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I guess it is better to get it out into the open rather than hold it inside. Well, that’s what people say anyway.

So, here it goes. I am one of those women. One of the many women who has aired their dirty secrets on this so-called website.

I like that it is called The Dumpster Files, as it is a dumpster for everyone’s sordid secrets.

I am no better than any of the others. I am still cheating on my husband, and he is none the wiser, and I have no intention of stopping anytime soon.

Like the others, I want to go on record by saying the usual boring stuff so that the vigilante keyboard warriors won’t find me.

None of the names being used are real names, not even the jobs are real, very close to the real thing, but not close enough to be figured out.

So, I guess I should start. My name is Faith, and this is my secret. I have been cheating on my husband with another man, not for a relationship or even matters of the heart. Purely sex, or physical attraction. I love it, and I want to continue doing it until I am caught or my other man gets tired of me, which I doubt will happen.

This is how it began!

~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Two years ago:

“That was intense!” Drake smiled at me.

“We haven’t done that in a long while,” I smiled as I lowered my skirt and turned to face my husband.

“No, but we should,” Drake grinned as he zipped his pants.

It was my best friend’s wedding, and Drake and I had slipped away for a quickie. It was something about weddings that always got me horny and in the mood for sex.

Even at my wedding, Drake and I had gone into the ladies’ bathroom and fucked.

That was over sixteen years ago.

Drake and I had met at a business meeting of merging companies. At first, I hated Drake; he knew he was a handsome man; he flaunted his muscular frame and his chiseled face. When I spotted him from across the conference table, his looks made me blush.

It wasn’t until the third day of the merger that I started to see past his looks. Drake thought he was god’s gift to women, and every woman should bow in his presence. I didn’t bow to anyone, ever!

It wasn’t until the fifth day that he approached me. Drake thought it was inappropriate that I didn’t rush him and immediately spread my legs wide open so he could fuck me. He even looked at me weirdly when I turned him down for a date.

After that, Drake continued to try to get me. He found my number and started calling me, then he flew from California to New York to pretend he was just visiting a friend.

It was the human condition that we always wanted something we couldn’t get. I was that something to Drake, a woman who had no interest in him.

The cat and mouse chase went on for weeks and months. Finally, after a year, I gave in and decided to go on one date with him. He had one night to make me see the real him. Not the attractive man with rock-hard abs and looks that could kill.

To tell the truth, I had been close to letting him have me in any shape or form he wanted for weeks, even months, before finally admitting it to myself.

Drake was that good at flirting with me, and the drinks and gifts were just additional things that made me want him more, but I wasn’t going to make myself look that easy to get into bed. Plus, I liked seeing Drake as he begged for my attention.

I knew that I was going to end up on my back by the time the night finished, but at least I would have some sort of dignity.

Drake did indeed prove that under all that brash behavior, there was a romantic side to him. The date was everything I expected and a lot more.

I didn’t end the night on my back, but it did end with a kiss.

Three lovely romantic dates later, I was flat on my back on a large bed in a very expensive hotel with my legs spread wide open with Drake between them.

I might have been blown away by Drake’s charm, his money, and his looks, but I was very disappointed in his sexual abilities, or should I say lack thereof. I dismissed the first night as it was the first time in a long time for me, and maybe I was expecting way too much.

Things in the bedroom didn’t change even after many nights, and there were many. Drake’s charm and looks always got me into bed, but it was his selfish ways in the bedroom that made me want to leave the bedroom as quickly as possible.

Everything in the bedroom was all about Drake, the way he wanted me to suck his cock, the way he wanted to fuck my tits, the way he wanted me positioned, mainly the boring way, with me on my back with him on top of me.

I had tried to get on top so I could control the pace, but Drake didn’t like it; he felt like I was dominating him. He didn’t like doggy because, for a white woman, he said that I had too much ass.

To this day, there were days when I didn’t know why I married him, then there were nights like this that made me want to say ‘I do’ all over again.

Drake had a very romantic side to him, and there were days that he surprised me. One day, he came to my office and presented me with a gift: a trip to a romantic getaway in the Caribbean. It was something I had dreamed of doing for years.

Of course, the getaway was great, seeing the many islands and the people, as well as all the food and fun. The sex, I could do without. Another time, he had taken me to see the stars at one of the most powerful telescopes in the country and aimed it at a star he had named for me; that night, like many other nights, I had to finish the job myself.

It wasn’t like Drake had a small dick or lacked stamina; it was just, in one word, boring. I could set a timer for how long it lasted, or if it did last longer than usual, it was because he was taking the blue pill.

I just wanted to be surprised and have the wow factor in the bedroom that I did when he surprised me or made me blush. I didn’t think it was that much to ask.

“Was that a surprise?” Drake asked.

“Yes,” I smiled as he held my hand and we went back to the party.
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