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Evan knew something was wrong the moment Mia walked into the kitchen. Not from anything she said — she hadn't spoken at all — but from the way she moved.

He sat at the kitchen table, his fingers drumming against the wood in an irregular rhythm that betrayed his nerves. The evening news droned from the television in the corner, something about interest rates that he wasn't really listening to. His beer sat half-finished beside his elbow, condensation pooling on the table's surface.

Mia crossed to the television and switched it off without asking whether or not he was watching. The sudden silence felt oppressive, heavy with unspoken intent.

"I need your full attention," she said, her voice carrying that particular tone he'd learned to dread over their years of marriage. It was the same voice she used when discussing his friends or his mother's increasingly frequent interference.

She remained standing, positioned directly across from him at the kitchen table. Her posture was perfectly erect, shoulders squared, hands clasped behind her back like a headmistress about to deliver a particularly severe lecture. Everything about her bearing suggested this was no casual conversation.

Evan's hands stilled on the table. He found himself studying the grain of the wood rather than meeting her eyes, following the dark lines that swirled through the pale timber like veins under skin.

"I have something very important to tell you," Mia continued, her tone unnervingly calm. There was something almost robotic about her delivery, as though she'd rehearsed these words.

He shifted in his chair, the wood creaking beneath him. "What is it honey?" His voice came out smaller than he'd intended.

Mia drew herself up even straighter, if such a thing were possible. When she finally spoke, her words fell like stones into still water.

"I'm not happy. And I haven't been happy for quite a long time."

Evan felt his chest tighten, and then opened his mouth to respond, but Mia raised a hand to silence him.

"Let me finish," she said, her voice retaining that same clinical detachment. "I've given this considerable thought, and I believe you deserve to understand why I'm telling you all this now."

She began to pace, each step seemed to heighten his anxiety.

"Firstly, I want to talk about our sex life and your performance in bed. It has been consistently inadequate," she stated, matter-of-factly. "Quite honestly, you're small, and you come far too quickly. I stopped pretending to enjoy it ages ago."

Evan fidgeted. He felt utterly embarrassed as though she'd stripped him bare in front of a crowd. His hands dropped to his lap, fingers twisting together.

"I am tired of having to satisfy myself in secret," Mia continued, her tone never wavering. "Do you have any idea how that is? How lonely?"

He wanted to speak, to defend himself somehow, but the words wouldn't come. His throat felt constricted, as though someone had wrapped their hands around his neck.

Mia paused in her pacing, fixing him with a steady eye. "And it's not just the sex, though that would be quite enough on its own."

She resumed her circuit of the kitchen.

"I find your silly hobbies are monotonous and childish. Toy trains, Evan. You're forty years old, and you still play with toy trains." She said it with the same disgust one might reserve for discussing a particularly unpleasant bodily function.

Evan's jaw worked silently. Those trains were his refuge, his small corner of order in an increasingly chaotic world. But hearing her describe them like that, he felt suddenly foolish, like a child caught playing dress-up in his mother’s clothes.

"Your wardrobe hasn't changed in a decade," she continued relentlessly. "The same styled shirts, the same two pairs of trousers, rotating endlessly. Just like that beer —" She gestured dismissively at the bottle beside his elbow. "The same brand every single day for ten years. Do you have any idea how mind-numbing that is to witness?"

"And then there is the household inequality," Mia said, her voice growing sharp now, the first crack in her composed facade. "I cook, I clean, I manage every detail of our domestic life. And what do I get in return? 'Thanks.' That's it. Just 'thanks,' as though I were the hired help rather than your wife."

She stopped pacing abruptly, standing directly in front of him again. Her hands were clenched at her sides now, white-knuckled with suppressed fury.

"The work I do around here has just as much value as whatever it is you do in your nine to five. The burden of maintaining our home falls entirely to me. You finish your dinner and retreat to your trains while I clear the table and wash the dishes. You leave your clothes on the bedroom floor for me to collect. You track mud through the house without a second thought because you know I'll clean it up."

Evan stared at her, genuinely stunned. He'd never thought of it that way, had never considered the cumulative weight of these small expectations. In his mind, she'd always seemed content.

"However, you have always been a good provider," Mia said, her tone softening slightly, though the change felt more ominous than comforting. "I'll give you that. You've given me a comfortable life, financially speaking. You treat my mother and sisters with kindness and generosity. You're not cruel or abusive."

A spark of hope flickered in Evan's chest. Perhaps this wasn't as catastrophic as it seemed.

"But money isn't enough," she continued, and that fragile hope crumbled instantly. "Not anymore. I need more than financial security and basic decency. I need a real partner, not a particularly well-paid lodger who occasionally fumbles his way through unsatisfying sex."

The words hit him like a bucket of cold water. Evan felt himself reeling, as though the kitchen floor had tilted beneath his feet. Everything he'd thought he understood about their marriage was crumbling around him.

He sat motionless in his chair. A profound stillness had settled over him, the kind that comes in the aftermath of disaster when the dust is still settling and the full extent of the damage isn't yet clear.

All he could do was stare at his wife — this woman he'd thought he knew — and wonder how he'd failed so completely to see what was happening right in front of him.

The silence stretched between them until Evan began to wonder if she expected him to respond. But before he could find any words, Mia clasped her hands behind her back again and continued.

"So here's what's going to happen," she said, her tone shifting to something almost businesslike. "You have a choice. Either you accept the changes I'm about to outline, or I file for divorce. Those are your only options."

Evan's stomach dropped. The word 'divorce' hit him like a ton of bricks, leaving him breathless and panicked. Ten years of marriage, their shared life, their home — all of it hanging by a thread he hadn't even realized was fraying.

"I was planning on leaving you," Mia continued, watching his face carefully. "I've been thinking about it for years, actually. I've even spoken to a solicitor, looked at rentals, even started separating our finances. But I've decided to offer you one final chance."

The relief that flooded through him was so intense it was almost nauseating. She wasn't leaving. Not yet. There was still time to fix this, whatever 'this' was.

"I want us to renew our vows," she said, resuming her measured pacing. "Or rather, we're going to write new vows entirely. I also want to have a proper ceremony to mark our new beginning."

Evan nodded eagerly, though he wasn't entirely sure what she meant. "Yes. Yes, of course. Whatever you want."

"It will be somewhere nice and intimate," Mia continued, as though he hadn't spoken. "A proper venue, not some registry office affair. And there will be no room for your idiot mates to ruin things this time with their juvenile antics and stupid drinking games."

"This ceremony offers you another opportunity to demonstrate your devotion to me," she said, stopping directly in front of him again. "Your commitment to change, to becoming the husband I need you to be."

"I can do that," Evan said quickly, his voice cracking slightly. "I want to do that. I had no idea you were so unhappy, Mia. I'm sorry. I really am."

She studied his face briefly, "Are you? Or are you simply sorry that you've been called out on your inadequacies?"

"No, I — I genuinely didn't know. I thought we were..." He trailed off, realizing how idiotic it sounded. How could he have thought they were fine when she was this miserable?

"That's part of the problem," Mia said. "Your complete obliviousness to my needs, my feelings, my very existence as anything more than a convenient household accessory."

"Please don't leave me. I don't want to lose you. Just tell me what you need
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