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The rain patters against the window, and I glance at my reflection in the glass, my once-sparkling hazel eyes now dull and lifeless. David's words still echo in my mind, his criticism buried deep beneath my skin.

“Can't you do anything right, Sally?” my husband, David, had sneered as he surveyed the dinner, I had spent hours preparing for him. The disappointment in his tone was like a knife to my heart, but I swallowed the pain and tried to smile. I craved his affection—his approval—but it felt like all I ever received was disdain.

“Sorry,” I murmured, the word barely a whisper as I choked back tears. He didn't even look up from his phone, too busy scrolling through social media to notice the hurt he'd inflicted upon me. It wasn't just dinner—it was everything. In David's eyes, I was never enough.

Adding to the weight of my inadequacy was the recent loss of my job. The company I worked for had gone under, and I found myself without an income or a sense of purpose. I'd sent out countless applications, but so far, nothing had come through. The feeling of worthlessness settled like a dark cloud over me, suffocating any last rays of hope that lingered within me.

“Maybe if you'd studied harder, you'd have a better job by now," my husband had scoffed one evening, his words like acid on my already fragile self-worth. My jaw clenched, and I bit my tongue to keep from lashing out. I knew arguing would only make things worse.

“Maybe,” I agreed softly, my voice betraying the hurt I refused to let him see. But no matter how hard I tried to hide my feelings, they festered beneath the surface, gnawing at my heart. I felt trapped, lost, and unloved.

So here I sit now at the kitchen table, the dim glow of the computer screen casting shadows on the walls as I scroll through countless job listings, my heart heavy with disappointment. My fingertips hover over the keyboard, hesitating to apply for yet another position that I know won’t fill the void in my life. But I have to do it—for David, and for myself.

“Still no luck?” David's voice cuts through the silence like a knife, his tone dripping with disdain. I flinch at the coldness in his eyes, feeling the weight of his disappointment crushing me.

“No,” I whisper, trying not to let him get to me. “I'm trying, David. I really am.”

“Trying isn't good enough, Sally,” he snaps, glaring at me. “We can't survive on just my salary.”

His words sting, and I want to say, Well maybe if you had a better job than me being out of work wouldn’t be such an issue, but I swallow and nod, forcing a small smile. “I know. I'll keep looking.”

“See that you do,” he says, before storming out of the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts. 

The next day, as I walk to the bus stop after another fruitless afternoon of job hunting, I spot Max, my husband's boss, who I have known for years, leaning against his sleek black car, a concerned expression on his face. My heart skips a beat when our eyes meet. He’s more than twice my age, but has always been nice to me, his gentle demeanor a stark contrast to my husband's harshness. We've become close friends over the years, and even though I know it’s dangerous to be drawn to him, I can’t help but feel a magnetic pull towards his warmth and good looks.

“Hey, Sally,” he greets me, a warm smile spreading across his face. “How's the job search going?”

“It could be better,” I sigh, averting my gaze, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

Concern etches across his handsome features. His dark eyes search mine, as if he can see straight through the walls I've built around my heart. “I just feel so...worthless,” I confess.

“Hey, don't say that,” Max says softly, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder. “You're not worthless, Sally. You're so much better than you realize.”

“Thanks,” I mumble, my cheeks glowing at his kind words.

“Listen,” Max begins. “I might have something for you. It's not glamorous, but it could help you get back on your feet. We need a cleaner at the office. Would you be interested?”

A mix of emotions swirl inside me—relief, gratitude, and a tinge of embarrassment. But as I look into Max's twinkling eyes, something else stirs deep within me. An unfamiliar, yet undeniably powerful sensation that makes my heart race.
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