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Chapter 1: The deal

⚜

There were six days left, and for the first time the number meant something.

I had stopped counting weeks ago, back when counting only hollowed you out, turned a sentence into a slow subtraction you performed against yourself every night before the lights went amber. You learned not to. You learned to let the days come and be used and go, the way the wing wanted, and one morning you woke up and the count had quietly become a body instead of a number - trained, ready, answering before it was asked. That was the trick of the place. It took the arithmetic out of your head and put it in your hips, and then the arithmetic stopped hurting.

But six was different. Six had a door at the end of it.

I lay on my side under the wool and watched the amber go grey at the high windows and let myself feel the strangeness of it, two days after the donor night, the count suddenly with teeth again because now it ran toward something. Six mornings. Six and then a far door I had never used, the one they let you out of - a door that had only ever been an idea to me, something that happened to other women on other mornings while I stayed behind the bars and watched. I had six mornings until it happened to me. I had thought I would never understand how a woman could be here, completely, and then simply be gone. I understood it now. I was six days from being one of them.

I ran the slow inventory I ran every morning, and the body gave back its usual answer. Ready. The wing had built me into something that came awake warm, a half-step ahead of the day: cool air on my bare breasts, the wool rough under my hip, the round weight of me settling as I rolled. Five foot three, olive-skinned, dark waves loose past my shoulders, full through the hips and heavy at the chest in a way the place had long since formed opinions about. Men asked for me by name now; the response the wing had spent weeks working into my nerves had gone ambient, something my body simply did, the way other bodies sweated. There was nothing left in the wing that could surprise me. That was supposed to be the prize. Mostly it felt like the end of a book I had not finished reading.

Across the ring, Hannah was still asleep in her own cell, one bare arm thrown up over her honey-blonde hair, the thin gold cross fallen sideways into the hollow of her throat. Even sleeping she had that quality the wing had pulled out of her in a single furious week - a kind of forward lean, as if her slight frame, the breasts too heavy for it, the fair skin that pinked at nothing, were tilted toward whatever the day would bring her next. A week ago, a virgin. Now a prodigy, the board's word and not mine. She slept like a girl who could not wait to wake up.

The lights clicked white at six, and I sat up into my last week.

The senior came for us after the count, which was the first sign that something was off the schedule, because the senior did not come for anyone. He sat at the post with his grey-templed calm and let the wing run itself toward him. When his shape filled the bars of my cell with three mugs of coffee balanced in his hands, real coffee, the steam of it turning in the cold morning air, I knew before he said a word that I was being offered something, and that I was not going to like how much I wanted it.

"Walk with me," he said. "Bring the girl."

We took it in the Commons, the three of us, the wing moving in its quiet routine around the edges of the room. He gave me a mug. He gave Hannah one. He did not sit so much as settle, the way a man settles who has run this conversation enough times to know exactly where it goes.

"You're at six," he said to me. Not a question. He had the count better than I did.

"Six."

"There's a last tier to the program. Most never get offered it. You two have." He turned the mug a quarter-turn on his knee. "General population. The men's block, the main facility, not the wing. The real thing, the whole population of it. We run a fast-track through it. Block-days count double." He let that sit a beat, watching me do the math he had already done. "Three days in the block, double time, and the six you've got left are served. You walk out the fourth morning."

The number landed in my hips before it landed anywhere else. Three days instead of six, the whole of it gone in half the time, and the way out at the far side of them.

"And her," I said, because that was what I needed to know first.

"Knocks the best part of a week off her clock." He looked at Hannah, who had gone very still over her coffee in the particular way she went still when she was about to be unbearable. "She's got better than a month left. She wouldn't normally be near a tier like this. But the board likes what she's become." A dry flicker at the corner of his mouth. "They like it a great deal."

"We'll do it," Hannah said.

"Hannah."

"We'll do it." She was past it, gone three days into it, her hands tight around the mug and the flush climbing her throat over the little gold cross, and I understood with a lurch that was half exasperation and half something much warmer that she had decided before he finished the sentence, the way she decided everything now, with her whole body and none of her caution.

The senior didn't smile, but something in him approved. He turned back to me, because I was the one he still had to land.

"I'll be plain with you, because you've earned plain." He set the mug down. "There's no schedule in there. No privilege hours, no events, no one walking it down off a clipboard. No me, once I've walked you in. After that it's the block, and it runs itself. You wear the skirt and nothing else, same as in here, and that's the only marker you've got, and in there it marks you completely. You're free use to the whole population, around the clock, no off. That includes asleep. A man can take you out of a dream at three in the morning and that's inside the rules you'd be signing."

The coffee had gone hot in my hand. Beside me I heard Hannah's breath snag on around the clock and not quite right itself, the small hitch of a body getting ahead of the briefing.

He held my eyes. "Same safeword. 'Safehouse,' any moment, and it stops, and you finish whatever's left the ordinary way. Nobody's going to make you say it. In there, nobody has to. That's the whole design. But you should walk in knowing what you're walking into."

The Commons went on being quiet around us. Somewhere behind me a girl laughed at something, low.

Here was the part I could not say out loud across a coffee in front of the man holding the door open: that the offer was cruel in a way he would never intend, because it was the best anyone had ever put in front of me and also the end of everything. Three days of more than the wing in all its careful rationing had ever given me - and the wing had given me everything, had taken a woman who came in counting and made her into a body that ran toward the count. And then, on the far side of those three days, the door. The reservoir, and then nothing. The most I would ever be handed, and then out into a world that did not have a single rule that fit me anymore.

I should have been afraid of it. Some old part of me, the part that had walked in here a month ago, counting and flinching, went looking for the fear out of habit. It wasn't there. What was there, when I checked, was lower and warmer and certain - the same yes my body gave to a hand at the small of my back: yes, and how soon.

And Hannah, who would go in alone if I said no, who would go in grinning and unguarded into a population I had not seen and could not measure, with no one in there who belonged to her the way I did.

"Three days," I said.

"Three days. On the fourth morning you're out the far door. She comes back to the wing and serves out the rest." He stood, and the grey crown of him caught the white light. "It's the last thing the program's got. After this there's only the door." He looked at me when he said it, and I wondered if he knew exactly what he'd put his thumb on. "Take the morning. Tell me at lunch."

I did not need the morning. But I took the coffee, and I drank it, and across the small table Hannah was watching me with her whole flushed face, already knowing, and I gave her the smallest nod and watched it go through her like current.

I told him at lunch, two words, and we signed where his pencil pointed, Hannah's name going down before mine, and after the noon count we were walked down in the wing's short grey skirts, bare above and beneath, Hannah carrying the grey roll they let us bring - plugs, lube, the wand, the one kit allowed past the gate. I learned the first of it before I ever saw the block.

I heard it.

The wing had a sound I had stopped hearing weeks ago, which was almost no sound at all, the hush of a place built to be controlled, voices kept low, every act of it scheduled and witnessed and closed off behind a clipboard. I had forgotten there was any other way for a building full of bodies to sound until Carver signed us through the first security door - the program counselor, intake and releases both, her binder under one arm - and we went down a grey corridor toward the second, the noise coming up through the floor to meet us.

It was the noise of hundreds. A low continuous roar with edges in it, voices stacked on voices, steel ringing somewhere high, a wall of human sound so far past the wing's curated quiet that my skin had an opinion about it before my mind did. The corridor got warmer as we went, or I did. By the time the second gate came into view my breath had gone shallow and high in my chest and there was a slow heavy pull starting low in me, the body reading something it had no file for and answering anyway.

Hannah pressed in against my side as we walked - not from fear; she was warm down her whole flank where she touched me, and when I glanced at her the flush had spread off her throat and down across the tops of her breasts and her breath was coming as quick and shallow as mine. She caught me looking and her mouth curved, helpless and bright.

I had been the wing's veteran. There was no act left in there I had not been taken through, no first I had not already spent. I'd thought I was walking into the block with nothing left to learn. I understood, in that warming corridor with the roar coming up through my feet, that I had been wrong about which lesson was left. It wasn't an act - it was scale. In a month of being handed over one booking at a time, on a schedule, with every hour of it logged and rationed, I had never once been turned loose to a whole population at once, the door locked behind me and no off to it at all, nothing between us but a grey skirt that stopped half an inch short of decent. My body had no idea how big the want was. It was about to find out, and it was wet for the finding.

The senior keyed the second gate himself.

The block opened around us.

It went up. That was what hit me first, after the wing's single flat ring: the sheer vertical of it, tiers of open-fronted cells stacked four high around a central well, steel stairs zigzagging the walls, catwalks running the levels under hard white fluorescent light. The ground floor was a wide concrete dayroom with corridors opening off it toward the wash-block, the mess, the yard. And men. Men everywhere: bare forearms hooked over the rails, prison-issue shirts stretched across shoulders, shaved heads and inked necks turning as we came through, more men than I had seen in one place in my life, a whole standing population of them.

The roar dropped when we came through the gate.

It didn't stop. It dropped, fell through itself into something lower and more attentive, the sound of hundreds of men all turning the same direction at once. Two women walked in out of the women's wing in grey skirts and nothing else, bare to the waist, bare under the hem, and the block went held-breath still, and then, after a beat, very much not still. The not-stillness moved through them in a ripple I could feel on my skin, a shifting and a leaning and a low spreading murmur, hundreds of men reading the only marker we wore and understanding all of it. I felt the attention land on my breasts and my bare thighs and the cut of the skirt across my hips like weight, like hands that hadn't reached me yet. Beside me Hannah made a small sound, not a frightened one.

"Ground tier, end cell," the senior said, walking us across the dayroom under all of it. He stopped us at an open cell on the bottom row: a cot, a basin, concrete on three sides, and in front, where a barred door should have been, only the open mouth of it onto the dayroom. "No door," he said, following my eyes. "Never any door. They come and go as they please, day and night. That's the deal you took." He said it without weight, a man reading the last line of a contract. "It's yours till the morning you leave."

Then he did the only move left to him. He stepped back through the gate, and it racked shut behind him, the bolt seating in the keep with a sound I felt in my teeth. No staff on our side of it now, no post, no one whose job was to say when. Just the two of us in our grey skirts at the mouth of a doorless cell, and a whole block of men between us and the locked gate.

I made myself read the room, because reading the room was the last veteran trick I had. And I saw the shape of it almost at once, the order the noise had been hiding: the block had a hierarchy to it. The nearest men had begun to drift in, a loose tightening of the crowd toward the end cell, but they drifted around two fixed points, the way water goes around stone. Near the foot of the stairs, big in a way that made the men beside him ordinary, dark-skinned and shaved-headed and unmistakable even after weeks, Darius stood with his arms loose at his sides and watched me come into his world for the first time. He gave me the nod. The same one he'd always given me on his privilege days in the wing, the one that ran straight back through everything without breaking, and here in his own place it meant more than it ever had. And past him, at the back of the dayroom, not moving at all, a head and shoulders above the standing crowd, the black ink running down one enormous arm: Sione, watching, the way weather watches. The men nearest them did not crowd them. The order of the place was written in that small clearing of space, and I understood without a word that the first claim was theirs to take or to wave on, by a rule the block kept for itself, and that everyone here already knew it but me.

Hannah's hand found mine and held it.

The drift had become a closing. They came in slow, the nearest men, unhurried because urgency belonged to places that ran out, and this place did not run out - there was always going to be more, the tiers above us filling at the rails, the dayroom tightening toward the open cell by inches. The heat of them reached me before the men themselves did, the want of them packed close and pressing in ahead of any hand. I could see, now, that the nearest of them had gone hard. Most of them. The grey skirt and nothing under it had done that across a room in under a minute, and the knowledge of it went through me low and hot.

Someone stepped in close at my back. I felt the warmth of a chest behind my shoulder blades, near enough that his breath stirred my hair, and still he didn't touch me. To my other side a man's shadow fell across Hannah, and she turned her bright flushed face up to it, eager and unhidden. The cell was at my spine. The tier was full above me. The block had closed the last of the distance, and the only thing left in the stacked steel world of it was the next breath and the bodies that would fill it.

A hand found the curve of my hip.

Just the heat of the palm at first, broad and certain through the thin grey cotton, and behind it all the rest of it: the smell of male skin and warm concrete, the press of bodies, the whole roaring vertical block leaning in around two bare women and a cell with no door. Hannah's fingers laced tight through mine. Above us a man swung down off the rail and started across, slow and certain, because the door had already locked behind us. My breath was gone. My hips had begun to turn toward the heat before I asked them to, a month of training pulled taut toward the one thing it had never been pointed at and wanted now past all sense.

The fingers began to close.

And I let the last of the wing go.
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Chapter 2: The cell, night and morning

⚜

Isurfaced out of sleep slowly, with no clean line between under and over, and lay for a while not knowing what part of the night it was - only that I was naked and used and that the slick along the inside of my thighs hadn't gone cold.

I had one image of how it began, sharp and held: a hand closing on my hip the way the corridor had promised, my grey skirt skinned up off me and tossed to the foot of the cot beside the grey roll of plugs and lube we'd carried down from the wing, Hannah's gone with it, her breath breaking against my shoulder in a laugh. The two big shapes from the gate had looked their fill and let the floor have us first - Darius nearer, the bigger one quiet at the back, the block keeping its order without a word said - and the floor did not wait twice. The first man bent me to the concrete while the tier leaned over the rail to watch. After that it stopped being a record and became a flood. Somewhere the lights had dropped to the block's amber night-wash, low along the catwalks. Somewhere the press had thinned to a trickle. Somewhere Hannah and I had folded down into each other on the narrow cot and slept.

Not that the trickle stopped for long. Even half under I'd felt them - a shape at the open mouth of the cell where a door should have been, a body dipping the edge of the cot, a palm dragging over my hip or weighing the heavy fall of my breast, and then a mouth somewhere, taking what it wanted of me while I drifted, giving it back in a long low pull that ran out along my spine and dissolved into sleep again. I never surfaced all the way for it; even under, I was already turning toward it, giving the same yes with my hips. Trained past the need to wake for it, I took what came and stayed down, and I learned the truth of the thing the senior had said over the coffee. That includes asleep. It did. By the time I rose far enough to think about it, it was the most ordinary fact in the world.

Hannah was a furnace against my back. She slept the way she did everything now, all in - one arm slung over my waist, her face pushed between my shoulder blades, the soft crushed weight of her breasts against my spine, one knee hooked up over my thigh. The thin chain at her throat had slid round in the night and lay cool where she breathed on me. I lay in the cradle of her and let the block move through its low amber dimness, footsteps ringing on the steel somewhere above, a cough, the long animal murmur of a building full of men that never entirely went quiet. I was wet before I was properly awake, because that was simply where I lived now.

That was when something blunt and smooth found my mouth.

It brushed my lips before I had any picture of the man it belonged to - a slow deliberate drag across my parted mouth, salt and skin and the give of soft over hard. Some part of me ran out ahead of my thinking, turned toward it, and opened.

"Fuck yes," I said, into the head of him, slurred and half-dreaming. I no more decided to say it than I'd decided to breathe.

He pushed in over my tongue and I took him, eyes still shut. I couldn't see him and didn't try. He was a kneeling weight at the head of the cot, a rough palm cupping the back of my skull, and the dimness made him only what he gave me - the thick salt of him sliding over my tongue, the low sound he made when my throat opened and let him further, my jaw stretching sweetly wide and then forgetting it had. I worked him without ever fully waking, drool slicking down my chin into the thin mattress, the whole of me unspooling toward the press of his hand and the fullness filling my mouth.

Behind me Hannah stirred.

I felt her come awake against my spine in increments - the arm at my waist tightening, the small catch in her breath, the lift of her up onto one elbow to see. She didn't speak. She watched me take him, her breath gone quick at my shoulder, and then her hand slid off me and down between her own thighs and I felt the rhythm of it start against the back of my hip, her wrist working, her breath snagging on each pass. She touched herself watching me suck a man she'd never seen, and the noise she made low in her throat was as natural as a stretch.

Then she came round.

She fitted herself along the front of the man's thighs and got her mouth under him - I felt the shift of his weight, the changed catch in his breathing, the brush of her hair against my chin. She found his balls and took them softly while I worked the rest, and we shared him with nothing agreed at all, no word, no plan, only two women finding the rhythm by feel. My lips dragged up the shaft and her tongue met them at the base; I sank back down and she traced the long underside of him as I went; our mouths met over the slick head and we kissed around it, his cock held between our tongues, and the man let out a long unsteady breath like a thing coming undone.

And while my mouth was still full of him, the cot dipped behind me again.

A second weight came up over my back, broad and solid, settling along the length of me. A flat palm spread between my shoulder blades and eased my hips up off the mattress, and I went, folding forward without ever letting the first man slip from my lips. None of them spoke. Prison-issue cotton rasped against the backs of my thighs as he knelt in close, and then it was gone, and I felt him slot heavy into the cleft of me and knew where this one meant to go. I'd taken a creampie somewhere in the first hours - felt it leftover and slippery, a slickness still leaking from me that wasn't mine - and my hips made the answer before I could. I lifted into him and let my thighs fall open and that was all the cell ever needed.

Hannah did the rest.

She came up beside us on her knees, eager, and set both palms on the cheeks of my ass and spread me. Opened me to him with her thumbs, sure-fingered, the way I had once knelt behind her and worked her open with my own hands, easing her ready for the first man too big for her to take cold. The turn of it ran through me dizzy and low - the girl I'd trained now presenting the veteran, delighted, kneeling over me to hold me apart for a stranger. She thumbed me wide and I heard the breath go out of her at the sight, and her fingertips traced the slick rim of me, working that leftover wet into it, guiding him his way in.

He pushed, and I opened, and he sank into me deep and complete.

There was no fight in it. The slick she'd worked into me, the long certainty trained into me - he filled me by degrees, the broad head stretching the rim of me wide and then the long thick push of the rest, sliding home inch over inch until his hips sat flush against the round of my ass and the whole weight of him lodged in me. I pushed back into it with a sound I felt more than heard, my mouth still working the first man above me, his cock dragging wet over my tongue with every roll the second man drove into me from behind. Two of them at once, front and back, and Hannah holding me open for the one while she helped me suck the other - she kept me spread the whole way, her thumbs framing the stretched ring of me where he disappeared, leaning in so close I felt her breath low on my back. A rough hand found my hip and gripped; a forearm braced against the cot frame beside my head, slick with sweat, smelling of cheap soap and salt. When he drew almost out and drove again she made a marveling noise against my skin.

The first man went over with a fist in my hair, pulling free across my mouth at the last, and the cell filled with the slick weight of him - across my tongue, my lips, the corner of Hannah's mouth where she'd swung up to catch what she could. I turned to her with the man still moving in me from behind, and she was already turning to me, and we shared it mouth to mouth, open and slow, the salt of him sliding between our tongues until there was nothing left but the taste. She swallowed and laughed soft against my lips, and the first man was a shape pulling back out into the dayroom, gone, never a face I'd have known by morning.

I came on the second man like that - kissed, filled, spread - deep and rolling, no climb to it and no warning, just the long pull catching and tightening and breaking open while he stayed lodged to the root. He followed a beat after, buried, a low groan and the deep pulse of him, and then his weight lifted away and the spend of him stayed leaking, and Hannah was already pressing her face to it, licking him from where he ran out of me, cleaning me with her tongue and humming.

And that was the shape of the night.

It ran like that, a loose unhurried chain, men ghosting in off the dark dayroom one and two at a time - no door to knock at, no need. I stopped keeping any account of them. They were weight and salt and the rasp of cotton, sweat under a braced forearm, soap-and-skin on a palm I'd never see, and Hannah and I traded them by feel - her mouth on one while another moved in me, my hand steering a man down to where she knelt, the two of us folding around whoever came with the thoughtless coordination of girls who'd learned each other's bodies cold. We were filled and we leaked and we were filled again. Spend cooled in the slick of me and was painted over by the next set of hands; it ran out of me when a man pulled clear and I felt Hannah's tongue chase it, then her mouth back on mine sharing the taste. More than once I drifted up out of a near-doze to find I was already being taken, my hips already moving, my cunt already slick and stretched around someone, two steps ahead of the rest of me. Once a man paused only long enough to hook a finger under Hannah's chain and lift the little cross off her damp skin to see it, before she pulled him down by the wrist. Other times she fed my own mouth what a man had left in hers, the slick of it passing between us, and we went hunting for the next before the taste had faded. A palm cupping the heavy underside of my breast in the dark; a thumb pressed to my lower lip; the long blunt push of a cock finding me already open and ready for it - the contact never stopped long enough for me to surface clear of it. I lost track of where one finished and another began, and the not-knowing was the whole of the pleasure - no clipboard, no name, no hour that would close and send them off, only the dark and the next blunt weight and the girl breathing against me through all of it.

There was a stretch, somewhere deep in it, when no one came at all. Hannah and I lay tangled and slick and idly kept each other going - her fingers working in me and mine in her, foreheads pressed close, the gold chain caught between us - not because we needed touching but because the wanting hadn't stopped and there was no reason it should. We came against each other's hands, easy and unspectacular, two women keeping a low fire lit; and then the cot dipped once more and a new body folded over us, and we opened to it together without a word.

The light, when it came, didn't change a thing. It only let me see it.

The block woke by degrees, the amber giving way to a hard white wash coming up tier by tier, a tier gate clanging somewhere above, the rolling murmur of a population getting its feet under it. I came up into the grey-going-white of it loose and languid, the leftover slick of the whole night cooling on my skin, Hannah's head heavy on my chest. Morning found no inventory waiting in me - no tally of damage, no place that flinched, none of the careful private accounting the old version of me would have run. I woke wet and open and already filling back up with want. Hungry, simple as that, as if the night had only shown my body where to start.

Hannah lifted her head and blinked up into the new light, and the smile broke across her face slow and absolutely shameless. She looked like a girl on the first morning of a holiday. The chain had settled back into the hollow of her throat; her mouth still soft and full from the work of it; the flush was already climbing her chest at nothing more than the sight of the cell beginning to fill again at its open mouth. She propped her chin on my sternum and grinned, and it went through me like the first sip of something good.

"Morning," she said, and that was the whole of it, and it was enough.

The cell was filling. In the daylight I could see them where the night had only let me feel them - men gathering easy at the cell's open mouth and along the tier outside it, in no rush, because in a place that never closed nobody had to hurry. A few had drifted in already. A hand settled on the back of Hannah's thigh and she arched into it with a happy sound, then reached back and pulled the man in by the wrist herself, up onto her knees and already looking past him for the next, and just like that the morning picked up where the dark had left off.

Then Darius came down off the stairs.

I knew the shape of him before I could see his face - the sheer size, the shaved head, the easy roll of all that muscle moving through the crowd, and the crowd giving him his room without being asked. He crossed the dayroom and into the mouth of the cell and the other men eased back off me the way they'd eased back off him at the stairs, the block's quiet order working itself out without a word. He crouched at the side of the cot, that big dark frame folding down to my level, and he looked at me with the same steady recognition he'd always had - across all my weeks in the wing, on the privilege days he'd been brought through - only now it belonged to his world instead of mine, and that changed the weight of it.

"You found your way in," he said. Low. Almost a smile, the rare one.

"They walked me." My voice was rough and low from the dark and I didn't mind it. I rolled toward him, my breasts shifting heavy, and laid my hand flat on the broad slab of his chest just to feel it. "It's a lot bigger out here."

"It is." His hand came to the side of my face, thumb tracing the corner of my mouth where the night had dried at it, and there was something in his steadiness that was the nearest thing to solid ground in all the stacked noise of the place - one face I knew in a flood of ones I didn't. "Heard you were coming through."

He drew me up off the cot and into his lap as easy as lifting a coat, and I went, swinging a knee over the trunks of his thighs and settling onto him, my hands on his shoulders and his hands spanning the whole of my waist. He was as big as my body remembered - the old measure of everything, the size that had once been the furthest I'd thought a person could go - and when I reached down and fit him to me and sank, the long deep stretch of taking him was an old friendship and a brand new morning at once. I rode him in the white light with the cell filling around us, my forehead dropped to his, his breath on my mouth, and over his shoulder I could see Hannah on her knees between two men, cheek pressed to one's hip and her hand wrapped around the other, grinning around what was in her mouth, lit up and gone, the timid week-old ghost of her nowhere in the room.

Darius held my hips and let me work, more giving than taking even here in his own place, and I came on him with my mouth open against his and my whole body clenched tight around the deep root of him, and he followed me with a long low breath and a spend I felt all the way up. I stayed settled in his lap after, him still in me, his hand moving up and down my spine, and for one held beat the flood quieted to nothing but the two of us, drawing breath in the middle of it.

Then a palm found my shoulder from behind, patient, and Darius gave me the nod - the same one, go on - and eased me up and off and passed me back into it, his spend running warm down the inside of my thigh as I turned to the next.

There was no scene to it. That was the thing I understood, finally, kneeling up on the cot in the white morning with the night still slick on me and the day already on me, a man's hands turning me toward him. In the wing, some gate had always closed eventually - a count that ticked over, a quiet after. Out here a hand was already waiting on me before the last breath had left my mouth. No event to survive to the far side of, no last man, no after; only the next, and the next, and the wanting that kept arriving a half-step ahead of the men who came to meet it, and the girl beside me who wanted it harder than I'd ever taught her to, and the days ahead that did not close.

I leaned over and kissed Hannah, slow and filthy and full of the morning, and tasted somebody on her mouth, and gave it back. Then I turned and took the man who was waiting, and let the morning carry on the way the dark had.
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Chapter 3: The showers

⚜

We went to wash off the night, and that was how the rest of the morning started - not as a thing anyone arranged, only two women deciding in the same wordless beat that we wanted the water.

The morning had been going a while by then. After Darius the cell had taken us through its loose first churn - man after man off the dayroom, the white light up over the tiers - until a lull finally opened and left Hannah and me tangled and breathing on the cot. The night was still all over me: a man's dried spend tightening on my thigh, more of it gone stiff at the corner of my mouth, the salt of a dozen of them somewhere in my hair. None of it troubled me. It was simply what the block did to a body, the way sleep leaves creases. But I wanted to be wet and warm and rinsed again, wanted my own skin back under my hands, and when I stretched, Hannah was already looking at me with the same idea breaking across her face. She lifted her head off my chest. "Water," she said, and that was the whole of our planning.

Our skirts were where they'd ended up, kicked to the foot of the cot, and we pulled them on out of habit more than modesty - the grey was the only pass the block asked for, and bare legs and bare breasts above it were the point of the thing, not an accident of it. Then we padded out of the doorless cell into the morning noise and went looking for the wash-block, two women in short grey skirts threading the dayroom, and a good number of the men we passed turned to watch us go and knew exactly where we were headed.

The wash-block opened off the ground tier, a wide low room of grey tile gone darker with the damp, two rows of shower heads down facing walls and a gutter running the length of the floor between them. It was never not running. Steam stood in it thick enough to blur the far wall, beading on the pipes, and three or four men were already under the spray when we came barefoot through the doorway, washing in the loose way of men with nowhere they had to be - big through the shoulders, water sheeting off forearms and the flat planes of their chests, a couple of them already looking our way through the haze. The heat of the room closed over my bare skin the second we crossed into it, and I felt the night's stiffness start to soften and run.

We dropped the skirts on a dry bench by the door and walked in naked, and the wash-block understood us before we'd so much as found the water.

I tipped my head back under the nearest spray and let it pour through my hair, sluicing the night down my spine and off the heavy hang of my breasts, the warmth getting into me everywhere at once, and beside me Hannah did the same with her face turned up and her mouth open and the little gold cross streaming at her throat. We weren't quiet about it. We laughed, ran soap-slick hands over each other's backs and shoulders, cupped and rinsed each other's breasts with the easy filth of two women who'd long since stopped drawing lines between getting clean and getting started - and the men under the other heads quit washing themselves to watch us instead, and then there was no other side of the room anymore.

It filled the way the cell filled, except brighter, wetter, louder with the drum of water on tile. Men came in off the dayroom through the steam, drawn by the plain fact of two women soaped and laughing under the spray, until both rows of heads were crowded and the gutter ran milky at our feet and there was a wall of warm wet male skin closing in around us, in no hurry, with all morning to spend.

Hannah dropped to her knees on the wet tile first, grinning up at the nearest man through the steam, and I went down beside her, and that was where it began in earnest.

The man over us was already hard, the water running the length of him, and we took him together with nothing said about who got what - Hannah's mouth going to the heavy sac at the base of him, working him soft and slow against her tongue while I took the head and the shaft, my lips dragging up the underside and hers rising to meet them, the two of us kissing wet and open around the thick width of him with the spray pounding warm on our upturned faces. He braced a forearm on the tile above us and let out a low cracked sound, and we passed him back and forth, trading the deep of him - I sank down and took him into my throat while Hannah licked at the stretched corner of my lips, then she swallowed him in her turn and I traced the slide of him disappearing into her, and we were laughing even with our mouths full, water and salt and steam, cutting our eyes sideways at each other, conspirators in it.

There was never going to be just one. A second man stepped up while the first was still on our tongues, and a third behind him, and we took the new ones the same way, one filling Hannah's mouth and one filling mine and our free hands wrapped around two more, the men rinsing clean under their own sprays and stepping in fresh to feed themselves between our lips. I lost the count of them at once and was glad to. We knelt in the running water and worked whoever leaned in, the steam closing the room down to skin and heat and the slap of spray on shoulders, and the whole time Hannah and I kept finding each other in it - her hand leaving a cock to push two fingers up into me while I sucked, the pleasure spiking sudden and bright through my hips; my own hand answering, palming the round of her ass and then cracking a wet smack across it that rang off the tile and made her gasp and grin around her mouthful and arch back for the next one.

We dared each other into it. When I took a man past where it was easy, swallowing him to the root, Hannah watched with shining eyes and went after the next one harder just to match me, her throat fluttering around him. When she let a man fist her wet hair and use her mouth in earnest, fucking up into her, I pulled the cock I had down to where we could share it again so she wouldn't get too far ahead. One of them went over with a groan and pulled back across both our faces, the spend of him hot for a half-second against the warm water before the spray took it, washing it pearling down our chins - and we turned to each other and licked the last of it off each other's lips before it could rinse clear, kissing slow and dirty on our knees with two more men waiting a hand's breadth from our mouths.

They kept arriving and rinsing and stepping up, and we kept taking them as fast as they came. Hannah pulled one down to fuck the deep valley of her heavy breasts, soaping him and working him in the warm channel of her cleavage while I held a second in my throat; then we traded, and I wrapped the next in mine and let him slide between them while she sucked the one I'd just had. The floor ran soapy and warm beneath our knees, the pound of falling water swallowing every wet sound but the men's low groans, and we gave the room everything it reached for - mouths, hands, breasts soaped and sliding - and never once came up short of a cock to fill.

"More," Hannah said against my mouth, breathless and laughing, not to me - to the room - and the room was glad to.

I had a moment, kneeling there with my fingers laced in Hannah's soaked hair and her tongue moving on mine, to feel how far the girl had come - soaping a stranger's cock between her heavy breasts while she kissed me, hungrier than the morning was long. But there wasn't much room for thinking. A hand closed warm around my upper arm and drew me up off my knees, and the tile met my palms smooth and cool, and the morning went on the way it had started.

They bent me to the wall with the water coming down my back.

Palms flat on the wet tile, the grout lines under my fingertips, my hair streaming into my eyes - and a man fit himself to me from behind and pushed up into my cunt in one long warm slide, the spray running between us where his hips met the round of my ass. I pushed back into him and dropped my forehead to the cool tile and took him, the steam thick in my throat, the heat of him filling the wet of me, and at the next wall over Hannah was being put the same way, bent and braced and opening for a man of her own, the two of us a foot apart with our cheeks turned toward each other.

That was how the wash-block had us, in the end - side by side against the tile, passed down a slow line of men one at a time. Nothing about it rushed. A man would work himself into me and use me deep and unhurried under the falling water until he spent, his weight pinning me to the wall, his breath rough at my ear, and then he'd ease out and rinse and a fresh one would step into the warm space he left, fitting himself to whichever opening he wanted and starting over, and the spray washed me clean between each so that every man slid in like the first. They took my cunt and they took my ass - never both at once, always the single patient weight of one man and then the next - and which one they chose was theirs to decide. I lifted my hips and arched my back to offer my ass when a thumb pressed there, dropped and tilted to open my cunt when a broad hand spread me low, and gave each man the way in he reached for.

Hannah stayed a foot from me through all of it, and we held each other's eyes the whole way. When a man drove into her hard enough to knock the breath out of her, her face went slack and bright and she'd find my gaze and grin, water spilling off her lashes; when I came - and I came over and over, easy and rolling, the climbs short and the breaks long, the way the block had taught my body to come - she watched it move through me and made a low sound like she could feel it in her own hips. Between men we leaned across the little gap and kissed with the water running between our mouths, swapping the warm taste one of us had been left with, our wet breasts sliding together. Once, in a gap of her own, she ducked down under my spray and put her mouth between my thighs right there against the wall, licked me clean of the man who'd just finished in me, her tongue working up and into me until I shuddered and laughed and hauled her up by the hair to kiss the taste off her - and then the next man stepped in and folded me back to the tile and we started again.

The men themselves blurred into warmth and water and detail: a dark-furred chest at my back, a tattooed forearm braced flat on the tile beside my hand, a low voice telling me how good I felt around him, a hard flat stomach against the small of my back, hands that gripped my hips like they meant to keep me and then gave me up to the next without a grudge. They were clean and slick and eager, every one of them hard before he touched me, and the appetite in the room never thinned even as the men cycled through it - there was always one more rinsing under a head, watching, waiting his turn at the wall, in no rush because nothing here ran out.

One of them kept me a long while - broad, dark-eyed, a faded line of ink down the ridge of his forearm - working into me deep and grinding slow, one fist wound in my wet hair and his other hand splayed flat on my belly to feel himself move inside me. I came twice on him before he spent and eased back, and the next stepped in while the water still ran down my thighs. Hannah's voice broke beside me over and over, bright cries half-drowned in the water, and every time she went over I felt my own answer climb higher behind it, each of us feeding off the other's pleasure as much as off the men driving into us.

I rode out one long crest bent against that tile with a man buried deep in me and Hannah's hand reaching across the gap to lace through mine on the slick wall, the two of us braced shoulder to shoulder and breathing hard, holding on to each other while the men used us in the steam. I felt her grip clench when her own broke over her. We came a beat apart, hands locked, foreheads nearly touching, water sheeting off both of us, and never once stopped being passed down the line.

The men came and rinsed and went, a warm unbroken rotation, and what they left in me ran out under the spray and was gone, washed away and filled again and washed clean, until the line between being used and being washed stopped meaning anything at all. There was only the heat, and the water, and the next pair of hands turning me how it wanted me, and the girl at the wall beside me who wanted every bit of it as badly as I did.

It thinned the way it had thickened, slow, the men drifting back out to the dayroom as their wanting was spent, until the wash-block was just steam and falling water and the two of us again, sunk down together under one head in the middle of the room with the last of it rinsing off our skin.

Neither of us was finished - we rarely were now - but we didn't reach for more men. Hannah turned into me under the one running head and we took our time over each other instead, slow and easy, her thigh riding warm between mine and my fingers curling deep inside her while the water sheeted down our backs. There was no urgency in it, only the two of us winding down by hand, mouths brushing, her breath catching against my jaw until she shivered through it and I followed a moment after, quiet under the hammer of the spray. Then we stayed kneeling a while, hip to hip, letting the warm water run over us and the gold cross swing at her throat, laughing softly at nothing.

"Better," Hannah said, water running off her lips.

It was. We'd come in filthy and we were filthy still and somehow lighter for the wash, and past the tiled walls the block kept up its low steady murmur, already turning toward whatever it would want from us next. I got us up off the tile, and we crossed to the bench and pulled the grey skirts back on, wet-haired and loose and easy, and went out into the steam and the noise with my arm around her shoulders and hers around my waist, the long day still wide open ahead of us.


⚜




Chapter 4: The yard

⚜

The yard was the one part of the block the sun got into, and after a night in the dark cell and a morning lost in the steam I walked out into it squinting, the glare coming up off the concrete to meet the light coming down.

It was a wide bare square, an inner run of chain-link ringing it and the block's own walls going straight up behind that on every side, four tiers of barred windows looking down into it and a ragged piece of sky caught in the mesh overhead. A run of bleacher benches stepped up along one wall, grey-painted steel gone chalky in the weather and warm already to the touch. At the far end a weight pit sat open to the air - bars and plates and a couple of flat benches, the clank of iron and the smell of it carrying over, sweat and rust and sun-baked metal. And everywhere else, men: standing in loose knots, sitting along the steps, leaning on the fence with their forearms hooked through the wire, more of them than the cell or the showers had ever held at once, the whole population spilled out into the open with nowhere to put themselves.

The heat got into my bare skin the second I crossed the line of the doorway, except there was no steam to blur me here and no dark to make me a shape. The showers had hidden me in haze; the night cell had hidden me in amber dark. Out here nothing hid anything. Every inch of me was on show - bare to the waist over the grey skirt, bare under the hem of it, my olive skin lit and warm and nothing in the air to soften the looking, the round of my hips and the heavy hang of my breasts out in front of a yard full of waiting men. I felt them all clock us the second we came through onto the concrete, that same drop and turn the block always did, the murmur dipping and swelling again.

Hannah came out a half-step behind me and stopped, and the glare took her too, lit her up from collarbone to thigh. She squinted up into it and laughed, that quick bright sound she made at everything now, and the flush was already up her throat and across the tops of her heavy breasts before a single man had crossed to her. The showers hadn't taken anything out of her. They'd only stoked it. She'd come out of the wash-block wanting it bigger than the morning had given her, restless with it, her thumb rolling the cross at her throat and her whole slight frame leaning out toward the crowd, her knees shifting under the skirt every time another man turned to look - her honey hair drying loose and pale, her body too much for her own narrow build and offered up plain to anyone who wanted the seeing of it.

She caught my hand. Her fingers were hot.

"Kira." She wasn't asking me anything yet. She just wanted me looking when she said it.

She pulled me toward the bleachers, to the lowest bench in the run, and turned and sat herself down on it and tipped her face up at me, the light in her eyes.

"Tie me," she said.

I didn't move, and she said it again, lower, leaning into it, her knees coming apart on the bench without her seeming to decide it.

"Tie me up. Hands. So I can't - " She stopped, and her throat worked, and the flush went darker. "So I have to take all of it. Please." The last word came out small and certain at once, the way everything came out of her now: no shame left in it anywhere, only the wanting, plain as the sun.

Something went through me low and hard at the sight of her asking - and it wasn't the wing's old reflex, not the trained giver running a scene off a clipboard, because nothing here was being staged for anyone and never would be again. It was simpler and worse than that. Looking at her tipped back on that grey bench with her heavy chest rising and the men already drifting in off the fence, I wanted her bound and open as badly as she wanted it, wanted to be the one who opened her up and handed her to all of them. My own breath had gone short. There was no part of me standing outside it, directing. I was in it as deep as she was.

I worked her grey skirt down off her hips and her legs and twisted it long in my hands into a soft cord, and Hannah lifted her arms up over her head for me without being told, already grinning, and lay herself back along the bench. There was a steel rail bolted along the back of the bleacher a foot above the seat, and I crossed her wrists over it and wound the twisted cotton around them and through and around again and pulled it snug - the cloth wrapped firm around the fine bones of her wrists, the knot solid. She tested it with a roll of her shoulders and let her head drop back, and the line of her came open all at once: throat bared, breasts pulled high and heavy and spread by her lifted arms, the slight frame of her stretched out along the warm bench with her wrists tied above her head and her thighs falling loose off either side of the seat. Naked but for the chain. Tied and looking up into the light with her mouth open.

The men came for her before I'd finished the knot. The ones along the fence turned first, off the wire and onto the concrete; the bleachers above us emptied down the steps; by the time I pulled the binding snug a half-ring of them had already closed the bench in on three sides - easy and certain both at once, working their cocks slow in their fists while they waited, shoulders and bare chests and forearms slick in the heat. I stepped back to look at what I'd made of her and felt my own thighs go wet at the sight. One of them was already standing over the foot of the bench between her open knees.

Hannah turned her head and found my eyes, upside down, her wrists straining easy against the grey cotton.

"Don't untie me," she said. Like I might. Like I wanted to do anything but watch.

The first man stepped into her and she took him in one long open cry that went straight up into the sky.

He was big through the chest, fair-haired, a faded blue line of old ink banding one heavy bicep, and he set his hands on the insides of her open thighs and spread her wider and drove into her cunt in one slow flexing stroke, all the way, his hips coming flush against hers. She arched off the bench as far as the binding let her, which wasn't far, her breasts jumping with the impact of him and her tied hands fisting white around the rail above her head. He didn't go easy on her. He fucked her down into the steel in long hard strokes with the yard watching, and she met every one of them with her hips lifting to chase it, loud and shameless through it, her honey hair dragging back and forth across the grey paint.

Another man had come around to the head of the bench, and he tipped her chin back over the end of it with two fingers and fed himself down into her open mouth, and she took him into her throat the way the binding had left her - head dropped back, throat run long and straight, his cock sliding down it while the fair man worked her cunt at the far end. The cloth at her wrists held her exactly where she'd begged me to put her, and she gave herself to both ends of it without a flinch - could no more have pulled away than she'd have wanted to, and she didn't want to at all. She made a thick muffled sound around the one in her throat that I felt in my own belly, and her tied hands opened and closed on nothing, and she came like that - caught at both ends, stuffed and stretched and pinned open under the open mesh - her whole slight body shaking through it while neither man broke his rhythm.

The fair one went over a beat later, buried to the root, his hips jerking tight against her, and I watched him empty himself into her and stay there, grinding the last of it deep, before he drew back and stepped off. There was no water out here to take it. That was the thing the yard did that the showers couldn't: nothing rinsed clean. His spend came out of her with him, white and thick, welling out of her stretched-open cunt and running down over the swell of her ass to pool on the steel. The man at her mouth pulled free across her face at almost the same moment and painted her cheek and her jaw and the corner of her open mouth, and there it stayed, catching the glare on her flushed skin, and she licked at what she could reach of it and laughed.

That was where I came in.

I caught the fair man before he'd fully turned away, took him in my hand and then in my mouth, the heavy softening length of him still slick with all of it - Hannah's wet and his own spill mixed warm on my tongue - and I sucked him clean, slow, down to the root, until there was nothing of either of them left on him and he let out a low surprised groan and a hand dropped heavy onto the crown of my head. Then I let him slip out and turned to the bench.

I got down between Hannah's open thighs and put my mouth on her.

She was flooded. The first man had filled her and left her brimming, and I licked up into her and took it - the salt-thick spill of him and the slick of her under it, the whole warm overflowing mess of her against my tongue - sealed my mouth over her cunt and worked her with it, dragging it out of her and back up into her at once, cleaning her and taking her higher in the same motion. She bucked up into my face hard, her tied hands wrenching at the rail, and ground herself against my mouth loud and unashamed, and I drank what the man had left her and felt her start to come again before I'd half finished. Then I came up the length of her - over the smeared shine of her belly, over her heaving chest - to her face where it tipped back off the end of the bench, and I kissed her open and gave her the taste of it, the man and her own slick together, fed it off my tongue onto hers. She moaned into it and chased my mouth, and we traded the warm of it back and forth between us, her bound and writhing under me, before I slid back down to where the next was already wanting in.

I didn't get to finish her. I never did, out there. A hand closed in my hair and drew my head up off her, and the next man was already fitting the broad head of himself to her where my mouth had just been, pushing in while she was still coming, and she took him with a sob of a laugh and started climbing all over again.

So that became my place in it - at the edge of the waiting men, taking everything they left behind. As each one drew back out of her I took him into my mouth before he'd softened, sucked her off him and his own spill off him, tasted the two of them at once and swallowed and let him go clean. And in the gaps between, while the next man squared himself, I bent back to Hannah and worked my tongue up into her from the other side, drawing the spill off the insides of her thighs and up the warm wet of her belly - only to feel a fresh weight fill her again before I'd cleared the last. After the third I stopped trying to keep up. That was the whole of the pleasure of it: not the catching but the losing, never finishing, only being kept at her while the men undid my work as fast as I did it. I caught what I could - off her thighs, off the softening cocks, off the pooled shine on her - and let the rest stay. My chin ran with the taste of half the yard at once, and I gloried in it.

"More," Hannah got out once, when a man pulled out of her throat - the one word, flung up at the mesh, the same one she'd thrown at the showers - and a fresh man stepped in to give it to her.

They didn't leave me to only kneel and clean.

I'd half forgotten I was as exposed as she was until a man took me from behind by Hannah's head - shoved my grey skirt up over my hips and folded me down over the bench with a broad palm flat between my shoulders, my breasts dragging the warm steel beside her tied wrists, and fit himself into my cunt and worked me there among the rest of them, unhurried, leaning his weight into me while I braced and took it. I came on him almost at once, my cheek pressed to the grey paint a hand's span from her straining hands, the two of us laid out along the bench and used in the same breath, the break catching me bright and sudden against the warm steel. She turned her head and watched me take him with her eyes gone soft and bright, and I held her gaze the way she'd held mine, and when I broke she made a low sound like she felt it land in her own hips.

After that the waiting men remembered I was bare under the skirt too. Between my turns at Hannah one would draw me up against the bleacher steps and take me standing, a hand hooked under my thigh, my back to the sun-warm steel and the whole tiered crowd at my shoulder; or bend me over the lowest step beside her and push into me from behind while I kept my mouth busy on whoever she'd just finished. I lost the clean line between giving and getting. I was filled and emptied and went back down to the girl and filled again, what the men left in me running warm down the insides of my thighs with nothing to wash it off, and I came over and over with no build and no warning, the way my body did everything now - heat folding into heat with no edge between.

Then the half-ring opened, the way the floor had opened at the cell, and Darius came down off the steps.

He was bare to the waist out here in his own yard, sweat sheening the hard planes of him, and the men cleared back from him without a word. He came to me where I knelt between cleaning her and taking the next, and he tipped my face up with one big hand and looked at me with that same unbroken steadiness - the one steady point the block kept giving back to me, the man who knew where I'd started. Then he drew me up off my knees and turned me and bent me down over the rail above Hannah's head, my hands braced beside her tied ones, close enough that my forearm pressed her bound wrists, and took me.

In the cell he had been the familiar weight my body kept like a memory. Here in the open, with the population gathered around to watch and the sun pressing down on my back, the size of him landed like proof instead of memory - the men hushing a half-beat, opening a pocket around the old apex, the depth I'd once called too much sinking into my cunt slow and deep and complete while a yard full of men watched it disappear. I took the whole of him with a long sound torn up out of my chest. He didn't hurry. He never did. He worked into me with that considerate weight, one hand spanning the small of my back, and right beside me Hannah had her face turned to watch him fill me, her lips parted, marveling, the cloth straining at her wrists where my arm crossed them. I came on him hard with my forehead dropped to the warm steel against her cheek. He followed me a few strokes after, buried deep, the heat of him spilling up into me, and when he eased back out a long slick rope of him ran down the inside of my thigh. He set his palm flat on my spine once. Then he straightened and stepped back, and the men folded in over the space he'd left, and I bent back down to Hannah with the taste of the whole yard still in my mouth and Darius warm and running down my leg.

Across the yard, at the lip of the weight pit, Sione hadn't moved. He sat on the end of a flat bench with his forearms on his knees and the black ink running down the slab of his right shoulder, a barbell loaded beside his boot, and watched us without shifting, as settled and unhurried as the iron at his feet. The men around the pit left a clearing around him. He took us both in without moving, and I felt that long unhurried weight of his attention land on me the same as a hand, and knew without being told that whatever he was, he was saving it.

The bench had us both a long time after that.

It stopped being anything I could count. The crowd remade its rotation out of the standing yard whenever it thinned - a man finishing across Hannah's breasts and stepping off, another already settling between her knees; a man drawing out of my mouth and another turning me toward the steps; the shadows shortening hard under the benches as the hours moved over us while the block fed itself to the two women on the bleachers and never once ran short of wanting. The crowd noise rose and dropped, and the iron clanked on at the far end, and the front of the bench had gone slick and shining. Hannah was a wet glistening mess of it from her throat to her thighs, spend pooled in the dip of her belly and running off her sides, and she'd never looked more like she belonged exactly where she was - tied and overflowing and grinning up at the light between cocks, the gold chain the one clean thing left on her. Once, between men, she lifted her head and I came up to meet her and let a fresh man pull out across both our mouths at once, the heat of him landing on my lips and her cheek, and we turned into each other and shared it slow, kissing it back and forth, the salt of half a dozen men already on both our tongues.

I kept at the spill of her the whole way through, and was taken at the bench and the steps between, my own skirt rucked at my waist and what they left in me sliding down my thighs, and somewhere in the middle of it I had the one clear thought I let myself have out there: that there was nowhere else on earth this happened, and that soon I wouldn't be anywhere it could. I'd be on the far side of a door, in a world with no bench and no waiting men and no girl tied open for me to kneel between and clean. The thought flashed through me and only sharpened the salt on my tongue, the way knowing a thing is ending sharpens it - and then a grip tightened in my hair and the yard took it back from me, and I dropped my mouth to Hannah and let it go.

By degrees the yard loosened around us. The men spent themselves into her and onto her and peeled back toward the fence and the weight pit one at a time, until the bench was just the two of us and a last few who lingered to watch, the far end gone quiet now and the concrete still pushing its banked heat up into our skin.

I came up to where she lay and worked the twisted cotton loose from the rail, and her arms came down from above her head slow, loose and easy at the shoulders. She pushed herself up to sit on the smeared steel and looked herself over - flushed and shining and painted all down her front, hours of the yard dried and drying on her - and laughed, low and delighted, flexing her freed hands open and shut, her eyes coming up to mine.

"What's next," she said. Not a question either. She wasn't asking the yard. She was asking me - no flinch in her, no hand creeping to the cross, just a girl sitting slick and well-used in the open and already hungry for whatever came after it.

I tugged my own skirt back down over my hips, shook out the grey cotton, and handed her hers. She got to her feet and pulled it on over slick thighs, and the two of us went back streaked and sun-warm into the noise, and somewhere above us a tier gate clanged and the block carried on, loud and easy, with no end anywhere in it.


⚜




Chapter 5: The line

⚜

Morning came up white over the tiers, and the block woke to the smell of food.

It came down the corridor off the mess and into the doorless cell where Hannah and I lay folded together - something starchy steaming somewhere, scorched coffee in a big steel urn, the flat ordinary smell of a few hundred men about to be fed. The second night had run itself out over us the way the first had, a low chain of shapes through the amber dark, our skirts kicked off to the foot of the cot somewhere in the dark of it, and I'd surfaced from the last of it into the white light with the food on the air and Hannah already awake against me, already rolled over to face me, her breath quick on my mouth.

She didn't want breakfast. She wanted the morning, the whole of it, before it had so much as started.

"Today I want all of them." Her hand was already moving on my hip, and the flush climbed her throat over the little gold cross while she said it. "Where they eat. Where they can't miss me." Her eyes were bright and certain in a way that had nothing left of the girl who'd come up that block corridor beside me. "Put me there, Kira. Where every one of them has to pass me."

"That's a lot of men over one breakfast," I said, half to slow her, half just to hear her ask again.

"Then all morning." She pressed up into me, restless, her thigh sliding over mine, her mouth at my jaw. "Please. I'll be wanting it in the line whether you put me there or not - put me there. Tie me down in the middle of it so I can't do anything but take it."

A week ago she hadn't had the word for what she was. Now she lay naked in a doorless cell and begged me to lay her out in the middle of three hundred men over their trays, and the begging went through me low and hot - not a thing I'd do for her but a thing I wanted done, wanted to be the one who did it. The sight of her pleading for it answered something low in me, and the thought of opening her up for the room and handing her out lit me up as bright as it lit her.

"All right," I said. "All morning."

I reached under the cot for our kit while she watched me - the grey roll we'd carried in from the wing and shoved under the cot the first night - the lube and the wand we never seemed to need anymore and the graduated run of plugs in their cloth, and tucked behind the rest the big one, the last one, its bulb broad as a fist and its flared base the size of my palm. I drew that one out and Hannah's eyes went straight to it and her thighs pressed together once, slow. She knew it. We both did. Then I rolled the cloth back up, and we pulled the grey skirts on over nothing, and went down the corridor toward the noise and the smell with the big plug heavy in my hand.

The mess was the loudest room I'd found in the block.

It was a long low hall, three rows of bolted steel tables running its length with bench seats welded fast to either side, a serving counter down the far wall where the line crawled past a row of steaming hatches with their trays. Fluorescent light flattened everything. The noise of it came off the hard surfaces and stacked - three hundred men eating, the scrape of trays on steel, the clack of plastic, a wall of low talk with laughter breaking through it - and under all of it the smell of bad coffee and starch and gravy and men. The most ordinary room in the world. A canteen. And it dropped, when we came through the door, the way every room dropped for us now: the scrape of trays going suddenly loud in the hush, the talk thinning and guttering and turning our way, two women in grey skirts and nothing else stopped just inside while the whole line stood holding its food.

I picked the end of the nearest table, where the bench ran out and left a clear span of bolted steel right at the choke point the whole serving line had to round coming off the hatches. I set the plug up on the tabletop - it stood there on its broad base among the trays, obscene and patient - and I bent Hannah down over the welded seat.

She went down for me without a word, the way she'd lifted her arms for me in the yard, folding forward until her cheek lay against the steel at the open end of the bench, her chin just past the lip of it and her mouth hanging free over the edge, her arms stretched out along the seat in front of her and the round of her ass tipped up bare into the aisle. I skinned her skirt down off her legs and free of her ankles, gathered the cotton in my hands, and wound it twice round her wrists and lashed them to the steel bracket where the bench met its leg, snug, so her arms lay pinned out ahead of her and there was no part of her she could close. Face down, ass up, head at the end of the seat, the gold cross pooled on the steel under her throat. Naked in the middle of a hall full of men over breakfast.

A man two seats down had a black marker poking out of his shirt pocket - for letters, for cards, whatever a man kept one for in here. Broad through the shoulders, a scar splitting one knuckle, and he held it out before I'd asked, eyes already gone to Hannah's tipped-up ass. I took it and uncapped it.

I wrote it across the small of her back and on down over each round cheek, big block capitals, pressing the felt tip into her fair skin so it stood out dark and plain for the length of the line to read as it passed:

FREE USE - ANY HOLE, ANY TIME.

Hannah twisted her head on the steel to watch me do it, upside down, and when I capped the marker and drew back to take in the whole of her trussed and labelled like that she let out a long shaking breath. Her eyes shut. Her whole body went loose, slack and open, every part of her going soft with how much she wanted to be the thing it said. I'd thought, capping it, that I was making the sign for the men. I wasn't. I'd made it for her.

I gave the marker back to its place in the man's pocket. The line had stopped being a line. It had become a knot of men at the table's end, trays balanced at their chests, steam rising between them.

The first one didn't even put his tray down.

He came out of the crowd with it balanced on one hand, stepped in behind her, freed himself with the other, and pushed up into her cunt in one plain shove - no ceremony to it, the most matter-of-fact thing in the room, a man taking a thing that was there for the taking on his way past - and Hannah's whole body jolted forward along the bench and she made a high glad sound into the steel. He set the tray down on her back, flat between her shoulder blades, while he used her. Ate off it. I watched him fork up something pale and chew and roll his hips into her and chew again, unhurried, the way you'd eat standing at a counter, and the obscenity of it landed in me harder than any single filthy thing the block had done yet - not the size, not the rough of it, but how plain it was to him, breakfast and a hole, both there, both his.

He finished in her without breaking the rhythm of his fork. I saw it go through him, the small stutter, the press deep - and then he eased back out and his spend came with him, welling up out of her and starting its slow run down toward the cleft of her, and he lifted his tray off her back and carried it to a seat three down and sat to finish eating like a man who'd topped up his coffee. The next was already there. He bent and looked at what the first had left, ran his thumb up through it, and pushed it back into her with his cock as he sank in.

After the first one the room simply had her - not a line of men waiting their solemn turn but a canteen, a meal, men with somewhere to sit and food going cold, fitting her in around it. One ate one-handed with his free hand fisted in her hair, holding her head down to the bench while he worked. Another stood over her eating with the tray held up at his chest, shaved-headed, an easy grin on him, watching her get fucked by the man in front of him and waiting his go with the patience of someone next at a hatch. The queue loosened and reknotted and loosened again, and the talk came back up over the hall, ordinary talk, and through it Hannah lay lashed to the bench with her own filthy sign drying on her back and took whoever stepped up, cunt and mouth both - because the men at the head of the seat had worked out fast that her face hung off the end of it, and a tray would get set down and a man would step round and feed himself between her lips while another took her from behind, and she'd swallow around him and moan and the gravy smell hung over all of it.

I knelt in at her side where I could reach her, and that was my place: the hinge of it, working the seam where one man left and the next came on. When a man finished and stepped back for his tray, I'd have him in my mouth before he turned away - soft and slick with the both of them - and clean him down, sending him off to his seat spent, the salt of the two of them warm on my tongue and my own thighs already wet under my skirt with the smell and the sounds and the weight of all of it pressing in. Then I'd put my face to her and tongue out what he'd left while she could still feel the last one in her, and lift my mouth to hers along the bench's lip and let her taste it, the two of us kissing the spend back and forth between us upside down while a fresh man fit himself to her and started her over. There was no keeping her clean in that room. Trays scraped past my shoulder; men stepped away from their breakfast and back to it as if she were part of the serving line; the hall simply learned to eat around the mess of her, and so did I, and a man reached past the slick of it for the salt without once looking down.

When she'd taken six or eight of them that way and the welded seat under her had gone smeared and handled, the steel around her used-looking, part breakfast bench and part something with no name a canteen ought to have, I reached up to the table for the plug.

I'd left it standing there the whole time, in plain view among the trays, and the men had clocked it and waited on it the way you wait to see what the cook's bringing out next. My breath had gone short just lifting it. I knelt behind her and spread her with my thumbs - already loose from the night, slack and easy - and wet the broad flared head of it from the slick running down her, and set it to her ass and leaned my weight slow into the push. She gave around it by inches, the widest swell stretching her pale and thin and then slipping past with a soft give, the narrow neck settling, and she groaned into the steel as her ass closed around it to hold it, the round black base sitting flush and shameless between her cheeks. Filled there, plugged and held wide, her cunt still open and dripping below it.

"Now," I said to the man squared up behind her - a long slab of muscle, his shoulders blocking the flat fluorescent light, his voice rolling out low and easy when he answered - "she's got the one and you've got the other."

He took her cunt around it. I watched him sink in with the plug crowding him from the other side, watched the stretch of it run up through her and her hands wrench at the lashing, and she came almost at once, loud, full at both holes at the far ends of one thin body. He fucked her hard with the plug riding him every stroke, the base of it shifting against him, and the men around the table leaned in to see her stuffed that way, doubled, the sign on her back jumping with every drive of his hips. My thighs had gone slick down to the knee just watching, and I knelt there with my own breath ragged, wanting the next hand that would close on me as much as I wanted to keep her running.

And then they started pulling it.

A man came round, crouched, and worked the plug loose - drew it slow until the widest of it stretched her one last time and slipped free with a wet sound, and she stayed open behind it. She didn't shut. She held the shape the plug had left, slow to draw closed, and he watched it the way you'd watch a thing you couldn't quite believe, fascinated, and pressed two thick fingers into the soft of her to feel it not resist. Spread her wider just to look. Then he stood and gave her his cock there instead, sliding into all that loose give the plug had made, and she took him with nothing in her trying to close, deep and grinning into the steel, and when he spent in her and pulled out she stayed loose and leaking and a man behind him bent at once to look at the mess running out of the slack of her before I worked the plug back in to keep it.

That was the new game at the bench. The plug in to fill her and stretch her, the plug out to watch her yawn loose and take a cock there bare, the plug back in between to hold her ready for the next look. Men ate and reached over and drew it from her to see, casual as checking what was left in a serving tray. Her cunt stayed busy the whole time below it - never empty for long, slow or hard, while another worked her ass or pulled the plug or fed her mouth - and I knelt at the heart of it keeping it running, my own breath catching every time a thumb grazed my hip in passing: seating the plug, slicking her, tonguing her clean between men, pressing my mouth to the opened heat of her and feeling her shudder and beg with no words in it. I shared it up to her mouth twice more. She drank everything I gave her and turned her face to find the next.

They hadn't forgotten I was bare under my own skirt, and I never let them.

Partway through, a man took hold of my hip and turned me off my knees and folded me forward across the next seat along, and I went, palms flat to the cool steel a foot from a stranger's abandoned tray, my skirt shoved up over the round of my ass, and he was in me before I'd settled - full and unhurried, one hand spread on the small of my back, fucking me over a canteen bench while a man across from us ate and watched. I came on him with my temple pressed to the cold metal, easy and quick, the scrape of a tray somewhere and the reek of coffee thick in it, and I never lost my place. I could reach Hannah from there. I worked her with my hand, two fingers curling up into her stuffed and gaping where she lay lashed an arm's length away, a cock moving in me from behind the whole time - and what undid me was that I never set her down: I was still holding the plug seated in her with my thumb when he started on me, still had my fingers in the slick of her when I broke, taken and tending her in the same breath because there was no telling the two apart anymore in that room. She angled her face toward me across the little gap and caught my gaze the way she always caught it, and we held on through it together while the men had us both.

After that they had me the way they had her - between my turns at the plug, between cleaning her, a man would draw me up and take me against the seat end or fold me down over the steel and I'd keep my mouth or my hand on Hannah through it. I was bent and filled and went back to my knees at her ass and was drawn up and bent again, and their spend slid warm down my legs to the floor of the mess and nobody so much as looked, and I came on them over and over with the gravy smell thick in my throat and a fork dropped somewhere on a tray and the whole vast ordinary clatter of three hundred men at breakfast going on around the two of us being used along the welded seats.

The line never thinned the way the showers had or the yard had. Men finished their trays and stacked them and got back in it; men came in late off the tiers and ate and joined; the aisle kept delivering bodies and the hatches kept steaming. It ran the longest and the hardest of anywhere in the block yet, and it did it because it was only breakfast - only the place you ate, a thing folded into the morning the way a second coffee was.

I was kneeling behind her with the plug in my hand, watching her loosen slow around nothing, when it landed on me - the thought I'd kept ducking.

I looked along the length of her - the slight frame I'd watched flinch at a single word a week ago, the church-strict girl who couldn't have said the name of one act on her own skin. The girl I'd met would have died before she let her eyes touch words like that. This one wore them like heat. She lay lashed face-down to a canteen bench with ANY HOLE, ANY TIME drying across her in a stranger's marker, her ass held open for the next man to look into, and she turned her cheek to the steel and smiled around the cock in her mouth and there was nothing left in her that was trying to hide. The timid one was gone - not waiting to come back the moment the using stopped but gone for good, burned clean out of her, and what was left was the version of her that wanted without asking anyone's leave, bright and shameless and happier than I had ever seen her.

And the end of it was close now.

I'd kept the count out of my head since we crossed the gate, the way the block kept it off everyone's - no schedule, no hour that closed, nothing to subtract against. But it surfaced now, kneeling there with her warm and open under my hand: that the far door I'd never used had a morning with my name on it at last, and that it was close - tomorrow had a door in it now, or near enough that counting the hours between changed nothing. That the thing I was best at in all the world - the thing the wing had taught my body to want with no shame left in it - happened nowhere out past it. Hannah would have it after I was gone - the wing, the rotations, whatever they decided to make of her next, more of it than I'd ever been handed - and I'd be somewhere with a name and a key and a bed that no one came through in the dark. The knowing of it didn't slow my hands. It went straight down into them instead, and made the whole loud room press in brighter and closer around me - and I seated the plug back into her and bent and put my mouth to her one more time, taking all of it while there was still a here for it to happen in.

She made the sound she made and turned her face along the seat to find me.

"Kira," she said, just my name, slurred and bright, her fingers straining useless against the lashing, and I came up to her head where it tipped past the bench's edge and bent and let her mouth find mine, and gave her what was on my tongue and took the morning back into me through her.

Behind us the queue broke and fed itself and formed again. A man set his tray on the bench beside her head and stepped round to take her mouth, and another fit himself into her cunt beneath the plug, and I went back to my work beside her where I lived, and the mess hall ate and was served and ate, and breakfast went on, and so did we, and the room never once had to become anything but breakfast.


⚜




Chapter 6: Release

⚜

The block knew before I told it.

That was the first strange thing about the last day - the news had already soaked through, the way damp gets into a wall, and the men carried it without anyone saying so. The mess had thinned around us by the time I felt it, the hatches gone dark and the trays stacked, the last few finishing what they'd come to the bench for. I worked the grey cotton loose from the steel bracket where I'd lashed Hannah's wrists, and her arms came forward off the seat. The marker had blurred to a grey ghost of itself across her lower back, sweat and a morning of handling dragging the edges soft - but you could still read ANY HOLE under the smear, the letters worn down and there. I wiped the plug clean on the hem of my skirt to carry back to the roll under the cot. Then I shook the creases out of her skirt and handed it to her.

She pushed up to sit on the smeared steel, slick to the thighs, the little cross pooled gold in the hollow of her throat, and pulled the grey on over all of it without thinking to wipe down - because there was no point, and because she didn't care. She looked at me through the mess drying on her skin and grinned like the morning had been a gift somebody handed her.

It was on the walk back across the dayroom that I felt the change in how they looked.

For two days the attention that landed on us had been one plain thing, appetite and nothing under it. Now there was something folded behind it when their eyes came to me - a held quality, a knowing. Word that one of us walked tomorrow had gone round the tiers fast and sourceless, off a guard at the gate or a count read out somewhere, and the population had taken it in and decided what it wanted to do with the day it had left.

I'd kept the number out of my head since the gate locked behind us. It came back now, quiet and complete. Last full day. One more night on the doorless cot, and then the far door, the one I'd never once walked through, finally opening on me. I'd spent a month learning not to count, and now, at the close of it, the count was all I had - the thing I'd run from in the wing standing plain in front of me, the door I'd watched open for other women on other mornings about to open for me.

Back in the cell I dropped the plug into the grey roll under the cot, and the day carried us along unhurried, no schedule to it. We went through the long afternoon in the loose ambient flow - a man drawing me down onto the cot, another finding Hannah against the rail outside it, the crowd filling and thinning and filling at the open mouth of the cell. But under it something was bending toward a center. The hard fluorescent white held over us through the long hours, and when it finally gave way to the block's dim amber night-glow, coming up tier by tier, the men came down with it, drifting off the catwalks and in from the corridors until the dayroom had gathered the biggest crowd I'd seen down there, packed thick from wall to wall. The loose churn of the day knotted into one thing. They'd gathered to see me off, though not one of them would have called it that.

A blanket landed on the concrete. A hand found my elbow, another my waist, and I went with them, down into the cleared center while the room closed around me.

Someone drew my skirt off over my hips and it was gone, lifted away into the crowd, the last grey marker of me with it. There was no ceremony in any of this - they didn't have it - but there was a care that surprised me, a kind of attention missing from two days of glad anonymous use, hands easing me back onto the folded wool with the standing population leaning close, the using of me starting slow, like they all understood there was no next morning to save anything for.

The blanket scratched my shoulder when the first of them turned me onto my back. Cold came up through it in patches off the concrete, and then warmth covered it - a knee dropping in beside my hip, a palm spreading flat on my belly, a man kneeling between my thighs in the amber light with the tiered room watching over his shoulders. He didn't rush. He worked the broad head of himself against me, slow, dragging it through the wet I was already running before he sank in, and when he seated himself there was a long held second where the whole room seemed to lean down with him. I felt every inch of the stretch of it. He set his thumb where we joined and rolled it there while he moved, slow and deep and grinding, and I came on him almost at once with my heels sliding on the wool and the crowd making a low sound above me, my own hands open at my sides because there was nothing to hold but more of them.

When he spent he stayed a beat, pressed to the root, and the warmth of it was still settling in me when he drew back and let the next one close the gap. A hand turned my head, and I opened my mouth and took the man kneeling at my crown down my throat while a second fit himself below - the two of them finding a rhythm across my body with nothing said, one pushing in as the other drew back, my whole length strung between them and singing with it. Every time one left, the air touched me for half a breath before the next body shut it away. What they spent stayed in me and was painted over by the man after, the warm slick of half the crowd building and running out of me down the insides of my thighs onto the wool, and nobody reached to wipe it and neither did I. They rolled me to my knees and took me from behind with my cheek to the blanket and a fist gathered in my hair; they turned me and worked the other hole, slow and full, a thumb pressed to feel himself move through the thin of me, while a man fed himself past my lips at the same time and I was filled at both ends and below all at once. The peaks stopped having edges. One simply opened under me and gave way to the next, and I gave myself up to all of it as the wing had built me to and the block had finished teaching me.

Hannah was there too, close at my side through the start of it. They hadn't separated us - her own skirt was gone now the same as mine, drawn off and tossed away into the press, and the two of us were laid out and used on the one blanket together the way we'd been used everywhere down here, reaching across the little space between us whenever a man left a hand free. She caught my eye over a stranger's shoulder, slick and shining, leaned in and kissed me with the salt of half the crowd on her mouth, and we shared it slow, two women on the concrete giving the men everything they reached for. Then a hand drew her up and away to her own knot of them, and the floor closed the space, and the send-off was mine.

And somewhere in it the wing's own signature came up in me.

It had started at a donor reception weeks back and gone ambient since, something my body simply did now under enough of the right pressure, a response they'd worked into my nerves one careful booking at a time. In the wing there'd always been a clock on it - an hour that closed, a quiet after, a hand drawing back. Down here there was none. Nothing rationed it now; the pressure just kept coming, man after man, no gate dropping, and the response built past every cap the schedule had ever held it under. I felt it gather low and slow and unstoppable, climbing through the man buried in me, and when it broke it broke all the way - I let go around him and soaked him and the wool and my own thighs in one long pour, and the crowd loosed that same rough murmur, and the next man took me and it happened harder, all of that long patient training emptying out of me with nothing left to dam it. I came apart on the concrete that would give me up in the morning, and gave the room everything the wing had made of me, with no day on its far side to keep any of it for.

Then the crowd opened, and the last of it came to me.

The men fell back for them, and the two came through together - Darius first, then the slow enormous weight behind him, the black ink running down the slab of his shoulder, a head over every man in the room. I knew them for what they were the moment they moved: the two who'd measured my whole journey, come to hand me the end.

Darius lowered himself beside me, broad and quiet, and tipped my face up with one hand. The same steady recognition he'd given me every time he'd come to me across these last weeks, and now, in his own world, it meant everything it had been building toward. He didn't say anything. He drew me up off the blanket and settled me astride him, and I took the familiar deep of him down to the root - the size that had once been my whole horizon - and rocked slow against his chest with his hands bracketing my ribs, still careful with me even at the end. I came with my mouth open against his. He held me through it and after.

Then he eased me off and turned me, and gave me to Sione.

I'd watched Sione hold himself back in the yard - sat at the weight pit with all that patience, taking us in, spending nothing. He'd been keeping it for this. He lay back, and the men settled me over him, and there was a moment, fitting the broad blunt head of him to me, where even my trained body went still at the scale of what it was being asked to take - the size the block had kept back for last, more than anything it had put in me yet. Then I bore down and took him, slow, the long impossible sink of it, that enormity lodging in me to the root while the crowd watched it vanish - and the signature fired again, hardest of all, my body letting go around the most it had ever held the same instant it had it. I came undone on him with a raw cry I couldn't shape, soaked and brimming and finished, the rest of it pouring out of me on the concrete floor of the men's block. He held my hips and let me work and gave a deep contained sound when he went, complete, and stayed under me a moment with the whole weight of his attention settled on me, unmoving, as if the noise of the room had to go around him.

That was my send-off. All those careful weeks handed back one final time, and the two of them there to take what the place had made of me.

I stayed where they'd left me a moment, emptied and full at once, the roar of the place moving over me like warm water. I'd thought leaving would feel like being pulled out of something. For one breath it felt instead like being finished - handed the whole of what the place had, with nothing left owing in either direction.

Then Sione looked past me, to the girl.

The two of them moved from me to Hannah, and the crowd shifted with them, and I drew back to the edge of the cleared floor to watch everything the wing had trained us toward arrive in her instead of me.

She was wired and ready before they'd laid a hand on her - already down on the blanket where I'd been, her honey hair dark with sweat, the cross still bright at her throat above all the rest of her. The men had worked something out, the way they always did, without a word of arrangement. Sione lay back first, and they settled Hannah down over him, reclined against the broad slope of his chest with her spine to him - and he took her ass from below, that slow enormous push sinking up into her while her head dropped back on his shoulder and her mouth fell open. Her whole slight frame strained around it, more than I had ever taken there, the largest man in the room buried in her from underneath. I thought that was as far as it went. It wasn't.

Darius knelt down between her open thighs, and fit himself to her where Sione already was.

I watched him crowd in beside the other - two of the biggest men there easing into the one place at once, the second forcing space for himself alongside the first where it didn't seem there could be any. I saw Hannah's fingers splay and freeze. I saw her jaw drop and her eyes unfocus on nothing, the breath stopping in her, and then her body gave for them, yielding as she lifted up into it, her arms flung wide and her face gone bright. The one impossible thing held my throat for a second: that a body could do that and want more. Then they seated themselves together and began to move, out of time and then into it, each one's stroke riding against the other through her, the doubled drive of them grinding where no single man had ever reached. And it went straight down through me, the watching of it - a heat low in my belly that hadn't anything to do with witnessing, my thighs still wet from my own floor and gone wetter at the sight, a pull of pride and want and something close to grief, because that was the place I'd never reach and she was reaching it in front of me. Her face went slack with shock and then passed beyond shock into a brightness I had never worn. The girl who couldn't look at a sofa a week ago took the two of them wedged into her at once and arched up between them and begged.

"Both of them," she got out, slurred and shaking. "Both - "

A third man stepped over the pair beneath her and pushed into her cunt from above, stacked over Darius's angle, and a fourth crossed to her head and fed himself down into her open mouth - and she had all four of them, packed and crowded at every part of her at once, every way into her body taken and working, her slight frame pulled taut around the whole of it. The wing had given her an airtight on the donor night and treated it like the far edge of what a body could do. This went past it and kept going. They worked her between the four of them and she met every one - her hips driving up into the two below, her cunt swallowing the man above, her throat opening for the one at her mouth, her whole length one live wire of being used. The loud room had hushed down around it, gone watchful, the only sound the wet drive of four men in one girl and the noises she made around the cock in her throat.

She came apart flooding, loud and helpless and overflowing, soaking the two beneath her, the size-hunger that had first woken in her a week ago come all the way to the end of where it went. There was no fear anywhere in her, no flinch, nothing in her holding back. Only the wanting, gone as far as wanting could go, and a body become its perfect instrument. The man at her mouth pulled free and spent across her face and another stepped into his place; the one above her finished and a fresh angle took it; the two beneath her held and ground and stayed, and she rode it open-eyed and grinning and gone.

And in the thick of it, stuffed and full and flying, she found my eyes across the open floor between us.

She held them. Through all of it, through the four of them working her and the crowd packed close and the flood breaking over her again, she looked straight at me - the way I'd once looked across a room at Megan on a morning the wing took her away from me, the way Hannah herself had looked at me across a donor reception the night her own appetite first broke open. I knew that look now from both ends of it. I held it for her the way it needed holding - not to reach in and pull her back, because she was nowhere I could pull her back from and she'd never thank me for the trying, but to be the one face in the flood that knew where she'd started and saw exactly where she'd arrived. Witness, not rescue. The last turn of a thing that had been turning since long before me. She came again with her eyes locked on mine, and I gave her the only thing the moment asked for, which was to keep looking, and not look away.

She'd gone past me. We both knew it. The board's prodigy had become the block's, and after I was gone she'd carry it back to the wing and on without me, more of it than I'd ever been handed, and the look that passed between us said all of that and didn't need a word, the same as every goodbye the place had ever let me have.

The last night I spent on the doorless cot with Hannah folded warm against my back, men ghosting through the amber dark as they pleased, the two of us taken and turning toward it half-asleep and reaching for one another in whatever space a man left, exactly as every night down here had run. I didn't try to hold it or mark it. You couldn't keep a thing like that by gripping it. I let the dark have us one more time and slept the way I'd learned to here, easy and used and already wanting more by the time the light came up.

The tiers went white one level at a time, and Carver was at the security gate with the binder.

She'd processed Megan out a lifetime ago, fourteen days into all of this, and now she'd process me - the same flat clipboard calm, the same way in reverse. Someone had dropped our grey skirts back on the foot of the cot in the dark, folded where the night had returned them, as everything found its way back to the cot eventually. I eased out from under Hannah's arm and pulled mine on one last time, and the cell was already filling at its open mouth, the men waking into their endless morning around me. Carver keyed me through the gate that hadn't opened for me since the senior walked me in, and past it there were my own clothes in a folded stack - denim, a soft shirt, the strange forgotten weight of a waistband that closed. I skinned the grey off and left it folded on the bench and dressed in my own things slowly, the cotton odd against skin that had worn nothing else for a month. The skirt wasn't mine to take. It had never been a thing you owned; it was a thing you wore until the morning you didn't.

I signed where she pointed. The page turned all that strange double arithmetic of the place - a month of wing-days against three block-days - into one flat word: served. I didn't read the rest of it. A sentence that had started as a number to subtract against myself every night had become, somewhere in here, a body that ran toward the count instead of away from it.

I looked back once before she walked me out.

Hannah was up on the cot already, easy across the open cell, a man's hands on her and her face turned bright toward whatever came next - the program's now, the senior's next centerpiece, settled into the place I was leaving the way I'd settled into the one Megan left. They'd walk her back to the wing once my papers cleared. She caught me looking. She didn't say anything, and neither did I; the place had never gone in for speeches and I wasn't starting one at the door. She just lifted her chin a fraction and held my eyes a beat, and that was our whole goodbye, and it was enough. Near the foot of the stairs Darius gave me the nod, the same one, and this time it finished the sentence - the thread running out clean to the end of it. At the back of the dayroom, a head above the standing crowd, Sione watched me go with one long look and didn't move, settled and patient as weather, the way he'd watched me come in.

I thought of Megan then - two fingers thrown up over her shoulder on her way out the wing's door, careless and certain, a salute that said your turn's coming to a girl who hadn't believed it yet. I understood it now from the inside. I didn't make the gesture. I only carried it, which came to the same thing.

Carver walked me down the grey corridor the other way, toward the last gate and the far door beyond it, and behind me the block kept up its low endless roar, loud and alive and never closing, the girl at the heart of it already gone on to the next. The door at the end was plain steel with daylight at the seams of it. I'd watched it open for other women morning after morning while I stayed behind the bars and counted. It opened for me.

I walked out of it a free woman, and the morning was very bright, and for the first time in five weeks there was nothing in front of me but the open air.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! If this gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my newsletter for exclusive content, early access to new releases, and subscriber-only stories. No spam - just updates when I have something steamy to share.

Visit my website to sign up and explore all my books:

www.evelynwilderotica.com 

Thank you for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude, Evelyn Wild
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