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'Thanks,' I replied as I left the chat window.

Another busted date, at least this one, gave me the courtesy of telling me that there wouldn't be another date.

I had thought everything went well the night before on our date. We had a good dinner and parted ways nicely, but this morning she messaged me and told me she wasn't interested in pursuing it any further.

When I asked why, just for future dates, she said I had desperate eyes, like I was desperate for something to happen, making her uneasy.

'How was I desperate?' I thought to myself.

I didn't need sex. I had fucked a married football mom just three months ago and had sex many times before that, also with married women.

If anything, I was looking for a single woman to have a relationship. It was the reason I was on that stupid app.

"Oh well," I shrugged.

At least other things were looking up for me. I got a promotion and was finally out of that run-down store where everything was breaking or needing repairs. The promotion came at a good time, as I was losing interest in working there and for the company.

Now I was in a new store. I was no longer a Grocery Manager but an Assistant Store Manager. The pay increase was huge, and the hours were more, but I had a great manager. I had a new set schedule, and, in my case, it was a win-win. 

Now, it would be great if I could get a handle on other things. I was semi-jealous of other people as they had lasting relationships. 

While I was single and alone for the most part, the only thing I had going for me, which for some would be a godsend, was that married women were attracted to me sexually.

It had been over a year since it first happened, and it was still happening.

First, the football stadium blonde, then the lady at closing, then the wife on the flight, then just three months ago, the football mom.

There was never a repeat performance, even though I saw the Hispanic lady from the closing many times in my store.

We would always smile and go our ways.

I wanted a taste of a real relationship. Maybe that's what the date meant: I was desperate for a relationship.

Another hobby I had picked up since my promotion was posting my adventures on an erotica forum.

Of course, I changed everything about the events.

Like the football incident was at a hockey game, and she wasn't blonde but a redhead, we didn't have sex in a closet, but behind the stadium.

The closing lady was at a home improvement store, and it wasn't closing time, but I didn't take her home early in the morning; she wasn't a customer but the manager, and we fucked in her office.

The night flight was on a Greyhound bus, and we fucked in the seats.

The football mom was at a book club, and we fucked in the bathroom of her house.

The only thing I kept true was that they were all married, that's it. I didn't even put in the stories that I was a black male. I left that wide open to interpretation. So, I was sure many of the readers thought I was a white male.

'You have to test it out,' one of my readers said.

I often went online after work and went into chat forums.

'He's just making it up, and you idiots are falling for it!' another said.

'I call bullshit, there are no pictures!' another commented.

'How would I test it out?' I replied, ignoring the others.

I had never pursued any of the women and was interested in how I would test this theory.

It wasn't like every married woman was onto me. The woman next door was married and never made a move on me or even acknowledged my existence except for a smile now and then.

My district manager was also married, and we spent a lot of time alone in her office, but nothing happened.

'What's he going to do? Go up to every married woman and say do you want to fuck?’ one of the idiots said.

'No, but there has to be reasons or situations,' the other replied.

'Like I said, bullshit,' the other idiot said

I had to agree with the first. There had to be something, maybe it was the situation, but none of the conditions were the same, not even close. Football was at a stadium, the store was at her house, on the plane, and a football mom.

Then it hit me like a brick to the face. I didn't know any of them, not personally. All the other married women in my life knew me. They knew my name, where I lived, and everything about me. So, that was the only common thing.

'Thanks!' I said as I closed the forum window.

I had a new testing theory to check. Now all I had to do was find a way to test it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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There was one way I could test my new theory. Everyone was talking about a new gym in town. It was over forty minutes from my house, and I was sure no one knew me there.

After I got off my shift, I decided to drive over and see what it was all about and maybe test this theory of mine.

I saw that the building was huge as I pulled up. The parking lot was filled, and I had to park in the back. 

When I got inside, I saw that it had multiple levels. There was a running pad that seemed to circle the second floor. The lower floor appeared filled with people at desks and others wandering around aimlessly.

"Hi," a lady greeted me as I walked further inside.

"Hi," I replied. "I heard about this place from a coworker."
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