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Okay, I have to admit something. I think this is a waste of my time. I don't feel like I did anything wrong. So, I am cheating on my husband. Men do it all the time and expect women to accept it but then cry like a baby when it happens to one of them. If you are a man reading this and getting worked up and all in your feelings about it, then replace me as a woman and put a man in my place, and I bet you wouldn't be upset.

I cheated on my husband! There I said it! Are you happy?

Now, before you guys get your boxers in a twist and call me all kinds of names and say two wrongs don't make a right. Ask yourself and be honest. If you could get away with it, would you? If you say no, you are a liar! Remember, the first thing about telling a lie is lying to yourself and convincing yourself it's not a lie. Now, try again. If the woman or man of your dreams walked into your life and you could be with them without getting caught, would you? 

The answer is YES! All of you would! If not, you are better than me. And if you are going to judge, remember the other saying about casting the first stone; you know the saying, and not one of you reading this is without sin, so hold that stone and put it back down and swallow that judgment, Karen! I am sure that there is something you've done in the past or are doing in the present that is very sinful.

Here we go!

I'm not one to put my dirty laundry out there, but I'm glad this happened to me. As usual, like the others. The job might be correct, but places and names have been changed; I don't want any of you coming and trying to spoil my fun!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I was born into a Christian household, and my siblings and I adhered to every rule. We didn't do anything that would bring shame to our parents or our family name. Living in the Midwest was challenging at times; we weren't wealthy, but we weren't poor either. We were a middle-class family.

Our parents worked full-time jobs to keep our household afloat. Larry, Jack, and I did all we could to help our parents. We volunteered at church events and worked part-time to help with the bills, and all of us earned good grades.

Being in the Midwest and the way we were was even harder on us because our high school was, well, let's just say the whole town shut down during a high school football game.

I wanted to be on the cheerleader squad, but Mom said it would only bring trouble as the short skirts and tight tops would only entice the boys even more than they were when they were around me.

Unlike my mom, who was flat as a board all over, I had a chest by the time I hit high school. It was all my older brothers could do to fight the guys off me. There were no physical fights. They were Just trying to make sure the guys knew I was off-limits.

I had no interest in boys, neither in high school nor in college. I was the first in my family to attend college, and I enjoyed it. I liked the classes, the atmosphere, and, most of all, the library. I was a book nerd and loved to read.

Looking the way I looked, I had many suitors, both in the student class and some of the professors. I found out quickly that blonde hair, blue eyes, and a nice rack could get me into many things, and I used that to my advantage.

I knew it was wrong to lead people on, but they asked for it. Guys would ask me out, and I would ask them, 'What's in it for me?' 

I had them eating out of my hand. I got money for my apartment and car payments. I even had a professor who paid my tuition.

Now, you are probably asking what I gave them in return. As a well-raised Christian young woman, the answer is simple. Nothing. Sure, I would make out a couple of times, but as far as going all the way, no way, no how!

I made it clear from the beginning before anything was exchanged, that I would not go all the way. I lay out the ground rules: no drinking or smoking. No clothes coming off, no touching below the waist, and I would not be going anywhere with them. It was a date with a definite beginning and ending period.

I always let one of my friends know where I was, who I was with, where we were going, and what time I would be back. If they accepted, then we moved forward. 

Sure, some called me a tease and a prude, but again, just like the people who are going to judge me, that's their problem, not mine!

I didn't see or feel my first dick until I was twenty-three, and that was just holding it, not jerking or rubbing, just holding. I didn't give a guy a hand job until I was out of college and had my first internship at twenty-four.
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