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Jack

Over the past 6 months, I have been asking myself how the hell did I ever get manipulated into having an open marriage. Sure, the thought of being able to fuck other women was quite enticing. But it never occurred to me that it is effortless for women to find men to fuck them. Not so much for men. Me in particular. 

It also never occurred to me that Marcy would fall further and further into her new freedom that she would begin pushing me further and further away from her. It almost felt like she has become a single woman and I am just an inconvenient roommate.  

It’s been three months since she has had sex with me. “Oh come on Jack, we had sex together for ten years. This is new and exciting. You are just the same old Jack,” she told me when I complained about our lack of sex. 

This whole thing was always stacked in her favor. Not only can she easily go out to bars and clubs and find someone to hump at will, she also works at a large law firm as a secretary and then are lots of men to flirt with there as well.

Six months down the road, I am ready to call it quits. Why should I stay married if I have to find outside women to have sex with?
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Chapter 1
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Marcy

I am worried that Jack is about to bug out on me. He has had a hell of a time finding other women to have some fun with. I think that part of the problem is that he is not really into this arrangement. 

I think I may need to pay more attention to him and have sex with him too or I may lose him altogether. It was a mistake to tell him that he was just “the same old Jack.” 

Jack

Marcy goes out every Friday and Saturday night. She rarely gets home before 3am in the morning. Sometimes it’s just before sunrise. There had been two times that she left at 7pm Friday evening and did not return until Sunday at noon. 

I have had a couple of hook ups at the Gentleman’s club that I go to. Mostly married women who want to have some fun while their husbands are out of town. I must admit that fucking older women has its advantages. They know exactly what they want and they are not afraid to tell you.

I have no idea if the talk I had with Marcy this morning did anything. Maybe I at least planted the seed that I am not very happy the way things are between us now. I don’t even feel married anymore.

I was glad to see that Marcy came home right after work. But it was just 45 minutes later that she was on her way out the front door all showered, makeup on and dressed like a slut on her way to another Friday date. Some Friday’s I just stay at home and watch the M’s get creamed by whatever team they are facing. Tonight, I am going to take an uber to the Gentleman’s Club that I am a member of. 

I figure what the hell? If nothing else, I can get bombed, get a hand job in the back room and be home by midnight. I take the uber so I won’t drive after drinking.

My plan soon evaporated a few minutes after I arrived at the club. I decided to do dinner in the 5 star restaurant in the Club. I had just been seated when I gorgeous Brunette came to my table and asked if she could share my table. “I really hate eating alone,” she told me.

I wondered what sort of trip her husband was on. I have learned that when women say they are separated that the husband is away on a trip somewhere. They don’t tell you that till after they fucked you and before they tell you that this was a one and done situation.

“My name is Abigale but I prefer to be addressed as Abby,” the brunette told me. She gave me the line about being separated and I told her that I was the same. I mean, technically I am separated. My wife is out fucking some other man with no concern for me. 

While we ate, Abby told me that she is 42 years old which is only 7 years older than me. She told me that she and her husband are swingers and have an open marriage. I told Abby that my wife had sort of bullied me into having an open relationship. “Well lucky me! Does that mean that you and I can do some playing tonight? I have already rented a room for tonight in the hotel across the street,” Abby said. 
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