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Introduction
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Some affairs burn fast and fade. Theirs was never meant to fade. Savannah Richards was the perfect wife, until she wasn’t. One reckless choice led her into the arms of Simon Saize, a man who should have been nothing more than a passing indulgence. But passion like theirs never stays quiet. It lingers. It festers. It consumes. Now, the story they thought was theirs alone is playing out for the world to see. A lawsuit. A scandal. A woman from Simon’s past claiming his book isn’t about Savannah at all.

With the walls closing in, jealousy and obsession threaten to destroy them both. But some desires are too dangerous to resist. Some betrayals cut too deep to forgive. And some mistakes?

Lies unravel. Obsession deepens. And as the walls close in, one truth remains. Some desires are too dangerous to resist. And some messes were never meant to be cleaned up. As betrayal, obsession, and jealousy close in, Savannah and Simon find themselves trapped in the chaos of their choices. Some mistakes can be erased. Some secrets can be buried. But the mess they made? It was never meant to be undone.
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1.

Dear Lover, Dear Sweetheart
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The envelope sat on the edge of her desk, a pale rectangle of accusation she hadn’t dared open for three days. It was unassuming in appearance, but she knew better. His handwriting was unmistakably clean and deliberate, each letter perfectly formed as if he had carefully measured the weight of every word before committing it to paper.

When it arrived, she had been in the middle of preparing dinner, her clueless husband handed her the letter after he took it from the mailbox. 

“Here baby, this one is yours.” 

The sight of the envelope had sent her heart racing, her hands trembling so violently she nearly dropped it. She had shoved it into her purse before her husband gave it any extra attention promising herself she would read it later when she was alone. But she hadn’t. She had tried to avoid the inevitable, burying herself in wedding thank-you notes, endless errands, and meetings with her pastor to discuss her new role as a wife. But no amount of distraction could quiet the echoes of his voice in her mind, the way he used to say her name like it was both a question and an answer. The way he had looked at her the last time they saw each other, a mixture of longing and resignation that haunted her every waking moment.

Finally, on the third night, after her husband had fallen asleep, she locked herself in the bathroom with the envelope. Her heart pounded as she slid her finger under the seal and unfolded the letter, his familiar scent, faint, and woodsy rising from the paper. The letter started with “Dear Lover”. Her mind was instantly captivated. 

“Is he using the term lover as someone he loves or is he using it just to describe her adulterous actions.” She thought to herself.

As she continued to read his words, it was as if he was there speaking them himself.

“I remember the first time I laid my eyes on you. Time froze, I forgot how to swallow, and I was lost for words. I was cold, yet still drenched in sweat. It was a feeling that I had never experienced before then.” 

“Are these words just words, or were they truly how he felt? He has always had a way with words. So, this is just him being himself” She thought to herself.

“I know he doesn't touch you the way I touch you. He doesn't turn you on like you are turned on for me. So, what now?  You are settling for a subpar experience from a man who doesn't know your spots. He Doesn't know your body the way I know it. The heights of pleasure that I've taken you to he will never know. I hope he doesn't get you excited. I wish he goes soft when it's time to make love to you. And I wish he can only last 20 seconds.”  

As She reread this paragraph several times, she couldn't help but think to herself.

“Why would he say something like this? But is he right, have I ruined regular intimacy for me and my husband?” 

“How do I go back to regular sex after all the things we’ve done?”

She read it twice, her emotions cycling through disbelief, anger, guilt, and something else she couldn’t name.

He had written with a raw honesty that stripped her bare. He spoke of the love he had for her, the pain of losing her, and the questions that lingered in the spaces they had once filled together. He described the way she had made him feel alive, how he had hoped for more, even when he knew it was impossible. His words were beautiful and devastating, a knife wrapped in silk.

A single tear slid down her cheek as she folded the letter and placed it back in the envelope. She wiped it away quickly as if denying its existence could undo everything that had led to this moment.

She spent the next day composing her response in her mind, the words coming and going like waves. What could she possibly say to make him understand? To make him forgive her? To make herself forgive him? Did she want to forgive him? Or did she want it to be over and done with?

By evening, she was sitting at her desk with a fresh sheet of paper in front of her.  She hadn’t dared to think about typing this response, it had to be handwritten.  She stared at it for a long time, the weight of the decision pressing down on her. Once she started writing, there would be no turning back. This letter would be the final chapter of their story, or so she told herself.

With a deep breath, she picked up the pen.

Dear sweetheart, she began, the words spilling onto the page like a confession. 

“Dear sweetheart, you didn't need to mention me by name, because your words were enough to call me out. Just as you struggled to find the words to start your letter. I too, am facing the same dilemma. I can't tell you how to feel, because we all experience things differently. I can't tell you I love you, out of respect for my marriage, but what I can say is I do care deeply for you. We started as friends, and I think that's why it was so easy for us to transition into something else. The lines between friends and what we eventually became was an easy one to cross. I would also like to think we are still friends, but I completely understand if you don't share the same sentiments. Some part of me wished we had just stayed friends. The way you respected and treated me with grace isn't something that I took lightly. As I read your words I went through a roller-coaster of emotions. You were my first for a lot of things and for that, I owe you much. Your gentle approach allowed me to open both my mind and eyes to the plethora of vices the world had to offer. In my day-to-day life much is expected of me. I am expected to be this wholesome and godly woman, which isn't a bad set of criteria to be held to. But it almost makes me feel like a prisoner in my own life. What you offered was an opportunity to exist outside my bubble. You offered discreet fun that made me feel alive. An escape of sorts from my reality. You have expressed a lot of thoughts and rightfully so, you have a lot of questions. I'll try my best to answer some and also try my best to not insult your intelligence. 

Was it more than something sexual? Of course it was, I am hurt that you would think so little of me to think that's all you were to me. None of what we experienced could be forced, well, not on my end. All the connections that you said you felt were the same for me. But it was a lot harder for me. Especially after we were intimate, I would then have to go home and run to the shower before I interacted with my husband. Initially, this made me feel dirty but after some time, it got easier. It turned into a routine but I still had my challenges.  When I think of all the things that you wrote, that's what got to me the most. You know the type of woman I try to be, and that would be way out of character for me.

Somewhere in my mind, I've always felt guilty about the potential hurt I could cause my husband. But I really hadn't thought about what would happen if our fun ended. I'm sorry for the use of the word fun, what I meant was if what we had going on ended. What it would mean for you, what it would mean for our interactions going forward? I knew you held me in high regard, but I guess if I'm using my naive card, I couldn't envision you saying that you love me. Love wasn't a word I wanted to hear with us, but it was something I felt. I knew it existed, I didn't want it to have a name or label. But if it was said out loud, it would've probably hindered whatever fun we were having. There I go, using the word fun. I hope you understand what I'm saying and not misinterpreting the message. But how did you fall deeper than I did, I'm usually the emotional one. Or maybe I could've,  but just never gave it much thought. You never made me feel like a cheap whore, you never made the wrong that we were doing feel like it was. Our first moment of passion together was, I'm lost for words. I'm lost for words of what to describe it as or what to compare it to. Such sensuality, such passion, I never knew such pleasure existed. You touched me like a delicate flower and talked me through what I soon learned to be my first orgasm. Before you came along and helped me unlock the secrets of my body. I took sexual acts as just a duty a woman is supposed to fulfill. So you can imagine my surprise when I met a selfless lover, someone who was solely focused on my needs and my satisfaction.

I am my biggest critic, and I have always strived to be regarded as a lady through and through. After our first intimate encounter, I found myself conflicted about what happened. I was pleasured, no doubt about that, but I felt guilty about how I got pleasured. And guilty about who pleasured me. Please don't get it twisted, I am not saying I regret you, or that I regret us. I felt guilty because I saw him hours after we had done what we did. And it was difficult, I couldn't look him in the eyes. But yet still I was right back in your bed the following day. The addiction that you speak of wasn't one-sided. The things you do to my body, you approached me as if you were specialized in all things me. You screwed and drilled me like a craftsman at work. Before you came along, I had only been with one man, so until we happened, I didn't have much expectations or anything to compare sex to. And now I'm cursed with having you as the gold standard of what things should be. You have waited on me hands and feet. There was never a moment where you made me feel as if I was a bother. I could call and text you anytime without warning. That made me feel important and wanted. Whenever I needed a friend, you were there, whenever I needed an ear, you were there. And our moments spent together were always anticipated. I got comfortable in my sexual being, thanks to you. I developed self-confidence in my body, well let me clarify that. I appreciated all that made me a woman even more with you. How you kissed every inch of my body, even parts that I didn't know were kissable. In the beginning, each of our sessions started with loads of shyness on my part, but I quickly learned that my nakedness drove you crazy and that in turn made me much more confident. I felt wanted, desired, and craved. Your moaning and facial expressions were some of the most rewarding things a girl could ask for. Hands down the best lover a girl could desire for, well desire from what limited experiences I have. "Lol," Can you put "Lol" in a letter, oh well it's already there. 

It worked out well that you traveled for work, so I had lots of breaks from you because I felt myself becoming too attached. So, when you were gone it gave me time to detach some. We can both agree that none of this was planned. We got deep into this thing with no clear acknowledgment or plans for where this was supposed to go. I found myself doing risky things, such as leaving work for lunch and meeting up with you or stopping by your place on my way home from work. Or on the weekends when I was supposed to be grocery shopping, you would be eating your breakfast off my stomach. Again, I can't express the many firsts you've made me experience. Things I never thought about, things that I never knew existed outside my quiet little world. The memories are etched in my brain, even if I wanted to forget them, I wouldn't be able to.

He proposed, and I accepted. To be honest, to date, it has been one of the most memorable moments in my life. But when the celebrations ended, the tears dried. I was left with the dilemma of having to share my good news which would translate to your sad news. I was up all night trying to figure out how to deliver the news. As I wrote the words, I deleted them. None of the sentences in my mind could cushion or prepare you for what I was trying to tell you. Finally, I just faced the situation and sent the message. Your response took forever. As I read your one-word response of congratulations, I was left puzzled by your state of mind. 

I then struggled for the next couple of days. Emotionally I was happy, I mean this is every girl's dream I get to plan my wedding. But periodically I couldn't help but wonder what was going through your mind. He and I spent the week following together so I hadn't gotten an opportunity to speak to you to see how you were. Fast forward a week later, I had time to think. I'm not a girl to defile the sanctity of marriage, a contract before God and my family. That I couldn't do, so I had to give you up. The issue was while I was trying to figure out the best way to let you go. I unintentionally started to distance myself, and by the time I realized what was happening, I concluded that it was the best method. I never stopped thinking about you and had to fight my urge to message you several times. You know me, like you know the real me. I wouldn’t  do this to you if it could be avoided. Our bond is greater than that, circumstances just got the better of the situation. 

As the big day approached, I got consumed with preparation. Meeting with my pastor for counseling further solidified that I needed to be done with you. We had to confess to each other secrets that we may have been keeping from each other. And I had to lie, just writing this brings the reality that I started my union with a lie. And that crushes me inside.

But I do want to say that this letter that you wrote was one-sided and didn't take into account what I've been going through. I have had to suffer feeling guilty for enjoying the best moments of my life. Do you think that's fair? I was already feeling guilty for our affair outside of marriage, and now it haunts me for the rest of my life. How I'm supposed to adjust? I am a lot more experienced thanks to you. But how do I now explain to my husband how I came to learn what I want and what I enjoy? All these are things that I am left to worry about. Please note that I am not disregarding your feelings, I can't control how you feel. If It was as simple as waving my hands and you suddenly forget that I exist, I think that would be a better fate than this.

I wanted to talk to you after I made the announcement, but how? Why bother? What could I say to you that would've made it any better? Our time had ended but I didn't know how to have that conversation. I know you would've been understanding or at least pretended to be. But your weakness has always been your facial expression. And I couldn't have handled seeing you crushed from the inside. I saw how you looked at me. As hard as I tried to ignore the looks that you gave me, it was obvious that you loved me. What was I supposed to do with that? You knew what my situation was. There was no way for me to allow myself to feel about you the way you felt about me. And knowing that you loved me I didn't want to see what you'd look like if I broke your heart. But I ended up doing that anyway. Many nights I lay there trying to distract my thoughts from what you could be doing. Hoping that you weren't thinking about me. I got to the point where I would tell myself stories about you getting over me and had moved on from me. I purposely made sure days would go by without reaching out in hopes that distance would make the feelings die. It was easier for me as the wedding arrangements got on the way. I was distracted for most of the time, so it passed by quickly. But on the days when I had some downtime, I couldn't help myself from reaching out, just to ensure that you were somewhat ok. Even when I didn't know what to say, just a hello was enough for me. Also, I couldn’t keep the conversations long, I thought I was doing good but as you've stated it made it much worse. 

I addressed the question of why stop now earlier when I stated that I didn’t want to go against the sanctity of marriage. It may not make sense to you, but to me, once the vows are spoken it's a contract before God. No sin is greater than any, but a declaration of love and the vows cement that bond. I can't in good conscience do that to a man who chose to choose me and only me. What would that say if I couldn't match him on that? How could I look him in his eyes and promise forever if we had continued? He'll have to be all I need now. I can't sacrifice wants for needs. I can't be selfish about this. I must take into consideration my family and his family. I can't make a fool out of anyone. It is a lot of pressure to bear the burden of families. And for the other questions of why we cannot remain close friends. I am not sure about further in the future, but I know for now I think everything is still too fresh. So, it may not be the best idea. It would be stupid of me to act as if what we shared was just a bump in the road. Or that real feelings were not involved. For those reasons, I think we should stay distant friends. 

I do not know how we got here. I have always been guarded, and I was never the promiscuous type. I do not know if this was your intention, in the beginning, to woo me out of my pants. However, you did it, I was not prepared for what came along with it. When you are far away, I can curb my cravings but once you are in the vicinity my self-control goes through the door. How do you do it? And after each intimate moment, I am left wanting more. You know I'm a private person and I don't speak to anyone regarding my sexual proclivities. So, most of what you exposed me to was new and I really didn't have anyone to ask questions. I would hear the girls talking about all the wild stuff they got into and before you, all I could do was just listen. I couldn't even imagine some of the things that they spoke about.  But after we started, I realized that some of our stories would knock theirs out of the park. The privacy and discretion that you showed were ideal for what we had and were indeed one of the reasons why we worked. I knew I could count on you not to make a scene. But this is also the reason why this letter goes beyond any response I thought you would do. I do acknowledge your hurt in this situation, but this reaction was not expected. I am grateful for the lessons that you gave and for the many firsts that you allowed me to experience. But even with the "firsts" I feel guilty, these are things I should've been experiencing with my husband. And I guess I'm somewhat mad at you for stealing that from me and him. I know it's not fair to blame you and appreciate you at the same time.

For all the other questions that you have, I'm sure whatever answers that I would give you, wouldn't be satisfactory. These things tend to come up with more questions when answers are given. I know many of the words in here must be difficult for you to read. And as much as you might find it hard to believe I had no intention of hurting you. Things got out of hand, no. That's not a fair statement, life happened, and the man I love proposed I can't apologize for that. I can't say I'm sorry because I chose happiness with my husband. What I can apologize for is that I hurt you. I hope with time you will heal. I hope that you will also find love that soothes this. I know I don't offer much solace, and the situation is not ideal. But I feel if the roles were reversed it would be the same outcome. This was never set up to be a happy conclusion. I mean how could it, a lot of things were not said but you are a smart guy, you should've been able to read between the lines. I'm at fault for some things, yes, I can accept some responsibility. But I also didn't ask for this, I wasn't the one that initiated this. I was minding my business, living my life when you came into it. None of us could play the victim in this situation because we were willing participants. Just another statistic that heartbreak claimed.

I do owe you many thanks for all the lessons that you've taught me through these experiences. I feel as if I am ready to perform my wifely duties. I know my words may not be comforting but I think you would at least be appreciative of the honesty. If it makes you feel any better, I am much more confident because you, I can vocalize what I want and what I like. If it was different circumstances, then maybe.

If I was supposed to share an ounce of your toxic venom and just give into my selfish thoughts. Then yes, if somehow I could escape my moral compass, I would continue with what we started. If I could have it all I would. I would be married and have you in my corner also. I would figure out how to ensure that we had our quality time. I would tell the lies to facilitate the trips and accept the gifts. But unfortunately, I can't, we can say it's unfair but what's unfair for us? Is only fair for everyone else. We can't have our cake and eat it too.  I don't know if you will be able to make sense of everything I've written. I know it's a lot, there is so much more I can say but I think if I allow myself to keep expressing it's going to come off as if I'm making excuses for all that has happened. I don't want to discredit anything you have felt or make you think that any of the feelings you think we shared weren't legit. Maybe, just maybe after I have given my marriage a fair chance with no hindrance. You know what, strike that, it is an unfair limitation for me to put on my relationship and also an unfair hope to sell to you. I apologize for that. Life goes on, no truer words have been spoken. Regardless of how we might feel, it does indeed go on. I've left some things unsaid because the truth would hurt and that is not the intention of this letter. This might be goodbye, if not I hope we can meet again as friends and we can start over.” 

Her pen didn’t stop moving for hours. Every word she wrote felt like both a release and a burden, each sentence a mix of honesty, regret, and an attempt at closure. By the time she finished, the pages before her were tear-streaked and smudged, but she couldn’t bring herself to rewrite them. It felt wrong to sanitize something so raw, so painfully real.

Once she signed her name, she placed the letter in an envelope and sealed it with trembling hands. She had planned to send it right away, but as she stood in the entryway with her coat and keys, the weight of what she’d written kept her rooted in place.

What if this wasn’t the right thing to say?

What if her words caused more pain than they healed?

What if he didn’t understand?
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2.

The Substitute Sweetheart
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Her fingers tightened around the envelope as she debated whether to turn back, but the thought of leaving things unsaid scared her more. She stepped outside into the crisp night air, the chill biting against her cheeks as she walked to the postbox. It felt symbolic somehow, this late-night pilgrimage to put her past to rest.

Sliding the envelope into the slot, she stood frozen for a moment, her breath clouding in the air. She half-expected the world to change the moment she let go, but it didn’t. The street was still silent, the stars still glittered coldly above, and the ache in her chest remained. Over the next few days, the waiting became unbearable. Her husband noticed her distraction, but she brushed it off, blaming work stress and the chaos of adjusting to married life. Inside, she was a storm, her thoughts looping through every possible reaction he might have.

“Would he lash out?”  

“Would he disappear?” 

“ Would he write back?”

When the reply came, it wasn’t a letter, it was a package. A small box, unassuming yet heavy in her hands, with his initials written neatly on the return address. Her heart raced as she carried it inside, her mind spinning with possibilities.

Locking herself in the bedroom, she sat on the edge of the bed and tore the package open. Inside, there was a single item: a hardcover book with his name on the cover.

Her hands shook as she turned it over. The title hit her like a blow: The Substitute Sweetheart.

She froze, her breath catching in her throat. Flipping through the pages, she realized it wasn’t just any book, it was their story.

He had written them into existence, immortalizing their connection in ink. Their first meeting, their stolen moments, their passion, their heartbreak, it was all there, laid bare for the world to see. Each page felt like an invasion, a betrayal, yet she couldn’t stop reading.

When she reached the chapter detailing his letter to her, the one she had read in the bathroom, the one that had spurred her own response, her breath caught. The words were exactly as she remembered, only now they were accompanied by reflections she hadn’t been privy to. His pain, his longing, his struggle to reconcile what they were with what they could never be.

And then, there it was. Her letter, printed word for word, the final chapter of their story.

The book fell from her hands, landing with a dull thud on the floor.

She sat there for what felt like hours, staring at the pages that had turned her private agony into a public spectacle. The emotions swirled within her anger, shame, sorrow, a flicker of something she couldn’t name.

“Why had he done this?”

“What was she supposed to do now?”

The knock on the door startled her, and she quickly slid the book under the bed before calling out. Her husband entered, his brow furrowed with concern.

“Baby, You just disappeared. Is everything alright?”

She forced a smile, the weight of the book pressing against her like a secret she could never share.

“Just tired,” she said softly, her voice betraying nothing.

As he kissed her forehead and left the room, she retrieved the book from under the bed and held it close to her chest.

She wasn’t ready to confront what it meant, not yet. But she knew one thing for certain: their story wasn’t over, not entirely.

That night, sleep was impossible. The book sat under the nightstand, an intruder in her carefully curated life. Every time she closed her eyes, his words echoed in her mind, each one tugging at the fragile threads of her resolve. Her husband slept soundly beside her, his breaths even and peaceful. The sight of him, so blissfully unaware, filled her with a complicated mixture of love and guilt. He had no idea of the storm raging within her, and she didn’t dare to tell him.

Her mind kept returning to the title: The Substitute Sweetheart.

It was a cruelly perfect description of what they had been. She had filled a space in his life, a temporary balm for a wound she didn’t fully understand. And he, in turn, had been her escape, a stand-in for the freedom she’d never dared to claim. She tried to rationalize it. He had every right to tell his story, didn’t he? They had agreed to let go of each other, and yet here she was, clutching the physical manifestation of their forbidden connection. But the knowledge that strangers, people she’d never met, could now read about her most intimate moments with him made her stomach churn.

What if someone recognized her?

Her fingers trembled as she reached for the book again, flipping through the pages in the dim light. She lingered on the chapter about their first kiss, her heart twisting as she read his description of it.

“She tasted like hesitation and promise, like someone who was daring herself to leap but didn’t yet know how to land.”

He had captured her so perfectly, too perfectly. For all her guardedness, he had seen right through her, and now the world would too.

What would they think of her?

The woman who fell for someone who wasn’t hers to love. The woman who allowed herself to be swept away, even when she knew better. The woman who left him behind to marry someone else. The shame was suffocating, but beneath it was something else: a spark of indignation. He had written the book as though he were the only one who had suffered. As if she hadn’t spent sleepless nights agonizing over every choice, every word, every lie. As if she hadn’t been haunted by the sound of his voice and the ghost of his touch. Tears filled her eyes, blurring the words on the page. She slammed the book shut and pressed it against her chest, her breath hitching as she fought to hold back the sobs threatening to escape. Could she confront him?

“Would it even matter?”

The thought terrified her, but it also ignited a small flame of determination. She wasn’t sure what she would say or how she would say it, but she knew she couldn’t leave things like this. Not with the weight of their story hanging over her like an unfinished symphony.

She placed the book back on the nightstand and lay down, staring at the ceiling until the first light of dawn crept through the curtains. The morning brought no clarity, only a heavier weight in her chest. As the sunlight filtered through the window, she turned to her husband, who was already awake, scrolling through his phone. He glanced at her and smiled, a simple, effortless gesture that made her chest ache.

“Good morning, love. Did you sleep well?”

“Not really,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’ve been looking tired lately. Everything okay?”

Her instinct was to assure him, to brush it off with the kind of vague, polite lie she had perfected over the years. But the weight of the book, of the truth it carried, was a boulder she couldn’t push aside.

“I’m just... overwhelmed. All these post-wedding things, thank you letters, and work. You know how it is.”

He
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