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By Riley Storm

"Did you remember to pick up the dry cleaning?" Claire asked, watching her husband scroll through his phone at the kitchen island.

Mark didn’t look up. "Hmm? Oh. No. Got caught up in a call."

She exhaled through her nose, stirring her coffee with more force than necessary. The silence between them stretched like the untouched bed sheets upstairs—cold, stiff, perfectly made for weeks.

The ad popped into her head while she was scrubbing mascara stains from the bathroom sink. Just a fleeting thought at first—something reckless, absurd. But then she paused, fingers gripping the porcelain. Why not? Mark barely glanced at her unless it was to ask where his blue tie was. She opened Reddit before she could talk herself out of it, thumbs hovering over the screen. *Married but lonely. Maybe looking for more.*

Dozens of replies flooded in within minutes—predictable, vulgar, lazy. Then one stood out. A photo, casually cropped at the waist, dark skin taut over lean muscle. *You free today?* The message was blunt. So was the thick, unmistakable outline pressing against his jeans.

Her throat went dry. She'd never—not with someone like *him*. Not with anyone besides Mark in twelve years. But her pulse hammered as she typed back: *Coffee first.*

The cafe was neutral ground, safe. She wore her gray blouse—the one that didn’t cling, didn’t invite. But when he walked in, all confidence and easy smiles, her knees pressed together under the table. "So," he said, sliding into the chair opposite her. "You married, or just bored?"

Claire’s fingers tightened around her cup. She should’ve lied. But the truth spilled out anyway. "Both."

He chuckled, low and warm, leaning back in his chair like he already knew her life story. "Figures. Name’s Darius. Just got out of a six-year thing myself—guess that makes us even." His thumb brushed the rim of his espresso cup, deliberate. "Except I’m not the one still wearing a ring,” he said, casually nodding to the giant diamond ring on her left hand.

Heat crawled up her neck. She hadn’t even realized she’d twisted the band absently. Darius noticed, of course. He seemed to notice everything—the way her breath hitched when his knee bumped hers under the table, how she bit her lip to keep from staring at the veins in his forearms. Personal trainer, he’d said. It showed.

"So," he murmured, tilting his head. "You wanna talk about your shitty husband, or you wanna see if I can make you forget his name?" The challenge in his voice sent a jolt through her. No pretense. No games. Just hunger, sharp as the line of his jaw.

Claire’s laugh came out shaky. "You’re—"

"Confident?" He grinned, all white teeth and mischief. "Yeah. Comes with the job. Clients pay me to push ’em past their limits." His gaze dropped to her mouth. "You look like you could use a little... stress relief."
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