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I have been reading some of these so-called confessions, or as some would call them, getting their stories off their chests, and I realized a few things. At the same time, some of them have been good or bad, depending on how a person judges them. I have come to realize a few things; until someone can step into another person’s shoes, they have no place to judge. The other thing is that confessions are good for the soul, and what better place to confess than the soulless place we call the internet?

Everyone has skeletons in their closet or a story to tell that can make them look bad in a certain way. As my father used to say, each one of us is a villain in someone else’s story. That includes you, the person who judges others depending on what you read or see. Someone out there has painted the villain in their story, so jump down from that high horse and join the rest of us.

My story is no different. I could have turned away at some point; there was a point of no return, and I crossed it willingly. I have no regrets about what happened or what still happens today. I made my choice, and now I am happy to live with it.

As usual, since the others have said it. I will say it too. No real names, places, people, or locations are being used.

My name is Denise, and this is my confession.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I am a fifty-seventh-year old widow. My husband Charles died seven years ago. Until his death, I was a stay-at-home mom who raised four kids. Charles was a good husband and an alright father. I didn’t blame Charles for the way he treated our children. Where we grew up in a small town, children were seen and not heard. It was up to the wife to be the mother and take care of the kids, and the man of the house to provide, so for all those years, I did what had to be done.

Charles provided for us very well; we never were without food, clothing, or a roof over our heads. The children had gone to good schools.

So, when they left the nest, I was glad to have some time to myself. That was when I started noticing small things. Letters with red paper, final notices on some of the bills.

Charles always told me that he was taking care of it, and I didn’t have to worry about anything, but I was getting cautious in my spending.

A few weeks after I had tried to talk to him about getting a job, he was diagnosed with lung cancer. Charles had smoked cigarettes from the day I met him, and it only got worse throughout the years.

They had given Charles a few months to live; he was gone in less than two weeks, still smoking till the day he passed away.

That’s when everything hit me. We were behind on everything, including the mortgage, and it had been that way for years. He kept shuffling money from one place to another, never really getting ahead on anything.

We were in debt to our eyeballs.

Charles’s retirement barely made a dent in everything, and even with the kids helping me out, I had to give the bank back the house.

I moved into an apartment building on the first floor and got a job. I was out of debt, but I was living paycheck to paycheck.

I was working at a hotel and hated every moment of it. From checking people in to helping clean the rooms, but it was paying me the most that I could find on short notice.

My boss, Andrew, was a great guy. He worked with me and got me up to speed on everything, plus he ran a tight ship. He wasn’t the kind of boss who played favorites or didn’t work. He got down and dirty like the rest of us when things got behind.

“Not now!” I yelled as my car groaned to a stop.

I had been ignoring the yellow check engine light for too long, and now it had caught up to me. I didn’t have the money to fix it.

I sighed and took out my phone.

“Hi,” I answered as Andrew picked up. “It died on me again.”

“Where are you?” Andrew asked.

“Near to the exit, I can walk it,” I got out of the car and slammed the door.

It wasn’t the car’s fault; it broke down. I knew it was on its last legs when I bought it. I thought I could get a few months out of it and save some money, not paying for a car note. It had lasted me four months.

“Are you sure?” Andrew asked.

“Yeah, I can see the hotel from here,” I told him as I took my things out of the car. “I might need a ride home, though.”

“Rebecca leaves the same time you do, maybe she can take you.”

I snarled a little bit. I didn’t like Rebecca. She was a young woman in her twenties, and she acted as if the whole world revolved around her. Any little problem, and she made it all about her and her problems.
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