Memory 5138
I was married for eight years to someone who I did love but I really didn’t have any moral qualms about being unfaithful to him.  I loved him, but he was very jealous and always suspicious of me. Maybe he had good reason, maybe it made me be that way, I don’t know.  There was a lot of antagonism between us. I was obviously angry with him. I wouldn’t want to hurt him, but at the same time I did go hang out with other people.  I used to hang out with a guy at the time, who I now have been living with for the past thirteen years. During this time, we were just friends. We got horribly drunk one night and we wound up in the back of his car and yes, I was unfaithful, but it wasn’t very good.  That was the only time I was physically unfaithful, but the rest of the time was simply in my mind.

