Memory 5167

I was about to break up with a boyfriend and I hadn’t told him yet.  I wanted to go out and test the waters and meet somebody else.  I arranged a blind date with somebody to meet them at a bar or a restaurant or something a few miles from where I live.  Anyway, I felt really guilty about it because it wasn’t something I’d ever done before.  It wasn’t something that I would allow anybody to do to me but, for whatever reason, I couldn’t quite let this boyfriend go. I wanted to see if there was somebody, maybe, that was different or better or maybe, by testing the waters, see if I really wanted to let him go.  I felt so weird about it and I was so nerve-wracked about it that, coming out of my apartment building, I wasn’t paying attention and I got in this stupid little fender-bender.  I kinda considered that blind date cheating.  I mean, I don’t really know if that’s cheating or not.  We didn’t exactly have a committed relationship.  We were dating and we were seeing each other quite frequently.  In any case, it felt like I was cheating only because I normally only saw one man at a time.  So, to see somebody else felt like I was cheating.

