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Chapter One: The Beige Life
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Mike and Lisa. They were the most boring married couple on the planet. Not just boring in a quirky, endearing way—no, they were boring in the most unimaginative, beige-paint-drying way imaginable. They were as boring as almost 70% of all married couples on the planet, a statistic that would have thrilled them with its accuracy had they ever stumbled across it.

Their lives were a symphony of monotony, a finely tuned routine of predictable events that never veered off track. It began each morning at precisely 6:30 AM when the alarm buzzed—not a cheerful tune, just the default drone that came with the clock. Mike rolled over, hit snooze exactly once, and stared at the ceiling. Lisa, already awake, lay flat on her back scrolling through her phone, checking the weather forecast, even though she could have recited it from memory: “mild, cloudy, maybe rain.”

By 6:45, they rose simultaneously. No words were exchanged; no affection passed between them. Mike trudged to the bathroom, brushed his teeth for exactly two minutes, then stepped aside for Lisa to take her turn. The bathroom door squeaked a little as it closed, but neither of them thought it was worth fixing.

At 7:00, they moved to the kitchen. Breakfast was toast. It was always toast. Mike had his with margarine, Lisa with strawberry jam, though not the fancy kind with whole fruit—just the smooth, budget-friendly variety. They sat across from each other at the small kitchen table, chewing in perfect silence. The tick of the wall clock was the only sound accompanying their synchronized bites.

“Looks like traffic might be heavy today,” Lisa said, glancing at her phone.
“Hmm,” Mike replied.
And that was the most stimulating part of their morning.

By 7:30, they left the house—Mike in his grey sedan, Lisa on the 7:40 bus to her part-time job. They didn’t carpool, though they’d tried it once and found the silence unbearable. The separation worked better for them. Besides, they were in no hurry to get back home and talk about how “fine” their days had been, which they always did over an equally predictable dinner of chicken breast and steamed vegetables.

Boring didn’t just describe their lives; it was the glue holding them together.

Mike and Lisa looked exactly like the kind of people you’d expect to find blending into a crowd. They weren’t unattractive, but they certainly didn’t turn heads either. Mike was in his mid-40s, of average height, with a slightly receding hairline and light brown hair that always looked like it needed a haircut but never quite got there. He had a pair of wire-frame glasses perched on a nose that could only be described as “nose-shaped,” and a face that was mildly pleasant, if unremarkable. His wardrobe was a steady rotation of beige trousers and pale blue shirts, paired with sensible brown shoes that had seen better days but still “did the job.”

Lisa, meanwhile, had shoulder-length blonde hair that she kept neatly trimmed but never styled beyond a quick brush. Her figure was neither slim nor heavy—just comfortably in-between. Her face had a natural symmetry that made her look perfectly fine in photos, though no one ever told her she was photogenic. She had hazel eyes, soft but forgettable features, and a preference for muted-colour cardigans over plain blouses, which she paired with sensible black slacks. Her shoes were flats, always flats, because they were practical and matched everything.

Together, they looked like the stock photo couple you’d see in an advert for life insurance or kitchen renovations—calm, agreeable, and utterly average in every possible way.
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Chapter Two: The Moment of Clarity
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Despite all the boredom, despite the endless routine and the grey haze that surrounded their days, Mike and Lisa still loved each other. It wasn’t the fiery kind of love you saw in movies or read about in novels. It wasn’t thrilling or dramatic, and there were no grand declarations. It was a steady, quiet love—simple, like the way the sun rises every morning, without ceremony, but always there.

When Mike placed his hand over hers on the kitchen table, it was a small gesture, as familiar and unnoticed as the ticking clock behind them. Lisa didn’t pull away. She never did. In that tiny moment, she felt his warmth, the unspoken comfort of knowing they were together in this life, however dull it may have been.

“You know,” Mike said, his voice soft but genuine, “I don’t mind this, with you. I just... wish we could enjoy it more, somehow. It’s not that I don’t love you.”

Lisa squeezed his hand gently, a smile tugging at the corners of her lips, though it was more tired than happy. “I know. It’s the same for me. It’s just... sometimes it feels like we’re moving through life like we’re sleepwalking, don’t you think?”

He nodded, his thumb brushing over her knuckles in a slow, absentminded rhythm. “Yeah. I guess we’re just... comfortable. But comfort isn’t enough anymore, is it?”

Lisa looked up at him, her eyes soft with affection, though tinged with the same frustration that had been quietly building for months, maybe years. “No. I love you, Mike. I really do. But... I miss us. The version of us that had more than just... this.” She gestured vaguely around the kitchen, the humdrum of their world.

He smiled back, though his smile was even more tired than hers. “I miss that too. But... you know what? Even if this is all we have, I’m glad it’s with you.”

Lisa’s heart softened, and she leaned forward just slightly, closing the gap between them. “I don’t know how we got here. I don’t know how we ended up like this. But I do know... I don’t want to be here alone. If we’re going to be boring, then we’re going to be boring together.”

Mike’s eyes brightened, and for a brief moment, the weight of their routine seemed a little lighter. He let out a small laugh, almost as if relieved. “Together. Yeah. That’s all I really need.”

There was a certain beauty in that, in the simplicity of their connection. It wasn’t about the excitement or the chaos they had never felt; it was about something far more enduring. They loved each other not in spite of the mundane life they had built, but because of it. There was safety in it, in knowing that no matter how boring the day might be, they would face it side by side.

They weren’t happy all the time, not in the way that people told you happiness was supposed to look. But they were steady. They were loyal. They were... together.

And maybe that was enough.

Mike sat at the kitchen table, absentmindedly stirring his coffee, watching the swirling motion as if it could somehow lead to an answer. Lisa was by the window, absentmindedly gazing out at the grey sky, her fingers drumming on the countertop. They had just finished another breakfast, another day of the same silent routine. The clock on the wall ticked steadily, its hands moving with precision, as if mocking their own stagnancy.

“Mike,” Lisa said suddenly, breaking the silence. Her voice wasn’t sharp, just soft and weary, like she was stating the obvious. “Do you ever think this is all... just the same?”

Mike glanced up from his coffee, his brow furrowing slightly. He knew exactly what she meant, but didn’t know how to respond. Instead, he took a slow sip from his mug, letting the heat fill the emptiness in his chest for a moment.

“Same as... what?” he asked, though he already knew. His voice sounded flat, almost defeated, as if he had been rehearsing the question in his head for weeks.

“Same as every day before,” Lisa continued, turning away from the window now, her eyes meeting his. “Same conversations. Same breakfast. Same... everything.”

Mike’s shoulders sagged a little, a sigh escaping him as if

















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
plicit sexual content, in
is intended for mature a
18 years of age.
ed.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





