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I wake up to lights shining through the window. There’s a faint sound of water running but I open one eye to check if he’s there. 

No, he’s in the shower. Thank goodness. I’m not in the mood to get pawed at and guilt tripped into having sex this morning. Not that I don’t enjoy sex, I do, but it’s gotten boring and monotonous with him so I just don’t climax ever time anymore. Sometimes it feels like he just thinks about his pleasure and not mine so that doesn’t help. Who wants to have sex with a selfish lover? No one.

I pop out of bed and rush to the kitchen. Of course, he didn’t make coffee. He never makes coffee. I do. Every. Single. Day.

He claims that it tastes better when I make it, and he’s not wrong, but he doesn’t do anything in this house so it would be nice if he was thoughtful and did one extra kind thing. But no, Jack never thinks of anyone but himself. I wished I’d known before I married him.

Two years of this shit is really grating. We had a hot and heavy romance in the beginning, then got engaged six months after we met and married five months after that. So a little quick, but not a huge rush. Or at least that’s what I thought at the time. Now I wished we’d lived together before we married or at least dated longer. Maybe then I’d have learned about who he really is.

When we dated, he was thoughtful and romantic, always getting me gifts and going out of his way to please me, but then we got married and it’s like he forgot how to do those things or more like he stopped caring about making me happy. I don’t expect gifts all the time, but I do expect that he put down the toilet seat when I’ve asked him a thousand times and do a few goddamn dishes once in a while! 

The man did live on his own for a year, well he had a roommate, but I figured they both did the chores. Either his roommate did them all or Jack now thinks that it’s only a wife’s duties to clean every fucking thing. I disagree and tell him all the damn time. He claims he’ll clean something or put things away and then days later it still won’t be done, so I have to do it. He say’s I nag and I say he’s lazy. I’m right. He’s never cooked more than Ramen or Mac’n’Cheese and I think the only thing he’s really ever cleaned was his computer desk where he games All The Fucking Time! 

He does his own laundry at least, though, he’s asked me multiple times if I’d throw his in with mine since I’m already doing it. I almost said yes the first time, but stood my ground and said no, I do everything in this house, the least you could do is your own damn laundry. His eyes went wide and he gave me a look but didn’t say anything.

Two years of this and I’m tired, sick of being around him, sick of doing everything and sick of him being completely selfish. And before you say anything, no we do not have kids and yes I work full-time. I’ve actually made more money than him our entire relationship, but I don’t rub that in his face. My job is in accounting at a huge marketing firm and he’s worked various retail jobs his whole life. I went to college, he did not. This never bothered me till I realized that I bring in two-thirds of our total income and it all goes into a shared account.

I’d always assumed that when you got married, you just merged all your money and accounts, so that’s what we did. I regret all of it. Now he acts like he gets to use OUR money for whatever he wants, even if he doesn’t make enough to always cover it. He made a little more than he needed to technically cover half of our bills so that never left too much extra, but he likes to spend it. That’s for sure. He likes to eat out for lunch every day and buy expensive computer equipment and games. 

I’ve told him multiple times that he can’t just go spend huge amounts of money without discussing it with me and he says, but its our money, I shouldn’t have to ask you for permission to use it. Which is not what I’m asking, all I’m asking is that he run it buy me if he wants to spend two thousand dollars on a new computer. Which he did, four months ago. 

I’ve been great with money most of my life and save lots of it by bringing lunch to work from home and have told him he needs to do that same, but he whines and says he doesn’t have time to make a lunch or that we have nothing at home that he likes. It’s a constant battle and I’m sick and tired of fighting it with him. Most of me wants to just kick his ass out and tell him it’s over, but then I lose out on so much. We share this house together, that I paid most of the down payment on. I’ve lost out in putting money into our savings account because of his spending and he just got a new car while mine’s still old as shit. 

His Ford Escort died on us a few months back so he had to get a new car to get to work. I gave in and let him buy a nice Audi. What a stupid thing for me to do. Now we have a huge monthly payment on a car that only he drives. Says it’s his baby and he doesn’t like anyone else taking it. Fucking hell. 

Then a month ago he lost his job. He claims that his manager had it out for him and he fired him for no reason. I told him, if that’s the truth he should contact HR or sue. He says that’s too much money and he won’t win. I asked why and he said it’s all just a hot mess that he doesn’t want to deal with. So now he’s not bringing in any money. Claims he’s looking for a new job but there’s not much out there. I’ve sent him dozens of jobs that he’s claimed to apply for but I have not idea if that’s true.

For the first week after he got fired, he sat at home sulking and ordering a shit ton of food from Uber Eats. I told him he needed to stop. That I can’t keep footing the bill for his eating out. That it was too much, but he kept doing it, saying he was depressed and only food helped. That’s when I decided to cut up and cancel his cards. Told him that I’m done paying for his lazy ass and that he had to get a job and eat the food that’s in the house. 

This made him so mad that I thought he was going to hit me, but he just yelled and stormed off to his stupid computer room. He’s spent most of his time in there since. Sulking and playing those damn video games. I fucking hate that computer. I hate him. I hate this life. 

“Thanks for making coffee.” He interrupts my thoughts.

“Sure.” 

He comes to me and kisses my cheek. It takes all my energy not to pull away. “If you want, I can meet you at Tony’s Sandwich Shop for lunch. We can make it a little date.” 

No part of me wants to see him in the middle of my day, but I refrain from saying that, “I’ve got allot of work today so I won’t be able to take a long lunch.”

“Maybe we can meet for dinner then. Chinese is your favorite and we haven’t had that in a while.” He keeps pushing for me to take him out to dinners. 

Part of me feels bad for taking away the cards but then I remember that he’s spending more than I can take in to cover the bills so it had to be done. I stand firm. “I have so much work that I need to work late, then Janice wants me to go to her house and help her find something to wear for her date this weekend.”

“You’re seeing Janice, again?”

“Yes. She’s my best friend.”

“But you’ve seen her allot the past few months.”

“Not more than usual. You’re just noticing it more because you’re always home now.” I shoot daggers at him.

“I’m applying to every job out there.” He stutters.

“Sure you are. I’ve got to go take a shower or I’ll be late for work.” I rush out of the kitchen before he can start another argument.
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