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The Wi-Fi had been out for three days now, and Megan watched with thinning patience as her husband crawled around their living room floor like a desperate man searching for water in a desert. Manuals lay scattered everywhere, their pages dog-eared and useless. Wires hung from the router like entrails, yanked free in his frustration. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he muttered again about not needing "some overpriced repairman" to fix what he could handle himself. She crossed her arms over her chest, leaning against the doorframe, watching him fail for the hundredth time.

"David, this is ridiculous," she said, her voice sharp with irritation. "Just call the company."

"I've almost got it," he snapped, not looking up as he jammed a cable into the wrong port for the third time. "I don't need to waste eighty bucks on some guy pressing a reset button."

Megan rolled her eyes. The living room had become a disaster zone of technical manuals, twisted cables, and her husband's wounded pride. David had always been this way—stubbornly insisting he could handle things that were clearly beyond him, refusing help until the situation became unbearable. They'd gone through this same routine with the kitchen sink, the washing machine, and now the Wi-Fi.

"It's been three fucking days," she said, checking her phone again. No signal, not even a hint of connectivity. "I can't even check my email."

David grunted, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. His t-shirt was stained with perspiration, hair disheveled. He looked pathetic, but too proud to admit it. "Just give me another hour."

The doorbell rang, cutting through the tension. Megan's eyebrows shot up. "That'll be the cable guy."

"You called someone?" David looked up, betrayal written across his face. "After I specifically said—"

"I'm not living in the digital stone age because of your ego, David." She turned toward the door, ignoring his protests behind her.

When she pulled the door open, Megan felt her irritation immediately give way to something else. The man standing on her porch wasn't what she'd expected—not some scrawny tech nerd with a pocket protector, but a broad-shouldered specimen who filled the doorframe with casual confidence. His company polo stretched tight across his chest, and a heavy tool bag hung from one hand like it weighed nothing at all. Dark eyes swept over her in a quick, appreciative glance, and a knowing smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth.

"Internet trouble?" he asked, his voice deep and slightly amused.

Megan nodded, suddenly aware of how she must look—hair hastily tied back, no makeup, wearing only yoga pants and a thin t-shirt with no bra. She hadn't bothered dressing properly since they weren't expecting anyone. Until she'd made the call, of course.

"I'm Jason," he said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. His eyes flicked immediately to the chaos in the living room, taking in the scattered manuals and tangled wires. His gaze settled on David, who was scrambling to his feet, looking flustered and defensive.

"Looks like you've been at this for a while," Jason said, the amusement in his voice unmistakable now.

David's face flushed red. "I have it under control," he said, fumbling with the router as if trying to appear competent. "Just a few connectivity issues."

Jason's smirk widened as he set his tool bag down. "Sure, man. Whatever you say." He glanced at the pile of manuals, then at the sweat stains on David's shirt. "Been working hard, huh?"

The tension in the room was thick enough to cut. Megan stood back, watching the silent battle of masculinity unfolding in her living room. David clutched the router like it was a lifeline, while Jason surveyed the mess with the confident air of someone who knew exactly what the problem was and how pathetic the attempted solution had been.

"Look," Jason said, his tone shifting to something more professional but still edged with that same amusement, "I need to check a few things. Why don't you go make yourself useful and check the breaker box? Sometimes these outages are caused by power fluctuations."

David opened his mouth as if to argue, but the reasonable suggestion left him with no room to object without looking even more incompetent. "Fine," he muttered, setting the router down with unnecessary force. "I was going to check that next anyway."
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