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I usually don’t do things like this. I am not a person who likes to share my dirty laundry. I try to keep everything personal. What I am trying to say is that this isn’t me. I am way out of my comfort zone!

*Deep Breath*

I was reading some of my usual erotica while in the bathtub. It helps to get me in the mood, especially when I am alone with Lenny or Lawrence, my husband. I call him Lenny, but he hates it when anyone else calls him that, so moving forward, I will call him Lawrence.

*You’re stalling, Kelli! *

Well, I was reading a blog on this very site, The Dumpster Files. It seems everyone can come on here and dump their dirty laundry and get things off their chest. I read about a woman that cheated on her husband, and the other guy used her as a cum dumpster, and she liked it. I should have been disgusted, but I have to admit I am doing the same. I have another guy in my life, and that’s exactly what I am to him, a cum dumpster, and like her, I love it! I couldn’t stop even if I wanted to, which I don’t.

*Stalling! *

Okay fine! I will start at the beginning.

I will name him Desmond. Of course, that’s not his real name. My name isn’t really Kelli, and in admittance, Lawrence isn’t my husband’s name.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I was born in the American Midwest, and my childhood was pretty normal. I was a cheerleader at my high school, home of the Buffaloes. Our high school football team was the pride and joy of our small town. There wasn’t one place open during a football game; the whole town would come out and watch. Although we never made it to the state championships, we did have a winning record the entire time I went there.

As a cheerleader, I always caught the eyes of many men, young, average, and old. I loved staying in shape, mainly because the rest of my family, including my younger siblings, were the size of barrels. The saying that most Americans were obese was meant for my family. I didn’t want to be like them, so I worked out and prepared my own meals by the time I was eleven.

After high school, I took off like a rocket out of that small town. I was nineteen when I left, and I never returned. Not that I hated my family, but they were a literal anchor holding me down. I didn’t want to be like Mom and Dad and work dead-end jobs in retail or the food industry for the rest of my life.

I got a scholarship for a nice university in Miami (I’m not telling you where I went exactly, but I always liked the orange and green of UM, so you will get that). I loved it. It was so close to the beaches and the nightlife. Being landlocked for most of my life was horrible, so it was good to see the ocean for the first time.

I became a cheerleader again and caught the eye of many men again. My blonde hair, big tits, and slim waist, and I had to say I had the best ass on the team, which included the Hispanic and Black girls; they were envious of me.

I lost my virginity to Jose, one of the basketball players. It wasn’t very pleasant. I didn’t know why people thought it was a big deal. That was until I had a second chance with Gregory. He was also a basketball player (What can I say? Back then, I had a thing for jocks). My god, I was screaming so loud that the whole dorm could hear me.

For the rest of my college years, Gregory and I dated; I was sure he was going to take me with him when he joined the NBA, but no! The asshole took Penny, one of the smart geeks that hung out in the library and played D&D. What the fuck was that?

Gregory said he wanted someone who looked intelligent on his arm when he got signed, not some dumb blonde. I wasn’t dumb! Sure, I failed a few classes, but I wasn’t dumb! (Okay, maybe a little). After that, I swore off Black men, fuck that saying once you go black, fuck them all!

After college, I pursued law, and I was good at it, not courtroom law. I sucked at being in the courtroom, but the filing of papers and sorting out the facts from the lies. I was at the top of the top. Soon, I got hired by one of the most prestigious law firms in the city of Miami (I’m still not telling you where I really am).

It was in those years that I met Lawrence. I was playing beach volleyball with some friends when he and his boys came to the beach and wanted to play with us. I loved him from first sight. Dark black hair, these green eyes and chiseled white skin and abs, the guy had abs on top of abs, and when he took off that shirt, and I saw that V that disappeared into his shorts, I was his for the taking, literally! I mean, we fucked in the back of his F-250 that night on the beach.
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