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HW 14A Confession

It was morning. The sun was pushing through the blinds. The birds calling to each other, sounded as if they were speaking to me. Softly they were saying everything was going to be all right. I was comfortable and did not want to get up yet.

I could smell the coffee. Rolling over, outstreaching my arm I discovered what I already new. Andy had gotten up earlier. As if to confirm this discovery he entered the room carying a breakfast tray.

He sat it across my legs as I sat up. Smiling he kissed me lightly on the lips. There before me was a bagel with cream cheese, a plate with a slice of ham, a small glass of orange juice, and a large cup of coffee. He left the room saying over his shoulder, "Be right back. I love you."

While I waited, the previous night unfolded into my mind. It must have been a dream. If I had oral sex I had it with my husband I was sure. I had never had sex, or even came close to having sex with someone other than my husband. I had dated others before I dated Andy, but the most we ever did was hold hands and kiss. I never french kissed until Andy. I was able to give myself as a virgin on our wedding night. But I recall having oral sex with a complete stranger. It must have been a dream. Maybe it was one of the fantasies my husband and I often would engage in.

Andy came back in with his tray and sat on his side of the bed. He had the same fare as on my tray. He took my hand, closed his eyes, and prayed, "Lord, thank you for this meal. Thank you for my wife. Thank you for the wonderfull gift of sex. And thank you for the freedom you have given to me and my wife. Amen." Andy turned to me as he picked up his juice, "Tina, you must have been tuckered out. You were already in bed and fast asleep when I got home."

I tendered, "Hon, it seems like a dream, but what if it is real?"

"What seems like a dream?"
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