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I am not like the others. I am not sorry for what I have done or what I am doing. I will not tell anyone my real name, especially not online, to some people I don't know. Face it, all of you will judge me either way.

I have read some of the confessions on here and let me just say most of them should feel happy for themselves and not feel like they should be judged by someone reading a confession blog. 

Let's face it: We all have done things that we shouldn't. There isn't one pure saint among us, especially people who are reading about dirty confessions online! Yes! I am talking to you!

Anyway, here is my confession. Judge all you want!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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It started less than a year ago.

"Hon, is this the barbecue sauce we always get?" Lonny asked.

"No, the one with green label!" I sighed, staring at my husband.

"This does have a green label," Lonny pointed to the cap.

"That is the cap, not the label!” I said.

"They all look the same and they are all barbecue sauce, what's the big deal?"

"Fine, you're the one that likes the other one with the ribs, you eat what you want," I shrugged.

"I will try this one," he said, throwing it into the shopping cart.

We walked the aisles, bantering back and forth as we always did. It was our usual Sunday morning shopping routine.

We liked to get into the store before everyone came to shop, but we hated being in the middle of all the people who came shopping later in the day.

"What about this one?" Lonny held up a bottle of wine.

"Nope," I shook my head.

"Wine is wine," Lonny said.

"Beer is beer," I responded.

"Okay, I take it back," Lonny quickly changed his mind.

"Thought so," I laughed.

Lonny and I had been together since high school. We got married shortly after graduating and have been together ever since. We were both in our early fifties, and our kids had long left the roost. We weren't like some of these new-age couples who looked for something new at every chance, flirting and cheating online or looking for someone young and attractive.

No, we loved each other, the good, the bad, and the ugly. Sometimes, we irked each other and had to sleep in separate rooms, but it never lasted.

"Hey Guys!" Albert said as we crossed paths with him near the registers.

"Hey Albert," Lonny smiled.

Albert was our neighbor who lived across from us. He moved in four months ago, and already Lonny loved him. Mostly because he had a big-screen television and invited Lonny over to watch college basketball.

"Albert," I said as we went to the register.

I didn't like Albert much because he always came barreling down the road in his Dodge Charger, blasting that rap crap. I had told him to slow down as there were always kids playing in the street; we lived in a tight-knit gated community. The speed limit was posted on every corner. It was fifteen miles per hour within the community.

Like most black people, he thought the rules didn't apply to him. Albert also had friends over late into the night. People were trying to sleep, and they would either come over late or stay until early morning.

"You could be nicer!" Lonny said as we walked towards our car.

"Why, should I be?" I responded. "He is not above the law! It clearly says the speed limit at every corner!"

"I know, but he hasn't hit anyone and usually..."

"Don't make excuses for him," I shook my head. "I am so tired of everyone making excuses for them. The law is the same for everyone, no matter the color of their skin!"

"Right," Lonny said as he got in the car.

"I heard the sarcasm," I stared at him.

"When the Millers lived in that house, I didn't hear you complain about them once!" Lonny started the car. "Not once!"

I stared out the window. "That's different."

"No, that's being a hypocrite. James used to rev the engine of his muscle car every time he left!" Lonny said. "There are still tire marks on the road where he peeled out of his driveway!"

I folded my arms and shook my head.

"You didn't say anything then, why not?"

"I didn't see a reason, he was kind to us," I said.

"Oh, he was kind, that's what you are telling me? They burrowed our tools to renovate their kitchen," Lonny said as he drove. "Let me ask you, honey. Where are our tools that you gave them?"

"Not answering that," I said, tapping my fingers on the door.

"That's right! When they left, they took them!" Lonny said. "Let's not forget their rugrats!"

"Okay, enough," I stared at him. "You have made your point!"

"Oh, and what point is that?" Lonny asked. "That you are a ...."

"I am not a racist!"

"Never said you were, you are a hypocrite that see's color!"
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