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From the living room couch, I could hear the rhythmic creaks of the bed upstairs, mixed with moans that echoed through the house—raw, uninhibited sounds of pleasure. My heart twisted in a knot of jealousy, regret, and something darker I couldn't quite name.

I'm Lucy, a stay-at-home wife in our quiet suburban neighborhood. The two tangled up in our bedroom right now? That's my husband, Eric, and our mutual best friend, Julie.

We all met back in college, the three of us inseparable from freshman year. Julie had her sights set on Eric from the start—she dreamed of walking down the aisle with him someday. But life had other plans.

After graduation, Julie headed off to grad school in another state, while Eric and I stuck around our hometown. His folks were pushing for him to settle down quick, and since we'd been buddies since high school with real sparks between us, it just made sense. No big drama, no family objections—they'd known me forever and treated me like one of their own. We tied the knot, and those early months were pure bliss, full of lazy mornings in bed and stolen moments that left us both breathless.

Things were going great. Eric's startup took off, bringing in serious cash, and about six months in, I found out I was pregnant. His parents insisted we crash at their place so his mom could help out, and Eric convinced me to quit my job to take it easy. It felt like everything was falling into place.

Then, around the three-month mark, an old high school buddy invited us to his wedding after-party. Eric was swamped at work, so he offered to cover the tab as our gift but said we should skip it. With me pregnant, he didn't want me going alone—too risky, he said. But I pushed back; these were old friends, and not showing up felt rude. He finally caved, dropping me off at the hotel with a million warnings: no booze, no heels, watch your step. I rolled my eyes, teasing him about turning into a total worrywart.

The party was small, maybe ten people, and predictably lame—just gossip about who from our class was killing it now, who was scraping by, which girls landed rich husbands, and who ended up as side pieces. I stuck to water, sipping endlessly until I had to hit the bathroom. I told the girl next to me I'd be fine on my own and headed out.

As I washed up, one of the guys from our class stumbled in, clearly buzzed. He froze when he saw me, then slurred, "Lucy, you doing okay these days?" I nodded, keeping it light: "Yeah, Eric's amazing to me." But he wasn't having it. "How could he be? He's always had a thing for Julie."

He lunged forward, grabbing my wrist, his breath hot and boozy. "You're wasted," I snapped, yanking free. "I know who Eric wants better than you do." I bolted back to the room, grabbed my stuff, and mumbled something about not feeling well before dipping out early. But the idiot followed me into the hall, babbling nonsense about how I should dump Eric and be with him instead—he'd love me more, or some crap like that.

I tried to shake him off, but he kept grabbing at me. It was mortifying, right there in the hotel corridor. At the stairwell, he latched on again, and I shoved him hard. My foot slipped, and suddenly I was tumbling down the steps. Pain exploded everywhere, and I felt a warm rush between my legs before everything went black.

I woke up in the hospital, Eric by my side looking wrecked. My hand flew to my belly. "The baby?" I whispered. He just sighed and shook his head. Tears hit me like a flood—I'd lost our child.

After a week in the hospital, Eric brought me home. He didn't say much, but I could feel the weight of his disappointment, maybe even anger simmering under the surface. His mom fussed over me during recovery, cooking meals and keeping me company. Meanwhile, Eric threw himself into work, leaving at dawn and stumbling back late, often reeking of whiskey. I didn't blame him; it was my stubbornness that cost us everything.

Eventually, we moved back to our own place, but nothing changed. Eric was a ghost—gone all day, and when he was around, intimacy was the last thing on his mind. Our bed felt colder than ever, the passion we'd shared reduced to distant memories.

The sounds from the bedroom had become my nightly soundtrack—moans, gasps, the steady slap of skin on skin, the bedframe protesting under their rhythm. I sat frozen on the couch downstairs, legs tucked under me, staring at nothing while my mind replayed every detail I couldn't unhear.

I told myself the miscarriage wasn't the end of the world. We could try again. Bodies heal. But one night, everything shattered.

Eric came home way past midnight, reeking of bourbon and stumbling through the door like he owned gravity. I half-carried him upstairs, peeled off his shirt and pants, tucked him in, then fetched a glass of warm water from the kitchen. When I got back, he was mumbling, eyes half-open in the dim light from the hallway.
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