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I know this sounds bad, and I know I am a horrible person, but I have to get this off my chest. What other way to get it out in the open than online, right? So here it goes, my name is Hailee, and I am a cum dumpster for a man that is not my husband. I did not intend for this to happen, and truth be told, before all of this, I was a loyal and faithful wife. I should start at the beginning. It all started three years ago.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Fuck yes!" Michael grunted as I felt him cumming. "Fuck!"

"Now, I need to take a shower," I smiled.

"Yeah, I can join you," Michael grinned.

"No, first you can throw that away," I said as I watched him take off the condom. "Last time you left it in the bed."

"Well if you would let me," Michael started to say as I got to the bathroom.

"Nope," I shook my head.

Michael and I have been married for almost five years, and before he cheated on me with his ex-girlfriend, I would let him cum inside me, but because of his betrayal, I told him he would never do it again; that was part of my deal with him not to get a divorce.

I forgave him and promised never to bring it up again. He would pay for us to move to another part of the country far away from his ex-girlfriend and always use protection. He didn't help much with the first part, so the second part was set in stone.

My money and my job helped us move from Nevada to Florida, and it was mostly my salary that got us this nice house.

Sure, we were living way beyond our means, but I liked it in this neighborhood, and I was already told that the next promotion would be mine, which meant a larger salary and a company car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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"Hailee," our neighbor said as I got out of my car.

"Today is the big day for you guys," I smiled.

"Yeah, Michigan here we come," Lauren grinned.

Lauren had told me she hated the big move, but her husband Mitch had been promoted, and the pay raise would allow Lauren to stay at home with their kids and homeschool them, something she had wanted to do since they were born.

The moving truck had left two days ago, and they were going to drive up there today. "We better get on the road," Mitch waved at me.

"Nice meeting you," I hugged Lauren. "Good luck!"

I worked at a large accounting firm, but unlike most of the other workers, I mostly worked in Human Resources and Payroll.

The day crawled along, and like most days, it ended with me going down the elevator and walking toward my car in the above-ground parking lot.

"Hailee!" Anthony shouted.

"What Anthony?" I asked without stopping.

"I just wanted to walk you to your car," Anthony smiled.

"Thank you," I shook my head. "But there are cameras everywhere, and I carry my gun all the time, and it's loaded."

"I know, but can't a fellow coworker walk you to your car for simple conversation?" Anthony asked.

"Yeah, if that coworker wasn't always trying to hit on the other," I turned to face him. "And if he could stare at her face and not her cleavage!"

"I can do that," Anthony smiled as he looked at me.

"I can see through your sunglasses," I scoffed. "Remember, I work for HR!"

"We aren't on work premises," Anthony shrugged. "The office is across the street, and you have no proof of harassment."

"I didn't say you were harassing me; I simply stated that you..." I stopped again. "Have a nice day. Thank you for your offer and care for my safety, but I am good."

Anthony had been hitting on me since I started here. I am sure he meant no harm, but it became annoying.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ 
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"One day I should come and pick you up," Michael said.

"Why?" I asked.

"Show him that you have a man," Michael smiled.

"I doubt he will care," I laughed.

The thought of my nerdy-looking husband coming to pick me up and save me from Anthony made me laugh.

"What," Michael said. "You don't think I can protect my woman?"

"Open this," I handed Michael a jar of spaghetti sauce.

I watched as Michael strained to open the bottle. "Allie gave me it, I love her homemade sauce," I folded my arms and looked at him, straining to open it. "Allie's sixty," I shrugged as I took it from him and twisted the cap open.
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