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I hate confessions; they always remind me of my mom. She forced me to do confessionals every Sunday at church. No matter how big or small my problems were, she always forced me into that booth to confess my sins.

Well, Mom, I know you are looking down at me with disgust, but here is my confession.

I have been cheating on my husband for the last year and a half.

Wow, that was the first time I have admitted that out loud, well not out loud but out in the open, for all to see.

I have kept it a secret for so long that it just became natural to keep it to myself. I don't know why I am confessing, or as this site calls it, dumping my dirty secret, but I got in touch with a friend of my mom's, and she reminded me that confessions are good for the soul.

Not that my soul feels bad, or any part of me feels bad about what I am doing and what I will continue to keep doing. I guess I am doing it as a final farewell to the memory of my mother.

My name is Ivee (not really, but it's a name I have always liked) and this is my final confession. I am cheating on my husband nearly daily, and it's been going on for over a year, and it will continue to happen as long as I can keep it going.

As usual, I have to say the normal things. No names are real, no cities, towns, or jobs are factual, and all events happened the way I remember them.

So, let's get started.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I was born into a large family, the youngest of eleven children. My father and mother were very religious. We went to church every Sunday, rain or shine. We sat in the front row and sang along to every song, read every verse, and donated what we could.

I had never heard my mother swear, although I heard my father swear and curse all the time when he wasn't in church.

We were raising out in the sticks, a large house in the middle of nowhere on a farm. We mostly provided milk and other dairy products to local food shops, grocery stores, and boxed many other products to be sold out of town.

My siblings and I always woke up to do chores around the house at the crack of dawn before we headed to school, and when we came home, we tended to the animals.

We lived a solitary life: no friends, no parties, no technology, just the television and radio in the living room- and we didn't miss it. We had a lot of fun playing in the yard or on the farm with the animals.

I remembered when life for me changed. It was a Saturday; one of my sisters brought a friend over to play. She was a nice girl, the same age as Rosey, my sister.

I had seen many people like the girl before around town and at school, but never thought anything was different about them, until that day.

When my father saw that colored girl, his face turned; he wasn't angry, but he wasn't happy to see my sister playing with her. He called for my mom, and when she came into our room and saw the girl, she politely asked me to leave so they could play.

Moments later, I saw my mom take my sister and her friend into the family truck and drive away. Only my sister and my mom returned a half hour later.

My father gathered all of us together and told us that it was wrong for us to bring friends like that here, to the house, and that it was alright to talk and be polite at school or work or wherever we had to be with those people, but in our homes and in our lives we were to stay separated.

Rosey and I were the youngest, and we had so many questions about why and what the reason was; all our parents told us was that it was God's will to keep us separated and keep our bloodline clean.

I never forgot that day. The next Sunday, when I went to church, I looked around the large church and realized there were no other people who looked like that girl; all of us had the same skin pigment.

I remembered when we broke for Sunday school and went into the classrooms to learn about how we could be good to our God and serve him well. I asked questions about what had happened.

I got the same answers that it was good for all, not just us, but for them also, to keep their own bloodlines clean, and so that we would not harm them. I remember that the teacher took me aside and told me that we were doing it more for their safety than our own, because many people would harm them if we mixed. That Sunday school teacher told me it was our job, our divine right, to protect those people.

I didn't believe that, not for many years. It wasn't until I was in high school many years later that I saw what happened when the ethnicities mixed. I watched a group of pale-skinned boys beat up a dark-skinned boy for flirting with a white girl; no one stopped the fight until the black boy couldn't move.

I vowed that day that I would never let that happen because of me, so from that day I kept to myself and my own ethnic group.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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Father died after I graduated from high school; many of my siblings didn't come to the funeral. It was only Rosey, Charlie, and me. The others stayed away; they didn't even say anything.

The three of us were the only ones who stayed close to home once we graduated; the rest of them scattered to the wind, leaving this town and the farm the first moment they could.

I stayed longer than Rosey and Charlie. Rosey married her high school sweetheart, and he took her with him when he joined the military. One day, Charlie decided he'd had enough, packed his things, and walked off the farm.

That was the last time I saw any of my siblings.

It was just Mom and I who stayed behind and took care of the farm. Day in and day out, we did everything we could to keep the farm going. We hired some help, but it was getting too much.

Mom refused to sell the farm to the many corporations that came knocking and offered to buy it; she said she would sell it over her dead body.

I started dating someone for the first time when I turned twenty-six. Before that, I was just too busy with farm work or taking care of Mom, so I didn't have time to look at other boys, and what I remembered that day at school still haunted me.

Kevin was a nice guy; he worked at the dairy plant and always came by to help with the cows. We started singing country songs while we worked, and then talking to each other all day on our phones.

I didn't mean for it to get serious, and I sure as hell didn't mean to kiss him that night behind the shed, but I did.

Kissing turned to other things, things I only read in books or saw pictures of in magazines some of the male helpers left behind, but things were great; they made me feel alive.

The first time he slid one of his fingers inside me, it made me nearly jump out of my skin; the way his tongue and lips felt on my nipples made me close my eyes, and a noise I had never made escaped my mouth.

Mom had called sex a sin, if it wasn't done for the first time while we were married, but the first time we sinned together was on the back of his pickup truck down by the river.

I never knew sinning could feel so good. I felt his dick slide into me, and I gripped him so tightly to my body that I felt I would crush him. With each thrust, he made me see stars and life in a new way.

Sinning was good, very good, and I wanted to sin every moment of every day.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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When Mom found out that Kevin and I wanted to get married, she didn't question it; she was glad that we were making the right decision, and that we should get married before we had children.

What she didn't know was that I was already pregnant. I wanted to get married and then have the child and hoped my mother wouldn't do the math.

We got married quickly, and Kevin moved in with us. He was a godsend, as he was good at everything we had to do on the farm.

Mom loved him, and before I could tell her that I was pregnant, she just smiled and said she already knew.

I lost the baby just before it was supposed to be brought into this world, and with it I lost the ability to have any other children. We were heartbroken.

Mom was angry with God and stopped going to church; she stopped doing anything, even getting up in the morning. Sometimes she just lay in bed all day, refusing to eat.

Kevin buried himself in work, working day and night around the farm.

I found pleasure in reading books, all kinds of books.

Then one day Mom didn't wake up; she went to sleep that night and didn't see the light of day again.

Doctors said it was something to do with her heart. I knew it was because she had given up on living. With all of her kids except me not talking, father passing away as he did, and now the chance of having a grandchild taken away from her, she finally just gave up.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Years later.

"Morning," Kevin grinned as I came downstairs.

"Morning," I smiled.

"You look radiant today." Kevin smacked my ass as I bent over to get a drink from the fridge.

"You say that every morning," I smiled at him.

"Because you look radiant every morning," Kevin put his baseball cap on and headed for the door.

"You just say it because you want to get lucky," I raised the glass of orange juice to my mouth.

"One day it will work," Kevin winked at me and then headed out onto the farm to get started.

We had gotten used to things being just the two of us. Well, the two of us and plenty of animals.

"Come on," I clicked my tongue and opened the door.

My two huskies ran to the door.

I started my day by taking the sheep out and then feeding the ducks by the small pond. I knew Kevin was working somewhere on our large farm.

I would catch up with him sometime during the day.

There was a lot of work to do, and I kept going from one task to another. Even though we had plenty of help, it was still a lot to do to keep things afloat.

The bank had already threatened to take some of our farm equipment because we were late on payments.

How father used to do this with just him and us as the only help, I would never know, and I suspected it was the reason most of my elder siblings had left.

"Hey, Ivee," one of the helpers called for me.

The sun was beating down, and I was sweating profusely.

"Leslie," I smiled.

I stood still as he approached me.

"I heard you might be laying some of us off," Leslie said, wiping his brow.

"Unfortunately," I answered.

We had tried not to make that decision, but we couldn't afford to keep everyone. Some of them had to go. It would make things more difficult, but there was no way around it.

"Any idea on who?" Leslie asked.

"Like I told the others, we haven't decided, and as soon as we decide, we will let all of you know," I told him.

He started to open his mouth.

"And before you make wild guesses or give me ideas on who we should cut, try to think that some of the people you name might be naming you as one of the people to cut," I interrupted him.

Leslie nodded and then walked away.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You just want to keep him around because of his sister!" I told Kevin later that night before we went to bed.

"No, that’s not it at all," Kevin tried to hide his smile.

"I’ve seen you staring at her ass," I sat up in bed.

"It's as wide as the barn!" Kevin defended himself. "It's hard not to look at it!"

I wanted to get rid of Leslie; he was lazy, and he was always gossiping about something or someone.

"Okay, if it’s not Leslie, then who?" I asked.

"What about Tre?" Kevin asked.

"Not this again," I sighed.

"What, not this again?" Kevin stared at me.

"Why Tre?" I looked back at him. "He is the hardest worker we have; he is never late, and he never complains."

"That's the reason why we should," Kevin argued
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