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The silk of her dress whispered against her thighs as she walked, a sound that usually filled her with a sense of power. Tonight, it just felt like background noise. Jamie had chosen the emerald green wrap dress precisely because it made her feel like a goddamn queen. It hugged the curve of her belly, accentuated the swell of her hips, and plunged just low enough to offer a generous glimpse of her cleavage. Heads turned as she moved through the restaurant. Men her age, with their receding hairlines and expanding waistlines tucked into expensive shirts, watched her with a familiar, hungry appreciation. She saw it in their eyes: the calculation, the approval, the desire to possess the beautiful, well-dressed accessory.

She used to thrive on that look. Now it just felt hollow.

She slid into the booth, the leather cool through the thin silk. Eric was already there, standing up a little too quickly, his smile a little too wide. He was forty-five, a partner at some consulting firm, divorced. On paper, he was perfect. He had the kind of career her mother would approve of, the kind of stability that was supposed to be the prize after years of dating chaos.

“Jamie. You look... stunning,” he said, his eyes doing a quick, appreciative scan of her body.

“Thanks, Eric. You clean up pretty well yourself.” She gave him the smile she’d perfected, the one that was warm but didn’t quite reach her eyes.

The conversation started like it always did. The safe, rehearsed dance of two people who’d been on too many of these things. Work, travel, mutual acquaintances, the safe, sanitized versions of their lives. He was charming, he was articulate, he paid for the expensive wine without flinching. But Jamie felt the familiar dread coiling in her stomach. It was all surface. There was no spark, no crackle of genuine connection. It was just... pleasant.

Later, back at his pristine, minimalist apartment that looked more like a hotel suite than a home, the dread solidified into a cold, hard lump. His kisses were practiced, his hands moving over her body with a detached expertise that felt more like a medical examination than foreplay. He undressed her with reverence, murmuring about how beautiful she was, but his touch was timid, almost afraid of her flesh.

“You have such a womanly body,” he whispered, his fingers skirting the softness of her belly as if it were a delicate boundary he wasn’t allowed to cross.

She guided his hand, wanting pressure, wanting feeling. But he was so careful, so goddamn polite. When he entered her, it was with a soft, almost apologetic push. There was no force, no hunger. He moved in a steady, predictable rhythm, his breathing laboured in her ear. Jamie closed her eyes, her mind drifting away from the sensation, which was barely there at all. She thought about the stack of reports on her desk, the dry cleaning she needed to pick up, anything to keep from screaming in frustration.

This was the curse. The men her age who wanted a relationship, who could offer stability and conversation, often seemed to have lost the animalistic drive she craved. They fucked like they were following a manual, afraid to break her, or perhaps afraid to unleash something in themselves. And the young guys... God, the young guys. They had the hunger. They’d fuck her with a raw, desperate energy that made her feel truly seen, truly desired in the most primal way. They weren’t afraid of her body; they worshiped it, devoured it. But it always ended the same. A few weeks, maybe a month, of incredible, mind-blowing sex, and then the slow fade. They’d get what they needed and then go find a nice, uncomplicated twenty-five-year-old to marry.
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