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"You’re throwing your life away, Claire!"

Her father’s voice still rang in her head — thunderous, furious, echoing through the walls of the house she had stormed out of ten years ago. That night had changed everything. She was twenty-four, beautiful, impulsive, and hopelessly enchanted by Jack — the man she thought would rescue her from a quiet, respectable life.

Back then, Jack had been all smirks and swagger. The leather jacket, the reckless charm, the way he called her "baby" like it was a secret only he could say out loud. He was dangerous, and she wanted danger. She didn’t want arranged introductions or the safe accountant her parents had picked out. She wanted to live. She wanted fire.

So she’d chosen him. Fought for him. Left everything behind for him.

Now, at thirty-four, Claire stared at the stained ceiling of their cramped one-bedroom apartment. The kitchen sink dripped again. The floor creaked under the weight of emptiness. And beside her, Jack was snoring — passed out drunk — one hand still limply cupping her breast like he owned it.

He’d lasted barely a minute. No foreplay. No kissing. No asking.

Just a grunt, a thrust, a groan — and it was over.

Again.

Claire slowly pulled away from him and sat up, her large breasts rising with each deep, frustrated breath. She wrapped the sheet around her chest and stared at the dark window. Ten years ago, men used to stare at her like she was sin walking on heels. Busty, curvy, young. They used to turn their heads when she passed. Jack used to brag about how hot she looked. Now he didn’t even look at her.

And worse — he gave her nothing. Not money. Not love. Not even decent sex.

She worked double shifts at the dental clinic just to pay the rent and stock the fridge. And his goddamn whiskey. Every Friday night, she’d find empty bottles stuffed behind the toilet tank or under the couch cushions, like he was clever. Like she couldn’t smell the rot on his breath.

Claire clenched her thighs together, biting her lower lip. It had been months since she’d actually felt anything. She didn’t even masturbate anymore — too exhausted, too angry, too starved. But tonight, something twisted in her gut. A burn. A twitch. A spark she hadn’t felt in years.

Maybe it was the way Jack moaned her name lazily before passing out, like she should be thankful.

Maybe it was the reminder of how hard she had fought for him.

Or maybe — it was the quiet truth rising like steam in her chest.

She didn’t just want sex. She wanted to be seen again. Touched. Taken. Worshipped.

She was thirty-four, still beautiful, still so fucking alive — and rotting in a dead man’s bed.

The morning sun filtered through the grimy blinds, casting pale lines across the cramped living room. Claire stood by the stove in her faded robe, stirring instant oatmeal with one hand, brushing her long dark hair out of her face with the other.

Behind her, Jack shuffled in, shirtless, smelling faintly of sweat and stale whiskey. His hair was wild, eyes red-rimmed, but his voice came out smooth — too smooth.
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"MORNING, BABE," HE said, wrapping his arms around her waist like nothing was wrong. "I’m sorry about last night."

Claire didn’t flinch. Didn’t lean in. Just kept stirring.

"Which part?" she asked dryly. "The minute-long marathon or the bottle of Jameson I found in the laundry hamper?"

He chuckled like it was cute. "Come on, don’t be like that. I’m serious. I hate when we fight."

Claire finally turned to look at him, raising an eyebrow. His gaze drifted lazily down her chest — the robe barely clinging shut — and she caught that flicker of old hunger in his eyes. Not love. Not guilt. Just need.

And not for her.

"Let me guess," she said, reaching into her purse without waiting for his answer. "You're sorry, you're trying, and you just need... what? Forty? Fifty?"

"Just twenty," he said sheepishly, like it made a difference. "For now. I’ll pay you back, babe. I’ve got something big lined up. Met a guy who’s launching this crypto thing — could be huge."

Claire barked a short, hollow laugh and tossed the bill on the counter like a bone.

"You mean that jobless buddy of yours who sleeps on his sister’s couch and thinks memes are a business model?"

Jack winced. "He’s got connections, Claire. You always think I’m just—"

"A dreamer?" she cut in. "No, Jack. Dreamers do something. You nap through mine."

The silence hung between them. He looked down, pretending to be wounded, then pocketed the twenty with a muttered “Thanks.”

Claire turned back to the oatmeal. Her face didn’t change, but her thoughts screamed.

Every morning is the same. A sweet word, an apology, and a lie dressed up in hope. He’s not a man with a plan. He’s a boy with excuses.

And I’m the idiot who keeps funding them.

Jack kissed her shoulder, quick and absent. “I’m telling you. This is the one. Just give it time.”

Claire sighed and stared at the spoon in her hand, the oatmeal slowly thickening into paste.

"Sure, Jack. I’ll pencil in your millions between the electric bill and your bar tab.”
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A DOG’S REVIEW
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CLAIRE STEPPED OFF the bus, tugging her cardigan tighter around her chest. The morning was brisk, but her blouse beneath hugged her curves — not intentionally provocative, just... fitted. She didn’t have time for wardrobe changes or careful layering. She barely had time for herself.

Her heels clicked across the sidewalk, and like clockwork, heads turned.

Men by the juice stall paused mid-sip. A security guard gave a full-body scan while pretending to adjust his walkie-talkie. One guy even slowed his scooter just to gawk at the sway of her hips.

Claire didn’t respond. Not with her eyes. Not with her mouth. But inside, something small — something long buried — stirred.

They still look. After all these years, they still want.

She wouldn’t give them a smile, but the quiet satisfaction curled like smoke in her chest.

By the time she reached the dental clinic — a polished little office tucked between a bank and a pharmacy — she had her game face on. She stepped inside, greeted the receptionist with a nod, and headed toward her desk.

"Claire," came a voice from behind.

She didn’t need to turn to know it was Phill — senior associate, mid-forties, silver at the temples, and a little too smooth for someone who claimed he was “happily married.”

"Good morning, sir," she said politely, stopping beside the copier.

Phill gave her a once-over. His eyes didn’t linger — not enough to get him in trouble — but Claire felt the heat behind the glance.

"Weekly reviews," he said, voice low and slow, like he was unwrapping something. "I assume your reports are tighter than last time."

Claire smiled lightly, professionally.

"All departments are aligned. I’ve double-checked the numbers and updated the appointment flow. You’ll find it tighter than a drum."

Phill chuckled — not at the efficiency. At the phrasing.

“Good,” he murmured. “I like things... neat. Controlled. Thorough.” His eyes met hers. “But not too stiff. You know?”

Claire didn’t blink. Her expression stayed calm, her voice measured.

“Of course. Wouldn’t want things getting too... rigid.”

There was a beat of silence. A quiet power tug-of-war beneath polite words.

Phill tilted his head, clearly enjoying the dance. “You’ve got a sharp tongue, Claire. It’ll take you far.”

“I’ll make sure it only speaks when needed,” she replied smoothly. “Especially in professional settings.”

Phill smiled thinly — not defeated, but intrigued.

“Bring the review summary to my office at 2. I prefer going over things in person. One-on-one.”

She nodded, turning away before he could say more. Her heels clicked with purpose.

But as she sat down at her desk, flipping open her laptop, her thoughts spiraled.

That tone. That gaze. He didn’t want a report. He wanted control. Ownership.

Like he thought she’d fold for a few compliments and corporate innuendos.

Men always saw the curves first. Never the spine.
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2:04 PM.

Claire stepped into Phill’s office holding a neatly printed report and a neutral smile. The blinds were half-closed, the room dimly lit, and Phill — of course — was seated behind his desk, shirt sleeves rolled up just enough to show forearms that probably still thought they were twenty-five.

“Right on time,” he said, gesturing to the chair across from him.

Claire sat down smoothly, crossing her legs — not for his benefit. Just because it was comfortable. But the way his eyes dipped — he noticed. Of course he did.

She placed the report in front of him. “Weekly metrics are up in patient flow and retention. Hygiene bookings are still lagging, but we’re adjusting follow-up timing. It’s all in there.”

Phill didn’t look at the paper.

His eyes stayed on her.

“You’re very... detail-oriented, Claire,” he said slowly, drawing out her name like he was tasting it.

“I believe in precision,” she replied crisply, her tone unfazed. “It saves time.”

Phill leaned back, fingers steepled under his chin. “Time isn’t always something I want to save. Some things are better when they’re... slow. Thorough.”

Claire’s lips tightened in what could almost pass as a smile.

“Noted. I’ll be sure to slow down the patient reminder calls, then.”

Phill chuckled, but his eyes darkened.

“You know, sometimes I wonder why you’ve never pushed higher in this place,” he said. “You’re sharp. Strategic. Not just another pretty face.”

Claire met his gaze without blinking. “Appreciate the flattery. I’m sure it sounds genuine after you’ve said it to half the floor.”

He smirked, unashamed. “Maybe. But none of them have your fire. You walk in like you own the room... but you don’t let anyone touch the throne.”

She tilted her head slightly. “That’s because no one’s earned it.”

Phill’s eyes narrowed, the smallest twitch of frustration breaking through the charm.

Claire rose smoothly, gathering her file. “We done?”

He cleared his throat, shifting in his seat — almost as if his pants had betrayed him. “Yeah. For now.”

She walked out
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