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The black silk dress was Steven’s favorite. He’d bought it for me on a trip to Milan, said the color made my eyes pop. I’d saved it for a special occasion. Our tenth anniversary seemed special enough.

I stood before the floor-length mirror, the black silk dress draped over my arm. Slowly, I slipped it on, feeling the cool fabric cascade down my body, hugging every curve as if it had been made just for me. The dress clung to my waist, emphasizing the fullness of my hips and the softness of my stomach. It wasn’t just a dress; it was a statement.

The deep V neckline framed the heavy swell of my breasts, the shadow between them a tantalizing tease that begged for attention. I ran my fingers along the edge of the fabric, feeling the smoothness against my skin, and couldn’t help but admire how it accentuated my cleavage. The back was even more daring, the fabric dipping low to reveal the curve of my spine, stopping just above the cleft of my ass, leaving just enough to the imagination.

I turned slowly, watching my reflection from every angle. My hair, dark and wavy, fell over my shoulders, contrasting with the sleekness of the dress. My lips, painted a bold red, added a touch of defiance to the look. I felt powerful, desired, and undeniably sexy.

As I smoothed the fabric over my thighs, I couldn’t help but think about how this dress was meant to celebrate us, our anniversary, our love. I looked good. No, I looked fuckable. And for the first time in a long time, I wanted to feel that way too.

A text chimed on my phone, lighting up the dim bedroom.

"Sorry, baby. Emergency merger talks. Can’t get out. Rain check? We’ll celebrate this weekend, I promise."

The screen glowed in my reflection’s hand. Rain check. Our tenth anniversary. A fucking rain check.

The anger was a cold, sharp stone in my gut. I didn’t cry. I just stared at my own reflection, the woman in the devastatingly sexy dress with nowhere to go and no one to see her.

No.

The word was clear and solid in my mind. No.

I wasn’t canceling the reservation. I was going. I painted my lips a violent red, spritzed on my most expensive perfume, and slipped into heels that made my legs look a mile long. Let him have his merger. I was having a bottle of wine.

The restaurant was all soft lighting and murmured conversations. The hostess gave my dress an appreciative glance and led me to a small, intimate table. I could feel eyes on me as I walked, the weight of a dozen glances tracing the line of my spine, lingering on my ass. It should have felt uncomfortable. It didn’t. It felt like fuel.

“A bottle of the Pinot Noir,” I told the waiter, not bothering with a glass. “And I’ll order dinner later.”

I drank the first glass too quickly, the warmth spreading through my chest, loosening the knot of anger. I scanned the room, not looking for anything, just… looking. An older couple holding hands. A group of women laughing. A man, alone like me, at the bar.

My gaze snagged on him. He was already watching me, a half-empty glass of amber liquid in his hand. He wasn’t handsome in Steven’s clean-cut, corporate way. This man was rougher. Broad shoulders strained against the dark cotton of his shirt. His jaw was shadowed with stubble, and his eyes were dark, intent. He didn’t look away when I caught him. He just held my stare, a slow, confident intensity that made the wine heat in my veins feel suddenly more potent.

I looked down at my glass, a flush creeping up my neck. This is stupid. I took a slow sip, letting my eyes drift back up.

He was still watching. And this time, he raised his glass in a silent, unmistakable toast. To me.

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was a line. A very clear, very dangerous line. I thought of Steven, probably still in his office, surrounded by papers that were more important than me. I thought of the cold, empty bed waiting for me at home.

I raised my own glass, meeting his toast from across the room.

It was all the invitation he needed. He was off his stool and walking toward my table before I could second-guess the decision. His movement was a rolling, confident gait that spoke of physical ease.

“That’s a brave move,” his voice was a low and direct. “Drinking alone.”

“It’s preferable to drinking with someone who forgets you exist,” I said, the words coming out sharper than I intended, fueled by wine and resentment.

A slow smile touched his lips. Not a smirk. Something darker, more appreciative. “His loss is the view’s gain.” He gestured to the empty chair opposite me. “May I?”

I should have said no. I nodded.

He sat, his presence immediately shrinking the table, dominating the space. He introduced himself as Liam. I didn’t offer my name. Here, tonight, I didn’t want to be Amy, Steven’s forgotten wife. I just wanted to be the woman in the black dress.

We talked. Or rather, he asked questions and I answered, each sip of wine making me more loose-lipped, more honest about my disappointment, my loneliness. He listened, his dark eyes never leaving my face.

“He doesn’t see you,” Liam stated, his voice dropping even lower. It wasn’t a question. “A man would have to be blind not to see what’s in front of him. Not to want to reach out and touch it.”

His words were a physical thing, a hand skimming over my skin. The air between us crackled, thick and hot. The polite chatter of the restaurant faded into a dull hum.
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