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Tracing the edge of my coffee mug, I sat at the kitchen table, the morning light slicing through the blinds. My wedding ring caught the glow, its shine a cruel taunt against the dull ache in my chest. Fifteen years with Mark had smoothed his once-electric touch into a predictable rhythm, each kiss as routine as the dishwasher’s hum. I twisted the band, remembering the nights his hands sparked hunger in me, now replaced by a void that gnawed like a beast.

My gaze drifted to the fridge, plastered with Emma’s drawings and Lucas’s soccer schedule. The weight of motherhood, of suburban predictability, pressed against my ribs. I wasn’t just Mark’s wife or the kids’ mom—I was Deborah, a woman starving for something raw, something that didn’t come with a grocery list. The thought of another Mother’s Day filled with burnt toast and forced smiles made my jaw tighten. I wanted to feel alive, not celebrated for duties that chained me.

Sipping the cooling coffee, I let the bitterness linger on my tongue. Mark’s love was steady, but it no longer set my skin ablaze. I needed more than his quiet devotion, more than the life we’d built. My fingers tightened around the mug, resolve hardening. I wouldn’t let another year slip by, fading into someone I didn’t recognize.

The clock ticked above the sink, each second a nudge toward rebellion. I pushed the mug away, my decision clear. This weekend, I’d break free, even if it meant stepping outside the lines of the life I’d vowed to live.

Slipping into the living room, I sank onto the couch, closing my eyes against the morning’s glare. The scent of old leather and stale sweat flooded my senses, dragging me back to dive bars where I’d lost myself in strangers’ arms. Those nights, I was untamed, my body answering only to desire, not duty. The memory of a man’s rough grip on my hips sent a pulse throbbing between my thighs.

I shifted, the couch’s fabric cool against my skin, but my mind burned with images of neon-lit bathrooms and hurried fucks. Back then, I didn’t care about consequences or promises. I was a girl who took what she wanted, her laughter sharp against the jukebox’s wail. That girl was still inside me, clawing to get out, demanding I reclaim her reckless fire.

My breath hitched, fingers brushing my throat where a stranger’s stubble once grazed. The ache in my core wasn’t just want—it was a command. I opened my eyes, the living room’s tidy order mocking my hunger. I wouldn’t stay caged in this polite life, not when my body remembered how to run wild.

Rising, I crossed to the window, the neighborhood’s calm fueling my defiance. Those memories weren’t just ghosts—they were a map back to myself. I needed to feel that rush again, to let my desires lead without apology.

Moving to the dining room, I leaned against the doorway, watching Mark at his laptop across the room. His lean frame hunched over spreadsheets, fingers tapping steadily, oblivious to the storm brewing in me. The clack of keys filled the silence, each sound a reminder of his predictable world, so far from the chaos I craved. His ignorance of my restless gaze stung, but it also sharpened my resolve.

He muttered something about tax deadlines, his voice flat, absorbed in numbers that meant nothing to me. I crossed my arms, nails digging into my palms. Once, his focus had been on me, his eyes hungry, his hands claiming. Now, he didn’t see the woman slipping away, the one ready to lie to feel alive. My lips curved, a secret thrill at the power I’d wield in his blindness.

“Need anything?” he asked, not looking up, his tone as routine as our life. “I’m good,” I replied, my voice smooth, masking the hunger coiling inside. He nodded, already lost again in his screen. That moment, his unawareness became my fuel, pushing me toward a plan that would shatter our stale bond.

Turning away, I headed for the stairs, my steps light with purpose. Mark’s world could stay small, but mine was about to expand. I’d use his trust as my ticket out, and he’d never see it coming.
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