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We've been married for a decade now, and our son is seven—a happy little family of three. Over the years, our marriage has journeyed from the fiery passion of our early days to the thrill of welcoming our child, only to settle into a quiet, almost flavorless routine.

Ten years. It sounds like an eternity, yet it feels like it slipped by in a heartbeat. We were once vibrant, youthful lovers; now, we’re teetering on the edge of middle age. Time has a way of washing everything clean, leaving behind only the traces of years gone by. The spark of youth and passion has faded, replaced by a predictable rhythm: home, work, home. Our days revolve around the same unchanging script—caring for our parents, raising our son, and the endless cycle of groceries and household chores.

Even our intimate life, once a source of excitement, has become as routine as our daily meals. It’s bland, something we do because we have to, not because we want to. Perhaps it’s just familiarity breeding monotony.

In bed, we move like two strangers who know each other too well—mechanical, devoid of desire, like our son dutifully completing his homework. There’s a hint of reluctance, but we carry on because, well, that’s life, isn’t it?

We’d be lying if we said we hadn’t noticed the subtle shifts in our behavior. Little actions, small betrayals of thought—nothing overt, but after ten years together, we can sense these things. We’ve both been careful to keep up appearances, preserving the fragile peace of our family. Neither of us has dared to tear through that thin veil of pretense.

We both know how far things have gone, but we don’t talk about it. No one brings it up, and no one stands in the way. One thing is certain, though: neither of us would ever do anything to destroy this family.

On a sunny early summer afternoon, we sat at home, sipping coffee and chatting idly. Somehow, the conversation drifted to our current state of life. To our surprise, we were both candid—almost as if we’d rehearsed this moment. The words flowed freely, and for three hours, we laid bare our thoughts. We reflected on our ten years together and came to a shared conclusion: we needed to breathe life back into our marriage, to rediscover even a flicker of the passion we once had. We decided to take Monday off work, drop our son off at school, and drive to a resort in the countryside to relax and reclaim some time for just the two of us.

Monday unfolded as planned. By late morning, we arrived at the resort, a serene escape tucked away in the suburbs. After a casual lunch, we checked into our room—a charming single-story villa with a living area and a private backyard featuring a semi-open hot spring large enough for four. The high walls ensured privacy, and since it was a Monday, the place was blissfully quiet. The tranquility wrapped around us like a warm blanket.

We slipped out of our clothes and sank into the hot spring, closing our eyes to savor the soothing caress of the warm water. I opened my eyes and looked at Victoria, really looked at her, for the first time in what felt like forever. Her body had changed over the years—childbirth had left her with a softer belly, and time had added a few gentle curves. At 5’5” and 125 pounds, she carried the figure of a woman who’d lived a full life. Her skin, though, was still as fair as ever, her breasts and hips still full, if slightly softened by time. I found comfort in her familiar beauty.

I closed my eyes again, letting my mind linger on her naked form in the water. Victoria must have sensed my gaze because she opened her eyes, catching me staring. A playful smirk crossed her lips. “What’re you thinking about?” she teased, a hint of mischief in her voice.

I met her gaze and said softly, “Making love.”

She laughed, her tone light but teasing. “I knew you were up to no good.”

I chuckled, feeling a stir below as my body responded. My erection grew, undeniable. In all our years of marriage, we’d never bathed together like this. Victoria noticed the change in me, her eyes flicking to my now-evident arousal. She smiled, a quiet confidence in her expression.

A brief silence hung between us, maybe a few seconds. Then Victoria slid closer, wrapping her arms around my neck. Her eyes sparkled as she whispered, “Hey, honey, let’s do it in the water. We’ve never done it in water before. It’ll be exciting.”

I didn’t say a word, just smiled back, noticing the faint blush creeping across her cheeks. I lowered my head, cupping her breast, and instinctively took her nipple into my mouth. Soaked in the warm spring water, her skin felt fuller, flushed with a soft pink glow. I sucked greedily, her nipple larger from years of motherhood, her areola darkening as I worked. My hand kneaded her other breast, and soon, soft moans escaped her lips—“Oh, oh, oh...”

I kissed and sucked at her familiar body, rediscovering every curve. Victoria’s desire flared. Without a word, she straddled me in the water, her hands clutching my head, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Honey, I want you.” Before I could respond, her hand reached down, grasping my hardened length. She lifted herself slightly, then lowered with purpose, taking me fully inside her. A stifled gasp escaped her—“Oh my God!”

Perhaps it was the unfamiliar setting or the fear of being overheard, but she kept her voice low. I could feel her passion, though—her eyes closed, her movements rhythmic and practiced. Her full breasts bounced with each motion, brushing against my face. The long-lost thrill surged through me, amplified by the warm water enveloping us. I braced my elbows on the edge of the pool, my legs anchored to the bottom, meeting her every thrust. Her moans grew louder, more urgent—“Ah, ah, ah...”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ST

= = —_—





