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Chapter 1: Orientation

⚜

The campus was nothing like the pictures. It was a Sunday in late August-orientation week-and the place was already alive.

The pictures hadn't been wrong, exactly-the ivy on the brick really did look like that, the lawns really were that green, the fountains really did catch the afternoon light like something out of a magazine. But pictures couldn't show you the scale of a place, the way the buildings rose up and the paths stretched away in every direction and you understood, viscerally, that you were small. Meadowbrook had eight hundred people in it. Ashworth University had eight thousand students alone.

I stood at the base of the main steps with my duffel bag over one shoulder and the address of the administration building in my phone and told myself to breathe.

The bus ride had taken three days. Nebraska to Northern California, two transfers, a night slumped against a window watching the plains give way to mountains give way to coastal hills. My parents didn't know exactly what the Free Use Scholarship entailed-I'd told them it was a merit scholarship with a work-study component. My mother had cried when I got in. My father had prayed. I'd packed my bags while they were at Sunday morning service and left a note on the kitchen table saying I'd call when I arrived.

The truth was I couldn't face them. My father's voice from the pulpit, God is providing, our Wren has been given a path-and me knowing the exact nature of the path, the exact clause of the contract I'd already read three times. Looking them in the eye while they praised God for it would have cracked something open in me. The note was easier.

I hadn't called yet.

I adjusted the strap of my duffel bag and walked up the steps.

The Dean's office was on the fourth floor of the administration building, behind a receptionist who checked my name against a list without looking up and directed me down a carpeted hallway with dark wood paneling and framed photographs of campus at different points in history. I counted the photographs to keep myself from thinking too hard about what I was about to do.

Dean Hartwell was a trim woman in her late fifties with silver hair pulled back from a sharp, pleasant face. She stood when I came in and shook my hand across a desk that probably cost more than my parents' car.

"Wren Calloway," she said. "Welcome to Ashworth."

"Thank you," I said. My voice came out steady. I was proud of that.

She sat and gestured for me to do the same. "I'd like to go through the scholarship agreement with you in detail before we finalize anything. I want to make sure you understand the terms completely. You've had the documents for three weeks-do you have any initial questions?"

"I read everything," I said.

"Good." She opened a folder and set it on the desk between us. "I'll still review it. That's standard procedure." She folded her hands. "The Free Use Scholarship covers full tuition, housing in Langley Hall's scholar wing, and a meal plan. It's need-blind and renewable semester to semester, contingent on your academic standing and your compliance with program requirements. Do you understand that so far?"

"Yes."

"In exchange for the scholarship, you agree to make yourself available for sexual use by any enrolled male student, any male faculty member, any male staff member, or any registered program donor during formal university events. Available hours are seven a.m. to ten p.m., seven days a week." She said it the way my high school guidance counselor used to talk about AP course requirements-matter-of-fact, informational, without particular weight. "You'll wear the scholar uniform at all times in public campus spaces. The uniform identifies you as a participating scholar and signals your availability. You'll carry your scholar identification lanyard visibly at all times in public."

I was looking at the paperwork. My name was already printed on it, in clean black type. Wren Marie Calloway. Free Use Scholarship Agreement, Ashworth University.

"Within those hours," Dean Hartwell continued, "you may not refuse a use request from an eligible individual. The program functions on the principle that access is frictionless. You are not required to perform any specific act beyond the basics of availability-you may communicate discomfort if something is physically injurious-but refusal of a request is not permitted within available hours."

She paused.

"You have one option for exit. If at any point you wish to leave the program, you say the word redlight. To anyone, at any time. The moment you say it, the encounter stops, your scholarship is terminated, and your enrollment at Ashworth ends. You have thirty days to make alternative arrangements. There is no partial exit, no sabbatical, no temporary suspension of terms."

"I understand," I said.

"I want to be clear about what that means practically." Dean Hartwell looked at me with something that might have been professional concern. "Once you say that word, you can't unsay it. If you say it in a moment of discomfort and then change your mind, it doesn't matter. We've had scholars exit in their first week, and we've had scholars complete all four years without using it once. But the decision, either way, is permanent."

The empty bank account. The rejection letters from every other scholarship I'd applied for. My mother's face when I'd gotten into Ashworth: God is providing, Wren, God is providing. She hadn't known what God was providing.

"I understand," I said again.

She slid the folder toward me. I picked up the pen she'd left clipped to the front and turned to the signature page. My hand was very steady. I signed my name and dated it and handed it back.

"Excellent." She tucked the folder back and smiled at me professionally. "You have a first-day onboarding exemption-availability begins at seven a.m. tomorrow. We'll proceed to intake. That's just down the hall."

The intake room was small and white-walled, with a metal examination table at the center and a counter along one wall with various tools and a hanging scale. A man in a white coat waited with a tablet in one hand. Forties, maybe. Unremarkable face, dark hair going gray at the temples. He introduced himself as a staff member whose name I didn't catch or hold onto.

"Please undress and place your clothing on the chair," he said, gesturing to a chair by the door.

There was a camera mounted in the upper corner of the room. I noticed it because I noticed everything when I was nervous. I didn't know if it was recording. I undressed anyway-shoes first, then my jeans, then my shirt, and then I stood in my bra and underwear and there was a pause where I waited for him to tell me that was sufficient.

"Everything," he said, without looking up from the tablet.

I unhooked my bra and set it on the pile and pushed my underwear down and stepped out of it and stood there. The air was cool. I could feel it everywhere-the backs of my thighs, my stomach, my nipples, which were already tightening from the temperature or something else or both, and I thought about the camera and looked somewhere neutral, at the middle distance.

He set the tablet on the counter and came over with a measuring tape and a small flashlight.

"Arms out," he said.

I held my arms out at my sides. He measured my height with a wall-mounted measure and noted it. He measured my chest-the tape going around my back, just under my arms-and my waist and my hips, calling out numbers that he entered on the tablet without commentary. His hands were warm and dry and he moved around me with the efficiency of someone who did this every week, which presumably he did.

"Hands on the table."

I put my hands on the examination table. He stood behind me and put his hands on my hips and positioned me-feet slightly apart, leaning forward slightly at the waist. I heard him note something on the tablet.

"Spread your legs a little wider."

I did.

"Good. Hold that position."

He moved behind me, and I heard the click of the flashlight. I stared at the far wall, acutely aware of what I must look like from his angle: feet planted apart on the cold tile, bent forward at the waist, my jeans and shirt long gone with the rest of my clothes, every intimate inch of me presented and lit. His fingers came first-parting my slick folds with clinical precision, sliding through me with a thorough deliberateness that had no interest in my reaction. I felt him open me wider, the flashlight tracking close, and I understood he was looking directly at me, inspecting me in the beam's light-and I had already gone wet.

Not a little. Unmistakably. The kind that betrays itself in the slick heat between my thighs, that his fingers moved through without comment, that the flashlight would illuminate plainly against my skin. My face went hot immediately, a scalding wave of humiliation-and then, sickeningly, that heat flooded downward instead of dissipating, pooling at my core, feeding itself on my own mortification. The shame made me wetter. The wetness deepened the shame. His fingers pressed methodically into that evidence, parting and probing, cataloguing what my body had done without my permission, and I dug my nails into the edge of the table and stared at the wall and breathed.

He withdrew his fingers and made a note on the tablet. Said nothing.

A sharp chill hit the slick warmth he'd left exposed, and my breath caught before I could stop it.

"Stand up. Face me."

I straightened and turned. I was slick down the inside of both thighs by then, and standing upright only made me more aware of it-the warmth settling, impossible to ignore.

He tilted my chin up and checked my teeth, my tongue, the back of my throat, the way a buyer might examine a horse-methodically, impersonal.

His hands cupped my breasts, lifted them slightly, assessed weight and shape. Then his thumbs dragged slowly over my nipples, and the shock of it went straight down my spine-a bright, involuntary jolt, every nerve ending firing at once. A sound tried to climb out of my throat. I locked my jaw and swallowed it back down. He paused for a half second-I could feel his attention on the way they'd hardened-and then moved on. His stylus touched the tablet.

By the time he stepped back and told me we were finished, I was still slick inside my thighs. I straightened slowly, feeling the specific warmth of my own arousal settling, exposed to the cool room, the evidence of what this examination had done to me undeniable. I kept my face blank. I'd grown up in a house where showing the wrong feeling had consequences.

He scrolled through whatever he'd just entered. "Your file notes above-average responsiveness," he said, already moving toward the cabinet.

He retrieved a flat package wrapped in tissue paper and set it on the table next to a lanyard with a green card on it.

"Your uniform," he said. "There's a restroom across the hall with a full-length mirror-use it to check the fit. Langley Hall is on the northeast edge of campus-take the main path across the quad, bear right at the fountain. Scholar wing is the third floor." He left without waiting for a response.

I dressed alone in the intake room. Then I carried my duffel bag across the hall to check myself in the mirror.

It was full-length and unforgiving.

I understood immediately why the program used this specific uniform. The skirt was plaid-navy and green-and it sat high on my hip and fell to mid-thigh, and mid-thigh was not far enough. When I stood normally it was barely decent. If I bent forward at all it would stop being decent entirely. The white button-down shirt was thin enough to see through in good light, and the instructions tied it at the waist, which meant my midriff was bare and the shirt was pulled tight across my chest, and without a bra my nipples made their presence obvious against the fabric.

I clipped the lanyard around my neck. The green card said FU Scholar in bold letters with my student ID photo and my name. The photo had been taken during my application, before I'd known exactly what I was applying for. I looked young in it. Wide-eyed.

I didn't look young now, in this mirror, in this uniform. I looked like something the uniform had decided I was.

My hair was down-honey-blonde and past my shoulders, and it kept falling over one eye. The freckles across my nose looked wrong against the pressed collar of the shirt, like something from Meadowbrook that had accidentally ended up somewhere it didn't belong. My legs were pale. I was aware of my bare legs, of the air against my inner thighs, of the specific knowledge that there was nothing under the skirt.

I stood there for a long moment.

Then I gathered the packet with the rest of my uniform materials-a second shirt, a second skirt, a document of care instructions-and went out.

The walk to Langley Hall took me ten minutes across the main quad during the afternoon between-class rush. Students moved past in both directions. Several of them glanced at my lanyard and looked away again. A few looked longer-at my legs, at the visible outline of my breasts under the thin shirt, at the lanyard itself. I kept my eyes forward and walked at a pace that felt normal.

No one stopped me. It wasn't available hours yet-the intake staff member had explained that I had a grace period through the end of the day. I would officially be available starting tomorrow morning. Tonight was mine.

Tessa was waiting for me in the lobby of Langley Hall.

She was tall and easy to notice-5'7" with volleyball legs and the kind of confident posture that came from knowing exactly what her body looked like. Her dark brown hair was loose past her shoulders, her uniform shirt open one more button than strictly necessary, the lanyard bright green against her collarbone. She extended her hand when she saw me coming, like we were meeting at a work conference.

"Wren? I'm Tessa. Second year." She looked me over without any particular subtlety, the way I'd noticed people look at scholars-assessing, not unfriendly. "You're cute. They'll like you. Come on, I'll show you around."

She walked me through the building's common areas-the study lounge, the laundry room, the main kitchen-and then up two flights to the third floor, which was the scholar wing. The hallway was normal looking: beige carpet, overhead lighting, numbered doors. Then I registered the walls.

The interior walls of each room were glass.

Floor to ceiling, facing the hallway. I could see directly into each room as we walked past. I could see unmade beds, open textbooks, a girl with brown hair sitting cross-legged on her floor with headphones in, oblivious to being visible from the corridor or simply not caring.

"Privacy screens are only for sleeping," Tessa said. "The system unlocks the privacy screens at midnight so you can frost them for sleeping-tap the panel by the bed. They clear automatically at six. Outside those hours, they stay open. The idea is you're visible, accessible, while you're in your room." She glanced sideways at me to gauge my reaction. I was trying not to have one. "You get used to it. First week you'll be hyperaware of the glass. After that it becomes background noise."

"Does anyone come in?" I asked. "To the rooms?"

"If the door's open they walk in. If it's closed, they knock-you still have to answer, but most guys will just find someone else rather than wait." She shrugged. "The common room toward the end of the hall is a use space. Always open."

My room was 307. It had a single bed, a desk, a narrow wardrobe, and a small bookshelf already stocked with a welcome packet and a notebook with the Ashworth seal on the cover. The glass wall faced the hallway directly. My desk was positioned against the left half of it, leaving the rest of the pane as a clear window to the corridor.

I would be studying, visible to anyone walking past.

"Your stuff got here?" Tessa asked, nodding at a box in the corner-my things, shipped ahead.

"Yeah," I said. "It got here."

"Kitchen's stocked, meal plan activates tomorrow. Tonight there's stuff in the fridge-help yourself." She turned toward the door. "I'm in 312 if you need anything. I have class until seven so I'm around after that."

She left, and I stood in my glass room and looked at the hallway and thought about Meadowbrook.

The box sat in the corner. I'd mailed it two weeks ago from the post office in Meadowbrook, in the parking lot of the church my family had attended every Sunday since before I was born. I'd shipped it and gone inside for evening service and sat in my usual pew and listened to my father's voice carrying through the sanctuary and thought about the initial acceptance I'd mailed back to Ashworth months before that-before the formal documents had arrived, before I'd read every clause three times, before I'd sat across from the Dean and signed my name on a binding contract.

I ate dinner in the common room with two other scholars whose names I learned and immediately scrambled-one was a junior studying nursing, the other was a sophomore studying business. They were friendly and normal and talked about the upcoming weekend and the coffee at the campus café and which professors were worth having. The program was ambient undercurrent in their conversation: they referenced it the way you'd reference any inconvenient feature of a living situation. The shower's always cold in the morning, the building's heating is inconsistent, some guys are quick about it and some aren't, there's a professor who won't bother you if you sit in the back despite the front-row rules. Practical information, delivered practically.

I listened and nodded and ate and tried to feel like someone who belonged here.

By nine I was in my room with my box half unpacked, my textbooks stacked on the shelf, my toiletries lined up in the shared bathroom down the hall. I'd made my bed. I'd put a photo of the Nebraska plains on my desk-a landscape shot, no people in it, just grass and sky and the particular flatness that people either found peaceful or oppressive. I'd always found it peaceful.

I lay down on top of the covers still in my uniform because I didn't want to undress near the glass wall while there were still people in the hallway. I could hear them-footsteps, voices, the distant sound of a TV in someone's room. The scholar wing was quieter than the floors below but not silent.

Then from down the hall, unmistakable: a moan.

Low at first. Rhythmic. A woman's voice, then the low undertone of a man's. The common room-I'd understood from Tessa that it was a use space, that this was normal and expected, that I would hear it and eventually stop hearing it the way you stop hearing traffic.

I did not stop hearing it.

The sounds carried clearly in the hall's acoustics-the rhythm of it, the hitch and escalation in her voice, the wordless urgency. I recognized Tessa's voice, low and direct and unashamed. The sounds went on for a while. There were two male voices, low and occasional, giving brief instructions that carried without fully resolving into words, and Tessa's voice riding over them, louder toward the end.

I stared at the ceiling.

My nipples were hard against the inside of my shirt. I was aware of this the way I'd been aware of the staff member's hands during intake-the same uncomfortable, involuntary awareness, my body making decisions without consulting me. There was heat gathering between my thighs, insistent, and when I pressed them together I could feel how slick I'd become just from listening. Wet the way I'd been in that exam room, for no reason I could defend. The shame of that made it worse-the knowledge that Tessa's voice was making me wet, that the sounds carrying through the wall were doing exactly what they were apparently designed to do-and the worse it got, the wetter I became, the same humiliating cycle feeding itself.

I lay very still.

Outside in the hallway, someone walked past my door. A male student, probably going to the bathroom or the kitchen-and then his footsteps slowed and stopped. I didn't move. I barely breathed. My whole body went still under his gaze, and I was acutely aware of how I must look from the hallway: the lamp throwing warm light over the bed, my hair across the pillow, the skirt riding up my bare thighs, my nipples peaked visibly against the thin fabric. The heat at my core sharpened into something urgent and aching, a wet throb that pulsed with every heartbeat. I didn't look at him. I kept my gaze fixed on the ceiling above me. My heart hammered with the knowledge of every inch of me he could see-the bare stretch of leg, the visible outline of my breasts, the way the lamplight fell across everything. I was completely on display, and the knowledge of it flooded through me like heat. The glass between us was nothing. It might as well not have existed.

He didn't knock. He stood for a long moment, and then his footsteps moved on.

I lay there with my hands flat at my sides and the heat building and Tessa's sounds finally going quiet down the hall, and I didn't touch myself. I wasn't sure why-there was no rule against it-but it felt important to not touch myself. Like a test I was administering to myself, or a line I wasn't ready to cross until I understood what it meant that I was this wet from listening.

The sounds stopped. Quiet settled over the wing.

I lay there for a while longer, thinking about all of it, but eventually the thirst won out. I pulled myself off the bed.

The floor's small kitchen was past the common room. I kept my eyes ahead as I went by-but not ahead enough. Through the glass wall of the common room I caught a half-second of it: the couch at an angle, a man straightening his shirt, something on the floor I didn't look at. I fixed my gaze on the kitchen doorway and kept walking.

I flicked on the fluorescent light. Someone had taped a handwritten note to the coffee maker: grinds go in the compost, rinse the carafe. I filled a glass of water from the tap and leaned against the counter and drank it in the deliberate way you drink water when what you're really doing is standing somewhere to get your bearings.

"Hey."

I turned.

He was leaning in the kitchen doorway-tall, dark wavy hair falling across his forehead, wearing a gray t-shirt and sweatpants with the Ashworth seal on them. Brown eyes, easy posture, the kind of face that looked good even in bad lighting. His eyes went to my lanyard and then, as though correcting himself, back up to my face.

"You're new," he said.

"I arrived today."

He came the rest of the way into the kitchen, scooped some ice from the freezer into a glass from the cabinet, and filled it at the tap. "I'm Nate. I'm in 214-one floor down. Architecture. The ice machine down there's been broken for a week, so." A shrug. Purely practical.

"Wren. English Lit."

"Midwest?" He was looking at me with what seemed like genuine curiosity.

"Nebraska. Is it that obvious?"

"The freckles," he said, and there was a warmth in his voice that made it almost a compliment. "Where in Nebraska?"

"A small town. You've never heard of it."

"Try me."

"Meadowbrook."

He shook his head. "You're right, I haven't. I'm from Portland." He leaned against the counter beside me, leaving a comfortable amount of space, and drank his water. "English Lit's good. What period?"

The question surprised me. Most people asked what you planned to do with it, the way they asked about any impractical major-half statement, half challenge. Nobody asked what period.

"Nineteenth century," I said. "American, mostly."

He nodded, and there was a small pause where I became very aware that every other man I'd encountered today had looked at my body the way the uniform demanded-at the bare stretch of my thighs, at the way the sheer fabric left nothing hidden, at the lanyard as shorthand for what I was. Nate kept his eyes on my face. It was almost more disorienting. I could feel the warmth of the lamp at the counter's edge, the draft against my bare legs, the specific exposure of the uniform-and he was looking at my face.

I didn't know if that was kindness or its own kind of thing or just how he was with everyone.

"That must have been a big decision," he said. A slight gesture toward the lanyard. Not unkind.

"Yes," I said.

He didn't push it. We stood in the fluorescent kitchen and talked for a few minutes-he'd read some Hawthorne, had an opinion about it, asked about mine-and when he finally straightened to go he said, "I'll walk you back, if that's okay," and fell into step beside me down the hall.

At my door, he stopped.

"Welcome to Ashworth." He smiled-easy, warm, unhurried. "Good luck tomorrow."

He disappeared down the stairwell. I went inside.

I stretched out across my bed and stared at the ceiling and tried to organize what I was feeling into something coherent.

The intake room. The fingers parting me, the flashlight's clinical beam, the unmistakable evidence of what my body had done. The mirror. The uniform. The glass wall, the footsteps, Tessa's voice carrying through the building, the stranger going still outside my door with his eyes moving over me in the lamplight. And now Nate's face, the way he'd looked at nothing but my eyes, the way he'd said what period like it mattered.

I squeezed my thighs together and felt the same heat I'd felt an hour ago and it had a different texture now-not just the body responding to proximity and sound, but something with Nate woven through it, his specific hands and voice and the particular restraint of a man who could have looked anywhere and chose not to.

I still didn't touch myself.

I lay in the warm light, the glass wall open behind me, the fabric shifting against my sensitized skin with every breath, my bare legs exposed to whatever eyes might pass in the hallway beyond. I thought about what tomorrow would be, and the day after, and what I had agreed to, and what my body was saying about what I had agreed to, and eventually my breathing evened out and I slept.

In the morning, I would be available.
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Chapter 2: First day

⚜

Iwoke before the alarm.

The glass wall was clear-I hadn't tapped the frost panel before falling asleep, so the hallway had been watching me all night. Through the pane, the corridor was empty and lit. I lay still for a moment, listening: the building was quiet at 7:12 a.m., just the faint hum of the HVAC and someone's door clicking shut on the floor below.

Today I was available. Seven a.m.-the contract's start time. My bed, my desk, my body in the rumpled uniform I'd slept in. The corridor was empty. It didn't matter. The openness itself was the point.

I showered in the shared bathroom down the hall. The water was hot and the pressure was better than anything in Meadowbrook, and I stood under it longer than I needed to because I was thinking about what the day would be and the hot water felt like the last uncomplicated thing I'd have for a while. Then I turned it off and dried myself and walked back to my room in the towel, aware of the glass walls of each room I passed and the specific vulnerability of wet hair and bare shoulders and nothing else.

In my room, I dressed. The routine was still new enough to feel deliberate-the chill of morning air against my bare skin a sharp reminder of how little the plaid skirt and tied shirt actually covered. No bra. No underwear. The fabric settled against me and I was immediately aware of every place it touched: the thin cotton shifting over my nipples, the hem barely brushing my upper thighs, the absence of anything underneath. I clipped the lanyard around my neck. The green card settled against my collarbone: FU Scholar. Wren Calloway.

I looked at myself in the mirror I'd propped on my desk. Yesterday's girl, the one who'd signed the contract and stood naked in the intake room and lain awake listening to Tessa-she was the same person looking back at me. But something had shifted overnight. The uniform wasn't a costume anymore. It was what I wore. I smoothed the skirt and shouldered my bag.

Tessa was in the hallway, leaning against her doorframe with a mug of coffee and her dark hair still damp. She looked like she'd been awake for a while.

"First day," she said. "You look good. Nervous?"

"A little."

"That goes away." She took a sip. "What's your first class?"

"English Lit. Nine a.m. Keane."

Her expression changed-not dramatically, just a slight tightening around her eyes, a half-beat pause before she drank again. "Keane. He's your academic advisor too, right?" I nodded. "He uses the front-row seats. You know about the front-row seats?"

"Green placards. Designated availability."

"Right. Some professors ignore them. Keane doesn't." She looked at me steadily. "He's not rough, exactly. But he likes to make a point. He's very aware that you're new."

"Okay," I said.

"You'll be fine," she said, and it sounded like she meant it. "Seriously. Your body already knows what to do-you just have to let it." She straightened off the doorframe. "Kitchen's open. Eat something."

The humanities building was a five-minute walk across the quad-old brick with wide stone steps and tall windows that let in the morning light. I went through the main doors and followed the room numbers to Lecture Hall 104, a tiered auditorium-style room with wooden bench seating rising in rows toward the back. At the front, closest to the lectern and the chalkboard, a row of seats was marked with small green placards on the desk surfaces. Three of them. I was the only scholar in the room so far.

I sat in the center seat. The desk surface was smooth and cool under my forearms. Students filtered in-filling the middle and back rows, the usual noise of bags dropping and laptops opening. A few of them glanced at me-at the lanyard, at my legs under the short skirt, at the green placard in front of me. Most of them didn't look twice. This was normal here. I was part of the architecture of the room, like the chalkboard and the emergency exits.

By nine o'clock the hall was nearly full. Sixty students, maybe more. The density of them pressed at my back-bodies and breath and the low murmur of conversation. My seat was close enough to the lectern that I could see the grain in the dark oak.

Professor Keane entered from the side door at nine sharp.

He was lean and precise in the way I'd expected from the faculty photo-wire-rimmed glasses, sharp cheekbones, dark hair with gray at the temples. He wore a button-down with the sleeves rolled to the elbow and carried a single book, which he set on the lectern without looking at it. His eyes moved across the room with the patient assessment of someone who owned every square foot of it.

They landed on me.

It was brief-a flicker of acknowledgment, the slight settling of his attention. He didn't smile. He looked at the green placard, and then at my face, and then he opened the book.

"Hawthorne," he said. "Chapter two of The Scarlet Letter. The scaffold scene." He didn't use notes. He paced slowly behind the lectern as he spoke, his voice carrying easily through the hall's acoustics-clear, authoritative, the kind of voice that made you sit up without thinking about it. "Hester Prynne is brought before the town. She stands on the scaffold with her infant, her sin made public, her body the site of communal judgment. Hawthorne gives us the crowd's gaze in extraordinary detail. He wants us to understand what it means to be looked at-not glanced at, not noticed, but looked at. The sustained, collective attention of a community that has decided you are visible."

He paused. His eyes came to me again, and this time they didn't leave.

"The scaffold is a technology of exposure," he said. He was moving now, stepping down from the raised platform, walking along the row of green-placarded seats toward where I sat. "Hawthorne understood that public visibility is never neutral. To be seen is to be acted upon. The gaze is not passive."

He stopped at my desk.

My heart was beating in my throat. I could feel every inch of the front-row exposure-the packed rows behind me, the vast, attentive quiet of the hall, the knowledge that I was sitting in the seat that meant what it meant.

Keane rested one hand on the edge of my desk. He was still lecturing.

"Hester's punishment isn't incarceration. It isn't violence. It's visibility. She is placed where everyone can see her, and the seeing is the punishment-except Hawthorne complicates it." His other hand moved to my knee. His touch was measured, his fingers warm and dry against my bare skin. "Because Hester doesn't collapse under the gaze. She stands. She holds her child. She endures, and in enduring, she begins to transform the scaffold into something else."

His hand slid upward along my inner thigh, and the breath went out of me.

I gripped the edge of the desk. His fingers moved slowly-past the hem of my skirt, higher, tracing the soft skin of my inner thigh with a slowness that was almost pedagogical, as though this were part of the lesson. The hall was silent. The packed rows watched. The weight of their combined gaze pressed against my skin like something physical.

His fingers reached me and found what my body had already told him. The slickness was immediate and undeniable-the same flood I'd felt under the intake room's flashlight, the same self-incriminating heat, my body making its response before I'd made any decision at all. His fingers slid through it and I bit the inside of my cheek hard enough to taste copper.

Keane didn't pause. "The scaffold transforms Hester," he said, his voice carrying perfectly to the back row while his fingers parted my folds and pressed inside me-two fingers curling into the tight heat, his thumb finding my clit with the precision of someone who had done this before, who knew exactly what the front-row placard meant and intended to use it. "She becomes something other than what the community intended. Not a cautionary tale. Something more dangerous."

He stroked me with slow, firm pressure, his fingers hooking into the spot that made my vision blur, his thumb circling in a rhythm that he seemed to calibrate against my breathing. I was holding the desk so hard my knuckles were white. My thighs had fallen open without my deciding to open them. The shame hit me like a wall of heat-I was being fingered in front of all of them and I was soaking his hand and I couldn't stop.

The arousal fed on the shame. My cheeks burned, my chest flushed pink, and the humiliation of being this wet, this responsive, this visible drove me closer to the edge. Every micro-expression on my face was readable from the nearest row. The students behind me could see Keane's arm moving, could see my fingers digging into the desk's edge, could hear the change in my breathing. The sounds were barely audible above the ambient noise of the hall-the wet, slick pull of his fingers working me-but in my head they were deafening.

He pressed deeper, curled his fingers, and I came.

It hit me like a cramp-sudden and overwhelming, clenching hard around him, my teeth sinking into my lower lip, a sound trapped in my throat. I went rigid in the seat, thighs trembling, the orgasm rolling through me in waves while Keane lectured about the symbolism of the scarlet letter and the crowd's evolving perception of Hester Prynne. He didn't slow down. He didn't acknowledge what had just happened. His fingers stayed inside me through the aftershocks, working me through it with the same steady, methodical rhythm-and when I finally unclenched, when the trembling eased and I came back to myself slumped slightly over the desk, he withdrew them and wiped them on my bare thigh. A long, deliberate streak.

"Come up here," he said.

My legs were unsteady. I stood and walked the eight steps to the lectern-eight steps in a short plaid skirt with my arousal slick on my thighs and an entire room watching me cross the space. The lectern was oak, waist-height, solid. Keane put his hand on the back of my neck and guided me forward, bending me over the surface until my forearms were flat on the wood and my hips were pressed against its edge.

The skirt rode up. Of course it did. I felt the hem climb past the curve of my ass, felt the air against my bare skin, felt the total exposure of being bent over in full view of the class. My flushed face, my breasts pressing against the wood, the thin shirt pulled tight-all of it facing them. I could see the rows of faces-some avid, some careful, some studiously looking elsewhere. A girl in the third row had her pen moving. A guy near the aisle had his phone pointed down.

Keane stepped behind me. I heard the sound of his belt.

"Hester faces the crowd," he said. "Hawthorne positions her so that the gaze is direct and unavoidable."

He pushed into me in one slow, firm stroke.

The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance and then past it-stretching me open, thick and insistent, the wet heat of my arousal easing him in but doing nothing to disguise the sheer size of him. The stretch was immediate and enormous, pressing past the tender ache of the orgasm still humming through me. I gasped. My fingers curled hard against the oak. He was substantial in a way that made my body seize and then give, my slick walls clenching and releasing around the rigid length of him as he seated himself fully inside me-every inch, buried to the hilt with his hips flush against my bare ass. I could feel the heat of his cock deep inside me, the thick pulse of him, the way he spread me open and held there as though letting me adjust, as though he had all the time in the world, which in front of a packed lecture hall he apparently did.

He pulled back and thrust again, deeper.

A sound escaped me-low, involuntary, bitten back but not quickly enough. The cavernous space caught the sound and carried it. My face blazed. Someone in the middle rows shifted.

"She cannot look away from them," Keane said, "and they cannot look away from her."

He fucked me while he lectured. His pace was controlled and even, each stroke rocking me forward against the lectern's edge, the oak hard against my hips-a counterpoint of pressure with every thrust. His hands were on my hips, long fingers wrapped around the curve of them, thumbs pressing into the muscle of my lower back as he controlled the angle, tilting my pelvis until he found the depth that made my breath stutter. The high-ceilinged space carried everything: the rhythmic creak of the lectern's legs, the wet percussion of his hips meeting my thighs, the barely suppressed sounds I couldn't keep swallowed.

I was facing them all. The pink flush across my chest, my white-knuckled grip on the wood, my body rocking forward with each thrust-all of it visible, lit by the morning light falling through the hall's tall windows. The rows of faces watched. An entire room, attentive and still, and I was the illustration to his lecture-bent over the lectern in my plaid skirt with my professor's cock driving into me from behind while he discussed Hawthorne's use of public shame. The realization wrapped around me like heat. My nipples were hard against the desk surface. My thighs were slick. The obscene ease of my own wetness took every thrust, my body yielding to him with a thoroughness that embarrassed me and turned me on and embarrassed me further.

He slid one hand up my spine and curled his fingers in my hair-not pulling, just gripping, holding me angled back slightly so my face was more visible to the room, so the blotchy redness spreading down my neck was visible above the open collar of my tied shirt. I understood the choreography of it. Every position he put me in was calculated. I was a prop in his lesson, a demonstration of exactly the principle he was lecturing about, and I was clenching around him with the full understanding of that and unable to stop.

The sounds I was making were getting harder to suppress. Each thrust drove a small, involuntary noise out of me-swallowed, mostly, caught between my clenched teeth-but the hall was quiet enough that the ones that slipped past my teeth carried. The focus of the rows sharpened each time a sound escaped me. My face burned with it. My whole body was flushed, sweating slightly at the back of my neck where his hand held my hair, my nipples dragging against the lectern's surface with each thrust.

The pressure built fast-dense and low, gathering with each measured stroke until I was holding the edge of the lectern to keep myself from falling forward, my grip slipping on the wood, thighs trembling. He angled his hips and thrust hard, driving into me at the angle that made my vision white out at the edges, and my defenses gave way.

I broke.

The second orgasm pulled me under-deeper than the first, rolling through me in a long, shuddering wave. A moan tore loose from my locked jaw, skated up the tiered rows, and I couldn't stop it and I didn't try. I came around him with my whole body-toes curling in my shoes, fingers scraping the wood-while all of them watched. I was coming in front of a full lecture hall, completely at the mercy of my own body, and every pair of eyes on me only made it clench harder, longer, my body wringing every second of it out like it was making a point.

Keane thrust twice more, hard, and finished inside me. I felt the heat of it, the pulse, the flood filling me. He exhaled once and withdrew, and the sudden emptiness made me gasp. I stayed bent over the lectern for a moment, breathing, feeling the evidence of both of us sliding down my inner thigh.

"Back to your seat," he said.

I walked back on unsteady legs-the same distance in reverse-and sat down. The desk surface was cool under my forearms. Keane returned to the lectern, buttoned his belt, and continued the lecture as though nothing had happened. For fifteen more minutes he lectured on Hawthorne and the politics of visibility, and I sat in the front row with my thighs sticky and my pulse settling and my face still flushed and listened to every word.

When the class ended, students filed out. I gathered my bag slowly, waiting for the room to thin. At the door, Keane's voice caught me.

"Miss Calloway."

I turned. He was standing by the lectern, his book under his arm, his glasses catching the light.

"You can always say the word," he said. His tone was conversational, almost gentle. "If it's too much."

I held his gaze. The taunt was there-buried under the professional courtesy, impossible to miss. He was daring me. He wanted me to know that he would do this again, and again, and that each time he would remind me I could leave.

"It's not too much," I said.

He nodded once. I walked out.

The hallway was crowded between classes. Students moved in both directions-groups, couples, people alone with earbuds in. The building's high windows threw long rectangles of light across the tile floor. I walked through them with my bag over one shoulder and tried to feel normal, tried to occupy my body as though it hadn't just been occupied by someone else in full view of an entire room.

I made it halfway to the building's side exit before a hand caught my arm.

"Hey. You free?"

He was average height, baseball cap, forgettable face-the kind of person you'd pass in a grocery store and never register. His eyes went to my lanyard and stayed there.

"Yes," I said.

He walked me backward, two steps, until my shoulders hit the wall between a water fountain and a classroom door. The hallway was busy. People were walking past an arm's length away. He stepped in close-broad through the chest, hands that knew what they were doing-one palm bracing against the wall beside my head, the other reaching under my skirt without preamble.

His fingers found me-still wet, still tender from the lecture hall, Keane's cum slick inside me-and he made a sound, a short exhale of satisfaction at how ready I was. He undid himself efficiently, his cock already hard when he pulled it free. His hand hiked my skirt up to my waist and then the head of him pressed against my swollen entrance, and he pushed in.

I inhaled sharply. He was broader than I expected-heavy and demanding-and my body was already sensitized from the morning, every nerve ending raw and tuned past the point of subtlety. He drove in past what Keane had left behind, and the shocking slickness of it hit me before anything else-the ease of his entry, his cock sliding through the wet mess inside me, the lewd sound it made as he bottomed out. He groaned against the side of my neck and his hands gripped my hips and he began to move.

There was nothing gentle about it and nothing tentative. He fucked me against the wall with his full weight pressing me into the plaster-hard, rhythmic strokes that drove the air from my lungs with each thrust. His hands worked up from my hips, pushing under my tied shirt to grip my breasts, palming them roughly, his thumbs dragging over my nipples until my back arched helplessly. He wasn't careful about the sounds. The wet slap of his body against mine, the grunt of his breath against my neck-he simply did not care who heard. The traffic in the corridor didn't break stride. A professor in a tweed jacket passed reading a paper. A girl with a backpack stepped around us without looking up from her phone.

The impersonality of it should have been dehumanizing. It wasn't. It was something else entirely-the raw fact of being simply available, a body the system had designated and this man was using exactly as designed, that my name meant nothing to him beyond the green card at my collarbone. He hadn't asked if I wanted him. He hadn't checked my expression. He'd seen the lanyard and walked me backward and pushed inside me and that was the whole of the transaction, and something in me-the part that had been wet since nine a.m., the part that came twice in a lecture hall while dozens of students watched-responded to that directness with a heat that shamed me and made me wetter.

I felt it building again despite the rawness-a low, shaking pressure, the friction of him and the rough press of his hands on my breasts and the public indifference of the hallway around us. Classmates stepped right by us without a second glance, close enough to hear every wet sound his body made against mine.

He finished in a hard, shuddering thrust, pinning me against the cool wall with his heavy chest, his cock buried deep as he came. I felt every pulse of it-the hot spurts filling me, a second load mixing with the first until I was overflowing, the warm weight of two men's cum pooling between my legs, dampening my skirt against my skin. He held there a moment, breathing against my neck, then pulled out. I felt the wet, obscene slide of his withdrawal, the rush of cool hallway air against my slick heat. He tucked himself back with the same efficiency he'd started with. He was gone before I'd straightened my skirt. I didn't know his name. He didn't know mine, beyond what the lanyard said.

I found the nearest bathroom. At the sinks I grabbed a handful of paper towels, soaked them under the tap, and carried them to a stall. I locked the door and cleaned up as best I could-the warm, practical work of aftermath. When I came out and checked myself in the mirror above the sinks, I saw flushed cheeks, bright eyes, hair slightly mussed. It wasn't the expression I expected to find. I'd expected the lecture hall to change something in my face-the exposure, Keane's brand of power play. I hadn't expected the hallway to leave a mark. But the anonymity of it, the way he'd used me with the same casual ease you'd open a door, the way no one had looked twice-it had done something that wasn't nothing. The face in the mirror was not someone who wanted to say redlight.

I smoothed my hair, straightened my lanyard, and stepped back into the hallway.

Late afternoon found me on a bench by the main fountain with The Scarlet Letter open in my lap. I was reading the scaffold scene for the third time, trying to untangle Hawthorne's prose from the memory of Keane's fingers-Hester facing the crowd, me facing the crowd, the distinction between us narrowing with every page. Except Hester hadn't been wet for it.

A shadow fell across the page.

"Wren."

I looked up. Nate was standing beside the bench, backpack over one shoulder, a breeze catching in his dark hair. He was wearing jeans and a white t-shirt and looked like someone who'd been in the sun-warm, relaxed, his brown eyes easy.

"That's the thing I was trying to say last night," he said.

"What thing?"

He sat down on the other end of the bench-close enough to talk, far enough that there was air between us. He nodded at the book. "About Hawthorne. She just stands up there and faces all of them. She doesn't try to hide, doesn't look away. I couldn't figure out how to say it last night and I've been thinking about it all day."

"You're saying it now," I said.

He smiled-the same smile from last night, the one that made me feel like I was wearing something other than this uniform. The fountain splashed behind us, catching the late-afternoon light.

"How was your first day?" he asked.

The question was simple and enormous. I was acutely aware of my body under the uniform-the tender ache between my thighs, the faint sticky warmth where I hadn't been able to clean up completely, the sensitized soreness of my breasts where a stranger's hands had gripped them through my shirt. My first day had been Keane's cock inside me while sixty people watched, and a stranger's cock minutes later in a busy hallway, and none of that was what Nate was asking about. Or maybe it was. He knew what the front-row seats meant.

"Intense," I said.

"I heard Keane's a lot." A pause. "I don't mean the lectures."

"Yeah," I said. "He's a lot."

Nate nodded, letting the silence settle. He stretched his legs out in front of him and tilted his face toward the sun for a moment, and the light caught the stubble along his jaw and the angle of his cheekbone, and I felt something settle in my chest that was different from everything else I'd felt today. Slower. Quieter.

"Tell me about Meadowbrook," he said.

No one at Ashworth had asked me about Meadowbrook except in the most cursory way-Nebraska, huh? Nate asked like he actually wanted to know.

"Eight hundred people," I said. "One traffic light. A church, a grain elevator, and a post office. My dad's the pastor. My mom teaches Sunday school and keeps the books for the hardware store. I was valedictorian of a graduating class of thirty-one, and half of them have already married each other."

"You miss it?"

I thought about it. "I miss the sky," I said. "The plains at sunset-there's nothing between you and the horizon, so the whole sky turns this color. There's no word for it exactly. More than orange, something older-looking. Like the light's been traveling too long."

"You're an English Lit major," he said. "You'll find the words."

I laughed, and the sound surprised me. It had been a long time since I'd laughed today.

He glanced at the book in my lap and then at me. "It's just a lot to reconcile," he said. "Sitting out here reading about Puritans." A small gesture between my uniform and the book. "It's a hell of a contrast."

"It doesn't make much sense," I said quietly. "Given where I came from."

He watched me for a second. "People don't have to make sense right away, Wren." He paused, his gaze dropping to his hands before meeting my eyes again. "You're different from what I expected."

"What did you expect?"

He considered this. "I don't know. Not you." He shrugged, and there was something gentle in the gesture. "I'm trying to figure out how you fit."

"With the rest of it," I said.

"Yeah."

"It doesn't have to fit," I said. I said it quietly, almost to myself, and I wasn't sure if I was talking about the literature or about Meadowbrook or about standing against a hallway wall while a stranger used me this morning, or all of it.

Nate looked at me for a long moment. "No," he said. "I guess it doesn't."

We sat by the fountain for another twenty minutes. He talked about architecture-about space and light and the way buildings made people feel without people knowing why. I talked about Hawthorne and about the way nineteenth-century writers understood shame as a social technology before anyone had the vocabulary for it. The sun moved across the quad. People drifted by in both directions, perfectly indifferent. With Nate I was just a person on a bench, having a conversation, and the simplicity of it was almost disorienting after the density of the day.

For the second time in twenty-four hours, he was the only man who treated my name like it belonged to a person.

When the shadows started to lengthen, he stood and hitched his bag over his shoulder.

"Same time tomorrow?" he asked.

"I'll be here," I said.

He smiled once more and walked away toward the architecture building. I watched him go. The wanting I felt was not the wanting I'd felt in the lecture hall-not the sharp, involuntary need that Keane's fingers had ignited, not the anonymous friction of the hallway wall. This was quieter and more specific. A man who had every right to let his gaze drop and simply never did-who kept it anchored to my face like that was what he'd come for.

I sat there for a long time after he left.

That night I stretched out in my glass-walled room and let the day replay.

The screen was open to the hallway-hours before midnight, the corridor empty now but lit. On my back in the uniform, the lamplight soft and warm, and the day was written into me: the soreness where the lectern's edge had pressed against my hips, the faint tenderness between my thighs from Keane and the stranger, the ghost of being gripped and entered and used.

My skin replayed what my mind was still trying to sort. The stretch of Keane filling me the first time-that thick, held pause after the initial stroke, his hands on my hips while I clenched around him and adjusted. The slow, precise rhythm he'd kept while talking about Hester Prynne, as though my gasps were incidental punctuation. The way he'd gripped my hair at the end, tilting my face toward the room. The stranger's rough, graceless entry in the hallway, the rough grip of his hands on my bare breasts under my shirt, the sheer forward momentum of him-nothing calibrated, nothing careful, just his body using mine because the lanyard said he could.

Both of them had finished inside me, and I'd walked around afterward with the wet evidence of it against my inner thighs-cleaning up as best I could before sitting at a fountain and talking about Hawthorne.

The memory made me wet again. I felt it happen-heat gathering low, a deep pulsing need-and I stayed still and let it be what it was. My nipples went hard against the cotton of my shirt. My thighs pressed together involuntarily and the tenderness there, the reminder of the day, sent a fresh pulse of arousal through me that I didn't try to reason away. In the hallway beyond the glass, I heard footsteps-someone passing, maybe pausing, maybe looking in at the lamp-lit girl on the bed with her thighs pressed together. I didn't look. The possibility was enough.

I thought about Keane's voice. You can always say the word. The taunt, the dare, the precise calculation of a man who knew exactly what he was doing and wanted me to know that I was choosing it. I'd sat in that lecture hall and come twice on his terms and walked out on my own legs. I'd stood in a busy hallway and let a stranger use me against the wall and walked away after with my bag over my shoulder.

And then I thought about Nate. His face in the afternoon light. How he'd asked about Meadowbrook like he actually wanted to picture the sky there. How he'd said my name-a choice he seemed to have been saving up.

My nerves thrummed with the weight of both of them. The lingering rawness of Keane opening me up for a room to see, pressed right against the quiet warmth of Nate treating me like a person. I lay there with the lamp on and the glass wall open to whoever might pass, and let myself want both.

When sleep finally pulled me under, the heat was still there-my whole self still learning what it was capable of wanting.


⚜




Chapter 3: The locker room

⚜

The notification came on Friday morning.

I was sitting in the campus café with a coffee and my annotated copy of The Scarlet Letter when my phone buzzed. An email from the Office of Scholar Services, formatted like a calendar invite:

Scholar Assignment - Athletics Division Rugby Team Post-Practice Cooldown Session Friday, 4:30 PM - Athletic Center, Men's Locker Room B Duration: Approx. 60 minutes Assigned Scholar: Wren Calloway

I read it twice. Then I read it a third time, because the words weren't landing properly-my brain kept snagging on rugby team and locker room and the clinical blandness of assigned scholar, as though the email were scheduling me for a library shift instead of what it was actually scheduling me for.

I set the phone face-down on the table. My pulse had quickened before I'd finished reading. Between my thighs, the now-familiar warmth had already begun to gather-my body translating the implications faster than my conscious mind could process them. A whole team. An audience.

I picked up my coffee and drank it and stared at the quad through the café window. Nate and I had agreed to meet at the fountain again this afternoon-yesterday's conversation already turning into a routine I looked forward to. I texted him: Can't make the fountain today. Assignment. He wrote back in seconds: Tomorrow then. Good luck. No questions about what kind.

I tried to think about Hawthorne.

I found Tessa in the common room at lunch, stretched out on the couch with her legs draped over the arm, scrolling her phone. She looked up when I came in.

"You got an assignment," she said. She must have seen the notification on the scholar board. Not a question.

"Rugby."

"Yeah, they request scholars after practice sessions. It's standard." She sat up, tucking her legs under her. "The rugby guys are decent. They've got a routine-captain runs it, keeps things organized. You won't have to think about logistics."

"How many?"

"Usually three rotate through. The rest watch." She said it the way you'd say the rest take notes or the rest wait in the lobby. Informational. "It's a cooldown thing for them. Post-practice, showers, then you."

The rest watch. The phrase landed in my chest like a stone dropped into still water, and the ripples went straight downward. I was already wet. I'd been wet since the email, and the conversation was making it worse-the casual description of what was coming, the specificity of three rotate through and the rest watch, the fact that in five hours I would be in a locker room with an entire rugby team and the only thing between me and all of them was the green card at my throat.

"You'll be fine," Tessa said. "Trust your body. It already knows."

The Athletic Center was on the western edge of campus-a modern building with broad glass panels and the Ashworth seal above the entrance. I walked through the lobby at 4:25, past a reception desk where a woman in an Ashworth polo checked my lanyard and pointed me down a corridor. The hallway smelled like chlorine from the pool and something else underneath-rubber mats, sweat, the dense musk of athletic bodies in an enclosed space.

Men's Locker Room B was at the end of the corridor. The door was propped open with a rubber wedge.

I stepped inside.

The room was larger than I expected-institutional tile, a bank of metal lockers, long wooden benches running down the center in rows. Steam still hung in the air from the showers, and the lighting was fluorescent, flat and bright, leaving no shadows. The kind of light that shows everything.

They were already there.

A dozen or more-big, built men with the heavy musculature of rugby players, thick through the chest and thighs. Most had towels slung low around their waists. Some were dressed in sweats. All of them were watching the door when I walked through it.

The captain stood near the front bench. He was taller than the rest-6'3" or 6'4", broad-shouldered, with close-cropped dark hair and a jaw that looked like it had been in a few scrums. He nodded when he saw me.

"Calloway?"

"Yes."

"I'm the captain. These two are with me." He gestured to two players flanking him-one sandy-haired with heavy arms and a wide chest, the other leaner with dark skin and sharp, assessing eyes. Both freshly showered, the scent of soap and clean skin cutting through the locker room's heavier air.

The rest of the team was arranged on the benches along both sides of the room, sitting or leaning against the lockers. A gallery. An audience settling in before a show. Several of them were looking at my legs. One was looking directly at the gap where my skirt ended and my bare thighs began.

"Knees," the captain said.

I sank down.

The tile was cold and hard under my kneecaps, and the abruptness of the position-upright to kneeling in one motion, my skirt fanning out against the floor-sent a jolt through me that was partly physical and partly something else. I was at eye level with his waist now, looking up at him while the team watched from the benches. Every pair of eyes in the room was on me.

He dropped his towel.

He was thick-heavy and half-hard already, his cock hanging in front of my face with the demanding weight of a man who knew what he wanted and was waiting for me to provide it. He didn't put his hand on my head. He didn't need to. I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

The first taste was clean-soap and salt and the faint musk of skin underneath. I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked, feeling him harden against my tongue, the shaft thickening until it filled my mouth. He exhaled-a low, satisfied sound-and his hand settled on the back of my head, not pushing, just resting there, his fingers threading through my hair.

I worked him deeper. His cock was substantial enough that my jaw had to stretch to accommodate it, the blunt head pressing toward the back of my throat, and I breathed through my nose and found a rhythm-slow pulls, my tongue dragging along the underside, my hand wrapped around what my mouth couldn't reach. From the benches I heard someone shift. A murmur, low. The awareness of being watched prickled across my scalp and down my spine, settling between my legs in a hot, insistent throb.

"Good," the captain said, his voice carrying easily through the tiled room. "She's a natural."

The comment was directed at the bench, not at me. Talking about me the way you'd talk about a new piece of equipment-functional assessment, professional tone. Hearing it made my stomach drop sharply, a sudden liquid heat spreading between my thighs. My nipples hardened against the thin uniform shirt, and I could feel the wetness building-slicking the insides of my thighs, impossible to hide.

The sandy-haired player moved behind me. I felt his presence before I felt his hands-a shift in the air, the proximity of a larger body. His hands gripped my hips and pulled me backward until I was on all fours, my mouth still around the captain's cock, my knees braced apart on the cold tile. He flipped my skirt up over my lower back in one motion, baring me completely from behind.

"Jesus," someone on the bench said. "She's already dripping."

I was. My arousal had been building since the email, compounding through Tessa's briefing and the walk to the Athletic Center and the moment I'd dropped to my knees, and now my arousal was entirely exposed-glistening heavy along my inner thighs, the swollen pink of my pussy visible to everyone behind me. The fluorescent lighting was merciless. Nothing was hidden.

He didn't ease in. He gripped my hips and buried himself inside me completely-blunt and demanding, parting me with a sudden fullness that tore a moan around the captain's shaft in my mouth. The vibration of it made the captain's hand tighten in my hair. He gripped me with both hands, pulled back, and thrust again-harder, deeper, setting a pace that rocked my whole body forward with each stroke, driving the captain's cock deeper into my mouth with each counterpoint.

I was being fucked from both ends.

The rhythm took over. Each thrust from behind shoved me forward onto the captain, my mouth sliding wet and messy along his shaft, spit collecting at the corners of my lips, and each time I pulled back for air the player behind me dragged me onto his cock by the hips. I couldn't control the pace-they set it, and I moved between them like something mechanical, my body a fulcrum for their opposing forces. My hands were flat on the tile, bracing, and the sounds I made were muffled and wet and involuntary.

From the benches, the team watched. I could hear them-low comments, the occasional shift of weight, someone's breathing heavier than the rest. A player directly in my sightline had his towel pushed aside, his hand moving slowly over his cock as he watched. Another was leaning forward with his elbows on his knees, eyes fixed on the place where the blond man's cock disappeared into me.

"Look at how wet she is." The voice came from somewhere to my right, conversational. "Soaking him."

The collective weight of their attention bore down on my skin. The pastor's daughter from Meadowbrook, the valedictorian-on all fours on locker room tile with her skirt flipped up and two cocks working her from both ends while a dozen strangers watched. The sheer obscenity of it sent a deep, burning wave of shame through me, and my body answered by clenching wetter around him. Instead of shrinking from it I arched my back deeper, spreading my knees wider on the tile, letting them see everything-every slick inch of the cock pumping into me, the wet shine of my arousal on his shaft, my flushed and swollen folds gripping him with each withdrawal.

The captain held my head steady and thrust into my mouth-three hard, deliberate strokes, his cock pushing past the resistance of my throat. My eyes watered. Saliva ran down my chin. He groaned and came-the hot, sudden pulse of it flooding my mouth, thick against my tongue. I swallowed what I could. Some of it escaped, running from the corner of my lips.

He pulled free. Wiped his thumb across my lower lip, collecting what had spilled, and pushed it back between my lips for me to swallow. Then he stepped back and sat on the bench, spent, his expression satisfied.

The second player took his place-dark skin, quiet intensity, his cock already hard and jutting from his hips. He stood in front of me and I took him in without being told, my mouth still slick from the captain, my jaw aching and my lips raw and none of it mattering because the man behind me was fucking me harder now, his pace escalating-deep, punishing strokes that drove breathless moans from me, swallowed by his thickness.

The orgasm hit me without buildup. One moment I was bracing against the double rhythm, the next the pleasure crested and struck all at once-my spine bowing, my thighs clamping, every muscle clenching as it tore through me. The man behind me groaned and drove deep, pinning me in place while I came around him, my body spasming, my cries vibrating against the lean player's cock.

He didn't stop. Neither did the man in front of me. They fucked me through it, and the orgasm didn't end so much as transform-each aftershock feeding into the next thrust, the sensitivity of my post-orgasm body making every stroke almost unbearable in its intensity. I could hear the wet sounds of it echoing off the tile walls, obscene and rhythmic. From the benches, someone let out a low whistle.

"She's loving it," another voice said, rougher than the first. "Look at her push back."

Then the hands shifted me. I felt him pull out-the abrupt emptiness-and then hands at my hips and shoulders, the world tilting as they rolled me onto my back on the bench. The hard wood came up to meet my shoulder blades, my legs spreading, my skirt bunched uselessly around my waist. The dizzying repositioning left me blinking up at the harsh overhead glare while my body tried to catch up. Before I could draw a full breath, the dark-skinned player settled his weight between my thighs, the blunt pressure of him against my entrance, and then he drove forward and filled me from a new, deep angle that pressed against something that made my hips lift involuntarily off the bench.

The sandy-haired player came around to the end of the bench. I let my head drop back over the edge, the room inverting. He stood close, his thick thighs framing my ears, and pressed his cock-slick with me-past my upturned lips. The taste of myself on him was musky and salt-sweet and unmistakable, his thickness filling my throat at the new angle, forcing my mouth uncomfortably wide.

The man between my legs fucked me with a focused, relentless precision-angling his hips so the base of his cock ground against my swollen clit with every thrust, sending white-hot shocks through me, his hands gripping my thighs to hold me open while he drove into me. The bench creaked beneath us. My breasts rocked with each thrust, the thin shirt having slipped aside enough that they were fully exposed-rosy with exertion, my nipples hard and catching the light. The man above me set a slower rhythm, sliding deep until my throat worked around him, then pulling back to let me breathe.

The team was closer now. Some had moved from the far benches, standing or sitting nearer, their attention narrowing. The player who'd been stroking himself was close enough that I could have reached out and touched him. The air in the room was thick with steam and the raw scent of sex and sweat, and every breath I took through my nose carried it deeper into me.

I came again-harder than before, my back arching off the bench, a strangled gasp tearing free the moment the sandy-haired player eased back from my lips. The man between my legs drove through it, his pace barely faltering, and the relentless stimulation stretched the orgasm out until my thighs were shaking and tears were leaking from the corners of my eyes, the swollen, overworked heat of me becoming a sharp, exquisite ache with each ongoing thrust. The heavy wood protested under our combined weight.

The dark-skinned player finished first-a hard thrust, his grip bruising on my hips, the warm flood of him inside me. He pulled out and stepped aside, breathing hard. The sandy-haired player stepped away from my head, came around to position himself between my legs, and sank into me-my body oversensitive, every nerve strung tight, his cock gliding through the slick warmth his teammate had left behind. He fucked me hard and fast, hands gripping my breasts, thumbs rolling over my nipples, and when he came it was with a guttural groan and his cock buried as deep as it could go, his cum mixing with what was already pooling inside me.

Silence, except for breathing.

I lay on the bench for a long moment, staring at the bare bulbs overhead, my chest heaving. My thighs were trembling. My jaw ached. The aftermath of two men was warm between my legs, and the taste of the captain still lingered on my tongue, and my body was still pulsing with residual pleasure-small aftershocks that made my abdominal muscles twitch.

The captain tossed me a clean towel from the shelf.

"Nice work, Calloway," he said. Like a coach.

I wiped my face, my thighs, straightened my skirt, and re-tied the front of my shirt. I stood up on legs that weren't entirely reliable and walked out of the locker room. In the corridor, the chlorine smell hit me again, and the normalcy of it-the hallway, the exit signs, the distant sound of a basketball game through the gym doors-was strange against the raw, used feeling in my body.

I walked across campus in the early evening light. Students passed me without glancing twice. Just another scholar heading home after an assignment.

Back in Langley Hall, I ate dinner alone in my room-a sandwich from the kitchen, my textbook open on the desk, the ordinary motions of an evening that my body kept contradicting with small reminders of where it had been. The soreness between my thighs, the faint rawness at the corners of my mouth. I read the same page of Hawthorne three times without retaining a word.

Eventually I showered. The hot water ran over me and I stood under it with my eyes closed, feeling the day's residue dissolve-the dried warmth on my inner thighs, the tender ache where two men had been. The water was almost too hot and I let it be, my skin flushing pink under the stream.

I turned off the shower, stepped out, wrapped a towel around myself. Walked back down the hall to room 307.

The glass wall was clear-hours before the midnight privacy screen. Through the hallway I could see other rooms, the warm lamplight of study sessions and quiet evenings. And I could see a figure in the corridor-a male student, stopped mid-stride, watching me walk to my room in nothing but a towel.

I went inside. I set the towel on the desk chair.

He was still watching. Standing in the hall with the casual stillness of someone in no hurry to move on, his eyes following me through the glass. And then another figure appeared behind him-a second student, pausing at the transparency of my room, registering what was inside.

I stood in the center of my room, naked, and looked at them through the glass.

The old reflex said to cover myself. To reach for the towel, for the uniform, for anything between my bare skin and their eyes. But there was a newer current running underneath that reflex, and it was louder. The wetness between my thighs wasn't from the shower. It had started the moment I'd felt their gazes settle on me-the familiar, treacherous warmth building from exposure, from being seen, from the raw fact of standing naked under good lighting with two strangers drinking in every inch of me.

I didn't reach for the towel.

Instead, I sat on the edge of my bed. I leaned back on one hand. I let my knees fall apart.

They could see everything. The flushed skin from the hot shower, the curve of my breasts, my nipples hardening in the cool air, the bare spread of my thighs and what lay between them-pink and swollen from the locker room, still glistening.

I brought my other hand between my legs and touched myself.

The first stroke of my fingers across my clit sent a sharp, sweet jolt through me-I was so sensitized from the afternoon that even my own touch felt amplified, almost too much. I circled slowly, watching them watch me, and the loop closed with an electric snap: their eyes on my body, my body responding to their eyes, the shame of performing this for strangers feeding the arousal that made me spread my legs wider and press harder. A third figure stopped in the hallway. Then a fourth.

I didn't close my eyes. I held their gazes through the glass, letting them see exactly how wet I was, letting them see my stomach clench, my chest flush, my hips begin to rock against my own hand.

I came with my eyes open, staring through the glass at the gathered faces in the corridor. The orgasm unraveled through me slow and devastating, pulling a low moan from deep in my chest, my hips rocking against my hand, my body on display for every single one of them. I let them see all of it-the arch, the clench, the shudder, the wet aftermath on my fingers.

When it was over, I sat there breathing, my hand resting on my thigh, my body buzzing. The figures in the hallway drifted away, one by one.

I pulled the sheet over myself and lay back. Technically I should have put the uniform back on. I didn't.

Something had shifted. In the locker room I'd been assigned, scheduled, positioned-the system moving me like a piece on a board. On this bed, just now, the only one who'd put me on display was me. The realization sat in my chest, warm and unsettling and impossible to take back.

The email from the Dean's office arrived at 9:15 PM.

Dear Ms. Calloway,

This is to inform you that your responsiveness review will be conducted as part of the annual Scholar Showcase, scheduled for the final week of the semester. The Showcase is a formal event attended by university donors, senior faculty, and selected students. Your performance will be evaluated by a faculty panel and will determine your continued scholarship standing.

You will receive detailed instructions regarding the evening's format in the coming weeks. Please direct any questions to the Office of Scholar Services.

I read it in bed with the sheet pulled to my waist. The responsiveness review-Tessa had mentioned it in passing, a checkpoint the program used to evaluate scholars. The fact that mine would be public, that it would be the Showcase, that donors and faculty would be watching-the implications stacked up in my mind like cards.

A second email arrived. The sender line read: Professor Keane, Academic Advisor.

Wren -

I see you've been assigned the Showcase. Congratulations. I look forward to evaluating your responsiveness in person. My door is always open - you can always say the word. Though I'd hate to lose you.

- Keane

I stared at the screen. The familiar taunt nested inside the professional courtesy, the specific cruelty of an academic advisor using official channels to deliver it. He would be there. He would take his turn. And he would remind me, as he always did, that I could leave-and simultaneously tell me exactly how little he believed I would.

I set the phone on the nightstand and turned off the lamp.

In the dark, my body was still humming from the glass-wall orgasm, still sore from the locker room, and already beginning to think about the Showcase-a room full of donors and faculty and a spotlight and Keane's steady hands. My pulse quickened in a way that had nothing to do with fear.

I didn't want to say the word. The realization wasn't new anymore. But tonight it felt different-sharper, more honest. I didn't want to say it because what was happening to me at Ashworth wasn't something being done to me. Not anymore.

I was the one who hadn't closed the screen.

I fell asleep before midnight with the glass wall open to the hallway-no screen, no blur, just glass.


⚜




Chapter 4: Nate

⚜

The library was the only building on campus that felt like it belonged to a different century.

Everything else at Ashworth was modern-glass panels, clean lines, the kind of architecture that looked good in brochures. The Mercer Library was old stone and tall windows and reading rooms with dark wooden tables that generations of students had gouged their initials into. It smelled like paper and dust and the particular warmth of sunlight through leaded glass, and when Nate had texted me that morning-Study at Mercer? I found a table in the back of the second floor-something in me had unclenched.

It was Saturday. No classes, no scheduled assignments on the scholar calendar-the lanyard still meant anyone could stop me between seven and ten, but nobody had been routed my way. I'd checked three times.

I found him at a table tucked between the stacks in a corner where the afternoon light came through a high arched window and fell in a long rectangle across the scarred wood. He had his architecture sketchbook open, a mechanical pencil behind his ear, and two coffees from the campus café sitting on a napkin.

"One's yours," he said when he saw me looking. "Black, right? You struck me as black coffee."

"What gives me away?"

"Nebraska." He slid the cup across the table. "Sit down."

I sat across from him and opened my copy of The Scarlet Letter-I'd read ahead-deep into the forest scenes now, Hester and Dimmesdale in the woods, the letter removed, the brief illusion that shame could be set aside. I had opinions about those chapters. I had opinions about most of Hawthorne, but the forest scenes felt different to me now than they had before Ashworth.

"You're annotating in pen," Nate said, glancing at my margins. "Bold choice for a used book."

"It was twenty cents at a church rummage sale in Meadowbrook. I think I'm allowed."

He smiled. That specific smile-the one that made me feel less like a girl in a very short skirt with a green lanyard and more like a person someone wanted to sit across a table from. He went back to his sketchbook, and I went back to Hawthorne, and for a while we just existed in each other's space. The pencil scratched. Pages turned. Someone on the floor below us was having a hushed argument about Kierkegaard.

"Can I ask you something?" Nate said, after a while.

"Sure."

He set the pencil down. "When you decided to come here. To do this." A slight nod toward my lanyard. "Was it just the money?"

The question landed with precision. I'd been asked versions of it before-by the intake staff, by Tessa in passing, by my own brain at three a.m. Nobody had asked it the way Nate did. Like he genuinely didn't know and wasn't pretending to.

"It started as the money," I said. "I didn't have other options. My parents couldn't afford a state school, let alone this. The scholarship was full ride, everything covered. I read the terms and I thought-I can do this. I can get through it."

"Get through it," he said. "Past tense."

I looked at the table, at the carved initials, at someone's scratched heart from decades ago. "The thing I didn't expect," I said, "was that getting through it wasn't going to be the hard part."

He watched me. He had a way of being still that didn't feel like waiting-more like he'd decided to be fully present in whatever moment he was in and the rest could wait.

"The hard part is figuring out what it means that I don't want to stop," I said.

He didn't flinch. He didn't look away or recalibrate or change the subject the way most people would have.

"That sounds like the most honest thing anyone's said to me at this school," he said.

"It's the most honest thing I've said to me."

The afternoon light shifted. His eyes were warm in it-brown with flecks of gold near the iris, steadier than anyone's had a right to be while hearing what I'd just told him. His hand was on the table, relaxed, palm down, and I was acutely aware of how close it was to mine.

"What are you drawing?" I asked.

He turned the sketchbook toward me. A building-something he was designing for a studio class. Open walls, glass corridors, the structure built around the idea that what happened inside was meant to be seen from outside. "It's a performing arts center," he said. "The whole concept is about visibility as architecture. The audience and the performer share the same space."

"You're designing a building about being watched."

"I'm designing a building about choosing to be seen." He held my gaze. "There's a difference."

My breath caught. Not dramatically-just a small hitch, a momentary stillness. He'd said it so simply, like it was an observation about architecture and not about me, except we both knew it was about me.

We stayed until the library's overhead lights buzzed on, signaling the shift from afternoon to evening. By then we'd been there for three hours and I'd read about twenty pages and he'd drawn the same corridor from four different angles and neither of us was pretending we were there for the studying.

He packed his sketchbook. I marked my page.

"Walk you back?" he asked.

"Yeah," I said. "Okay."

The walk to Langley Hall took ten minutes. It was early evening-the sky that particular blue-purple that Northern California does between sunset and dark, the air cooling, the pathways lit by the campus lamps that clicked on one by one as we crossed the quad. We talked about Portland, about his parents, about the way he'd chosen architecture because he wanted to build spaces that shaped how people felt.

"That's what you do with literature," he said. "You just build the spaces out of language."

"You've been saving that line."

"Since this morning," he admitted.

I laughed. Easy, light. The kind of laughter that came from somewhere uncomplicated.

At the entrance to Langley Hall, I stopped. The lobby was quiet-a Saturday evening, most people out or in their rooms. The stairwell to the third floor was ahead of us.

Nate stood beside me, his hands in his pockets, not making a move to leave.

"You could come up," I said.

He looked at me. Directly, the way he always did. "You sure?"

The question mattered because he was asking it. Because every other man who'd been inside me at Ashworth hadn't asked. The answer was the same-yes-but the question changed the shape of it entirely.

"I'm sure."

We went up the stairs and down the third-floor hallway. Past the glass-walled rooms-some occupied, some dark, one with a girl at her desk with headphones in-to 307. I opened the door. The room was small and warm and lit by the desk lamp I'd left on. Through the glass wall, the hallway stretched in both directions, visible and exposed.

Nate stepped inside and the room got smaller. He was tall enough that he seemed to fill it-the broad shoulders, the dark hair falling across his forehead, the particular way he carried himself: certain but unhurried. He looked around-at my books on the shelf, at the Nebraska plains photo on my desk, at the glass wall.

"Your room's beautiful," he said.

"It's a fishbowl."

"Yeah." He turned to me. "That too."

I was standing by the bed, my lanyard resting against my collarbone, the uniform doing what it always did-the skirt barely decent, the shirt clinging thin. He stepped toward me and lifted the lanyard over my head and set it on the desk.

"You don't need that right now," he said.

The lanyard was for public spaces-hallways, classrooms, the quad. In here, it was optional. I let it go.

Then he kissed me.

His mouth was warm and deliberate. One hand cupping the back of my neck, the other resting on my hip. A full kiss-not rough, not tentative, just thorough. He kissed me like he had time and intended to use it, his thumb tracing the edge of my jaw, and I leaned into him because my body was already leaning before my brain could weigh in.

This was different. Everything about it was different. His hands moved without grabbing, his mouth moved without claiming. I hadn't been kissed during any of the encounters-the program didn't involve kissing, not really. Keane hadn't kissed me. The stranger in the hallway hadn't kissed me. The rugby captain definitely hadn't kissed me. This was the first real kiss since high school, since Danny Weaver in his pickup truck outside the Meadowbrook church, and the comparison was ridiculous because Danny Weaver had been fumbling and uncertain and Nate was neither of those things.

His hand moved from my hip to the knot of my shirt. He untied the knot, worked the remaining buttons free, and slid the shirt off my shoulders. It dropped. The cool air met my bare skin and my nipples tightened instantly, the familiar exposure response, except now it was Nate's gaze on them-dark and warm and appreciative.

"God," he said quietly. Not to me, exactly. Just an exhalation.

He kissed my collarbone. The hollow of my throat. The slope of my breast, his lips tracing the curve until his mouth closed over my nipple and the wet heat of it made me gasp. He sucked gently, his tongue circling, and my fingers found his hair-the dark waves, softer than they looked-and held on.

I toed off my flats. He peeled the skirt down my hips and let it fall. I was naked. He was still fully dressed, and the contrast of it-me bare and flushed in the lamplight, him solid and clothed against me-sent a flush down my chest.

"Lie down," he murmured against my skin.

I lay back on the bed. He knelt at the edge.

He kissed my stomach, the dip of my navel, the soft skin below it. His hands cradled my hips, thumbs pressing into the curved bones. He kissed the inside of my thigh-first one, then the other-and the patience of it was almost agonizing. I was already wet. I'd been wet since the library, since choosing to be seen, since the moment I'd understood that this afternoon was going to end with him in this room.

His breath was warm between my legs. He pressed his mouth against me and I arched off the bed.

His tongue was slow and certain. He parted me with his lips and licked a long, flat stroke from my entrance to my clit, and the sound that came out of me was different from any sound I'd made in a lecture hall or a locker room-unguarded, unperformed, something pulled from a deeper register. He found the rhythm I needed without me telling him-a slow, circling pressure with the flat of his tongue, interspersed with firmer, direct strokes that made my thighs tighten around his head. His hands stayed on my hips, grounding me, kneading the soft skin there while his mouth worked.

He slid a finger inside me-then two-curling them upward while his tongue kept its steady pace, and my hands fisted in the sheets. He was patient in a way that undid me. No escalation for its own sake, no rush to get somewhere else-just a thorough, attentive focus on the sounds I made and the ways my body moved in response. When my breathing changed, he matched it. When my hips rolled against his mouth, he pressed closer.

I felt the orgasm building slowly-not the sharp, sudden crests I'd learned at Ashworth, but something deeper, a gathering warmth that started in my spine and spread outward. His fingers curled inside me at the exact right angle and his tongue held steady pressure on my clit and I came apart-slowly, completely, a long wave that rolled through me while I gripped his hair and let the sound of it fill the room.

He didn't stop. He softened his tongue, eased the pressure, worked me through the aftershocks with a gentleness that made my eyes sting. When I finally went slack against the mattress, trembling, he pressed his lips against my inner thigh once more and lifted his head.

"Hi," he said.

I laughed-breathless, shaky. "Hi."

He stood and pulled his shirt over his head. His jeans and briefs followed-kicked off, left in a pile with his shoes. I watched from the bed as he stripped. I'd seen men's bodies all week-the clinical angles of the intake room, the heavy builds of the rugby team, the forgettable stranger in the hallway-but I hadn't wanted to look at any of them the way I wanted to look at Nate. The lean breadth of his shoulders, the defined line of his chest tapering to his waist, the dark trail of hair below his navel. His cock was hard-thick and flushed, curving slightly upward-and the sight of it made my stomach clench with a wanting that was specific and personal and entirely mine.

He came over me, bracing himself on his forearms, and for a moment he just looked at me. Face to face. Close enough that I could see the warmth in his brown eyes.

"I've wanted to do this since the kitchen," he said.

"The ice machine," I said.

"The ice machine." He smiled, and then he pushed inside me.

The stretch was slow-his cock pressing into me steadily, filling me inch by inch, the sweet ache of it making my breath catch. He didn't thrust. He sank in and held there, buried to the hilt, and the feeling of him was different-not just the physical stretch but the deliberate intimacy of his eyes on my face while he moved inside me, reading every shift in my expression, and my body clenched around him in response to that as much as to the stretch itself.

He moved slowly. Deep, measured strokes that rocked me into the mattress, his forearms framing my face, our chests brushing with each thrust. His mouth found mine-kissing me while he fucked me, and the combination was overwhelming in a way I hadn't anticipated. The wet heat of his cock dragging inside me, his tongue sliding against mine, his weight pressing me down. I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled him deeper and the sound he made against my mouth sent a rush of heat through me.

"Wren," he said. Just my name, quiet, against my lips.

Over his shoulder I caught the flicker of movement. A shadow slowing in the hallway, then a second-two students pausing outside the glass wall, heads turning as they took in what was happening. Nate's bare back, my legs wrapped around him, the undeniable rhythm of our bodies.

"People are watching," I whispered.

He lifted his head. Looked at me, not at the glass.

"Let them," he said.

Those two words stripped something loose inside me. Not because the watching was new-I'd been watched all week, in the lecture hall and the hallway and the locker room, through this very glass. But before, the watchers had always been the point. The exhibitionism was its own thing-their eyes on me, my body responding, the shame-arousal loop feeding itself. With Nate, I felt their hungry attention feeding the raw, exposed reality of what we were doing, making the intimacy more naked, not less. He was claiming me in front of them-deliberately, eyes open-and the combination of his specific, undivided attention while strangers pressed close to watch caught in me the way dry grass catches: all at once, no warning, a fierce heat spreading faster than I could track.

I came hard. The orgasm ripped through me with a force that shocked us both-my back arching off the bed, my nails digging into his shoulders, a cry I didn't try to contain. He drove into me through it, his pace finally breaking, hips snapping harder, his breath ragged against my neck as my body seized around him.

When I stopped shaking, I pushed against his chest.

"I want to be on top," I said.

He rolled onto his back and I climbed over him, straddling his hips, my knees bracketing his waist. The position shift changed everything-the depth, the angle, and now I was the one in control. I sank onto him and we both groaned. His hands settled at my waist, not directing, just holding. Feeling me move.

I rode him slowly at first-rolling my hips in long, undulating strokes, feeling every inch of him shift inside me. His eyes were on my face, then on my breasts moving with the rhythm, then back to my face. I planted my hands on his chest and picked up the pace, the bed rocking under us, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the small room. From the hallway, shadows gathered at the glass. Three, four people. I was aware of them stoking the heat in my chest, eyes on my bare skin, watching me take what I wanted-and the awareness made me roll my hips deeper, put on a show I meant.

His thumb found my clit, pressing in firm circles while I rode him, and I gasped, my rhythm faltering, my hips stuttering as pleasure spiked sharply through me. He sat up-pulling me close, my breasts pressing against his chest, his mouth on my neck, his cock still buried inside me as I ground against him. The intimacy of the position-face to face, chest to chest, his arms around me-was almost too much. I could feel his heartbeat against mine.

He kissed me deeply and then gripped my hips and lifted me, turning us both until my hands were on the mattress and he was behind me.

"Come here," he said, and pulled me off the bed. Two steps-bare feet on the cool floor-and then he guided me forward until my palms pressed flat against the glass wall.

The surface was cool against my heated skin-a shock that sharpened every sensation. My breasts flattened to the smooth pane, my nipples hardening against the cold, my whole front on display to whoever was in the hallway beyond. I could see them now-the shapes of people on the other side, close enough that if the barrier hadn't been there they could have reached out and touched me. A guy in an Ashworth sweatshirt had his palm flat on the hallway side, his face turned up to watch my bare breasts pressed to the transparent surface inches from his hand. Another had stopped dead, eyes locked on the spot where Nate stood behind me. Nate drove into me in one long, deep stroke.

The angle was devastating. He was deeper like this-every stroke reaching the far end of me, his cock dragging against the swollen spot his fingers had found earlier. My palms squeaked on the smooth surface. My breath fogged a small circle in front of my mouth. The watchers in the hallway had my face-flushed and desperate, my expression unfiltered, nothing between their eyes and my undoing except that single pane.

Nate's hand slid between my legs, rubbing my clit while he thrust, his other hand gripping my hip to anchor each stroke. I pressed my forehead to the cool pane and tried to hold on. The dual sensation-his cock filling me from behind, his fingers working my swollen clit, the cold surface against my flushed skin and the hot reality of him behind me-was too much to contain. I felt the pressure build fast, a dense heat coiling at the base of my spine.

Then his hand left my hip. His fingers swept down through the soaked heat between my legs, gathering a heavy slickness, then tracing slowly up the cleft of my ass. He circled the tight, untouched ring of muscle there with wet, patient pressure. My breath stuttered.

"Okay?" he murmured.

"Yes," I breathed.

He pressed gently. One finger, just the tip, the pressure patient and careful. The sensation was sharp and unfamiliar-a tight, burning stretch that wasn't pain, exactly, but was adjacent to it, a complete and unfamiliar vulnerability. He eased in slowly, giving me time to adjust, his cock still moving inside me in slow, deep strokes. The fullness was staggering-him inside me in two places, the stretch in the new place making the familiar fullness feel amplified. My fingers curled against the glass.

"More," I said. I barely recognized my own voice.

He pressed deeper-his finger sliding in to the second knuckle, the resistant muscle giving way, the burn transmuting into a dark, dense pressure that wasn't quite pleasure and wasn't quite anything else. He began to move his finger in time with his cock, a synchronized rhythm that had me gasping against the cool pane, my body trying to process two kinds of fullness at once.

Then he withdrew his finger and I felt the blunt, broader pressure of his cock repositioning-sliding out of me, slick and hot, and pressing against the tighter entrance. My whole body went still.

"Slow," I whispered.

"I know," he said. His voice was strained-tight with restraint, his grip steady on my thighs. "Tell me."

He pressed forward. The head of his cock pushed against the resistant muscle, and the width was staggering-far wider than his finger, insistent, a slow-burning pressure that built and built until I exhaled hard and he slipped past the ring. I sucked in air through my teeth. The burn was bright and immediate, and behind it came a fullness I'd never felt-deep and complete, my body clenching involuntarily around the thick, uncharted intrusion, helpless against the stretch of him opening my ass.

"Stay still," I gasped. "Just-stay."

He held perfectly still. His cock was barely inside me-just the head, stretching me open, the tight heat of it sending signals my brain couldn't organize. His palm moved slow across the small of my back. My breasts were still flattened to the pane, my nipples dragging against the cold surface with each shallow breath. The watchers hadn't moved. They could see everything-my face contorted with the effort of accommodating him, my body pinned between the transparent wall and his hips, the obscene vulnerability of what he was doing to me.

The burn began to fade. In its place came a strange, deep sensation-not the sharp pleasure of vaginal sex, but something lower and more visceral, a fullness that resonated through my entire core. I exhaled and pushed back against him, taking another inch, and the sound I made was guttural and surprised.

"God," Nate breathed. "You feel-"

"Move," I said. "Slowly."

He did. Shallow, careful strokes, never pulling out far, his hands guiding me to set the pace. The sensation built in layers-each thrust a little deeper, the stretch a little less, the dark pleasure a little more defined. He reached around me and his fingers found my clit again, and the combination-his cock buried in my ass, his fingers on my swollen clit, the cold pane pressing my flushed chest while strangers watched from the hallway-was unlike anything I'd experienced. It wasn't the rapid escalation of the locker room or the performative intensity of Keane's lecture hall. It was slower and stranger and more intimate, every nerve ending in my body converging on two points of sensation while the man I actually wanted held me steady and watched my face in the glass's reflection.

The orgasm came from somewhere uncharted-somewhere I hadn't known orgasms could come from. It started at the base of my spine and radiated outward, an expanding pressure that crested and broke in a wave that buckled my knees. I cried out-forehead pressed to the cool surface, my body clamping down around him, and Nate groaned and pushed deep and came with me-the hot pulse of him in the tight space making the sensation sharper, more overwhelming, wave after wave until I was trembling, my hands slipping on the smooth surface, barely keeping myself upright.

He pulled out carefully. I turned around, my back against the glass, and he was right there-his forehead against mine, his breath unsteady, his hands coming up to cup my face.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah," I said. "I'm very okay."

He kissed me. Soft, unhurried. The taste of him was warm and familiar and I put my hands on his chest and felt his heart hammering and understood that he was as undone as I was.

He stayed.

That was the part I hadn't expected. The intake staff member, Keane, the hallway stranger, the rugby players-none of them had stayed. The transaction was the encounter. The encounter ended when they finished. Nobody stayed.

Nate stayed.

We lay on the narrow bed in my glass-walled room, the lamp off but the hallway light casting a soft glow through the glass. He was on his back with one arm behind his head. I was on my side, facing him, close enough that my leg was draped over his and my head was on his shoulder. His free hand traced idle patterns on my bare hip.

"I should tell you something," he said.

"Okay."

"I've known about the program since I enrolled. Everyone does-it's part of Ashworth's reputation, for better or worse. But I never-" He paused. "I never used it before you. Some of the guys on my floor, it's like a casual thing for them. Grab a coffee, grab a scholar. Same energy." He turned his head to look at me. "I couldn't do that."

"What changed?"

"You walked into the kitchen looking for water in a uniform you weren't used to yet and started talking about Hawthorne." A pause. "Nothing about that was casual."

I pressed my face against his shoulder. The warmth of his skin against my cheek, the steady rhythm of his breathing, the solid weight of his body beside mine in this narrow bed-it was all so simple and so profoundly different from everything else that had happened to me at Ashworth that I had to close my eyes and sit with it for a minute.

"You're thinking about something," he said.

"I'm thinking about how this doesn't fit."

"With the rest of it."

I nodded against his shoulder. "The locker room was yesterday. I was on all fours on tile while three men rotated in and out, and the whole team watched, and I-" I stopped. "I liked it. Not in a complicated, theoretical way. My body liked it. The watching, the being used, the shame of enjoying it. That's real."

He didn't tense. His hand kept tracing patterns on my hip.

"And this is also real," I said. "You asking me about Hawthorne. You drawing buildings about being seen. You being here, right now, not leaving."

"Those things don't have to cancel each other out," he said.

"People would say they do."

"People in Meadowbrook, maybe."

I laughed softly. He pulled me closer. For a while we lay there in the quiet, the hallway empty beyond the glass, the campus settling into nighttime stillness. His hand found my hair, stroking it absently, and the tenderness of the gesture made something ache in my chest-a good ache, an unfamiliar one.

"Stay tonight," I said.

"I was already going to," he said.

I pressed closer, my leg tightening over his, my arm across his chest. His heartbeat was slow and steady under my palm. Outside the glass wall the hallway was empty now, the other rooms going dark, the building quiet except for the distant murmur of voices somewhere below.

Nate fell asleep first. His breathing deepened, evened out. I lay there with my head on his chest and listened to the interior of him-the reliable mechanics of heartbeat and breath, the warmth of skin against skin, the solid fact of another person choosing to be here.

I thought about what I'd said-this doesn't fit-and I thought about what he'd said-both things real at once-and I tried to hold both truths in my head at the same time. The girl who came on a locker room bench while strangers commented on how wet she was. The girl lying in a boy's arms, heavy with something that had nothing to do with orgasms. Both of them me. Both of them real.

The feeling in my chest was deeper than arousal. It was more specific than comfort. It sat in a place I hadn't known I had room for-a knot pulling tight beneath my ribs. It meant my life at Ashworth had bled far outside the edges of what I'd signed up for. The scholarship, the program, the encounters-I'd signed up for those. I hadn't signed up for someone who stayed.

Midnight came and went. I could have pulled the privacy screen. I didn't.

I lay in the dark with his heartbeat under my ear and let the feeling be what it was. Unnamed. Unsettling. Mine.

Sleep came slowly. When it did, I dreamed about the Nebraska sky-that color I'd described to Nate, the one I couldn't find words for. More than orange, something older. In the dream I was standing in the field behind my parents' house and the sky was that color and Nate was there, and it was the first dream I'd had at Ashworth that wasn't about the program at all.


⚜




Chapter 5: The showcase

⚜

The dress was white.

Weeks had become months. The semester had found its rhythm-Keane's lectures twice a week, scholar assignments that arrived like weather, Nate at the fountain most afternoons and in my bed most nights. The initial shock of Ashworth had long since metabolized into something I carried without thinking about it, the way you stop noticing a current once you're swimming in it.

Not the uniform - a modified version of it, delivered to my room in a flat box from the Office of Scholar Services three days before the Showcase. A sheath dress, thin as tissue, ending above mid-thigh. No bra built in, no lining. The fabric clung to every curve and left nothing to imagination - the shape of my breasts, the points of my nipples, the dip of my waist, all of it visible through the pale material as plainly as if I were wearing nothing at all. A pair of white heels sat nestled in the tissue paper beside it. The lanyard had been replaced with a thin gold chain that read Scholar in delicate script against my collarbone.

I put it on the evening of the Showcase and stood in front of my desk mirror. The girl looking back at me was not the girl who had stepped off a three-day bus from Nebraska. That girl had worn jeans and a ponytail and hadn't known what her body was capable of wanting. This girl stood in a white dress that showed everything and felt ready.

The campus had been buzzing about the Showcase for a week. Tessa had explained it over breakfast - the annual event, part fundraiser, part demonstration, where donors who funded the Free Use program got to see their investment in action. Senior faculty attended. Selected students were invited. And the scholars performed.

"Performed," I'd repeated.

"Performed," Tessa confirmed. "You're the centerpiece this year. First-year scholar, responsiveness review - they want to see what you can do."

My scholarship rode on tonight. The responsiveness review that the Dean's email had mentioned weeks ago - conducted here, in front of everyone, by a faculty panel that included Keane. The irony wasn't lost on me: the system that had made me available to anyone was now asking me to prove I was worth keeping.

The University Ballroom was on the second floor of the administration building - the same building where I'd signed my contract. I climbed the wide marble staircase in the white heels, my bare legs visible with each step, and heard the event before I saw it: the low hum of conversation, the clink of glasses, the muted sophistication of people in expensive clothes gathered for an evening they'd paid generously to attend.

The ballroom was grand in the old-money way Ashworth did everything - high ceilings, chandeliers casting warm amber light, tall windows draped in heavy fabric. Round tables with pale cloths were arranged around the room's perimeter, and at the center, raised on a low platform lit by a soft overhead spot, was a white leather dais - waist height, broad enough for two people, the pale surface gleaming under the light.

That was where I would be.

The room was already full. Donors in dark suits and evening dresses. Faculty members I recognized from the hallways. Senior students in blazers. The other scholars were there too - I spotted Tessa across the room in her own sheer slip dress, talking to a silver-haired man with the ease of someone who belonged. She caught my eye and gave me a small nod.

I scanned the room. Nate was standing near the far wall, a glass of water in his hand, wearing a navy blazer over a white shirt. He saw me at the same moment I saw him, and he pushed off the wall and crossed toward me with the unhurried certainty he brought to everything. I watched him come - the lean height of him, the dark hair - and my pulse quickened before he'd said a word.

He reached me and stopped close enough that his voice wouldn't carry.

"You look-" He paused, reconsidering the sentence. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine."

"Wren." His eyes were steady, and in them I could see the thing he wasn't saying: the weight of what was about to happen, the specific difficulty of having watched me become this over a semester and now standing in a room where all of it would be put on formal display. His hand came up briefly to my arm. "You don't have to do this."

The warmth hit me before his fingers had even settled. My pulse jumped - not from fear. The arousal that had been simmering since I'd put on the dress sharpened into something specific and urgent: his worry feeding the heat the way his attention always did, his protectiveness turning something over in my chest while my body answered the room before my mind could catch up. My nipples pressed noticeably against the thin fabric. Between my thighs the warmth had become a slick insistence.

"I'm not scared," I said. And then, because he deserved the truth: "I can't wait."

Something moved through his expression - not surprise. Something more like recognition, and the acceptance that went with it. He held my gaze for a moment, his hand still on my arm, and then he nodded once and stepped back.

"I'll be here," he said.

"Keane."

He materialized from the right - charcoal suit, wire-rimmed glasses catching the chandelier light. He looked at me the way he always did: precise, assessing, with the attention of a man who had spent a semester locating exactly where my edges were and enjoyed pressing against them.

"You look appropriate," he said. His eyes moved down the dress - a slow, deliberate inventory. "Nervous?"

"No."

"Good." He stepped closer, his voice dropping. "Your responsiveness review begins when you take the stage. The panel will observe and score. I'm on the panel." A pause. "You can always say the word. Though looking at you right now, I don't think you want to."

He was right. The sheer silk already betrayed how hard my nipples had become, and the warmth between my thighs had intensified the moment he'd spoken. My body had been trained by months at Ashworth - by his hands in the lecture hall, by the locker room tile, by Nate against the glass - and it knew what was coming, and it wanted it.

"I don't want to," I said.

Something flickered in his expression - satisfaction, the closest thing to respect he was capable of. He touched my elbow briefly and walked away toward the faculty table.

A woman from Scholar Services appeared at my side - clipboard, earpiece, professional smile. "Ms. Calloway? We're ready for you."

The walk to the dais was thirty feet across open floor. Every step was visible. The conversations dimmed as I moved - heads turning, glasses pausing mid-lift, the collective attention of the room swiveling toward the woman in the white dress crossing to the lit stage at its center. The heels clicked on the hardwood. The dress shifted against my body with each stride, and I felt the heat of every gaze like something physical - a pressure on my skin, a weight that pushed the warmth deeper between my thighs.

I stepped onto the platform. The spotlight settled warm on my shoulders.

From here I could see everything. The round tables, the watching faces, the amber light on crystal glasses. Tessa near a column, arms crossed, watching with calm assessment. Keane at the faculty table, notepad out, expression neutral. And Nate - holding his position at the edge of the room, his water glass untouched, his eyes on me. Only on me.

The room waited.

The first man crossed to the dais - a donor, late forties, well-built, with the confident bearing of someone who'd paid for this evening and intended to get his money's worth. He stood behind me and his hands went to the thin straps of the dress. He slid them from my shoulders and peeled the fabric down in one smooth motion; the white pooled at my feet. I was naked except for the heels and the gold chain at my throat.

The room's attention sharpened like a lens focusing. The exposure hit me in a wave - standing under a spotlight on a raised stage before a hundred watching people, every plane and curve of my body lit from above, the neat strip of blonde hair between my thighs visible to anyone who cared to look - and the shame came with its usual companion: a flood of heat that slicked my inner thighs and hardened my nipples and flushed my chest pink. The more I was seen, the wetter I became. The wetter I became, the more visible the evidence, the more I was seen.

He guided me down onto the white leather - knees first, then hands, on all fours. The surface was cool against my palms. From this position the entire ballroom faced me - every watching face, the chandeliers and the pale tablecloths, the civilized veneer of an evening event organized around a naked woman on her hands and knees at its center.

His fingers found me from behind, sliding easily through the arousal already gathered. I heard his quiet exhale. Then the blunt, thick pressure of him pressing against my entrance, and he pushed inside.

I gasped - the stretch immediate and insistent, filling me in one slow stroke I felt from entrance to core. He gripped my hips and began to move: deep, commanding thrusts that drove my weight onto my palms, the slick percussion of his body meeting mine carrying in the ballroom's acoustics. Every stroke drew a small, involuntary sound from my throat.

The audience watched. I could feel every fixed gaze - donors leaning forward in their chairs, faculty with practiced neutrality, students with unconcealed hunger. A woman at the nearest table had her hand on her companion's thigh. The unified stare of a hundred strangers pressed down on me and I felt my body respond with the same treacherous eagerness it always did: clenching tighter around the cock inside me, growing wetter with each second of sustained exposure.

He drove into me hard for another minute and then pulled free - the abrupt emptiness followed immediately by a second man's hands gripping my hips. Younger, rougher. He drove into me without ceremony and I cried out, the sound bouncing off the high ceiling. A third man crossed onto the dais in front of me - his cock at the level of my mouth, his free hand tilting my chin upward. I opened and took him in, the salt taste of him flooding my tongue.

They set a rhythm between them. Each thrust from behind shoved me forward onto the man in front, my lips sliding wet and messy along his shaft, and the countermovement rocked me back onto the cock filling me from behind. The audience noise - the low murmur of appreciation, the occasional comment - washed over me from all sides. My nipples dragged across the smooth leather as I moved. Someone on the nearer tables had shifted their chair closer for a better angle.

The man in front finished in my mouth - the sudden hot pulse of him - and I swallowed and breathed while the man behind me kept his pace. A fourth donor stepped forward to take the vacated position. I took him before he'd even settled his footing, eager enough that I heard his sharp intake of breath.

The second man pulled out and stepped aside. The fourth donor eased back from my mouth, his hand trailing along my jaw as a new pair of hands gripped my hips and guided me upright - I turned and sank onto the next man, straddling his hips as he lay back on the leather dais. I spread my knees and dropped down onto his cock, the full length of him sliding into my swollen, slick pussy, and the moan that left me was genuine and unguarded. His hands settled on my thighs. I rode him - slow rolls first, then deeper, more insistent strokes, my breasts moving with the rhythm, my head tipping back under the chandelier glare. The ballroom watched me work. I let them. He groaned and came beneath me - the familiar hot pulse deep inside - and I ground down on him through it, milking every spasm.

Before the sensation had even faded, a pair of hands settled on my hips from behind, stilling me.

I knew what was coming before it started. My breath caught. A hand between my shoulder blades pushed me forward until my forearms braced flat against the chest of the man beneath me, tilting my pelvis up and exposing me from behind. The man on his back held steady, buried inside me, while the man behind me gathered the slick heat between my thighs with his fingers. He worked a thumb slowly against my ass, coating the tight entrance with my own arousal, patient with it, and I felt the ring of muscle loosen slightly in anticipation.

Then the broad, unyielding head of his cock nudging against that tight, resistant entrance.

I exhaled hard and stayed still, my palms flat against the man's chest beneath me. The pressure built - wider than Nate's careful finger exploration, wider than the first time against the glass wall, the stretch bright and immediate. I breathed through it. The man beneath me shifted - his cock moving inside me, a slow, grounding drag against my swollen interior - and the competing sensation loosened something. I exhaled again. And then the man behind me pressed forward and slipped past the resistance, the broad head of his cock sinking into my ass, and my whole body went rigid with the fullness of it.

Both men held still.

The dual stretch was overwhelming - deeper and more complete than anything I'd experienced against Nate's glass wall, both men thick and heavy inside me at once, my body stretched around them in two places simultaneously. I could feel them against each other through the thin divide of my own flesh. My jaw was locked, my thighs trembling where they bracketed the man beneath me, the dais creaking faintly under our combined weight.

"Ready?" the man behind me murmured.

I moved my hips forward as my answer.

They found a rhythm together - the man beneath me pulling back as the one behind pushed forward, then reversing, the alternating fullness and near-emptiness cycling through me faster and faster. My moans had gone ragged. I could hear the obscene, rhythmic slap of both men working me, the sounds echoing off the vaulted ceiling, and the knowledge of what those sounds meant - that every person in this room could hear exactly what was being done to me - flooded my chest with a shame so intense it looped immediately into a wave of dark, liquid arousal.

The climax detonated without warning - a sudden, total seizure that wrenched a cry from deep in my chest, my body locking helplessly around both men, my hips locked between them while the pleasure tore through me in waves. I shook between them - hands gripping the lean forearms of the man below, forehead dropping to his chest - while the orgasm rolled on and on, fed by the double fullness and the hundred watching faces and the center spot burning down on all of it.

The scattered applause that followed was polite. Measured. Like the response to a particularly impressive passage in a concert.

Both men finished inside me almost simultaneously - the man below first, then the one behind, each of them groaning and emptying in heavy, pulsing waves that I felt in two distinct places at once. Then they withdrew - the slow pull of each of them leaving me in sequence, the sudden emptiness deep and aching. Someone steadied me as I shifted off the man below. I knelt on the dais, flushed and trembling, cum warm and wet across my thighs, my body still pulsing with aftershocks.

Then Keane was on the platform.

He stood before me while I knelt panting, my spine curved, my thighs loose and trembling. He'd removed his jacket. His sleeves were rolled to the elbows, the way he wore them in the lecture hall. His eyes behind the wire-rimmed glasses were sharp and intent, and when he looked at me there was a cold, unmistakable satisfaction in his expression - the payoff of an entire semester's provocation.

"Lie back," he said.

I lay back on the dais, my heels dangling over the edge, my knees falling wide. The heavy, pooling cum of the last several men slicked my inner thighs - undeniable under the overhead light, the obscene, visible proof of everything that had been done to me tonight. Keane stepped between my thighs, his slacks brushing my bare knees, and leaned down until his breath was at my ear.

"Say it," he whispered.

His cock pressed against my entrance - thicker than I remembered, or maybe I was more swollen now, more tender, more sensitized after the sustained intensity of the evening. He pushed inside and I arched off the surface, a sharp moan escaping me, every overworked nerve firing at once.

"Say the word, Wren." His voice was quiet enough that only I could hear it. "I'll stop. Your scholarship ends. You walk out of this room right now."

He thrust deep. My back arched harder. My hands found the edge of the leather and gripped as he began to move with the same measured, deliberate rhythm from the lecture hall - controlled, precise, each stroke calibrated to reach the exact depth that blurred my vision. I turned my head against the leather surface, my breath coming in jagged pulls. The heat of the stage light pressed against my back. The room was a blur of amber and watching faces.

"You won't say it," he murmured against my ear. "Because you don't want me to stop. Because this is what you are."

The words landed where they always did - and ignited. My body clenched hard around him, a wave of arousal so intense it was almost painful. He was right. The taunt, the dare, the cruelty of someone who had spent months mapping exactly where I was most vulnerable - it fed the same loop it always had. The humiliation of being read and known drove me closer to the edge instead of further from it.

He drove harder. My moans filled the ballroom, uncontrolled, the pretense of composure long abandoned. I was being fucked in front of a hundred people by the professor who had spent the semester testing exactly how much I could take, and my body kept telling him the answer was more.

I turned my head toward the room.

I found him immediately - Nate, across the expanse of the ballroom, exactly where he'd been all evening. Standing still among people who were leaning, murmuring, raising their glasses. He was the only motionless person in the room, and his eyes were already on my face as though he'd been waiting for me to look.

I held his gaze.

Something broke open - or broke through, more accurately - the overwhelming collision of Keane's relentless strokes pushing me toward the edge and Nate's eyes on my face at the moment of it: fierce and open and entirely present, refusing to look away, watching me with the same focused attention he'd had in the library and against the glass and every time he'd looked at me the way nobody else had. His witnessing was different from the room's collective watching. The room watched a scholar on display. Nate watched Wren. And the difference between those two things, in this moment, with Keane buried inside me and a hundred faces turned my way - the difference detonated something I had no frame for.

I came.

It was nothing like the platform orgasms before it. Those had been sharp crests, intense and immediate. This was different in kind - the hardest orgasm of my life, starting deep in my core and expanding outward in a single annihilating wave, my whole body seizing while my cry echoed across the vast ballroom. My spine bowed off the leather. My hands lost their grip. Keane drove into me through it - relentless, his breath harsh at my neck - and I clenched around him in wave after wave, my vision whiting, aftershock slamming into aftershock while my eyes stayed on Nate's face and I felt known in a way that the entire room watching had never accomplished.

Keane finished inside me with one final thrust - the hot pulse of him adding to everything already there. He held for a moment, buried deep, then straightened, adjusted his glasses, and stepped off the platform.

He glanced at the faculty table. The panel chair gave a small nod. "Passed," Keane said. To them. Not to me.

I lay on the leather, the overhead light pressing warm against my bare skin, my chest heaving. The chandeliers stung my eyes, the ballroom slowly resolving as polite conversation resumed around the edges. My body trembled - overstimulated, thoroughly used, raw and aching and pulsing with residual pleasure.

Nate was already moving.

He came through the room on a direct, deliberate path - between tables, past clusters of donors, cutting straight toward the platform. People glanced as he passed. He didn't acknowledge them.

He stepped onto the dais and stood over me.

His expression was something I'd never seen on him before - not pity, not discomfort, not the careful management of reaction. It was unguarded and resolute, completely stripped of its usual careful ease. He reached down and took my hand.

"Come here," he said.

He pulled me to sitting, then to standing. My legs held - barely. He took off his blazer and draped it over my bare shoulders, the fabric warm from his body, and the gesture was so simple and exact that my throat ached with it. His arm came around my waist and he walked me off the platform.

The night air was cool against my bare thighs as we crossed the quad. I'd left the white dress pooled on the stage - it hadn't occurred to me to retrieve it, and if it had, I think I would have left it anyway. Nate's blazer hung to mid-thigh, the lapels loose, the warm scent of him on the fabric. My heels clicked against the stone path. A group of students moving between buildings glanced at my legs, at the blazer, and looked away. In the distance, Langley Hall's lit windows rose against the dark sky.

"Cold?" Nate asked.

"No," I said.

His arm stayed around me.

In my room on the third floor, the glass wall open to the hallway, Nate stood me in the center of the floor and looked at me for a moment in the lamplight. His blazer on my bare shoulders. The delicate chain glinting at my collarbone. He pushed the blazer off and let it drop. I kicked off my heels.

I was standing naked in front of him, and after the ballroom - after everything - the intimacy of his gaze felt more exposed than any of it.

"You don't owe me this," he said quietly.

I reached for his shirt and started on the buttons. The answer was in the reaching.

He let me undress him - patient, his hands warm at my waist while I worked. When his shirt was gone and his trousers were on the floor, he sat on the edge of the bed and drew me down with him, and we lay facing each other in the lamplight.

He entered me slowly - so slowly that I felt every inch, the familiar stretch of him finding its way into a body that was tender in a dozen new ways. I was sore from the platform in ways I hadn't fully catalogued yet: the deep ache from the DP, the raw sensitivity of tissues that had been worked for the better part of an hour, the oversensitized heat that made even gentle movement feel amplified. His cock pressed in carefully, finding all of those places, and the sensation was sharp and soft at once - the gentle intrusion of someone who already knew this territory and was choosing to move through it with reverence.

His forehead came to mine. His eyes stayed open.

"Just this," he murmured. "Just us."

He moved in slow, measured strokes - face to face, chest to chest, his weight on his forearms, his mouth finding mine between breaths. The simplicity of it unspooled the last of my defenses. After the sustained spectacle of the ballroom - the rotation of men, the crowd's gaze, Keane's controlled precision, the staggering double fullness on the dais - this was almost unbearably quiet. Just his breath and mine, the soft creak of the bed, the soft, slick friction of our bodies moving together.

He was thicker inside me than usual - or my body's memory of the evening made me register every sensation differently, with a rawness that turned even gentle friction into something acute. Each stroke pressed against the deepest, most swollen part of me, dragging over sensitized tissue with a tenderness that made my throat tight. I wrapped my arms around his neck and held on. The pleasure was different from everything that had come before - not sharp or performative or fed by shame or exposure or the weight of watching eyes. This was warmth building on warmth, his body and mine moving in the private language we'd been building in this glass room since the semester began.

From the hallway, a shadow slowed. Paused. Moved on.

Neither of us looked.

The orgasm gathered gradually - a slow bloom radiating from where he moved inside me, spreading through my hips and stomach and chest. When it crested, I came with my face buried in his neck - quiet, shaking, my body trembling softly around him in long, dissolving tremors. He came with me, a low groan against my temple, his hips pressing deep and stilling as he spilled into me.

We lay tangled in the aftermath. His arm around me, his hand tracing the line of my spine. The campus was quiet outside the glass - late enough that even the hallway was empty, the building settling into its nighttime sounds.

"You were incredible tonight," he said.

"Which part?"

"All of it." His hand stilled on my back. "But especially the part where you walked off the platform with me."

I pressed my face into his chest. My body ached in a dozen specific ways - the deep soreness of sustained use, the tender rawness between my thighs, the faint burn in my jaw - and all of it felt earned. All of it felt like evidence of something I'd chosen.

I thought about Meadowbrook. About the girl who'd left a note on her parents' kitchen table and caught a three-day bus to a place she'd never been, clutching a scholarship agreement she'd read three times and signed without hesitation. That girl had thought she was making a sacrifice - trading her body for an education, enduring something for the sake of the thing on the other side of it. She'd been wrong. Not about the body or the education, but about the word enduring. There was nothing to endure. There was only the discovery that the thing she'd feared - being seen, being used, being known in the most exposed and vulnerable way possible - was the thing her body had been built for.

She hadn't known about the way Keane had bent her over his lectern. She hadn't known about the locker room tile or the rugby captain's satisfied nod or the sound of polite applause in a ballroom full of donors. She hadn't known about glass walls and strangers watching and the shame-arousal loop that turned her inside out and rebuilt her. She hadn't known about Nate.

"I don't want to leave Ashworth," I said.

"Good," Nate said. "Because that building I've been sketching for you isn't done."

I smiled against his chest. Outside the glass, the hallway light cast its soft glow across the bed, and I didn't reach for the privacy screen. The glass stayed open. The campus slept. The girl from Meadowbrook lay in the arms of a man who saw her and chose to stay, and the girl who'd stood on a spotlight stage and been claimed by a room full of strangers lay there too, and they were the same person, and neither of them was going anywhere.

I fell asleep with my ear pressed to the steady rhythm of his chest, the gold chain cool against my throat, and I dreamed about a building made of glass - open on every side, light pouring through, nothing hidden.

The kind of building you chose to be seen in.
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Marcus Cole built a two-billion-dollar venture fund from nothing. At forty-four, divorced and successful, he returns to his alma mater to finish his degree—six credits shy of graduation after dropping out twenty-two years ago. When a hazing prank goes wrong at the sorority house next door, Marcus intervenes. The grateful president invites him to their mentor dinner. By the end of the night, her social chair has followed him home. Within days, the president makes her own move. Then the shy pledge he rescued. Then the skeptical pre-med student. They know about each other. They're not jealous. They're sharing. Marcus discovers what happens when four driven young women decide they want the same experienced man—and choose collaboration over competition.


The College Harem
Available on Amazon
Ethan arrives at college expecting the typical freshman experience—awkward icebreakers, communal bathrooms, and late-night study sessions. Instead, he finds himself on a co-ed floor where three girls seem unusually interested in the shy pre-med student. Maya initiates during a late-night study session in his room. Sienna teases him in the communal shower. Harper surprises him with quiet intensity. They're not competing—they're collaborating. Over two weeks, Ethan goes from overwhelmed virgin to the center of a dorm room harem where his hallmates have decided he's theirs to share.


The Flatshare Harem
Available on Amazon
Three months post-breakup and desperate for housing, Jake signs a lease for a room he can actually afford. His new roommates seem normal enough—until Lexi drops to her knees in the kitchen at 2 a.m., Brooke pulls back the shower curtain, and Riley closes his bedroom door with a look that says she's been waiting. They're not competing for him—they're sharing him. From breakfast interruptions to evening group sessions, Jake discovers what it means to be the center of a harem where three beautiful women have decided he's theirs and pleasure is the shared currency.


Farm Girl Harem
Available on Amazon
Burned out from corporate life, Alex takes a summer farmhand job in rural Vermont. The farm is run by two best friends in their twenties and their experienced mentor, all starved for male attention after years of isolation. Within days, the youngest visits his barn apartment. By week's end, her business partner makes her own proposition. Their mentor shows the younger women how it's really done. Alex discovers what it means to be shared by three women with insatiable appetites and no jealousy.


Island Yoga Retreat Harem
Available on Amazon
Tyler books a private island off Belize to recover from a messy breakup. When he arrives, three women are already there—a yoga instructor and two students who've sworn off sex for their discipline retreat. Both parties are stranded together for ten days with no way to contact the outside world. In the tropical heat, vows dissolve one by one. The corporate lawyer cracks first. The playful social media manager rationalizes every boundary. Even the composed instructor can't resist forever. By the end of the retreat, Tyler discovers what happens when three women who swore off men decide he's worth breaking their promises.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort's free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island's sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?



About the Author
⚜ ⚜ ⚜


I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
My stories explore themes of power dynamics, freedom, and the thrill of letting go. I'm fascinated by situations where the usual rules don't apply, and deeper instincts take over. I'm interested in exploring the intense, and sometimes challenging aspects of relationships, because that's what interests me.
This is new territory for me. I'm exploring my own interests, pushing my creative boundaries, and sharing it all with you. It's a journey of self-discovery, fuelled by a desire to break free from expectations. Maybe my stories will help you break free, too.
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