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Chapter 1: Broken Marriage

Morning light crept gently through the blinds, painting thin golden lines across the neatly made bed. The alarm had gone off fifteen minutes ago, but neither Ethan nor Maya spoke. The soft hum of the ceiling fan filled the space between them — steady, predictable, almost comforting in its sameness.

Ethan sat at the edge of the bed, tying his shoes with the same precision he used to debug lines of code. Maya watched him through the mirror, her reflection framed by the pale morning light and a few unfinished canvases. Once, she used to paint every morning — her laughter blending with the sound of music and the smell of acrylic. Now, the brushes stood stiff in a glass jar, untouched, like emotions they both avoided touching.

Outside, their suburban street in Austin stretched silent and orderly — trimmed lawns, morning joggers, sprinklers whispering across driveways. Inside, the Ruby home mirrored that calm — clean, quiet, and perfectly still.

Maya looked at Ethan with a mixture of longing and sadness. Five years into marriage, she still remembered how it began — full of warmth, conversation, and small surprises. But with time, that warmth had thinned into polite distance. They still shared the same room, the same bed, the same life — yet she often felt as though an invisible wall stood between them, tall and unyielding.

Ethan was thirty-one — two years older than her. They had met at a small café downtown, where Maya worked as a waitress while finishing her art classes. One slow afternoon, she was rushing between tables when her hand slipped — a cup of hot coffee tumbled from the tray and spilled across Ethan’s shirt.

Her heart froze. The coffee was steaming, the cup shattered, and for a moment, she couldn’t breathe.

“I’m so, so sorry!” she had said again and again, her voice trembling as she grabbed a stack of napkins. She tried dabbing at his shirt, but her hands were shaking too much. If he complained to her manager, she could lose her job — and she knew how much she needed it.

At first, Ethan’s face showed irritation — the sting of heat, the shock of the moment. But when he looked at her, truly looked, the anger softened. Her wide, frightened eyes told him everything — it had been an accident, not carelessness.

“It’s okay,” he said finally, his voice low and calm. “It’s just coffee.”

That simple kindness had stunned her more than his anger ever could. She remembered how her panic slowly melted into relief

Her manager rushed over, the sound of his shoes tapping sharply against the tiled floor. His eyes darted from the broken cup to the coffee spreading across Ethan’s shirt.

“Are you all right, sir?” he asked, his voice tense but polite.

Ethan nodded, wiping his shirt with a napkin. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just a little hot,” he said calmly.

The manager forced a quick smile, clearly embarrassed. “I’m terribly sorry about this, sir. Today’s coffee is on the house.”

“Really, it’s okay,” Ethan replied, glancing at Maya, who stood beside him with her hands shaking slightly. Her face was pale, her lips pressed tight in worry.

The manager gave her a hard look, the kind that said more than words could. “Come with me,” he said quietly. They walked side by side toward the counter, the sound of customers whispering behind them.

When they were out of earshot, he leaned in and whispered sharply, “I don’t want anything like this happening again, Maya. You need to be more careful.”

Maya nodded quickly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, sir. I’m really sorry. It won’t happen again.”

The manager sighed and walked off to check another table. Maya stood there for a moment, her hands still trembling, the smell of coffee and burnt milk clinging to her apron.

When she turned around, she saw Ethan still sitting at his table. He caught her eye and gave a small, reassuring smile — gentle, understanding.

It wasn’t much, but to Maya, that smile felt like a quiet act of kindness in a moment when she most needed one.

……………….

Time passed, and Ethan slowly became a regular at the café. He would always sit at the same corner table near the window, sipping his coffee and quietly watching the world — and sometimes, her.

Maya noticed it, of course. The way his eyes lingered for a moment longer than usual, the faint smile that appeared when she walked by. Sometimes, she’d catch him looking — and their eyes would meet for a heartbeat before both of them quickly looked away, pretending it hadn’t happened. Yet each glance left behind a quiet spark neither could ignore.

One afternoon, as the café began to empty, Ethan called her over. His tone was polite, but there was a nervous edge to it.

“Maya… I was wondering if we could talk for a minute — somewhere private,” he said, his fingers tracing the rim of his coffee cup.

Her breath caught for a second. “O-okay,” she replied softly, her voice almost lost under the sound of the espresso machine.

That night, she could barely sleep. Her heart kept replaying his words — he wants to talk to me alone. What could he want to say?

The next day, they met at a small park not far from the café. The air was warm and still, the faint rustle of leaves mixing with the distant laughter of children. They sat together on a wooden bench beneath an old oak tree, both pretending to be calm but feeling the weight of silence between them.

“Maya,” Ethan began, his voice quieter than usual, “I… I have something important to tell you.”

Her hands trembled slightly. She pinched the edge of her dress to keep them still, her heart thudding so loudly she could hear it.

Ethan took a slow breath, then looked into her eyes — really looked.

“I… I love you, Maya,” he said, his voice unsteady but sincere. “Would you… would you go out with me?”

For a second, everything around her seemed to stop — the breeze, the sounds, even her thoughts. Then warmth flooded through her chest, bright and overwhelming.

Ethan waited, nervous and unsure, afraid she might say no.

Maya met his gaze, a shy smile curving her lips. “Yes,” she whispered, nodding. “I will.”

Ethan exhaled, the tension in his shoulders melting into relief. For a brief, beautiful moment, neither of them spoke. The world around them felt softer, lighter — as if even the air had turned gentle, carrying the beginning of something neither of them wanted to end.

………………

Maya came back to her senses when Ethan stood up. The soft creak of the bed frame broke the stillness. He straightened his shirt, smoothed his collar, and adjusted his tie in the mirror. The faint metallic click of his watch clasp echoed as he fastened it around his wrist.

“Don’t wait up,” he said, eyes fixed on her reflection instead of her face. “I might be late tonight.”

Maya’s fingers tightened slightly on the bedsheet. She wanted to ask him to stay for breakfast — maybe just one cup of coffee like they used to — but the words stopped somewhere in her throat, heavy and uncertain.

“Okay,” she murmured instead.

Ethan gave a faint smile that didn’t reach his eyes and turned away. The door closed behind him with a dull thud that lingered longer than it should have. A few seconds later, she heard the low rumble of the car engine, then the fading sound of tires on gravel.

For a long moment, Maya stood still, staring at the window. The silence that followed wasn’t peaceful — it was hollow, stretching across the room like an invisible weight.

She finally rose, her movements slow, almost careful, and walked downstairs. The soft click of her slippers against the floor echoed faintly in the quiet house.

In the kitchen, she moved by habit — filling the kettle, reaching for the coffee jar, spooning out the powder. The aroma filled the air, warm and familiar, but it did little to comfort her.

When the coffee was ready, she poured a cup and watched the dark liquid swirl, tiny curls of steam rising and fading. She didn’t drink it.

Instead, she leaned against the counter, her eyes fixed on the window. Her reflection stared back — tired eyes, pale skin, hair tied loosely as if even her mornings had stopped caring. Outside, sunlight glimmered on wet leaves, a dog barked in the distance, a scooter passed by — the world felt alive. But inside, everything felt still.

Her lips moved before she realized she was speaking.

“When did we stop talking?” she whispered to the empty room.

The steam from her coffee drifted upward, thinned, and disappeared — like the warmth that had quietly left her home.

She took a small sip, even though the coffee had already gone cold. The bitterness lingered on her tongue, sharper somehow this morning.

Today’s my birthday, she thought, a quiet ache blooming in her chest. For a moment, she’d half expected Ethan to take the day off — maybe surprise her with breakfast, or even just a simple “happy birthday.” But he hadn’t. Not a word, not even a glance that suggested he remembered.

She forced a small smile, trying to push the thought away. Maybe he’s planning something. Maybe that’s why he left early, why he seemed distant. The hope felt fragile, but she held onto it anyway — the way people hold onto old photographs long after the colors fade.

With a slow exhale, Maya set the cup down and straightened her posture. “It’s fine,” she whispered to herself, as if saying it out loud could make it true. Then, with quiet determination, she walked toward her work desk, deciding to lose herself in the rhythm of her day — anything to fill the silence Ethan had left behind.

As she worked, her eyes kept drifting toward her phone. Every few minutes, she unlocked the screen — hoping, half-believing, that a message from Ethan might appear. But each time, the screen stared back blank and silent. With a quiet sigh, she tried to push the thought away and forced herself to focus on the brush strokes forming across her canvas.

Then suddenly, her phone buzzed loudly against the table. The sharp sound made her heart leap. Without thinking, she reached for it — her pulse quickening, a tiny spark of hope flickering to life. Maybe it’s him, she thought.

But the moment her eyes met the screen, that spark went out.

Spam call.

The two words felt heavier than they should have. Her hand loosened, and the phone slipped back onto the table. She sank slowly into her chair, the ringtone still echoing in the quiet room — a cruel reminder of the call she had been waiting for, but never came.

Her eyes drifted toward the picture hanging on the wall — a photo they’d taken last year on her birthday. She and Ethan were standing in the kitchen, his arm around her shoulder, both of them laughing at something that wasn’t even funny anymore. The photo should have made her smile, but instead, it made her chest tighten. Last year…

She remembered waking up to the smell of pancakes and freshly brewed coffee. Ethan had been in the kitchen, awkwardly flipping pancakes with that determined frown he always wore when doing something unfamiliar. He was wearing the old gray T-shirt she loved — the one with a small tear at the collar that he refused to throw away. The table was a beautiful mess: flour scattered across the counter, syrup dripping onto a napkin, and a single wildflower sitting in a glass of water.

“Happy birthday, Maya,” he had said, smiling shyly, almost like a boy caught doing something unexpectedly sweet.

She could still feel the warmth of that moment — the sound of her laughter mixing with the sizzle of butter, the way he leaned down and kissed her forehead, whispering, You deserve a whole day just for you.

For a moment, the memory filled the room again — light, golden, and alive. But slowly, it faded, leaving behind the quiet hum of the refrigerator and the cold air of reality.

Now, the same kitchen stood spotless and silent. No smell of pancakes, no messy counter — just the faint tick of the clock and the untouched cup of coffee by her side. The photo on the wall watched her like a ghost of happiness she could no longer touch.

Maya blinked and came back to her senses, forcing herself to focus on work. She opened her laptop, answering emails, sorting files — anything to keep her mind from drifting. The steady rhythm of typing filled the silence, masking the quiet ache that lingered beneath the surface.

Hours slipped by unnoticed. Every so often, her eyes flicked toward her phone, waiting for the screen to light up with Ethan’s name. But it never did.

There were messages — cheerful ones from her parents, a few from friends wishing her happy birthday with emojis and hearts. She smiled faintly at them, typed polite thank-yous, and went back to pretending she was busy.

But the message she wanted most — the one that would make her day feel like it still mattered — never came.

Each minute that passed without his call felt heavier than the last, settling quietly on her chest like invisible weight. By afternoon, the excitement she’d tried to hold onto in the morning had melted into quiet disappointment.

Her coffee sat cold beside her, since morning — a small reminder of how long she’d been waiting.


Chapter 2: The Quite Night

The soft growl from her stomach pulled her out of her thoughts — a quiet reminder of how long she had been waiting. For one last time, Maya glanced at her phone, the blank screen reflecting her tired eyes. Still nothing. No call, no message. Just silence.

She let out a slow breath, half sigh and half surrender, then pushed her chair back. The room felt heavier now — the kind of stillness that follows a quiet heartbreak.

With small, tired steps, she walked toward the kitchen. The floor was cool beneath her feet, the air faintly carrying the scent of the morning’s untouched coffee. She opened the refrigerator without much thought, searching for something — anything — to fill the hollow in her stomach and the one inside her chest.

As she pulled out leftovers and set them on the counter, she whispered under her breath, almost like a confession to herself,

“I guess… he really forgot.”

The refrigerator door clicked shut behind her, leaving only the soft hum of its motor — steady, indifferent, and far too familiar.

---

Time slipped by unnoticed, minute by minute, until the clock on the wall quietly struck nine. The house was dim except for the soft glow of the kitchen light. Maya sat at the dining table, her chin resting on her hand, eyes fixed on the untouched plates before her. The food had gone cold long ago, the candles she’d lit earlier now melted into small puddles of wax.

Every creak of the house made her look toward the door — hoping, imagining — until finally, she heard it. The soft metallic click of the lock turning.

Her heart gave a small, involuntary leap. She quickly sat up, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear as the door opened.

Ethan stepped inside, loosening his tie, shoulders slumped from the day. His eyes looked tired — not from guilt, but from work and a thousand other distractions that had nothing to do with her.

For a moment, Maya just watched him from across the room. The relief of seeing him home mixed with the quiet ache of everything unspoken between them.

---

Ethan stepped inside and paused when he saw Maya sitting alone at the dining table. The dim light reflected off the untouched dishes, the quiet scene tugging at something inside him. A flicker of guilt crossed his face — he knew he’d been neglecting her lately, even if he never meant to.

“Maya,” he said softly, setting his bag down, “didn’t I tell you not to wait for me? You could’ve had dinner earlier.”

Maya looked up, her expression calm, her voice even — too even. “Don’t worry about it,” she said with a small smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I just thought… maybe we could have dinner together tonight.”

Ethan’s chest tightened. He walked over, gently took her hand, and helped her stand. Without saying a word, he leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead — a quiet apology wrapped in silence. Then he pulled her into a soft hug. For a moment, she melted into him, breathing in the faint scent of his cologne, the warmth she’d missed. But the embrace ended too soon, like everything between them lately.

They sat down together and began to eat. The food was cold, but neither complained. Maya glanced at him between bites, her mind whispering the excuses her heart needed to hear: It’s okay, Maya. He’s just busy. He didn’t forget — he’s just tired. He always remembers, eventually.

Across the table, Ethan scrolled through his office emails, his eyes flickering with the blue light of his phone. Maya watched quietly, her fork still for a moment before she forced herself to smile again and finish her meal.

When dinner ended, they cleaned up in silence — two people moving in perfect rhythm but different worlds. Later, in the bedroom, Ethan lay down and fell asleep within minutes, his breathing deep and steady.

Maya turned off the light, lying beside him in the dark. Her eyes stayed open, tracing the faint glow from the streetlamp outside. The room was quiet again — too quiet.

She whispered into the darkness, though no one was awake to hear,

“Happy birthday, Maya.”

Tears began to slip silently down Maya’s cheeks, one after another, before she could stop them. She tried to convince herself — He’s just tired. He didn’t forget on purpose. He never forgets, not really. But the words felt hollow in the quiet room.

Her chest ached with a slow, heavy pain — the kind that doesn’t come from anger, but from the quiet realization that love can fade without anyone meaning for it to. She turned away from Ethan, facing the other side of the bed, her back trembling slightly as she tried to muffle the sound of her sobs.

His steady breathing filled the room, calm and oblivious, while hers came out uneven and broken. The faint glow from the window traced her tears as they fell onto the pillow, soaking into the fabric.

Maya pressed a hand against her chest, as if trying to hold her heart together. “It’s okay,” she whispered to herself between quiet breaths. “It’s okay…”

But the more she said it, the less it felt true.

Eventually, exhaustion pulled her under. Her tears dried on her cheeks as she drifted into a deep, heavy sleep — the kind that comes not from peace, but from surrender.

………………..

The next morning, Maya woke up to the soft light spilling across the bed. The other side was empty — Ethan had already left for work. She rubbed her tired eyes and reached for her phone, only to find a folded note placed neatly beneath it.

Good morning, honey. I’ll be late tonight, so don’t wait up for me.

She stared at the note for a long moment, her eyes tracing the familiar handwriting. It was simple, polite — distant. No I love you, no warmth tucked between the lines. Just a message. A routine.

Maya set the note down gently, her fingers brushing over the paper as if it could still hold some kind of meaning. Then, without a word, she got up and walked toward the bathroom. The mirror reflected her pale face, her hair loosely tied, dark circles softening the brightness of her eyes. She turned on the tap and splashed cold water on her cheeks — washing away the traces of last night, or at least pretending to.

After freshening up, she went about her day, moving through her usual chores like a ghost following a schedule. Dishes, laundry, work — everything done, yet nothing felt done. The house gleamed with order, but inside her, everything was quietly falling apart.

Time passed in the same rhythm — morning, silence, night — until five days had blurred into one another. Ethan came and went like clockwork; polite words filled the spaces where love once lived.

That evening, Maya sat in front of her laptop, the room lit only by the soft, blue glow of the screen. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly before she finally began to type: How to save a marriage.

Within seconds, countless articles appeared — guides, advice columns, and videos with bright smiles and hopeful titles. Her heart sank as she scrolled through them, each headline cutting deeper than the last.

Finally, she clicked on one: “Rebuilding Emotional Connection: When Love Turns into Distance.”

As the page loaded, she stared at the glowing words, her own reflection faintly mirrored on the screen — eyes weary, hopeful,

After reading for a while, Maya’s eyes caught a small blue link at the bottom of one of the articles — “Join our private community: Real stories, real advice.”

She hesitated for a moment, her finger hovering over the trackpad. A part of her wanted to close the laptop and forget all of this, to pretend things were fine. But another part — the quieter, lonelier part — urged her to click.

Finally, she took a slow breath and pressed the link.

The screen blinked and loaded into a new page — a private forum filled with threads titled “How I saved my marriage,” “When my husband stopped talking to me,” and “Learning to love again after silence.”

Her heart tightened as she scrolled through the words of strangers — people who felt like shadows of her own pain, writing from behind usernames and broken hearts. For the first time in weeks, she felt less alone, as if somewhere out there, others understood the quiet ache she carried every night.

One post caught her attention — a woman had written, “Marriages don’t die because of cheating; they die long before that — from silence, from not communicating, from pretending everything is fine.”

The words hit Maya like a quiet truth she had been avoiding. She reread them again and again, feeling a strange ache in her chest. It was as if someone had reached into her thoughts and put them into words.

For the next few days, Maya didn’t post anything. She only read — scrolling through stories of broken promises, small reconciliations, and late-night confessions from strangers trying to hold their love together.

Every post made her feel a little less alone, yet a little more aware of how far she and Ethan had drifted apart.


Chapter 3: Romantic Dream

That night, for the first time, Maya gathered the courage to write something of her own. Her fingers hesitated above the keyboard before she finally typed:

“How can I save my marriage when my husband is always busy with work and doesn’t spend much time with me anymore?”

She read the words twice before pressing post. A quiet sigh left her lips — a mixture of fear and relief. After closing her laptop, she lay down on the couch, staring at the ceiling, wondering if anyone would even reply.

The next evening, after finishing her work and dinner, she sat back at her desk and opened the forum again. To her surprise, her post had received several responses. Strangers from different parts of the world had written long, thoughtful replies — some encouraging her to communicate openly, some suggesting patience, and others sharing their own painful stories.

Maya read each one carefully, replying politely to those who had taken the time to respond.

But one comment stood out among them.

It said, “If your husband is distant and too focused on work, maybe you should consider trying an open relationship.”

Maya frowned slightly, reading the line again. The phrase felt strange, unfamiliar. She leaned back in her chair, whispering the words softly to herself — open relationship.

She didn’t fully understand what it meant, but something about it made her curious… and uneasy at the same time.

She opened her browser and typed, “What is an open relationship?”

Within seconds, the definition appeared on the screen:

An open relationship is a consensual, non-monogamous arrangement where partners agree to have romantic or sexual connections with people outside their primary relationship. The key is mutual agreement — with both partners setting clear boundaries and rules to maintain honesty and trust — allowing emotional or physical intimacy with others while remaining committed to their main bond.

Maya read the description twice, her eyes widening in disbelief. The words felt unreal, almost uncomfortable to imagine. The idea of being with someone else — of sharing that closeness with another man — startled her deeply. For a brief moment, her heart raced with a strange mix of curiosity and confusion, but guilt quickly followed, heavy and sharp.

She leaned back in her chair, staring blankly at the glowing screen.

“This can’t be love,” she whispered under her breath. “This isn’t what I want.”

The soft click of the door startled her.

Maya quickly closed the laptop, her heart skipping a beat — a faint trace of guilt flickered through her as if she’d been caught doing something wrong.

Ethan stepped inside, shoulders slouched, his face weary from another long day. The faint smell of rain clung to his jacket.

“How was your day, Ethan?” she asked gently, trying to sound casual.

He managed a tired smile. “Same as always, honey.”

She nodded quietly, unsure what else to say. The silence between them felt both familiar and heavy.

They had dinner together — simple, quiet, and mechanical — each bite filled with unspoken words.

Afterward, they went to bed. Ethan fell asleep almost immediately, the steady rhythm of his breathing filling the room.

Maya lay beside him for a while, her thoughts drifting between guilt and confusion, until exhaustion finally pulled her under.

Soon, she too slipped into a deep sleep.

……………..

Maya was lying on the bed when she sensed someone nearby. A man stood at the edge of the room, his face hidden in shadow — familiar, yet unknown.

He stepped closer, the silence thick around them, and the mattress dipped slightly as he sat beside her.

When his hand reached out and gently brushed her cheek, a sudden shiver ran down her spine

He slowly bent down and kissed my lip. At first it was slow, but then he slowly pushed his tongue inside my mouth. I didn't resist; I let him kiss me while responding to his kiss.

His hand cupped my breast, and a small, involuntary "hmm" escaped my throat. He fumbled with the buttons of my dress with his other hand, and soon the fabric slid away. He tasted the skin between my breasts, and I clutched his head, burying my fingers in his hair. While his one hand massaged my skin, the other edged toward the waistband of my pants.

I helped him toss my pants aside, eager to be rid of the final barrier. The moment his fingers found me, a hot, heavy "hmm" was wrenched from my chest. His touch was an electrical shock, and the sound was lost in the sudden, shocking realization: I was already soaking wet. Too much juice, too fast—my pussy was drowning in its own fevered need.

He traced a slow, wet circle around my core with his middle finger. A deep, involuntary moan—"Ah... Ah... so good"—welled up and escaped, confirming how ready I was. Without warning, he pressed, slipping his finger deep inside. The sudden, filling pressure stole my breath, and a sharp, ragged "Ahhhh" tore from my throat.

For a while, he focused entirely on me, one hand driving his fingers deep inside my slick core while the other firmly shaped and molded my breast. I was completely lost to the mounting pleasure. Drawn by my own need, my hand dropped to his pants. I could feel the intense, hard heat of his erection straining against the denim. Eager to feel him, I undid his zipper, pushed the fabric aside, and freed his cock. I immediately gasped at the sight—it was very large and undeniably thick. I closed my hand around the rigid length and started stroking him with frantic, hungry speed.

The feel of my hand around him drew a deep, ragged moan from his chest. He lifted his gaze to meet mine, but the shadows were too deep; I couldn't quite see his expression. Without breaking contact, he rose to his knees and moved into my sightline. I watched, transfixed, as he brought the long, thick head of his cock straight toward my face, then slapped my waiting mouth with a deliberate, wet thud. A wave of raw, electric excitement—pure lust—surged through me.

Without a word, he shoved his thick cock deep inside my mouth. I choked on the sudden, rigid invasion. It was too much, too fast; the head of him slammed straight into the back of my throat, and I couldn't take his length fully. I struggled to accommodate the size—every muscle in my jaw tight and straining. A few agonizing seconds later, he pulled out, slick and slow. I fell forward, immediately gasping for air, the sound loud and ragged in the quiet room: "Ha... ha... ha... ha..."

He returned to my core, positioning himself right at my entrance. Then, instead of giving me what I wanted, he began to torture me—rubbing the slick head of his cock against my swollen folds. "Please put it inside my pussy! I can't wait anymore!" I begged, the words thick and breathless. He didn't answer my plea; he simply increased the pace, slicing the massive length up and down across my sensitive, aching clit, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

My heart was hammering a desperate rhythm against my ribs. I blinked, my senses scrambling to catch up with reality, and saw Ethan sleeping soundly beside me, his breathing soft and steady. The vivid, all-consuming heat of the dream vanished, leaving behind a chilling wave of shame. My body still throbbed with the ghost of the other man's touch, and the immediate, overwhelming feeling was guilt. I felt like I had cheated on Ethan just by having that kind of sex dream.

I slipped out of bed and walked toward the bathroom. After peeling off all my clothes, I looked at my reflection. My face was flushed, still bearing the heat of the dream. I raised a hand and gently touched my pussy—my fingers instantly came away slick with my own juice. The sight and sensation spurred a deep, immediate urge to touch myself, to bring the fantasy to its climax. But just as quickly, my overwhelming love for my husband crashed down on the desire. The guilt was too heavy. I let out a shaky breath, stepped into the shower, and washed away the evidence of the dream before wrapping myself in a towel. I quickly changed into a fresh nightgown, then slipped back out of the bathroom. I returned to the bed, lay down beside Ethan, and willed myself to fall asleep next to my husband.

I woke up early, before the alarm, and saw Ethan was still sleeping. I got up from the bed and walked towards the bathroom to get fresh. After that, I walked downstairs and went inside the kitchen and started to make breakfast.

About half an hour later, Ethan came downstairs and said with a smile, "Good morning, honey."

"Good morning," I said. "Sit at the table; the breakfast will be ready soon."

He sat down there and looked at me. I could feel his gaze. It was filled with love for me, and I knew the guilt for neglecting me was heavy in his eyes as well. I didn't say anything to him. I knew he was working very hard for our future, and I loved him.

After finishing our breakfast, Ethan left for his office, and I started my freelancing work.

In the evening, once my work was done, I took time to put on makeup and spray perfume, intentionally wanting to look and smell my best. I sat on the sofa, waiting for Ethan's return.

The sound of the key turning in the door sent a thrill of anticipation through me. I got up from the sofa, and my eyes immediately met Ethan's. We held the gaze, a long silent moment before he smiled.

"You look very beautiful, honey," he said.

He came to me and kissed my forehead. I felt a flush of happiness from his compliment.

After completing our dinner, we went to bed and lay side by side. I reached out, touched his face, and said softly, "I want to have sex tonight, Ethan."

Ethan looked at me with that same guilty look. "Not tonight, Honey. I'm very tired now. Let's do it sometime later."

Hearing his answer, I felt a heavy wave of disappointment, but I didn't let it show on my face. "Okay, no problem. When you feel up to it, we'll do it."

"Thank you, Maya," he replied.

With that, he hugged me tightly, and we both soon fell asleep.

…………………

Ethan woke to the sound of his alarm clock. The bed beside him was empty — Maya was already gone.

He sat up slowly, rubbing his eyes, and for a moment just stared at the spot where she used to sleep.

A memory came back to him — the night he accidentally saw her laptop screen. Her search history read: “open relationship,” “marriage advice.”

At first, it felt like a betrayal. His chest had burned with anger.

But as the anger faded, understanding quietly crept in.

It wasn’t her fault. It was his.

He was the one who had let the warmth between them fade.

He sighed. Maybe she’s right. Maybe this is the only way to bring our marriage back to life.

But how would they even begin something like that?

Then he remembered his best friend, John.

John had once told him about their own experience — he and his wife had tried “soft swinging,” swapping partners only with people they knew, never strangers.

At the time, Ethan thought it was crazy.

Now, it didn’t seem so crazy anymore.

He decided he’d talk to John today.

Ethan got out of bed and went downstairs. Maya was in the kitchen, cooking breakfast.

For a moment, he just stood there, watching her — the way her hair fell on her shoulder, the way she hummed softly as she cooked.

Something in his heart softened.

“Good morning, Ethan,” Maya said, smiling when she noticed him.

He walked toward her, wrapped his arms around her, and said quietly,

“I love you, honey.”

Maya froze for a moment, surprised. Then she smiled and hugged him back — tight and long, as if she’d been waiting for it.

When they finally pulled apart, she said gently,

“Go sit at the table. Breakfast is ready.”

“Okay, dear,” Ethan replied.

He sat down and watched her move around the kitchen, feeling both hope and fear rise in his chest.

How do I even bring up the word “swapping partners”? he thought.

Maybe… I’ll start with John first.


The End

Thank you for reading The Swinger Second Step Volume: 1

Your support means everything — if this story touched you, please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Every review helps independent authors like me reach more readers.

But this isn’t the end of John and Sarah story…

Their choices have only deepened the mystery. New faces, new temptations, and unexpected emotions await in the chapters ahead.

Want to know who John and Sarah are? Read The Swinger’s First Step (Bundle Edition) — available here: The Swinger First Step Volume 1-4 Bundle:

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FXN6LGGD

If you’d like to explore another story filled with desire, emotion, and discovery, check out my other collection — Cuckhold Dreams: The First Swap Volume: 1 https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FZ5W441L

— S. Darkness
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