’re standing outside my apartment in the fucking snow? What’s your deal?"

"I don't know," I shrugged.

She was right about one thing; it was fucking cold as fuck.

"Well, you're not coming up, and we aren't fucking," Tylene told me as if that was an option.

I didn't want to fuck her; I didn't want anything from her. I was fucked in the head. I just liked seeing her from a distance. Even now, standing in front of her, I wanted to get away as quickly as possible.

"Damn, you are fucked up in the head, aren't you?" Tylene shook her head and turned around. She swiped her card to get into the back door of the apartment building. "If you are not going to give me a job, then stop stalking, or get better at it!"

She slammed the door shut and gave me the finger through the glass pane in the door.

'Fucking idiot!' I cursed myself as I headed back to my car.

The snow crunched under my feet as I felt embarrassed that I was caught, even more embarrassed that she had seen me every time I looked at her.

I got in my car and turned the heat on. "You're a fucking loser!" I told myself.

I hadn't been with anyone else since Tylene dumped, no kissing, no hugging, nothing, not even a fucking date. For eleven fucking years I did nothing with anyone.

Not that there weren't any opportunities, there were plenty of women who liked me at the community college, and even when I worked at the I.T. firm, I had plenty of chances to date or be in a relationship, even a friends with benefits with one of my female bosses, but no! I turned them all down for some fucked up reason. Anytime I thought about any of them, I saw Tylene's fucking face.

The only companion I had in my life was my cat Chester; he was the only one that I cared about in this world.

Maybe I was this fucked up because both my parents died in a car crash, that's what I told myself. One day, they were here with me, laughing, joking around, and sometimes being a pain. I lived across the street from them, and I could see them anytime I wanted. The next day, they were gone, no chance to say goodbye or anything, they were just gone.

'So, are you going to give me the job or not?' A text came through as I settled down at my computer.

Chester was happily lying on the desk
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