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Ava dusted the cake topper that sat on the top shelf of the dish armoire. She pulled it down and fingered the tiny bride and groom that represented Logan and her almost seven years ago. She glanced fondly at their wedding portrait hanging on the wall, bigger than life. Both are smiling, their blue eyes shining. She smiled wistfully at the young couple in the photo. Carefree and full of hope for an exciting future. 

Now, seven years later they’ve fallen into a routine of sorts living their lives. She owns a chair at a well-established beauty salon. She has a clientele list a mile long with clients who love her and tip her well. Logan is the new car manager at the local car dealership, selling luxury vehicles to the wealthy. Both of them cater to the upper crust and find their lives are very comfortable.

For their five-year anniversary, Logan took her on a cruise to the Greek Isles. They spent two weeks sipping champagne and hobnobbing with the wealthy passengers. Even then they still had big dreams. However, since then life had gotten comfortable, too comfortable. Logan comes home from a long day schmoozing with customers and relaxes in his comfy recliner. Ava is home about a half an hour before him and since she works fewer hours, they agreed she’d be responsible for the dinner.

The weekends had Logan doing yard work while Ava shopped for the week’s groceries. On Sundays they rested all day, taking naps, and watching television. Occasionally they’d trek to different areas of the country to visit family. 

It all worried Ava as she stood in front of the mirror. Being a salon stylist, she was well aware of her looks. Working for Rodolfo meant she had to keep up with her appearance by wearing trendy clothing and keeping her hair styled. She was still a cute auburn-haired beauty with deep blue eyes. At thirty-two she had little wrinkles, but she knew her biological clock was ticking. If she and Logan would start a family, they needed to jump on that wagon within the next several years. 

Another thing that made her sigh, baby making. She and Logan connected maybe twice a week. Their love life had taken a nose dive when he was named manager of new car sales at work. It put more stress and hours on him. Before, when he was just a salesman, he’d come home ravenous for her. He’d swoop her off her feet and twirl around dizzily. If she were to shower, he’d be right there in a flash, undressing and joining her. They took hot baths together; they made love almost nightly. She missed that couple who had a vigor for life and sex. 

Ava’s eyes fell to the book on her nightstand. The Seven Year Itch and How to Survive It. Logan hadn’t even noticed the book as he’s too preoccupied when he came to bed. He’s off and snoring before she can turn out the light as of lately.

Dolly walked through the door her brow furrowed. “What’s wrong, hon?” she said as she approached Ava.

Dolly was Ava’s older sister by six and a half years. She was thirty-eight with three kids and another on the way. She’d been married to Brad for eighteen years, having gotten married at the tender age of twenty. She and Brad were pregnant and at the time it was the thing to do. Jillian was now seventeen years old, with a four-year-old brother and a two-year-old and eighteen-month-old sisters. Dolly didn’t half ass do anything. But the one thing Ava always noticed was the way she and Brad kept their marriage alive and happy.

“I’m scared, sis. Afraid our marriage has hit a stale note and won’t recover. Do you know the statistics of the marriages that fail at the seven-year mark?” Ava asked.

Dolly threw back her head and laughed. “Oh, the seven-year itch thing? You honestly think you and Logan are in that?”

“I mean, yeah. He’s so routine now. We barely connect. Nothing exciting ever happens.” Ava sat in the bar stool next to Dolly and looked at her hands in her lap.

“Oh sweetie, you’re honestly scared,” Dolly said as she reached for a tissue on the counter and handed it to Ava.

“Thanks. Yeah, I am. I’ve heard of other husbands who come home one day and just leave. They leave out of boredom or they leave because they’ve met someone more exciting,” Ava said.

“Hmmm, well, I can tell you Brad and I have our moments. Marriage isn’t always in the honeymoon stage. We’re going through our own stages now with having young kids. We know it’s not a forever thing. The kids will grow up someday,” Dolly said as she rubbed her swollen belly.

“At least you have an excuse. I can’t just say, oh, it’s the seven-year itch, we’ll outgrow it someday.” Ava frowned. It felt as if all was lost.

“Not if you don’t do something. It takes work, little sister. If you want your marriage to stand the test of the seven-year itch, do something exciting. Sprinkle a little spice in there.” Dolly wagged her brow.

“Like how? I have a drawer full of lingerie. We stopped that after the first year. He’s all like, just be naked.” Ava laughed realizing how silly she sounded. She normally wasn’t a whiner.

“You two can explore different avenues. Start dating again. You know, get ready separately and meet somewhere. Make it fresh, new, and exciting. It’s not as hard as you think it is. Have you even talked with Logan about this?” Dolly’s brow lifted.

“Not really. He’s so preoccupied all the time. It seems only on Sunday’s do we ever sit down and actually talk,” Ava said as she waved her hand at her sister.

“Then take the time. Clean the dinner dishes and sit down tonight. Look him in the eye and discuss this. At the very least it will relieve your fears.” Dolly always knows best.

Ava sighed heavily. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

“Of course, I’m right. Big sis is always right,” Dolly said as she patted Ava’s knee.

“You can always try something new. I’m not talking about wearing a new nightie. I’m talking about something new. Like meet at a bar and pretend you just met and end up at a cheap hotel and screw your brains out,” Dolly said as she wagged her brow.

“Did you and...?” Ava narrowed her eyes at her sister.

“Yes, of course we did. Back when Jilly bean was a tot. We left her with mom one night and pretended we were just out for an evening of being alone. We met at a bar.” Dolly put her two fingers up on each hand in quotes when she said met. “Then we had a few drinks and ended up at the Budget Inn Motel out by the airport. You know the one where you can hear the jet engines when they take off? We had the best time.” Dolly smiled as she recaptured the memory.

Ava grabbed the tablet she had sitting on the counter. Normally it was one in which she made grocery lists, but instead
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