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His eyes dart from one woman to the other like a creep and no matter how loud I sigh, he pretends not to be able to hear me over the loud music in the club. His brown eyes sparkle with desire and lust and he even slides his hand through his wavy brown hair as if he is trying to flex his muscles. 

He pretends innocence as he continues to ignore me.

Derek thinks if he can ignore me long enough, I’ll stop being annoyed and let him be. 

But it never works out like that, does it? 

It doesn’t help that he is trying to pretend like nothing is wrong when it certainly is. 

We haven’t had sex in a month, even though we live together and have the chance almost every day. We no longer have deep conversations late into the night, for hours with sleepy eyes, not wanting to close them because we love each other and want to be together as long as possible.  

No. 

Nowadays, Derek wants to pretend like everything is all right and it’s perfectly fine for him to stare at other women while I am sitting right next to him.

He continues to make it clear to me that he desires other women, even though it took every bit of me to forgive him for cheating on me.  Not once, but twice. 

As he begged me to take him back, Derek seemed sad and guilty, but once I did, he was insistent that we had to forget all about it. 

But I can’t forget about it. It’s not as easy as he thinks, especially not when he is rubbing it toy face with his wandering eyes. 

“Do you know her?” I ask my chest heavy with disappointment and my tone indicating how upset I am. 

During the three years, we’ve dated, I never pushed Derek to do anything he didn’t want to do. 

I didn’t complain or expect too much from him. 

I forgave him when I caught him texting other women and I even forgave him when he confessed that he had a one night stand with a stranger. 

But now he takes me for granted. He thinks because I don’t tell him my concerns about our relationship that I don’t have any and he thinks I keep my mouth shut about his rude behavior public because I don’t notice it. 

I do.

“Who?” He asks, his eyes wide with fake shock. 

“That blonde girl with the pink dress,” I respond. “Do you know her? You’ve been staring at her for the last half hour.” 

“Don’t be stupid,” Derek responds angrily as if I am violating his right to stare at other women, “I am looking at the DJ.” 

“He is on the other side,” I respond. “Do you think I am an idiot?” 
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