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	Berlinable invites you to leave all your fears behind and dive into a world where sex is a tool for self-empowerment. 

	Our mission is to change the world - one soul at a time. 

	When people accept their own sexuality, they build a more tolerant society. 

	Words to inspire, to encourage, to transform. 

	Open your mind and free your deepest desires.

	 

	 

	All rights reserved. It is not permitted to copy, distribute or otherwise publish the content of this eBook without the express permission of the publisher. Subject to changes, typographical errors and spelling errors. The plot and the characters in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to dead or living people or public figures is not intended and are purely coincidental.

	 


CHAPTER 1

	 

	The dining room was still and silent - at least, as silent as it could be given that Megan was screaming at Michael. He wasn’t entirely sure why she was so upset. He’d learned to tune her out, for the most part. But the rage building in her eyes in the form of tears told him that maybe he should listen. 

	“I mean, for God’s sake Michael, do you even fucking care?” Megan shouted, throwing her arms in the air.

	“Of course I care. I just don’t see what the big deal is-”

	“The ‘big deal’ is that you spend more time on that stupid fucking boat than you do at home, with me… You know, your wife.” She made air quotes around that last word, emphasizing it with a tinge of sarcasm. 

	“It’s not like you’re not allowed on it,” Michael shot back. “It’s not a fort with a big ‘No Girls Allowed’ sign on the front. You don’t have to stay here…”

	Megan looked at him for a moment, her brow furrowed. A scowl slowly began to work its way on her lips and for a moment, it looked like she was going to clap back at Michael. But only for a second. That look of pure disdain quickly washed away, replaced by a sad realization. She was no longer angry or, at least she didn’t appear to be. Now, she was just sad - a look of someone who had truly given up.

	“You know what,” she said, shaking her head. “You’re right. I don’t have to stay here. Enjoy your boat.” 

	And with that, Megan turned away from Michael, exited the kitchen and went to their bedroom. Michael sat at the kitchen table, perplexed by what just transpired. Had all of this really come about because he’d decided to go fishing? 

	He thought back to years prior, when he’d bought the boat. Megan had been so excited, talking about all the time she’d want to spend on it, to learn how to fish and find sandbars out in the Atlantic that they could set up a grill on and have a small party. She was so supportive back then, even going so far as to name the boat ‘The Song of the Sea.’ But over the years her support diminished until there was nothing left but pure resentment. Now all she wanted was for Michael to stay home, to begin planning for their future. She had no interest in the boat, in learning to fish, or taking day trips out to the sandbars. 

	After a few minutes of silent contemplation, Michael decided he’d get up, concede, and apologize. Although he didn’t know exactly what he was apologizing for - she wanted the boat just as much as he did. But still, he thought it best to just give in; to end this fight quickly, before it escalated and got out of hand.

	He stood from the dining room table and walked out into the living room where he was met with a sight that caught him off-guard. His wife was standing at the doorway, a small suitcase by her feet and a backpack slung over her shoulder. His heart dropped down into his stomach. 

	“What are you doing?” He asked in a shaky voice. 

	“I’m leaving. This… This isn’t working for me anymore.”

	Michael’s knees grew weak and he felt his stomach turn inside of him. Tears welled up in his eyes. “What do you mean? Where are you going?”

	“You know what I mean, Michael. I’m sorry…” She lifted her suitcase, turned away from Michael and pulled open the door. 

	It felt like an eternity for Michael to watch her walk through that doorway and leave their home. But the reality sank in as she slowly pulled the dark walnut door closed, and Michael was left in a silent house with nothing except the low hum of the air conditioning to be heard.

	Tears fell down his cheeks and he allowed himself to fall back, onto a small reclining chair. What would he do? Why had he been so blind to all this? Or… was this all a trick? A ploy to test his commitment to her. Yes, that had to be it. 

	Quickly, he leapt up from the chair and bolted toward the door, fully expecting to see his wife waiting for him outside as he whipped it open. But rather than his wife standing on the front porch, ready to come back into the home, he saw headlights backing out of his driveway. 

	A queasiness settled over him. This wasn’t some test of commitment. This was the real deal. His wife was gone and now he felt empty.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Michael sent Megan something like 40 text messages over the course of the next 24 hours. Everything ranging from him begging her to come back to him spewing insults and telling her she had made a terrible mistake, none of which received a reply. 

	After that, however, Michael realized that he couldn’t sit around, waiting for her to come back. He hadn’t eaten since she left, hadn’t showered or shaved either. His house was a wreck and his job had called him 5 times, leaving a voicemail on the final attempt saying that he was fired on the grounds of their “No Call - No Show” rule. 

	He sat on his couch for a moment, staring up at the popcorn ceiling with an empty mind - eyes dry and stinging. Thinking had become difficult considering his lack of sleep, and sleeping had become even more difficult than that due to the dreams he’d have about his wife. 
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