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Content Warning

This book is intended for adult readers aged 18 and over.
Mom is the Neighbourhood Flasher contains explicit sexual content and mature themes that may not be suitable for all readers. Please be aware that this story includes:

Explicit sexual scenes and erotic content
Supernatural horror and body transformation
Extramarital affairs and infidelity
Supernatural seduction (initial compulsion that becomes enthusiastic consent)
Sexual predation and power imbalance
Age gap relationships (older woman/younger men)
Multiple sexual partners
Depictions of sexual exhaustion and energy drain
Dark psychological themes including marital dissatisfaction and emotional neglect
Elements of body horror

This is a work of dark erotic fiction exploring themes of power, desire, and transgression. The supernatural elements involve behavior that would be unacceptable in real-world contexts.
Reader discretion is strongly advised.
If any of these themes are triggering or uncomfortable for you, please consider whether this book is right for you at this time.



Chapter 1

The kitchen at Maple Ridge always smelled faintly of lemon, though Eve Caldwell doubted the fruit had ever set foot there. It was the aftertaste of weeks, years, a lifetime of antibacterial sprays and countertop wipes, of obsessive cleanliness, every surface as sterile as an operating theater. The morning sun hovered over the sink, a pale and pitiless observer, casting Eve in a glow she found neither flattering nor forgiving.

She stood at the island, hands already damp from rinsing—twice—the Pyrex casserole dish. Today’s offering: tuna noodle, heavy on the canned soup, with the green peas strained out for Adam’s sake. The kitchen clock above the fridge ticked in discreet defiance of the silence, and every minute fell with the precision of a guillotine. Eve checked the recipe card again, though she could recite it backwards in her sleep, and began to assemble the parts: egg noodles (No Yolks, for cholesterol), Campbell’s mushroom soup, the pallid, rubbery remains of two chicken breasts, a dusting of something called “Italian cheese blend” from the supermarket’s cheese case. The ingredients formed a neat parade across the marble, each one lined up with the military rigor that once made her mother sigh, “Heaven help the man who marries you, Evelyn.”

The next step was to open the oven, preheated to 350. She did so, flinching at the blast of dry heat, and set the Pyrex inside with an over-careful flourish. The gesture felt theatrical, as if an audience might be watching from the pantry, but no one was there. Not even Adam, not yet.

It was only when she straightened and reached for the carton of eggs that she noticed her hands were shaking. She pressed her palms flat to the cool countertop, willing herself steady, then fetched the carton from the fridge and cracked two eggs into a bowl. The yolks splashed, unexpectedly bright, yellow as road paint. She whisked them, listening to the tiny slaps of wire against ceramic. The sound seemed much louder than it ought to in this house, where everything was padded: the thick runner rug, the kitchen’s soft-close drawers, even the fridge with its arthritic, gentle wheeze.

She was halfway through wiping the lip of the egg bowl when the click of the side door made her jump. Adam entered without so much as a “good morning”—not that she’d expected one—and went straight to the coffee maker. He wore his Monday uniform: blue oxford, fraying at the collar; Dockers with the faintest soup stain from last night’s dinner. He squinted into the machine, poured a mug, and sipped without looking up.

“Morning, hon,” Eve managed, her voice soft as Kleenex.

Adam grunted. “Morning.”

He crossed behind her, the two of them almost colliding. She tucked in her elbows, a trained reflex, and reached for a dish towel to dry her hands. Adam’s aftershave—astringent, medicinal—clashed with the kitchen’s lemon. He set his mug down and rifled through the mail that had been stacked, per protocol, in the letter caddy by the microwave.

“Do you need anything before you go?” she asked, not because she expected an answer but because it was the script, and she had always been a diligent actress.

He made a noise that could have been “no” or could have been a small animal dying. He set the bills down and glanced at his phone, thumbs darting as he replied to something urgent and unseen.

Eve felt the urge to smooth her hair, to fix herself somehow, but she resisted. Instead, she busied herself with the morning dishes. The sponge, already soaked in soapy water, shivered slightly in her grip. She watched Adam over her shoulder as she scrubbed the bowls, her hands working independently of her mind. He’d finished his coffee in three swallows, left the mug on the counter instead of the sink, and now rooted through the coat closet for his briefcase.

“You’re early,” she said, unsure if it was meant as an accusation or a compliment.

He zipped his jacket. “Lot to do.”

She waited, hoping for a good-bye kiss, a squeeze of her hand, even a flash of the crooked smile she once loved. Instead, Adam opened the door, paused with a shoe half-on, and said, “Don’t forget, my mother’s coming Thursday.” Then he was gone, swallowed by the cold, the door sighing shut behind him.

Eve’s shoulders sagged, the invisible corset of morning duty unbuckling as soon as she was alone. The practiced smile she’d worn faded, leaving a flat, unfinished line behind. For a few moments she stood at the sink, gazing out the window at the brittle grass, the rows of identical houses stretching down the cul-de-sac. The sun had shifted, now glaring off the neighbor’s Toyota with surgical intensity.

She returned to her routine. She dried the dishes, stacked them in their proper place, wiped down the sink until it gleamed. She swept the crumbs from the island into her palm, then walked them to the trash with the solemnity of a priestess disposing of sacred ash. Each gesture was deliberate, almost devotional. She took special satisfaction in aligning the canisters of flour, sugar, and coffee until their labels faced the same way, like soldiers at attention.

At 7:54, she noticed a sticky spot beneath the edge of the toaster. She grabbed a fresh paper towel—two-ply, always—and spritzed it with a hint of Windex, scrubbing until the Formica shone. She caught her reflection in the gleam: not bad, all things considered, for fifty. Still tall, still blonde, the skin at her neck only hinting at surrender. The robe she wore was a little threadbare but tasteful, cream with a blue satin collar. Her eyes—green, the color of supermarket grapes—looked tired, but not yet defeated.

She glanced at the clock. 8:03. Bible study today, with the other neighborhood wives. The thought pinched, but she would go, because she always went, and she always brought the best casserole. The others would notice if she didn’t. They always noticed.

She took a deep breath, straightened her posture, and set about packing the finished casserole. The foil crinkled sharply as she smoothed it over the dish, tucking the edges under with engineer’s precision. She slid it into the insulated tote bag, then double-checked the contents—serving spoon, napkins, hand sanitizer, emergency lip balm—before zipping it closed.

As she turned to leave, her elbow knocked a spoon from the drying rack. It hit the floor with a metallic slap, then spun in three anxious circles before coming to rest by her bare foot. Eve stared at it, a sudden and disproportionate guilt blooming in her chest.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she whispered, stooping to retrieve it.

She stood for a moment, the spoon cold and unfamiliar in her hand. It seemed to tremble, or maybe she was trembling, but she set it gently in the sink as if it were something fragile, something easily broken.

The kitchen was silent again. The only evidence she’d been there was the faint aroma of lemon, the casserole waiting patiently by the door, and the memory of a spoon that fell and was forgiven.

***

The church basement was painted the exact shade of a vanilla milkshake, though the decades of linoleum, potlucks, and nursery tantrums had dulled the color to a faint, stubborn jaundice. The folding chairs groaned under the weight of a dozen middle-aged women, all arranged in a neat semicircle like teeth in a bleached, smiling jaw. Eve Caldwell hovered at the periphery, casserole in hand, scanning for a gap small enough to be overlooked but close enough to count as present.

She deposited the casserole on the refreshments table, where it joined a flotilla of nearly identical dishes: funeral potatoes, green bean bake, taco dip in a Pyrex so large it could double as a kiddie pool. She reached for a paper cup of weak, church-basement coffee, then changed her mind and returned to her chair, clutching her purse as if it were the only buoy in a rising tide.

“Good morning, Eve,” sang a voice, all syrup and saccharine. It belonged to Marlene Lipper, queen bee of Maple Ridge Bible Study and the only woman who’d ever called Eve “Evy” without irony.

Eve forced a smile. “Morning, Marlene. I brought the casserole.”

Marlene’s lips pursed, as if she’d just bitten into a seed. “You always do, dear. You spoil us.”

A ripple of laughter trembled through the circle. The other women arranged themselves with the languid grace of cats in a sunbeam: Sue with her perpetual tennis tan, Rita with the shellacked helmet of auburn hair, little Joy Larson who never spoke above a whisper but somehow heard everything. Their perfumes fought for dominance—rosy florals, sharp citrus, the sour aftertaste of dollar-store vanilla—but always, always, there was the undercurrent of lemon cleaner, as persistent as original sin.

Eve slid into her seat, careful not to rustle her skirt. She set her Bible in her lap and smoothed the cover with one hand, the other keeping a white-knuckle grip on her purse. The pages, thin and insubstantial, crinkled under her touch. She tried to focus on the lesson—Proverbs, as always, some parable about the virtuous wife—but her mind drifted, caught on the whir of the old HVAC and the metallic taste of anxiety rising in her mouth.

Marlene cleared her throat, summoning silence. “Ladies, let’s begin. Would someone like to read?”

The women demurred with practiced humility until Sue volunteered, her voice strong enough to carry three pews back: “‘Who can find a virtuous woman? For her price is far above rubies. The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her, so that he shall have no need of spoil.’”

Eve bowed her head, not in prayer but in camouflage. The words, familiar as her own heartbeat, washed over her. Marlene began to steer the discussion—about faith, about obedience, about the importance of a gentle spirit. Eve nodded dutifully, murmuring assent at the right intervals. She glanced at the clock above the coat rack. Only twenty minutes had passed.

“—so when Paul writes, ‘Let the wife see that she respects her husband,’ he’s talking about more than just doing the laundry,” Marlene was saying. “He means everything, even in… marital matters.” Marlene’s eyes scanned the circle, then fixed pointedly on Eve.

Heat pooled behind Eve’s ears. She forced a smile, eyes finding the pattern in the linoleum instead of meeting the group’s. She began to fold the corner of her Bible page—once, twice, again—until the triangle was sharp enough to cut.

Rita chimed in, voice sly: “I always say, if you want your husband to act like a king, you’ve got to treat him like one. Isn’t that right, Eve?” The circle tittered, glancing at her with a kind of predatory curiosity.

Eve’s throat felt coated in glue. “Oh, I suppose so,” she said, barely above a whisper.

Joy, of all people, piped up. “I’m not sure that’s in the Bible, Rita.”

“Maybe not, but it works!” Rita beamed, tapping her ring with a lacquered nail.

The laughter was sharper this time. Eve wished she could shrink inside her purse. She traced the ridge of her wedding ring, its gold dulled from years of bleach and scrubbing, and forced herself to look up.

Marlene was still watching. “What about you, Eve? Any tips for a happy marriage?”

Eve swallowed. The silence hung, expectant. “Just… just to listen, I guess. And pray. A lot.”

Sue gave a sage nod. “That’s very wise, Eve.”

Eve ducked her head, embarrassment prickling along her scalp. She pressed the Bible’s corner flat again and tried to focus on the scent of coffee, the burn of lemon disinfectant, anything but the tightness in her chest.

After a while, the study veered from scripture to something more familiar—neighborhood news, thinly veiled as prayer requests. Marlene offered up a smile as she whispered, “Did you hear about the couple in 18B? Not married, but living together. Bold, isn’t it?”

“Disgraceful,” said Rita, with relish. “He’s barely twenty-one, poor thing. And she’s… Well, you’ve seen her.”

There was a rustle of agreement, punctuated by little Joy’s shy: “We should pray for them.”

Eve felt a pang of guilt, though she barely knew the pair. She wondered, fleetingly, if they were happier than she and Adam had ever been. The thought felt treasonous. She squashed it and busied herself by folding the corner of her Bible again, this time leaving a crease so deep it almost tore the page.

Marlene said, “Eve, your husband works with him, doesn’t he?”

“Um. Yes. I think so.” Her cheeks burned. “Adam says he’s a good kid.”

Marlene’s lips puckered, pleased. “Well, perhaps your Adam can set an example.”

The women laughed, their voices blending into a single, approving note. Eve smiled because it was required, but her eyes found the clock again—10:51—and she willed the hour to finish.

When the study finally ended, the women gathered at the refreshments, picking over the casseroles and carrot sticks with feigned restraint. Eve waited until the others had served themselves before filling her plate, small portions only, then packed up what was left of her dish and excused herself with a promise to bring something “even better next week.”

She shuffled up the stairs, the familiar ache in her knees reminding her that nothing was ever truly new. The sanctuary above was empty, sunlight filtering through stained glass in fractured patterns. She stood for a moment at the edge of the nave, inhaling the mingled scents of old hymnals, Lysol, and hope.

On the drive home, the houses of Maple Ridge paraded past her window, each one a box of secrets wrapped in perfect vinyl siding. She passed 18B, where the “disgraceful” couple lived, and wondered if they were inside, tangled together in bed or arguing over burnt toast, oblivious to the silent judgment of the block.

Eve arrived home to find the kitchen as she’d left it: spotless, quiet, waiting. She set down her purse, slipped off her shoes, and wandered to the sink, where she stared out the window at nothing in particular. She unfolded the corner of her Bible and smoothed the page flat again, but the crease remained, stubborn and unhealed.

***

The bathroom was the only place in the house where Eve Caldwell could reliably lock the door and know, beyond doubt, that no one would disturb her. It was small, always too warm, the fan on the ceiling groaning with the effort of its endless task. She liked the way the steam filled the space, softening the edges of everything: the chipped tile, the brittle bathmat, the tired woman in the mirror above the sink.

She turned the shower on and let it run hot, hotter than was strictly good for her, until the glass door was beaded with water and the air turned soupy. She peeled off her robe and hesitated a moment, feeling the familiar stab of self-consciousness at her own nakedness, though no one but she would see it. At fifty, her body was neither young nor old, neither lean nor soft, stuck in a kind of purgatory. There were places she refused to look: the underside of her upper arms, the insides of her thighs, the crescent of pale belly folding over her hip bones. But today she didn’t have the strength to avoid them.

She stepped under the spray and let the water batter her shoulders, kneading the tension from her neck in uneven pulses. The heat made her dizzy, almost lightheaded, as she reached for the shampoo and massaged it through her hair with more force than necessary. She rinsed, then lathered her skin with the bar of Dove, working the soap into a thick lather that left her smelling like an ad for maternity lotion.

When she was finished with her hair, she found her eyes drawn to the tiny, fogged rectangle of glass fixed to the shower wall—a “shaving mirror,” Adam called it, though Eve had never used it for that purpose. She leaned closer, swiping a stripe of steam away with her thumb.

The reflection was unkind. Her face, stripped of all artifice, looked sallow and strangely hollow; her collarbones too sharp, her jawline gone soft. She ran a hand over her chest, noting the faint, defiant sag of her breasts, the small white freckles dotting her skin like spilled flour. Below, a patch of pubic hair had grown unruly, a bristling thatch untouched since before Christmas. She’d once prided herself on keeping things neat, but somewhere along the way it just… stopped mattering.

She tried to recall when she’d last taken the time to inspect herself in detail. Before Adam’s promotion, maybe, before the days grew short and her mornings filled with casseroles and lemon wipes and that constant, gnawing ache behind her ribs. She ran her fingers down her belly, over the gentle rise of her hips, and felt a flutter of something unfamiliar—something electric, almost dangerous.

The bar of soap slipped in her hand, and as she bent to retrieve it, her palm grazed the soft crease between her thighs. The touch startled her, a sudden jolt she hadn’t expected. For a moment she held perfectly still, the water beating a steady rhythm across her back, as a prickling heat flared up her spine.

She pressed her legs together, unsure whether to repeat the gesture or pretend it had never happened. She exhaled sharply, the sound echoing in the small space. Her cheeks burned, though she was alone. The water, impossibly hot now, sent beads racing down her chest, tracing new lines over her skin.

She thought of Adam, of the nights when she waited in bed for him, curled beneath the covers, listening to his slow, deliberate breathing as he scrolled his phone and never once touched her. She thought of the women at Bible study, their knowing glances and winks, the way they talked around the topic of sex as if it were a swear word, a stain. She wondered what they would say if they knew she sometimes fantasized about things she could never, ever confess.

The shame arrived with the force of a migraine. She pressed her face to the tile and let the water run until her scalp tingled and the walls of the shower glistened with rivulets. She scrubbed at her skin until it turned pink, then quickly, efficiently, finished washing—arms, legs, nothing more. She shut off the water, slid open the door, and stepped out into the foggy warmth.

A glance at the mirror confirmed that the blush still bloomed high on her cheeks, a smear of color that no amount of cold water could erase. She reached for her towel and wrapped it tightly around her chest, as if it might keep everything hidden, even from herself.

Outside, the hallway was empty, the house silent. She listened for Adam, but he was gone, and the only sound was the faint drip of water from her hair onto the tile. She padded to the sink and dabbed at her face with the edge of the towel, careful not to meet her own eyes.

In the shower, she’d allowed herself a moment of reckless feeling—just a moment—but already she regretted it, the way one regrets cake after the fork is set down. She willed her body to calm, to return to its usual numbness.

But something in her remained humming, a low, persistent ache, the echo of a touch that should never have happened.

***

Eve lingered in the bathroom, towel drawn tight beneath her arms, as the last wisps of steam coiled above her head and faded into the beige ceiling. Her hair left damp trails on her shoulders and back; her calves, still wet, left ghostly footprints on the tile. She listened for movement beyond the door—Adam’s heavy step, the thump of a car in the driveway—but there was only the plink of a leaky faucet and her own too-loud heartbeat.

She padded to the mirror, cleared a patch of condensation with the side of her hand, and stared at herself. For a long moment, she couldn’t reconcile the image in front of her with the one in her memory: the girl from wedding albums, all smiles and clear skin and electric possibility. The woman before her was not so much older as she was… faded. She touched her cheek, and her fingertip left a wet smudge on the glass.

The towel felt heavy, plush and suffocating all at once. She let it fall a little lower, exposing the pale landscape of her chest, the slight drift of her breasts under gravity’s old command. Goosebumps erupted on her arms in the wake of the receding heat, the air suddenly cool and sharp against her wet skin.

Her hands found the edge of the counter, knuckles white, and she leaned in close, studying the flecks in her green eyes, the way her pupils seemed too wide for the room’s light. She drew a breath and watched the glass fog again, a temporary veil.

Without meaning to, her free hand drifted down, the terry cloth parting to reveal the fine hairs of her abdomen, the unfamiliar softness at her belly. Her palm pressed lightly against her navel, then lower still. The thought—unbidden, intrusive—came back to her: the slippery glide of soap, the fleeting thrill of her own fingers brushing against the forbidden.

She remembered, with shocking clarity, the first time she’d touched herself with intent. It had been in her dorm bedroom, after a particularly vivid scene in a paperback novel. Her hands had been awkward, her guilt immediate and enduring. She’d knelt in prayer after, convinced that God had seen her, that her mother would know, that the shame would never dissipate.

It hadn’t, not really. She learned to be careful, to be quick, to want less. Marriage had been a reprieve—at first. Then, year by year, touch receded into ritual, into obligation, into a set of tasks performed in the dark with the television on mute. Eventually, even that faded away, replaced by the mutual, gentle neglect that passed for affection in their house.

Her fingers hovered, indecisive, just above the soft thatch between her thighs. She could feel her pulse there, insistent, matched by the wild flutter of her heart. She wanted—God, she wanted—but the wanting felt wrong, shameful, more embarrassing than any failure of housekeeping or character.

She looked herself in the eye. Her lips parted, and she tasted salt, not knowing whether it came from the shower or the start of tears. The ache from before had grown sharper, insistent, a hunger that wasn’t easily ignored.

She let her hand drift, tentative, until her fingers brushed the seam of her pussy. The contact was delicate, but it was enough to make her knees tremble and her breath catch in her throat. Her pupils flared in the mirror, and the sudden surge of heat made her flush from the inside out.

Images flickered behind her eyes—nothing wholesome or gentle, just raw flashes of skin, of being taken, of something violent and greedy and entirely out of her control. She didn’t know where the thoughts came from; she only knew she wanted them, for just a moment, to overwhelm her.

But the shame was stronger. It rose up, immense, flattening everything. She snatched her hand back as if burned, wrapped the towel hard around her middle, and broke eye contact with the mirror.

Her heart pounded so loudly she could hear it in her ears. She wiped the last of the condensation from the glass, erasing her reflection. For a moment, the mirror showed only the clouded blur of steam and the suggestion of a face, half-formed and yearning.

She took a breath. Then another, slower. She reached for her comb and began to drag it through her wet hair, counting each stroke, each small pain, as penance. The towel, too tight now, dug into her ribs. She kept it that way, a shield against the possibility of wanting more.

Beyond the door, the house remained silent. There were errands to run, things to clean, meals to prepare. She would do them all, she always did, but a piece of her was left behind in the steam, hanging in the air like the memory of touch.

When she left the bathroom, she paused for a heartbeat at the threshold, gaze fixed on the smoothed-out tile, the small puddle where she’d stood. She knew, even as she walked away, that the ache would follow her, stubborn as a crease in a Bible page.


Chapter 2

Eve drove with both hands on the wheel, white-knuckled, her eyes darting between the road and the digital clock on the dash. The casserole was gone, the house was empty, and Adam wouldn’t be home until six—she’d triple-checked the calendar. There was nothing left in her day except the strange compulsion that had gripped her since the night before, a nervous energy that made her skin itch and her scalp buzz beneath her pale helmet of hair.

She turned off the main highway onto a frontage road she’d only ever seen from a distance, the kind of place she usually avoided: potholes, sun-bleached billboards for payday loans, a gas station whose sign simply read “GAS.” Beyond the gas station sprawled a muddy vacant lot, rimmed by scrub trees and a single, battered chain-link fence. Today it was transformed, populated by a ragged constellation of tents and vendor stalls, banners flapping in the wind with the desperate cheer of a midwestern carnival. The flea market.

She parked on the grass, checking her lipstick in the rearview—still intact, maybe a shade too pale—and slipped her purse over her arm. She hesitated, scanning the rows of tents for a familiar face, terrified of being spotted by someone from Maple Ridge. Satisfied that the crowd was foreign, she started toward the entrance, each step a minor act of rebellion. The hum of distant music, tinny and mournful, hovered above the tents.

The first thing that hit her was the smell: patchouli, scorched popcorn, wet cardboard, and a spiky hint of burning sage that curled deep in her sinuses. She sneezed, then immediately apologized—to no one, to everyone, to God. A child with a painted face darted past, nearly tripping her, and she stifled a yelp. Above, rows of colored pennants streamed between lampposts, rainbow-bright against the gray dome of the sky.

Eve paused at the first tent, which was stuffed floor to ceiling with battered paperback books and yellowing National Geographics. A woman in a Led Zeppelin t-shirt sat reading behind a crate of “All CDs $1.” Eve touched the spines of the books, pretending to be interested, then slipped away when the woman glanced up.

She passed a booth selling mismatched dinnerware, and another devoted to antique dolls, their porcelain faces cracked and eyes permanently agog. She shivered and moved on, holding her purse close to her chest. At every stall, the vendors called to her: “You like jewelry? You look like a jewelry lady!” “Free sample, ma’am—this is real honey!” She shook her head and gave a fluttering smile. “Oh, I’m just looking, thank you.” She said it again and again, as if the words might shield her from what was out here.

But the farther she wandered, the more she realized she was not just looking. Her eyes drank in the market: the silk scarves knotted around tent poles, the incense sticks burning in upturned soda cans, the leather bracelets stamped with slogans she wouldn’t dare say aloud. Every color was too loud, every pattern too busy, and yet it thrilled her in a way that made her skin prickle. She felt, for the first time in years, awake.

She stopped at a stall draped in veils of tulle and chiffon, the fabric rippling in the breeze like underwater plants. The vendor was a man with a bare chest and a beard as long as her forearm; he wound beads onto strings, his fingers nimble and sure. Eve touched the edge of a blue scarf, so fine it seemed spun from water.

“It suits you,” the vendor said, grinning with a mouthful of white teeth. “Try it on.”

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly,” Eve stammered, dropping the fabric as if it were radioactive.

He shrugged. “You’ll never know unless you do.”

She nodded and moved on, her heart thumping.

A few tents down, she paused again, this time at a display of wind chimes made from flattened spoons and crystal prisms. The sound was delicate, nothing like the stern tick of her kitchen clock. Eve reached out, unable to resist, and set one swaying. The sound was clear and fragile and oddly comforting. She imagined, for a moment, hanging it outside her own window—what would Adam say? He’d probably roll his eyes, call it “clutter,” suggest it might bother the neighbors.

She moved on, feeling bolder. She tasted a piece of candied ginger at a table manned by an old woman with a tattoo on her neck. She tried on a gaudy ring shaped like a snake and actually considered buying it. Every few stalls, she caught herself in a reflective surface—a chrome hubcap, the back of a spoon—and each time she was a little surprised by the woman she saw: tall, sure-footed, out in the world by herself. She tried to smile at her reflection, but it looked a bit forced.

Near the back of the lot, where the grass gave way to packed dirt, she saw a row of old campers and caravans, their exteriors painted in psychedelic patterns or else left to rust in dignity. Most were closed, curtains drawn, but one had its door propped open with a sandbag, a strip of red carpet leading up the steps. Above the door hung a sign, hand-stitched in black thread: The Seamstress’s Charms.

Something about the words made Eve stop. The tent next to the caravan was empty, its flaps fluttering in the wind, and the space around the camper felt quieter, as if the music and voices from the rest of the market didn’t quite reach here. Eve glanced around, checking again for familiar faces, then took a tentative step forward.

The sign was embroidered on velvet, its lettering delicate but unmistakable. The edges of the fabric were burnt, as if singed with a lighter, and the black thread shimmered with a faint metallic sheen. Beneath the sign, a painted mannequin in a 1920s slip reclined on a folding lawn chair, one plastic hand raised in a limp greeting.

Eve almost turned back, the old tug-of-war between curiosity and decorum threatening to send her running for the car. But she couldn’t ignore the draw—not when her heart felt like a shaken snow globe, all the old sediment unsettled and swirling. She pressed her lips together, wiped her hands on her skirt, and approached the open door.

Inside, a single bulb hung from the ceiling, casting the tiny space in a yellowish gloom. Bolts of fabric were stacked along the walls, and the air was thick with the scents of lavender and something sharper, almost metallic. At the far end of the caravan, a figure sat behind a battered sewing machine, the needle clicking steadily up and down. The woman was small, hunched, with a mane of white hair pinned up in an untidy bun. Her fingers flew over the fabric, and she didn’t look up when Eve entered.

Eve stood in the doorway, not sure if she was supposed to announce herself or simply wait. She cleared her throat, but the sound vanished in the heavy air. The sewing machine stopped abruptly, the old woman’s head snapping up.

“Well?” the woman said, her voice surprisingly strong. “Are you buying or are you spying?”

Eve felt her cheeks flush. “Oh—I’m sorry. I was just… looking.”

The woman’s eyes, bright and unblinking, raked over Eve from top to toe. “You don’t strike me as the looking type. More like the hiding type.”

Eve opened her mouth, then shut it again. She wanted, suddenly, to bolt, but her feet were rooted to the thin patch of carpet. “I’m sorry,” she repeated, softer. “I just saw your sign, and—”

“Most don’t,” the woman said, folding her hands. Her nails were painted black, the polish chipped. “Most see what they want to see. Sit, if you’re staying.”

Eve sat, per instructions, on a cracked vinyl stool beside the sewing table. She gripped her purse tightly in her lap.

The old woman regarded her with a kind of detached amusement. “Tell me what you’re looking for, then. Or what you’re hiding from.”

Eve shook her head. “I’m not— I’m just—” She gave a helpless shrug. “I suppose I was curious.”

The woman’s smile was slow, a crescent moon. “Curiosity. That’s better than nothing.” She turned to a shelf crowded with strange objects—jars of buttons, spools of thread, a tarnished box with a padlock on it. “I get all kinds in here. The desperate, the curious, the broken. But you—” She pointed a gnarled finger at Eve’s chest. “You look like someone who’s never asked for anything in her life.”

Eve bristled at the accuracy of it. She glanced down at her sensible cardigan, her skirt, her carefully matched shoes. She tried to imagine herself as someone who asked for things, but the effort made her head hurt.

The woman chuckled. “That’s all right, dear. That’s why I’m here.” She leaned closer, her breath warm with peppermint and something slightly rotten. “Tell me a secret. Any secret.”

Eve hesitated. The silence stretched. She tried to think of something small, something safe. “I sometimes eat dessert before dinner,” she said, the words tumbling out. “But I always hide the wrappers at the bottom of the trash.”

The woman snorted. “Everyone does that.” She waited. “Try again.”

Eve squeezed her purse strap until her knuckles whitened. “Sometimes,” she whispered, “I want to disappear. Not forever, just… for a while. To be someone else.”

The woman’s eyes glinted. “Now we’re getting somewhere.” She reached for the sewing machine, turning it so the needle pointed directly at Eve. “Let’s see what we can do.”

Eve laughed, or maybe it was a sob. She wiped her nose, embarrassed by the rush of emotion. She didn’t know what she’d expected—a fortune telling? A coupon for a free hem? The caravan was suddenly too small, the smell too strong. She considered standing, but her knees wouldn’t obey.

The woman rummaged under the table and produced a battered tin box. She flicked it open, revealing a nest of scraps: lace, leather, mesh, bits of metal. She plucked something from the box—a shimmer of fabric that caught the light and reflected it, not quite silver, not quite blue.

“This is what you want,” the woman said, laying the scrap across Eve’s knee. “Or what you need, if you’re not too scared of it.”

Eve touched the fabric, and a chill rippled up her leg. It felt impossibly smooth, softer than silk, with a weightlessness that made her think it might float away if she let go. She didn’t know what to say.

The woman watched her, hawk-like. “You can keep it. Consider it a favor, from one invisible woman to another.”

Eve’s first instinct was to protest. She shouldn’t accept gifts from strangers, she shouldn’t even be here, but her mouth was dry and her heart was pounding and her hand closed around the fabric before she could think better of it.

“Thank you,” she managed.

The woman nodded, satisfied. “Come back if you want more.”

Eve slid off the stool, tucking the fabric into her purse. As she stepped out of the caravan, she looked back over her shoulder, but the woman had already returned to her sewing, the machine’s needle clicking steadily in the gloom.

Outside, the flea market seemed somehow brighter, louder, more alive. Eve walked back to her car, the scrap of fabric burning like an ember against her thigh, and for the first time all day she didn’t apologize to anyone.

***

Eve didn’t drive home right away. The sky had cleared while she was inside the market, and now the sun caught every water droplet on the grass, spangling the lot in improbable color. She sat in the car with the engine off, one hand in her lap, the other pinching the scrap of fabric between finger and thumb, watching it shift color with every tilt. Blue, then purple, then a glint of gunmetal silver. Not a color she’d ever worn. Not a color she could even name.

She looked at her watch. Not yet noon. Plenty of time before Adam would call to announce his return. The thought of driving back to the house, to the echoing quiet and the smell of lemon wipes, made her stomach knot. The longer she sat, the more it felt like she was supposed to do something—something besides drive away. It was the same restless energy from that morning, only now it had a direction.

She found herself walking back to the caravan, clutching her purse tight to her side, the sliver of fabric hidden inside. The market was fuller now; new vendors had set up card tables of cheap sunglasses and dubious baked goods, and the music from the portable speaker had shifted to a frantic polka. Eve threaded her way between families and old men with cigarettes drooping from their lips, feeling oddly invisible. It was a relief.

The Seamstress’s Charms hadn’t moved. The mannequin in the slip had toppled sideways in the wind, now reclined on the grass like a corpse at a wake. The sign over the door hung lopsided, the velvet bunched in the breeze. Eve hesitated, almost turned away, but the hunger was too sharp, the ache too raw.

Inside, the air was darker than before. The bulb overhead seemed weaker, the yellowed light pooling in corners instead of illuminating the room. The scent of incense had thickened, layered now with something bitter, almost medicinal. Shelves lined the walls—every inch crammed with jars and boxes, stacked bolts of velvet and tulle, shoeboxes painted with astrological symbols. Some of the jars held buttons, or coins, or marbles, but most were filled with pickled, unidentifiable things: fragments of bone, tangled hair, scraps of old teeth suspended in cloudy fluid.

At the table, the old woman sat exactly where Eve had left her, but this time she was watching the door. The white hair glowed in the lamplight, and the eyes beneath it glinted with a terrible clarity.

“Well?” said the woman, voice the texture of crushed walnuts. “I thought you might come back.”

Eve felt the words like a tug in her belly. “You did?”

The woman nodded once, slow. “Curiosity,” she said, “is a stronger chain than guilt. Sit.”

Eve sat. The vinyl stool was cold. She set her purse on her lap, hands folded. The woman regarded her for a long moment, then pointed a finger at the bag.

“Take it out. The piece I gave you.”

Eve’s cheeks flushed, but she obeyed, fishing out the sliver of cloth. It shimmered between her fingers, somehow more alive under the yellow bulb. The woman took it, pinching it lightly between two ring-heavy fingers, and held it up to the light.

“A sample,” she said. “But I think you’re ready for the full pattern.” She set the scrap down and reached across the table, her hand palm-up. “Let me see your hand.”

Eve hesitated. The request was simple, harmless, but it felt like crossing a line she didn’t know existed. She wiped her palm on her skirt, then offered it.

The woman took it gently, though her grip was strong. Her fingers were cold, the skin papery but the bones beneath hard as stones. She traced a fingertip along Eve’s lifeline, then the heart line, then back again. The silence stretched. The tick of the sewing machine, now dormant, seemed to echo in the small space.

“You’ve been living without a pulse,” the woman said finally. “Years of it. Just existing, not living.”

Eve tried to pull her hand away, but the crone’s grip tightened. “I’m sorry?” Eve managed, voice a brittle squeak.

“Don’t be,” the woman said, and her mouth twitched in what might have been a smile. “It’s not your fault. You were taught to be careful. To keep it all inside. The world doesn’t want women like you to want anything, does it?”

Eve shook her head, because it seemed expected, but she wasn’t sure what the right answer was.

The crone ran her thumb along Eve’s wrist, pressing at the spot where the pulse should be most visible. “You had it once,” she murmured, more to herself than to Eve. “Bright as a lantern, burning up the dark. But you let them convince you it was better to hide.” She raised her eyes, and for a moment Eve felt like a bug pinned to cardboard, exposed and helpless.

“It’s not so bad,” Eve whispered, not meaning to.

The crone gave a sharp, barked laugh. “Liar. You’re starving. And all the casseroles and Bible studies in the world won’t fill you.”

Eve swallowed. She could feel her face growing hot, the flush creeping all the way to her scalp. She wondered if this was some kind of act, a cold reading, but it didn’t feel staged. It felt personal, invasive, and strangely tender.

The woman’s fingers moved to Eve’s palm, tracing the lines again. “There’s hunger here,” she said softly. “A hunger for touch, for pain, for shame, for pleasure. You want to be seen, but you’re terrified of what they’ll see.”

Eve’s throat worked, but no words came out.

The woman released her hand, just as suddenly as she’d grabbed it. The sensation of absence was immediate and sharp, as if something essential had been yanked away.

“Don’t be afraid,” the woman said. “You’re not the first. You won’t be the last.”

Eve stared at her own hand, half-expecting to find it changed, marked somehow. But it was only her hand—pale, freckled, trembling a little.

The woman turned to a shelf and took down a jar filled with what looked like black lace, knotted and floating in clear syrup. She set it on the table, unscrewed the lid, and fished out a tangle of fabric. It dripped, then dried instantly in her grip. She laid it in front of Eve, and with a deft motion, unfurled it into something recognizable: a garment, impossibly delicate, metallic and webbed.

“I don’t understand,” Eve said, voice barely audible.

The woman leaned in. “You will.” She slid the garment across the table. “It’s a key, not a cage.”

Eve stared at the thing, entranced. The light shimmered off it, blue to purple to a cold, slick silver. It looked both fragile and indestructible, spiderweb and armor at once.

“Wear it,” the woman said, not a suggestion but an order. “See what happens.”

Eve hesitated. “I can’t— I mean, I’m married, I—”

The woman silenced her with a look. “You’re not dead. Or did you come here to be embalmed?”

Eve couldn’t answer. She folded the fabric carefully, tucking it into her purse. Her heart pounded, hard enough to hurt.

The woman watched her, eyes narrowed and sharp. “Go home, Eve. Put it on. Then decide if you’re just looking, or if you want to be seen.”

Eve stood, feeling unsteady. She clutched her purse to her chest, the weight of the strange garment making her knees weak. She backed toward the door, and just before she stepped out, she looked over her shoulder.

The woman had returned to her sewing, but this time she was watching Eve, lips curled in a secret smile.

The sun hit Eve’s face like a slap. She blinked, dazed, and started back through the market, every sound and color sharper, more vivid than before. The drive home was a blur. She barely remembered parking the car, only the rush to get inside, the need to hide her prize before Adam returned.

But all the while, her left palm throbbed with the memory of cold fingers, and she could feel the hunger the crone had named spreading through her like fire.

***

Eve’s first instinct was to hide. She made it to the bedroom before her purse even left her shoulder, moving with the stiff, guilty precision of someone smuggling a live animal into a library. She shut the door, then locked it for good measure, the metallic snick a small relief. She waited, straining to hear any sound in the house. Nothing but the refrigerator cycling and, somewhere distant, a siren.

She sat on the bed, setting her purse down gently, as if the thing inside might shatter or bite. Her hands shook as she unclipped the latch and peeled back the zipper. There it was, the mesh-and-silk bundle coiled at the bottom like a hibernating snake. She touched it with one finger, then drew her hand back, chastened by the jolt of anticipation.

Don’t be afraid, the crone had said. You’re not the first. You won’t be the last.

Eve stared at the ceiling, forcing her breath to even out. This was ridiculous, she told herself. She was a grown woman—she’d been naked in front of doctors, given birth, spent three decades folding and sorting the laundry of men. It was just a piece of clothing. A silly, expensive, probably tacky piece of underwear.

But she couldn’t stop looking at it. The way it caught the light, shifting from blue to purple to liquid silver, each facet winking as if alive. She wanted, suddenly, to see the whole thing, to lay it out flat and study the way it was made.

She checked the door again, then tipped the purse over and let the garment spill onto the bedspread. It landed with a soft, uncanny whisper—so light it was hard to believe it was real. It was a one-piece, more armor than lingerie, constructed from overlapping links of chrome mesh so fine it might have been woven by spider or machine. The cut was severe: high at the hips, plunging at the neck, the kind of thing you saw in magazines and wondered who would ever buy it.

Eve ran her finger along the edge. The metal was smooth, but there was bite beneath it, a hidden promise. She picked it up, and the whole thing shimmered, rippling between her hands like an illusion. She tried to imagine putting it on—her body, at fifty, poured into this impossible thing. She felt a rush of embarrassment at the thought, the way her belly would pooch, the way her breasts would sag under the merciless geometry of the cut.

But there was another feeling, too. Not shame, exactly—something like hunger, sharper than she remembered from her twenties. She held the lingerie up to her body, over her blouse, and studied herself in the dresser mirror. It looked absurd, of course, but also… right. Like she was playing at being someone else, someone reckless.

She heard the crone’s voice again: “Your Adam will see you again, as the insatiable whore you were meant to be.”

The word landed like a slap. “Whore.” Eve had never said it aloud, never even thought it about herself, not in all her years of marriage. It was the kind of word that the Bible study women spat out like a seed, a label for other people, worse people. She imagined Marlene’s face if she could see her now, standing in the bedroom with a fistful of bondage mesh.

Eve’s skin went hot, then cold. She set the garment down and wrapped her arms around herself, rocking once, twice. She wasn’t a whore. She’d never even cheated. She’d never been unfaithful, not once, not even in thought—unless you counted the long, late hours when Adam would turn away from her in bed and she would lie in the dark, imagining things she’d never dare say aloud.

She glanced at the mirror again, surprised by the flush in her cheeks, the bright flag of color on her chest. Her breath was coming faster now, her hands trembling. She picked up the lingerie, then set it down, then picked it up again. The urge to try it on was overwhelming, almost physical.

She stripped off her blouse and skirt in quick, businesslike movements, folding each item and stacking them on the chair. She hesitated at her underwear, then shucked it, too. For a moment she stood naked in the cool air, every flaw on display, every stretch mark and dimple a rebuke. Then she slipped the mesh over her head.

It slid down her body like water, settling into place with a weightlessness that made her shiver. The high-cut hips revealed more skin than she’d shown in public since high school. The plunging neckline left her breasts barely contained, nipples peeking through the weave of metal. There were no seams, no fastenings; the whole thing clung to her like a second skin.

She turned, slowly, in front of the mirror. It was obscene. It was spectacular. She looked like a pornographic superhero, or an alien queen. She wanted to laugh, but the sound caught in her throat and came out as a soft, helpless moan.

She tried to imagine Adam seeing her in this—his mouth open in shock, the way he might reach for her, or maybe recoil. She didn’t know which possibility excited her more.

She touched her stomach, expecting to feel self-loathing, but there was only awe. The mesh was cool, but her skin burned beneath it. She trailed her hand up to her breasts, then down between her legs, tracing the edge of the metal. The sensation was electric, a low hum that started in her spine and traveled everywhere at once.

She thought of the crone’s words again: "As the insatiable whore you were meant to be." Instead of shame, Eve felt a wild, unfamiliar pride. She arched her back, watching the mesh shift color, watched herself transform.

She was trembling now, not with fear, but with the anticipation of something enormous and irreversible. She wanted to stay like this, wanted to live inside this moment, but already she could feel the old world closing in—the sound of a car in the driveway, the weight of expectation.

She took off the lingerie, folding it carefully and tucking it under her pillow. She dressed again, slower this time, every movement deliberate. When she checked herself in the mirror, she saw not the careful housewife of an hour ago, but something new, something dangerous humming just beneath the surface.

She unlocked the bedroom door and walked out, the memory of the mesh still tingling on her skin, and for the first time in years, Eve felt alive.

***

The next morning, Eve woke before her alarm, her sleep peppered with fragments of strange dreams—needles and pins, the pinch of cold metal against her skin, the sensation of eyes watching her from behind a lace curtain. She lay in bed for a long time, listening to the quiet of the house, the distant drone of a lawnmower two blocks away. The hunger from yesterday had not abated. It had grown, burrowing deep inside her, a gnawing that only sharpened with every passing hour.

She dressed with more care than usual, choosing a blouse that fit close at the shoulders and a skirt just a shade shorter than her Sunday best. She debated whether to put on the mesh again, just beneath her clothes, but the idea made her pulse stutter. No—today she had a different errand.

She drove to the flea market just after opening, eyes darting from car to car in the lot, making sure no one from Maple Ridge had the same Saturday plans. The crowd was thinner than yesterday: a few families with strollers, a group of teens smoking at the edge of the lot. The music played softer this early, and the vendors seemed half-asleep, tending their wares with the bored efficiency of zoo animals.

The caravan was unchanged. The Seamstress’s Charms sign still hung above the door, faded but stubborn, and the mannequin’s plastic arm was now missing entirely, snapped off in the night or claimed as a souvenir. Eve took a breath, squared her shoulders, and went in.

The crone was waiting. This time she looked up as Eve entered, lips quirking in a smile that was not quite kind. The light inside was even dimmer, the jars and boxes on the shelves casting warped shadows that seemed to crawl over the walls.

“You came back,” the woman said. Not a question.

Eve nodded, unable to trust her own voice. She reached into her purse, pulling out the small roll of twenties she’d brought—emergency cash, usually reserved for tip jars or Girl Scout cookies. Her hands trembled as she placed the bills on the table.

The crone’s fingers closed over them, soft and dry as moth wings. She counted, then nodded once, satisfied. “You know what you’re buying?”

Eve hesitated, then nodded again. “Yes.”

The woman’s eyes flicked up, meeting Eve’s. “You’ll need to be careful. It’s not like other things.”

Eve swallowed. “What do you mean?”

The crone smiled, all teeth. “It remembers. It adapts. It won’t let you be invisible, not while you’re wearing it.” She reached under the table and produced a flat box, lined with purple tissue. She opened it with a kind of reverence, then lifted the mesh out, folding it with exacting care, almost like origami.

She wrapped it in the tissue, then placed the bundle in a plain brown paper bag. As she did, she leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper: “It knows what you need.”

Eve took the bag, the weight of it disproportionate to the garment inside. As soon as her fingers closed around it, she felt heat bloom against her palm, as if the thing inside were alive, hungry, aware of her.

She backed out of the caravan, barely able to mumble a thank you. The sunlight outside was blinding. She kept her head down as she made her way back through the market, the brown bag clutched to her chest, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure everyone could hear it.

People moved around her, oblivious, but Eve felt exposed, as if the paper bag were transparent, as if every mother and child and bored teen could see exactly what she carried. She saw herself as they must see her—a housewife in tasteful makeup, walking too fast, her face flushed and guilty. She imagined them whispering: What’s she got? What could she possibly need from that place?

Her footsteps quickened. The bag grew hotter in her grip, the pulse of it matching her own. She tried to tuck it under her arm, but the warmth seeped through her sleeve, blooming up her shoulder. She was sweating by the time she reached the car.

Inside, she locked the doors, then set the bag on the passenger seat. She stared at it, breathing hard, letting the adrenaline run its course. Her mind raced with possibilities—what she might do with it, who she might become. The shame lingered, but so did the thrill, like the aftertaste of too-strong coffee.

She reached out, almost involuntarily, and stroked the top of the bag. It was still warm. It was waiting for her.

Eve smiled, the corners of her mouth trembling. She started the engine and drove home, the package radiating heat and promise beside her, and this time she didn’t care who saw.

***

Eve barely remembered the drive home, only the tension in her knuckles and the heat from the brown bag burning a patch into the passenger seat. The moment the garage door closed behind her, she snatched the bag up, holding it away from her body as if it might leap out and brand her with its secret. She slipped through the kitchen, through the living room, her feet barely touching the linoleum, and bolted upstairs. She didn’t breathe until she was safely in the master bedroom with the door locked behind her.

She set the bag on the bed and just stared at it, the way she used to look at the Christmas presents her mother wouldn’t let her touch. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to open it—she wanted nothing more—but the act felt perilous, as if the simple act of unwrapping it would mark a line in her life, before and after.

She circled the bed once, twice. Her body buzzed with a nervous energy she’d only ever felt the first time Adam slid a hand under her bra, back in college, both of them terrified and electrified. She tried to remember the last time she’d felt that way about him. Or about anyone.

She heard the market woman’s voice in her head: “It knows what you need.” It was impossible, of course—cloth and metal didn’t have intentions. But the warmth of the bag, the soft thrum in her chest, made her wonder if maybe she’d been wrong all these years about what was possible.

She sat on the bed and peeled open the top of the bag. The purple tissue was still warm, still pulsing with heat like a living thing. She touched it, expecting just a trick of the mind, but the moment her fingers grazed the tissue, a jolt ran up her arm—sharp, sweet, and gone in an instant.

Eve snatched her hand away, sucking in a breath. The sensation lingered: a faint, aching prickle at her wrist, just below the spot where the crone had pressed her thumb into Eve’s pulse point.

She closed the bag, pressed the top flat, and went to the dresser. She opened the top drawer—underwear, all beige and pastel, nothing that would ever require a secret—but she burrowed to the bottom, made space beneath the soft cotton and the unflattering bras. She set the bag in the hollow, as if planting a bomb.

When she shut the drawer, the feeling didn’t go away. The heat, the awareness of the thing inside, persisted. It was like having a radio turned to a forbidden station, the music of it always leaking through, impossible to tune out. She stood at the dresser, palms flat to the wood, breath coming in ragged gasps.

She tried to distract herself. She counted the buttons on her blouse, straightened the stack of sweaters on the shelf, wiped an invisible smudge from the mirror. But every move brought her back to the drawer, to the secret just beneath her feet.

She leaned against the dresser and closed her eyes. In her mind, she saw herself wearing the mesh, her body not beautiful but dangerous, all edges and gleam. She saw Adam walking in, his mouth falling open, the desire and the confusion in his eyes. She saw herself straddling him, riding him with a hunger she’d never shown before, her hands knotted in his thinning hair.

But there was another version, too—a darker one, where Adam wasn’t even in the picture. She saw herself in the mesh, alone, standing at the window and letting the neighbors see. She imagined the shock, the scandal, the thrill of being wanted and despised in the same instant. She saw herself in the church basement, the casserole women frozen in place as she walked among them, untouchable and untamed.

The shame of these visions was a living thing, burrowing under her ribs. She wanted to be good, to be invisible, to be what she’d always been. But the hunger was stronger.

She opened her eyes, stared at the dresser, at the drawer hiding her new self. She reached for the handle, then stopped, her hand hovering inches from the wood. Her whole body trembled—not with fear, but with the anticipation of giving in.


Chapter 3

The house was quiet in the new morning, so quiet that Eve Caldwell could hear the faint settling of dust on the picture frames, the stretching sigh of the baseboards, the brush of her own hair against the pillow as she turned her head to check the time. 6:52. Adam’s car would already be pulling out of the lot, the blue Ford winking in the frosted dawn as he started the commute with whatever podcast was supposed to make him less angry at the world. She lay perfectly still, cataloguing the empty silences: no clack of keys in the hallway, no clearing of a throat, no gentle accusations muffled by a closed bathroom door. She was alone, alone as she ever got. The sense of it moved through her like a ripple, made her toes curl and uncurl under the old wedding quilt.

She lay there longer than she needed to, not from laziness but because she was waiting for her heart to slow, for the surge of nerves and anticipation to lose its teeth. It didn’t. In fact, the longer she stared at the blank ceiling, the more it seemed to beat in her chest with a thudding, animal insistence.

She finally rose, pushing herself up with the deliberate care of someone afraid she might shatter if she moved too quickly. The covers fell away, pooling in a halo of faded blue and white. She wore the same pajamas as always—soft cotton, sky blue, modest enough to pass inspection at the gym locker room. But underneath, her skin felt electric, as if she’d slept wrapped in a shroud of charged velvet.

She walked through the master suite in silence, bare feet registering each change in surface: quilt, then cold wood, then the plush abrasion of the carpet runner. She checked the clock again, then listened for any noise from outside. No footsteps, no cars. She moved to the window and pressed a finger to the glass. The yard was empty, the neighbor’s dog already done with its morning rounds, the street a sequence of parked cars and black rectangles of driveway.

It was ridiculous, but she checked the back door anyway. She walked quietly down the stairs, skirted the kitchen island, and tugged on the deadbolt, feeling the thunk reverberate through her palm. She moved from door to door: the slider in the sunroom, the laundry room leading out to the garage, even the front door with its useless little chain. Locked. Locked. Locked. Each confirmed barrier let her breathe a little easier, though it also made the rising pressure in her chest feel more claustrophobic.

On her way back up, she detoured through the den to stare at the little brown bag where she’d left it the night before, tucked between two piles of unread magazines on the end table. It sat there, inert, unremarkable—nothing to betray the violence of the need it radiated. She felt the urge to touch it, just to make sure it hadn’t moved on its own. Instead, she drew a breath and left it, returning to the bedroom.

She closed the door behind her, twisting the lock until it clicked. Then she crossed to the dresser and opened the top drawer. For a long, panicked second, she thought the mesh had vanished, that she’d only dreamed the feel of it burning against her palm, the jolt of it at her wrist. But then she found it, wrapped in a skein of tissue so fine it was nearly translucent, the entire bundle no larger than a paperback. Her hands trembled as she lifted it out, the tissue rustling in the hush like moth wings. She set it on the bed and hovered above it, uncertain whether to look or just leave it swaddled, safe and inert.

She didn’t touch it yet. Instead, she moved to the master bathroom, flicking on the light and catching her own face in the mirror. She looked paler than she remembered, cheekbones thrown into high relief by the overhead bulbs, a faint gloss of sweat already blooming along her temples. She watched herself fold her pajamas, precise as ever, stacking them on the edge of the counter. Her body, naked and soft, looked alien in the harsh light—a body she’d never learned to love, only to tolerate or ignore.

She reached for her toothbrush but stopped. Her eyes drifted to the garment still waiting on the bed, its presence expanding in her mind until it seemed to fill the entire room. She realized she was holding her breath.

Slowly, she walked back to the bedroom and peeled the tissue away, fingertip by fingertip. The mesh was more beautiful in daylight than she remembered. It shimmered from blue to purple to a violent, impossible silver, as if someone had caught a bolt of moonlight and woven it into chainmail. It was heavier than it looked, the fine links clinking softly as she lifted it free. The cut was as severe as ever: high at the hip, plunging between the breasts, the kind of thing designed to reveal, not conceal.

She held it up to her chest, then against her belly. The coolness of it raised goosebumps over her skin. She’d expected shame, or maybe self-disgust, but instead she felt a greedy, awful need to put it on—right now, right here, with the locked door and the morning sun creeping up the walls.

She stepped into it, gathering the mesh at her ankles and sliding it up with slow, trembling hands. It clung to her calves, her thighs, then slipped over her hips with a practiced ease that felt obscene. She wriggled her arms through the narrow straps, pulling them up over her shoulders. The mesh settled against her breasts, then over her ribs, the fine metal so cold that she gasped aloud. It felt like a hundred little knives prickling against her, but not quite breaking the skin. Just enough to remind her she was alive.

The mesh shifted as she moved, each link flexing and adjusting until the whole thing fit perfectly, as if tailored just for her. The high-cut hips bared the entire sweep of her thighs; the deep plunge exposed the upper curve of her breasts, nipples pressing against the weave in a way that made them ache. There was nothing to cover her pussy—just a web of chrome outlining it, the lips visible and shockingly pink against the steel. The sight of herself in the mirror, half-naked and half-armored, made her want to laugh and cry at the same time.

She turned this way and that, marveling at the way the mesh seemed to respond to her movements, molding tighter as she tensed, relaxing when she slouched. The coldness faded, replaced by a growing warmth that radiated from her skin and soaked into the metal. With each breath, she could feel it throbbing in time with her pulse—a low, insistent hum that seemed to vibrate up through her bones.

She stared at herself, at her flushed cheeks and the fevered shine in her eyes, and felt a rush of vertigo, as if she’d been standing at the edge of a high place and just realized how easy it would be to fall. She reached up to adjust one of the straps, but the mesh bit back, the tiny links tightening just enough to leave a mark.

She bit her lip, feeling the first faint traces of arousal flicker through her. It wasn’t like the old days, when desire had been a slow, pleasant burn, easily extinguished by shame or distraction. This was different—urgent, brutal, a wave of heat that flooded her body in seconds. She looked down and realized her nipples were stiff, pebbled through the mesh, her skin bright with sweat. She spread her legs a fraction, just to see how it felt, and the mesh shifted to accommodate her, the links flexing to cup her pussy in a perfect, hungry cradle.

She ran her hands over her hips, feeling the hard press of metal against her flesh. The sensation was overwhelming, electric, as if every nerve ending had been exposed and then wrapped in velvet. She trailed one finger along the inside of her thigh, and the mesh there seemed to tighten, amplifying the sensation until she nearly cried out.

A noise startled her—just the refrigerator cycling on, or maybe the wind rattling a loose shutter—but it was enough to snap her out of the trance. She turned from the mirror and grabbed her robe, covering herself, but even the soft terry couldn’t hide the flush in her cheeks, the wild thumping of her heart. She took a step, then another, but every movement was a reminder of what she wore, of the cold and then the heat and then the impossible friction where the mesh pressed against her clit.

She tried to focus on something else—anything else. She forced herself to make the bed, smoothing the comforter and tucking the edges with trembling fingers. She gathered the tissue paper and folded it, then threw it in the trash. But the whole time, her mind was fixed on the image of herself in the mirror, on the way the mesh made her look both obscene and invincible.

She went back to the bathroom, unable to resist one last look. She dropped the robe, watched it puddle at her feet, and stood with her hands at her sides, breathing hard. She studied the way her body looked: tall, flushed, every curve and hollow outlined in chrome. She felt like a superhero, or a goddess, or something even less human—a creature built for nothing but hunger and pleasure.

She stared at herself, waiting for the shame to kick in, for the nausea or the panic. Instead, she felt a giddy, sick delight. She let her hands roam, exploring the strange new landscape of her body, pausing at the places where the mesh bit hardest, where the cold metal made her skin jump. She cupped her breasts, squeezed them, relished the sharp shock of sensation as the mesh dug in. She let one hand slip down, over her belly and between her legs, and the touch there was so intense that she had to clamp her mouth shut to keep from moaning.

The voice came from nowhere and everywhere at once. Not a sound, exactly, but a hot, coiling thought that wormed its way into her mind and unfurled in a language she’d never let herself use.

Show yourself, you filthy cunt; expose that dripping slit.

She gasped, eyes going wide in the mirror. The words echoed in her head, raw and obscene, making her heart leap and her stomach twist. She looked at herself—at her nakedness, at the pink gloss of her pussy through the mesh, at the slick trail already glinting along her inner thigh—and felt a rush of shame so strong it made her vision blur. But the arousal that came with it was even stronger.

Her knees buckled. She had to grip the edge of the counter to keep herself upright. Her breath came in shallow, panicked bursts, but she couldn’t look away from her own reflection, couldn’t stop herself from imagining what it would feel like to let someone else see her this way, to be displayed, judged, devoured.

Another whisper, darker this time: Spread those whore legs. Show them how desperate you are.

She whimpered, the sound muffled by the back of her hand. But she did as she was told, spreading her feet apart until the mesh tugged tight against her, pulling her open. She watched as the lips parted, glistening and obscene, the mesh biting into the soft flesh like a cruel smile. Her whole body shook, sweat trickling down her sides, her thighs already slick with need.

She wanted to stop, wanted to run, but the compulsion was overwhelming. She dropped to her knees, feeling the hard tile against her shins, and pressed her forehead to the counter. She rocked back and forth, desperate for relief, but every movement only stoked the fire, made her want more.

She stayed like that for a long time, breathless and trembling, the voice in her head growing louder, more insistent. By the time she finally stood, her legs were numb and her skin was blotched with red. She peeled the mesh off with shaking hands, the cold of it replaced instantly by the heat of her skin. She wrapped herself in the robe again and collapsed onto the bed, heart pounding, the echoes of the voice still pulsing in her ears.

She lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, afraid to move. But even as the shame receded, the hunger lingered—a raw, insatiable thing that thrummed in her blood and whispered that this was only the beginning.

***

She woke up sweating, the robe twisted around her like a tourniquet. For a second Eve didn’t know what time it was, or even where she was—the room was so bright, so thick with heat and light, that she could have been anywhere, anyone. Her heart beat a Morse code against her ribs: urgent, relentless, a language of want.

For a minute she just lay there, skin sticking to the sheets, eyes squeezed tight against the memory of what she’d just done. The mesh lay discarded on the floor, the inside already slicked with her sweat, and maybe something else. She stared at it, sick and fascinated, half-expecting it to crawl away on its own. It didn’t. It just sat there, glittering, waiting.

She tried to get up, but her muscles wouldn’t obey. Her arms and thighs were jelly, her head spinning from the rush of adrenaline and fear. She squeezed her eyes shut, wishing she could rewind, could un-know the feeling of the mesh on her body, the rawness of her own voice echoing in her head. But the harder she tried to forget, the louder the memory became. She heard the whisper again, not just as a thought but as a voice, sly and slithering:

Again, it commanded. Bare yourself.

She flinched, pulling the robe tighter, but the voice only laughed.

Show them. Show them all.

Eve bolted for the bathroom. Her bare feet slapped the tile; she almost slipped, caught herself on the cold lip of the counter. She flicked on the light, and the sight of her own face—livid, eyes too wide, lips bitten to blood—made her want to scream. She splashed water on her cheeks, scrubbing until the heat faded, but nothing could erase the streak of color high on her cheekbones, the evidence of what she’d become.

She tore off the robe and stuffed it in the hamper. She wanted to feel clean again, wanted to wash the memory away, but the thought of stepping into the shower made her dizzy with anticipation. She was already wet, the slickness between her legs obscene and undeniable, and the whisper in her mind only got louder as she turned the water on.

Hot, it said. As hot as you can stand.

She twisted the knob until the water was near boiling, steam billowing up to fog the mirror. She stepped inside, and the scalding spray hit her like a lash. She hissed, then forced herself to stand directly under the water, letting the heat punish her. The pain was sharp, perfect; it burned away everything but sensation.

She stood that way for a long time, arms braced against the tile, letting the water drum her shoulders until her skin turned pink. The steam pressed against her face, made her lungs ache, but she welcomed it. She wanted to be empty, to be hollowed out by the heat and the water and the voice that would not shut up.

Clean yourself. Be perfect for them.

She reached for her razor, hands trembling. It had been months since she’d shaved anywhere but her calves; the idea of going higher had always seemed decadent, even dangerous. But now the urge was overwhelming, an imperative that blotted out everything else. She propped one foot on the edge of the tub, her knee shaking, and spread herself open, exposing the tangled thicket she’d ignored for years.

Every nerve ending seemed to spark as she pressed the razor to her skin. The whisper guided her hand, slow and merciless:

Closer. Make it smooth. Make it bare.

She obeyed, dragging the blade over her mound, watching as the pale curls sloughed off and slid down the drain. Each stroke sent a shudder through her, a sick pulse of excitement and dread. She went slowly, terrified of cutting herself, but also hungry for the sting. The razor left her pussy bare, pink and gleaming, the lips smooth and vulnerable as new fruit.

When she finished, she rinsed the razor and stared at herself in the fogged mirror. Her nipples stood out, dark and hard, and every time she brushed the inside of her thigh she nearly collapsed from the jolt of sensation. The whisper was a torrent now, words running together, a flood of filth and longing:

Look at you. Look how desperate you are. You’d spread for anyone, wouldn’t you?

Eve covered her face with both hands, the shame and arousal burning so hot it made her dizzy. She turned the water even hotter, desperate for any distraction, but the heat only made her more aware of her skin, the prickling sensitivity where the razor had gone too close.

She slid her hand down her belly, hesitated at the last second. Even with no one watching, even with the door locked and the house empty, she felt like a criminal, an animal caught in a trap. Her fingers trembled as she hovered above her newly bare slit.

Touch it.

She did, just barely. The sensation was so sharp it nearly knocked her off her feet. Her knees wobbled, and she had to lean against the wall for support. She touched herself again, more firmly this time, tracing the slick seam with two fingers. Her whole body clenched, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. She hadn’t felt this alive, this present, in years.

She imagined Adam seeing her now—what would he say? Would he even recognize her, or would he turn away, disgusted by her need? The thought sent another wave of shame through her, but also a fierce spike of something else. The mesh had said she was a whore, but for the first time in her life, the accusation felt like a compliment.

She circled her clit, tentative at first, then harder, chasing the feeling. Her body responded instantly, hips bucking, thighs quivering. She couldn’t tell if she was doing this for herself or for the voice, but it didn’t matter. The pleasure was too strong to deny. She rocked against her own hand, gasping as the pressure built, every nerve ending singing in harmony with the whisper:

That’s it. Show me how much you want it. Show me what you are.

She closed her eyes, the shame dissolving into need. The water poured over her, slicking her fingers, amplifying every stroke. She braced one hand against the tile, the other working furiously between her legs, chasing the orgasm that had eluded her for years. She thought of the mesh, of the way it had fit her so perfectly, of the raw hunger it had awakened in her. She thought of being seen, being used, being exposed to the world.

The climax hit her like a tidal wave, sudden and devastating. She cried out, the sound muffled by the spray, her entire body convulsing. She jerked and spasmed, riding the waves of pleasure until her muscles gave out and she collapsed to her knees on the shower floor.

She stayed there, panting, water streaming over her back, the whisper finally quiet. For the first time all day, she felt calm. Empty, maybe, but calm.

When she finally stood, her hands were shaking, but she felt lighter, as if something had been scraped out of her and washed down the drain.

She stepped out of the shower, toweling herself dry with gentle, reverent movements. Her skin glowed, her body still trembling with aftershocks. She wrapped herself in a towel and returned to the bedroom.

The mesh was still there, waiting for her.

She stared at it for a long time, not daring to touch it yet, but knowing that she would. Sooner or later, she would.

She wondered if she would ever be able to stop.

***

She didn’t know how long she stood there, wrapped in the towel, staring at the mesh. The steam from the shower fogged the mirror and blurred the edges of the morning, and her breath left quick, nervous marks in the haze. She tried to think of anything else—Adam’s meetings, the grocery list, the right order for laundering the bedsheets—but every thought circled back to the thing waiting on the counter. The whisper was quiet now, but its promise hung in the air, more real than her own voice.

She dried her hair, combed it until it fell in pale, damp stripes over her shoulders, and avoided her reflection. Her skin prickled everywhere, the nerves beneath her fresh and unaccustomed to air. The towel felt obscene against her thighs, a gentle friction that only made the aftershocks worse.

She could have left the bathroom. She could have pulled on old clothes and hidden the mesh in a drawer, maybe even tossed it in the trash. But she didn’t. Instead, she drew the towel tighter around her and sat on the closed toilet lid, legs pressed together, hands folded in her lap like a penitent.

For a while, she tried to ignore the mesh. She listened to the radiator click on, to the faint creak of a floorboard somewhere upstairs. The house was still hers, for the moment. She could pretend to be normal, just for a little while longer.

But then she saw her legs, smooth and pink, the towel parting slightly at the knees. She thought of the way the mesh would feel against her new skin, how it would bite and caress all at once. The whisper stirred, a low, hungry hum.

Again, it said.

Eve stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She dropped the towel, letting it pool around her feet. The tile was cold, but not as cold as the mesh when she picked it up, the fine links shocking against her fingertips. She stepped into it, one foot at a time, and pulled it up over her calves, her thighs, her hips. This time, the sensation was different—sharper, cleaner, every touch amplified by the absence of hair. The mesh hugged her, cupped her pussy so tightly that she gasped, then moaned.

She adjusted the straps, watching as her skin bulged against the chrome, each new pressure point sending a pulse through her belly. She felt her nipples harden, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain. She shivered, goosebumps racing up her arms.

She looked at herself in the mirror, at the way the mesh gleamed against her raw skin, the lips of her pussy framed and parted by silver. She couldn’t help it; she spread her legs, just to see how it looked, how it felt. The mesh pulled her open, exposing the pink, slick inside. She touched it, barely, and the sensation nearly brought her to her knees.

Show them. Show them what you are.

She wanted to argue, to resist, but the voice was too loud now, too certain. She let her hands wander over her body, tracing the webwork, pinching her nipples through the mesh. She stood up straighter, rolled her shoulders back, and posed for the empty bathroom like a showgirl. The reflection in the mirror was obscene—vulgar, even—but it was also beautiful, in a way that made her heart ache.

She ran her hands down her stomach, over her hips, then between her legs. The mesh there was so tight that it pressed into her clit, sending sparks through her nerves. She rubbed herself, slow at first, but the friction was too good, too perfect. Her body took over, her hips rocking forward, her hands working faster.

Spread those slut legs. Fuck yourself.

She did, bracing one foot on the edge of the bathtub, opening herself to the mirror, to the invisible watcher in her mind. She rubbed her clit, fast and hard, feeling the pressure build in her belly. She clawed at her own breasts, scratched her thighs, left red lines down her skin. The mesh only made it better—every movement, every twitch of her muscles, sent new shocks of pleasure through her.

She moaned, loud and desperate, her voice bouncing off the tile. She could have stopped, but she didn’t want to. The shame was there, a hot stone in her gut, but it only made the pleasure sharper. She imagined someone seeing her this way—Marlene, Adam, the woman from the market—and the thought made her gush, slick running down her thigh.

She fucked herself harder, fingers working in a frenzy, the mesh grinding into her clit. The voice was a scream now, a chorus of filthy praise and insult:

That’s it. That’s what you’re for. You’re just a hole, a toy, a thing to be used.

She came so hard she thought she might black out, her body convulsing in a series of spasms that left her gasping for air. She slumped forward, forehead pressed to the mirror, breath fogging the glass. Her pussy throbbed, aching and raw, the lips swollen and red inside the steel cradle.

She slid to the floor, the tile cold and merciful under her cheek. The mesh clung to her, hot now, the chrome alive with her pulse. She lay there for a long time, unable to move, the only sound her own ragged breathing.

When she finally pushed herself up, the bathroom was filled with steam, and the mirror was so fogged she could barely see her own face. But she could see the outline of her body, the mesh shining in the dim light, and she smiled. A real, terrible smile.

She stripped the mesh off, the links leaving little imprints on her skin. She wrapped herself in the towel again and sat on the floor, knees drawn to her chest, arms wrapped around them.

The whisper was silent now, but she could feel it lurking, patient, waiting for her to put the mesh back on. She knew she would. Maybe not today, or tomorrow, but soon. She was hooked, and she could never go back.

On the counter, the mesh glimmered in the haze, as if breathing in time with her. Eve stared at it, trembling, already hungry for more.


Chapter 4

- from Viewpoint Character: Eve Caldwell's point of view

She waited for him on the bed, naked except for the chrome mesh. At first, she’d intended to sit up, legs primly crossed, hands folded at her lap like a matron at a gynecologist’s waiting room, but the moment she slipped into the garment she’d been unable to manage even a performance of modesty. It clung to her, taut and humming, amplifying her every twitch. By the time the sun set, Eve was sprawled across the duvet, hips cocked, one knee drawn up to expose the obscene architecture of her body: mesh swallowing her breasts, sharp between her thighs, every inch of her seeming to pulse with anticipation.

The bedside lamp was the only light in the room, and it loved the mesh, throwing dapples and ripples of silver up her sides and along the slope of her belly. The air carried a faint, chemical scent: new metal, a hint of latex, the clean sweat of her own anticipation. She checked the clock: Adam could arrive at any moment, but she could not bring herself to move. Not even to cover herself.

She tried to focus on the mundane: the cracks in the plaster above the headboard, the yellowed spines of Adam’s paperbacks on the dresser, the familiar pilled texture of their comforter beneath her ass. But the mesh kept pulling her back to sensation, every second a new charge—an itch, a tingle, a little bite at the hip or at the base of her breast. The air on her newly shaved skin was a thousand little kisses. She slid her hand over her thigh, just to confirm it was still real, still her, and the metal shifted under her palm, tightening and then releasing like a living thing.

Downstairs, a car door slammed. Her pulse spiked. She listened to the ritual of his return: keys dropped on the tray, shoes shucked and nudged against the wall, the refrigerator door’s brief howl. The clink of a glass, the hiss of tonic poured over ice. He was moving slower than usual, probably on his phone, probably thinking of nothing but the inertia of the day. He had no idea.

Her heart stuttered as footsteps sounded on the stairs. She parted her legs further, a decision made for her by the mesh, which pinched at the insides of her thighs and seemed to radiate heat. She was wet—soaked, really, her cunt already leaking against the mesh and the bedspread below. She could smell herself, could see the shine of it in the lamplight. She felt filthy. She felt—perfect.

Adam entered without knocking, as always, and then stopped dead in the doorway. He saw her all at once: mesh and skin and the impossible posture of her open body, and the glass nearly slipped from his hand.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, his voice barely a whisper.

He was wearing his work clothes still, shirt wrinkled, collar askew, tie a limp accusation at his throat. His hair stuck out on one side, a reminder of some minor, habitual discomfort. She could see, even across the room, the exact moment his gaze left her face and found her breasts, the mesh stretched over them so tight it made the nipples ache. His pupils expanded, a rapid dilation, and his mouth opened but produced no sound.

She didn’t speak, not yet. She shifted her hips, the mesh making a noise like a string of beads poured over a countertop. She used two fingers to pull the webwork aside and let her cunt gape for him, raw and pink and glistening. Her cheeks flushed at the audacity of it, but the mesh rewarded her with a slow, rolling shiver that started at her hips and ended behind her eyes. She wanted to laugh, or scream, or both.

He stared, frozen. She waited, enjoying the power of the moment, the complete and utter shock on his face. She let her hand linger between her legs, middle finger flicking at the mesh where it pressed her clit, then slipped beneath it to touch her own slick seam.

“Come here,” she said, her voice flat and sharp, entirely unlike her own.

He obeyed, stepping forward like a man moving through wet cement. He put his glass down on the nightstand and reached for his tie, as if remembering only then that he was wearing one.

She shook her head. “Leave it.”

He stopped, arms hanging stupidly at his sides.

She let the mesh snap back into place, sealing her again, then ran her hands over her breasts, pinching her nipples through the metal until she gasped. “You like it?” she asked.

Adam nodded, his eyes fixed on her cunt.

“Say it,” she ordered.

“I—fuck, Eve. Yes. I like it.”

She smiled, slow and sly. She watched his cock grow, visible even under his slacks, the bulge straining at the zipper. The mesh vibrated against her, a current traveling up her spine. The voice was louder now, not a whisper but a song: Milk him dry, you greedy slut; drain every drop from his throbbing cock.

She spread her legs wider, pulling the mesh aside again to let the lips of her cunt spill open. “I want you to fuck me, Adam. Right now. Don’t say a word. Just—do it.”

His face was slack, eyes wide, but he moved instantly, unbuckling his belt with frantic, clumsy fingers. He left the tie on, as instructed, yanked his pants and boxers to his knees, and climbed onto the bed like an animal, scrambling for position.

Eve held herself open for him, knees up and out, feet braced on the duvet. Her heart hammered in her chest, and the mesh seemed to pulse with it, every beat a new shock of pleasure. She saw his cock, already swollen and leaking, and she laughed—a bright, mean sound that didn’t even seem to come from her.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second, as if still waiting for permission.

She said, “Fuck me like the dirty whore I am, Adam. Pound this soaked cunt until you explode inside me.”

His cock twitched in the air, a visible, helpless jump. He lined himself up and thrust in, all at once, with a violence she’d never imagined from him. The head of his cock caught on the edge of the mesh, then slipped past and into her, filling her so completely she cried out. The sound was sharp, almost a scream, but she didn’t care. He began to fuck her, hard and fast, hips snapping against her ass as the mesh dug into his shaft, squeezing and milking him with every stroke.

She let go of the mesh and clawed at his back, digging her nails in, pulling him closer. She wrapped her legs around his waist and used her heels to drive him deeper. The mesh responded to every movement, tightening and releasing, pinching her clit and the lips of her cunt until she was nearly delirious.

Adam fucked her like a stranger, relentless and desperate, sweat already pouring down his face. The bed slammed against the wall, the headboard rattling in time with his thrusts. She could feel the tension building in him, the frantic edge of it, and she knew he wouldn’t last long.

She pressed her lips to his ear and whispered, “Cum in me. Fill me up.”

He groaned, a guttural animal sound. She felt his cock spasm, the heat of it flooding her, and the mesh clamped down, milking every drop from him, squeezing him so hard he nearly sobbed. He collapsed onto her, spent and trembling, his face buried in the hollow of her neck.

She held him for a moment, nails tracing patterns up and down his back, then pushed him off. He rolled onto his side, gasping, eyes glazed with shock and afterglow. The mesh was wet with their fluids, sticky against her thighs, but it felt wonderful, sacred.

She sat up and looked at him, at the way he trembled and shivered, utterly drained. She felt a surge of pride, a giddy triumph. She had never been this alive.

She ran her finger over her cunt, collecting the mess of his cum, and licked it clean. She watched his eyes widen in disbelief, watched him realize that nothing would ever be the same.

The mesh was warm now, almost hot, the sensation radiating outward from her core. She shuddered, a smaller aftershock running through her, and lay back on the bed, staring up at the cracks in the plaster.

She let the silence linger, the afterglow settling over both of them. Then she reached for Adam’s hand and brought it to her breast, guiding his fingers to where the mesh bit hardest.

“Again,” she said, and the voice in her head echoed it, louder than ever.

Again.

*** - from Viewpoint Character: Eve Caldwell's point of view

The second time was messier. Eve barely gave Adam a chance to breathe. She hauled him upright by the knot of his tie, shoved him back onto his knees at the edge of the bed, and forced his face between her legs. He went, wide-eyed and glassy, as if under hypnosis, his lips mashed against the metal and then the slick, gaping heat beneath. She ground herself against his mouth until she came, hard, the sound of her orgasm ricocheting off the bedroom walls. Only then did she let him up, his chin wet, his eyes wild.

He tried to say something—maybe a question, maybe a protest—but she pushed him back, straddled his lap, and guided his cock to her with a single, practiced motion. It slid in, impossibly hard despite how drained he already looked, and she began to ride him. There was no slow build, no tenderness: just raw, animal thrusting, her hips pistoning against his in a punishing rhythm. The mesh dug into her skin, marking her, and every time she ground down the pressure on her clit went nuclear.

Adam grabbed her hips, holding on for dear life. His face was red, slick with sweat, and she could feel him trembling, on the edge.

“Fuck, Eve,” he managed. “Fuck, you—”

She clamped a hand over his mouth. “Shut up. Just fuck me.” She watched his eyes go wide, watched him surrender to the demand.

The bed frame banged against the wall, a metronome of their bodies colliding. Eve’s cunt was so wet she could hear it, a lewd slap that made her even crazier. She bounced on him, faster and faster, the mesh dragging along her clit and making her entire lower half go numb with pleasure. Her hair stuck to her forehead; the sweat pooled at her lower back. She felt alive, every cell vibrating, every nerve ending tuned to pain and joy.

Adam’s fingers dug into her ass, squeezing so hard she knew she’d have bruises. He bucked up into her, desperate, and then—too soon—she felt him start to pulse.

“Oh fuck, Eve,” he groaned, voice strangled. “Your tight pussy is milking me, you sexy bitch!”

He came with a violence that startled them both, cock throbbing inside her, a hot flood that filled her and ran out around the mesh, dripping down her thighs. He spasmed, whole body arching, and for a moment she thought he might actually faint.

She kept riding him through it, using his spent cock for her own pleasure, slamming down until she came again, this time longer and even louder than before. Her muscles locked, toes curling, back arched so far she thought she might snap in two.

When she finally stilled, Adam had collapsed onto the bed, a limp, shivering ruin. His tie was soaked through, hair plastered to his scalp, face slack and stunned. His cock was still inside her, though it softened by the second, leaking out the last of his cum in pathetic little spurts.

She dismounted with care, letting the mesh flex and release. She lay beside him, her chest heaving, limbs numb and tingling. The sheets were soaked, the room reeked of sweat and sex, and the headboard had carved a groove into the drywall.

Adam stared at the ceiling, eyes glassy. He tried to say something, failed, then just made a small, helpless sound in the back of his throat.

Eve laughed, low and hoarse. She let her hand drift down to her cunt, dipped two fingers inside, and pulled them out, shining with cum and slick. She tasted it, slow and deliberate, then grinned at Adam, who watched her with a kind of exhausted worship.

She felt incredible—spent, yes, but also more alert, more alive than she’d ever been. Her skin tingled everywhere the mesh had touched, and her heart still pounded with the memory of Adam’s surrender.

She turned her head to look at him. He was already drifting, eyelids heavy, muscles slack with post-coital chemical bliss.

“Good boy,” she whispered, and let him fall asleep.

She lay back, arms above her head, and stared up at the ceiling. She felt as if she could do this forever. That she wanted to do it forever.

The mesh hummed against her, still hungry, and she wondered what it would be like to fuck with Adam drained to the last drop, to find another body to fill her next.

The thought made her smile.

She closed her eyes, let the sweat cool on her skin, and began to plan.

*** - from Viewpoint Character: Eve Caldwell's point of view

Adam didn’t stir, not even when Eve stood over him and wiped the sweat from her brow, not even when she rolled his limp body over to the far side of the bed. He looked pale and strange, a doll left out in the sun too long. There was a red mark on his neck, a bruise already blooming on his thigh where her knees had clamped him in place. His cock, so vital and urgent a half hour before, lay slack and defeated, the skin wrinkled, the tip still leaking onto the sheets. If she poked him, she thought, he might actually moan in protest.

But she didn’t poke him. She watched him for a long moment, marveling at the contrast: the hollowed-out, spent body beside her, and the wild, animal energy still flooding her own limbs. The mesh was warm now, almost fevered, and the sensation radiated outward from her cunt in slow, molten waves. Every breath she took, every twitch of her fingers, sent the mesh into tiny, delightful spasms. It felt as if the metal were alive, sucking the last dregs of Adam’s energy through her pores, refining it into something potent and unspeakable.

She was giddy with it, drunk and starving all at once. She needed more.

The voice in her head wasn’t a whisper anymore; it was a presence, full and coiled around her skull like a snake. It hissed to her, a litany of craving:

More eyes. More seed. Make them beg to fill your filthy holes.

She shivered, almost laughed at the audacity of it. She looked down at her own body: the mesh clung tighter than ever, outlining her ribs and belly, biting into her thighs. Her breasts were flushed, ringed with the imprint of tiny steel links; her pussy, still leaking with Adam’s cum, looked positively obscene framed in silver. She wanted—needed—to show it to someone. She wanted to be watched, to force men to stare until their eyes burned out, to make them ruin their own hands and souls just for a glimpse of her.

She tried to imagine it. The man in the checkout line at Kroger, the boy who bagged groceries with acne scars on his cheeks. Her neighbor across the street, the one who mowed his lawn shirtless every Saturday, waving at her without a trace of shame. The postman, with his limp and his battered blue cap. She pictured them lined up, a hungry, drooling audience, their cocks in their hands, desperate for her.

She wondered how many she could take at once. How many loads her body could drink before she burst from the inside out.

The thought made her wet all over again, and the mesh responded in kind, vibrating against her clit with a sweet, savage pulse.

She moved through the room in a daze, her senses dialed up to a shriek. She could smell the sweat, the sperm, the perfume of her own pussy. She touched the mirror and left a slick, greasy print. She pressed her face to the window, peering through the blinds, looking for any sign of life in the houses opposite. Every porch light, every passing car, was a possible audience, a potential witness to the new creature she had become.

Her gaze drifted to the mac coat hanging from the hook on the back of the bedroom door. She’d bought it on sale last winter, intending to wear it to church on rainy Sundays, but it still bore the creases from the store. Now it seemed to beckon to her, promising secrecy and drama in equal measure. With the mesh beneath, she could walk the neighborhood incognito, invisible to the prudish eyes of Maple Ridge—until she chose to reveal herself.

She pictured herself stepping out into the night, the coat belted tight, nothing underneath but the shimmer of mesh and the raw, hungry heat of her body. She would stroll the sidewalks, pause beneath the street lamps, and when a stranger passed—she would let the coat slip open, just a crack, just enough to catch the light and blind him with the glory of her. The mesh would shine in the lamplight, her cunt glistening and bare, a gift and a curse at the same time.

She imagined his face: shock, then desire, then the desperate, trembling need to touch. She imagined him following her home, crawling on his knees, begging to be allowed a single lick or taste. She could keep him there, on the front porch, make him jerk himself off while she watched from the window, smiling. She would record every spasm, every surrender, catalog them like trophies.

More eyes. More seed. Make them beg to fill your filthy holes.

The mesh trembled with pleasure, or maybe that was just her own body, unable to hold still. She wanted to fuck again, wanted to be filled to bursting, but Adam was done—out cold, spent and emptied, nothing left to offer. She looked at him, pitiful in his exhaustion, and felt not pity but a twisted, almost maternal fondness. He had served his purpose.

She walked naked to the closet and slipped on the mac. The lining was cool against her skin, and she shivered with anticipation. She cinched the belt around her waist and let the coat fall open at the top, the mesh gleaming in the shadows. She looked in the mirror, baring her teeth in a feral smile.

She felt invincible, untouchable, the queen of some secret, sexual cult. She thought of the market woman, the way she’d looked at Eve with those bright, knowing eyes, and wondered how many others wore the mesh, how many women had been changed, awakened, ruined.

It didn’t matter. She was ready for them.

She padded barefoot to the window, cracked it open, and let the night air rush in, cold and perfect. She breathed deep, letting the mesh soak up the chill, the coat fluttering around her ankles. Somewhere a dog barked, a car rumbled down the street. She imagined them all watching, waiting.

She could go out right now. She could find someone to show herself to, someone who would see her for what she was and never forget it.

She smiled again, wider this time, and let the coat slip from one shoulder.

The mesh caught the moonlight, and the mesh caught her.


Chapter 5

She left the house without turning off the porch light. The mac, belted tight, brushed her shins as she descended the steps, its pockets heavy with her hands and nothing else. Beneath it, the mesh felt colder than steel and lighter than silk, hugging every muscle, every curve, every trembling inch of her. She’d left her slippers at the door, and the concrete of the walk shocked her bare feet into clarity with every step.

The night air was sharp, damp from the sprinkler cycles and carrying a slow drift of cedar smoke from somewhere upwind. Across the cul-de-sac, the windows glowed with the indigo promise of flat-screens; one by one, lights flicked off as families shut themselves inside their boxes of security. The quiet was profound, so deep she could hear the distant click of a traffic signal changing on the main drag a mile away.

Eve paused beneath the first streetlamp, heart stuttering at the way the coat shadowed her eyes and glared off the aluminum mailbox at her knees. She turned once, twice, just to be sure no one was watching—not yet, not until she wanted them to. Her blood sang with shame and anticipation, the mesh so tight on her that she felt as if she could barely breathe. Every brush of her thighs threatened to expose the raw, pulsing slickness between them.

She walked slow, deliberate, the streetlights making a strobe of her shadow as she moved from pool to pool of yellow. The voice was with her, not so much a sound as a certainty, filling the inside of her skull with ugly, beautiful direction.

Show them. Show them what you are. Turn your body to their eyes and let them feast.

Her nipples stung where the mesh pressed them, the cold night air turning them to bullets beneath the coat. She’d never been naked outdoors, not since some camp prank as a teenager, but this was different—there was no safety in numbers, no giddy sprint to a distant shower. This was ritual. This was hunger.

At the end of the block, she stopped in the shadow of a birch tree, scanning for movement. A shape—two shapes—drifted toward her from the dark: a man, stooped, with a chunky yellow leash in one hand, the dog a squat, muscular terrier straining ahead. She recognized the man as someone’s dad, maybe retired, a bit of an alcoholic; he wore navy shorts and a battered T-shirt, his calves pale and bristling with hair.

She felt the mesh tighten around her hips as he approached, the links shivering with her pulse.

Do it now. Open for him.

Eve slid her hands from the pockets and gripped the lapels of her coat. The lining was slick and cheap, but it felt luxurious against the chill of her arms. The man was fifteen feet away, not looking at her yet, his mind probably on the dog’s bowel schedule or the baseball game echoing from his headphones. He stopped as the terrier sniffed a patch of sod near the curb.

She stepped into the glow of the next streetlamp, directly into his sightline. He looked up, startled, the leash jerking taut as the dog wheeled back to his feet.

“Oh,” he said, a grunt of surprise. “Didn’t see you there.”

She opened her coat. It was slow—deliberate, the way she might have shrugged off a cardigan at a party, casual and rehearsed—but her hands shook so badly she nearly lost her grip on the belt. The coat fell open, the only thing beneath it the living sculpture of mesh and bare flesh, silver and moonlit and obscene.

The man froze. His face, ruddy and wind-chapped, went slack in utter disbelief. The dog, momentarily neglected, began to circle his ankles, tangling the leash.

Eve felt herself tremble—naked, utterly, not just of clothing but of dignity. Her mind screamed at her to close the coat, run, do anything but what she was doing, but the mesh vibrated with a different command, a raw, electric compulsion that made her want to spread her legs even wider, let every inch of him see what she had become.

“Holy shit,” he whispered. His eyes were not on her face. His mouth twitched, then slackened; he took a step forward, the leash slack in his hand.

Eve waited. She did not cover herself. She watched the man’s eyes as they traced her from throat to navel to the slick, chrome-ringed cleft at her thighs. The mesh had shifted in the streetlight, shifting from purple to blue to the color of lightning, her nipples and cunt gleaming wetly beneath the metal.

The voice inside her was a song now, a dirge of lust.

Show him your dripping whore cunt. Make him cum in his pants like the pathetic loser he is.

The man’s jaw worked, his lips parting as if to form a word, but instead there was only a low, strangled moan. He staggered once, the dog yanking him off balance. His hand, almost involuntarily, went to the front of his shorts. He palmed himself, his eyes never leaving her cunt. He breathed out, a wet sound, and then something changed in his face: a sudden, rolling spasm of pain and release, and the front of his shorts darkened in a rapid, blooming patch.

He gasped. His knees buckled. The dog barked, startled by the sudden collapse, as the man caught himself with one hand on the sidewalk.

Eve didn’t move. She let him stare as long as he wanted. She wanted to close her eyes, but she forced them open, forced herself to witness the full, terrible effect she had wrought.

The man managed to look up at her—just briefly, a flash of humiliation and desperate gratitude in his face. “Jesus,” he said, his voice a thread. “I—I’m sorry, I—”

She shook her head. The mesh pulsed, molten hot against her skin, sending a wave of pleasure up her spine so intense she nearly fell. Her legs buckled, just a little. Her hands clenched the coat, nails digging through the fabric.

He knelt there, panting, the dog whining in confusion. His eyes never left her. He was shaking, his entire body racked by the aftershocks.

The mesh drank it in—the sight of his ruined shorts, the desperate adoration in his eyes, the raw and total humiliation. Eve felt every ounce of it as if it were her own orgasm: her pussy contracted, her nipples ached, and the pleasure was so complete it bordered on agony.

She shuddered, once, then twice, the mesh tightening around her like a vise. Her clit throbbed. She tried not to moan, but a thin, keening sound escaped her lips anyway.

She closed the coat, slow, careful not to let it catch on the mesh. She turned and walked away, not trusting herself to look back.

Her legs barely worked. The mesh felt alive, hot and cold at once, as if it were feeding on the memory of the man’s ecstasy. With every step, her pussy throbbed, dripping onto her bare thighs and the inside of the coat. She wanted to go home, to collapse on the bed and finish what she had started, but the mesh had other ideas.

She reached the end of the block, breathing so hard she thought she might faint. She ducked into the shadows beneath another tree, waited for her heart to slow, but it never did. It was as if every nerve ending had been peeled open, every sense tuned to maximum volume.

The voice was gentler now, almost a lullaby.

That’s it, lovely slut. Feed us again.

Eve licked her lips, tasting salt and cold air. The taste reminded her of something—of the man’s surrender, the way his cum had spilled out of him at the sight of her. The memory sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her, sharp and dizzying.

She wiped a trembling hand across her mouth, then looked down at the mac, at the way the lining clung to her slick thighs. She felt—alive. Ravaged, yes, but so alive she wanted to scream.

She stepped out from the tree and continued down the sidewalk, looking for another shadow, another watcher, another body to ruin.

The underwear wanted more, and so did she.

***

The lingerie’s mesh had not cooled by the time she reached the next house. If anything, it grew hotter with every step, vibrating in pulses that matched her heartbeat. The slick between her legs was worse now—her thighs shone in the lamp glow, the inside of the coat sticky with her. She wondered, in a distant, rational part of her brain, how long she could keep this up before she collapsed, but the mesh thrummed with such sweet anticipation that she would have run herself to death if it demanded it.

Ahead, the drone of a weed whacker cut through the hush. Eve slowed, watching the neighbor in the blue hoodie as he sheared the ragged border between his walkway and the public strip. He was younger than the last, maybe in his late thirties, solid but going soft at the middle; his hands were big and red from labor, and he worked with the mindless, angry energy of a man punishing himself for not being inside. Every minute or so, he’d stop, wipe his brow with the back of his hand, then start again, never noticing her.

She hovered in the dark, watching him work. The mesh pressed so tight against her that she had to move, shifting foot to foot, trying to relieve the pressure. It did no good. The voice inside her was a hiss of anticipation:

He’ll want you. All of him will. Make him ache, make him leak, make him worship the body you were made for.

Eve stepped forward, letting the coat swing open at the knees. The air was thick with cut grass and ozone, a faint sweetness that made her dizzy. She waited for the right moment—just as he finished the run, as he stooped to unplug the trimmer from a battered orange extension cord—and then she walked straight into his porch light.

He looked up, startled, then confused. She saw his eyes run the length of her—face, throat, bare shins—and then, in the stark white of the porch bulb, the coat parted and the mesh blazed back at him, molten and unmistakable. Eve let it fall open to the belt, the chrome mesh glittering along her breasts and the perfect, obscene cut of her hips.

He made a noise, low and wounded, like the breath knocked from his chest. The trimmer slipped from his hand and thudded to the grass. He stared, open-mouthed, for a long moment. Then, as if waking from a trance, he dropped to his knees on the wet lawn, his hands digging furrows into the earth.

“Jesus,” he said, but it sounded more like a prayer than a curse.

Eve didn’t say anything at first. She just let him look—let him drink in the sight of her, her nipples pierced with light, the mesh outlining the slit of her cunt, every part of her glistening in the cold. She thought about how she must look: the housewife as succubus, a thing conjured by the failures of men. She wanted to laugh, but instead she just watched him.

He didn’t look away. He tried to speak again, but it came out as a stutter: “I—Eve—I didn’t—” He was shaking, his hands clawing at the grass.

The mesh pulsed, hotter. It wanted more. So did she.

She grinned—wide, mean—and used both hands to open the coat wider, exposing her fully in the harsh porchlight. The mesh had changed color again, from blue to white, refracting every watt onto her bare skin. She ran one hand up her body, cupped her own breast, thumbed the nipple through the steel until it stung. The neighbor moaned.

“Like what you see?” she said. Her voice came out two registers lower, as if it belonged to someone else.

He could only nod, desperate and hungry and lost.

She stepped closer, stopping at the edge of his property. She planted her bare foot on the sod, feeling the cold seep into her bones. “You want to jerk off for me, you little bitch?” she said, and the words tasted like honey and poison both. “You want to shoot your fucking load all over those ugly hands?”

His face went red. He fumbled at his shorts, trying to get his cock out, but his fingers wouldn’t work right. She could see the outline of him already, tenting the cotton, leaking through the fabric. He managed to free it, and he was stroking himself furiously, eyes glued to her cunt.

She laughed—sharp and merciless. “Look at my tits, you worthless prick. You ever see tits this nice in your sad little life?”

He whimpered, “No, never—fuck, I—”

She bent forward, letting the mesh gap at the cleavage, both breasts pushed forward like an offering. She bounced them in her hands, the mesh biting into her fingers, then pulled at the straps so hard she felt the links cut into her flesh. “You wanna come, don’t you?” she said, and the power of it made her legs shake. “You want to cover yourself in your own cum, you disgusting fucking animal.”

His hand was a blur now, pre-cum glistening on his thumb. He looked up at her, pleading, eyes bright with tears and need.

“Do it,” she said. “Let’s see how much you’ve got in you.”

He cried out, a strangled yelp that echoed down the neighborhood, a raw, broken animal yip, and Eve watched as the neighbor hunched forward, his cock convulsing in his palm. The spatter was visible even from ten feet away, dark against the blue of his hoodie sleeve, some of it jetting onto the wrist of his other hand where he braced himself against the grass. He closed his eyes, then opened them right after, not daring to lose a second of the view.

He knelt there, making little grunting noises, his whole body quaking.

Eve felt it as if he had fired into her own womb—her mesh sucking the pleasure from the air, her cunt contracting so hard she almost doubled over. For a second, she thought she might pass out. The porchlight shimmered, brighter and then dimmer, her vision going thick and syrupy around the edges.

She spread her legs, pressed a hand hard to the pulsing mesh at her crotch, and let out a gasp of her own. The humiliation on his face, the abjection, made the orgasm come sharp and violent and endless. She hadn’t known she could come like this, just from being the object, just from being looked at and wanted to the absolute limit.

It took her a full minute to recover, the house and the lawn melting back into focus only as the aftershocks slowed. The neighbor was still kneeling, hand sticky and slack, his face a soft ruin of disbelief. He couldn’t look up, even when she laughed and snapped the coat back closed.

The mesh still hummed against her as she walked back to the curb, her feet numb and wet with dew. She wasn’t sure she could feel anything but pleasure ever again.

She made it halfway down the block before she realized she was crying, not loud or ugly, but quiet tears, stinging and fresh, hot on her cheeks. She wiped them away, not even sure what she was mourning or celebrating.

The mesh’s voice was gone for now, but the hunger still churned, gentle and inexhaustible. She walked the rest of the route in a daze, every streetlight a spotlight, every shadow a potential watcher, every moment another chance to be seen.

She wanted to find more, but the mesh wasn’t greedy; it seemed to be savoring, not binging. The night was hers alone, for now, and she marched home on feet that felt both lighter and heavier than air.

At her own door, she looked up and down the empty street, then let the coat fall open for the world to see her one last time. The mesh gleamed, almost pulsed, and the only one to bear witness was the dog, returned to its rounds, nose pressed to the base of the porch post.

Eve went inside, shut the door with a gentle click, and leaned against it, every inch of her alive.


Chapter 6

Eve woke naked on the hardwood, one cheek pressed to the cold as if in apology to the floor. The light outside was harsh and blue, lancing between the slats of the blind and stippling her bare back with lines of morning. She didn’t remember falling asleep here. She didn’t remember much after coming home—just the afterimage of the mesh burning against her skin, and a string of memories all sticky with pleasure and shame.

The cold had numbed her hips and thighs, but the rest of her glowed with feverish warmth. Her pussy ached in a way she’d never known, half bruised, half hungry. She ran her hand down her side to confirm she was real, intact, herself, but every brush of her fingers made the heat worse. She felt alive, more than alive; her heart knocked in her chest, her scalp tingled, her tongue was thick with the taste of her own spit.

She pushed herself up to her elbows. The world tilted, nausea threatening, but she steadied herself and looked around. She was alone, but not for long—she could hear footsteps on the stairs, careful and dragging, like an old man in borrowed shoes.

Adam. Of course it would be Adam.

He opened the door without knocking, the handle jerking in his grasp as if he didn’t have the strength to turn it all the way. He stood there for a second, blinking in the doorway, eyes puffy and rimmed with red. He wore only boxers and a T-shirt, the old ones she always meant to throw out, but his body looked deflated, the skin gone loose around his arms and neck.

“Eve?” he said, his voice papery. “Are you okay?”

She didn’t answer right away. She watched him take in her nakedness—how his gaze slid over her breasts, the curve of her hip, the place between her legs still slick and open. His cock twitched beneath the cotton, but the rest of him looked close to collapse.

“Please,” he said, stumbling forward. “Please, Eve, let me fuck that tasty cunt again; I need to bury my cock deep inside you. Please.”

He was already hard, straining at the boxers, but the sight of it didn’t move her. Instead, she recoiled, scrambling back until her spine hit the bed frame. His need was naked, raw, but she saw it now for what it was: a kind of illness, a depletion. He looked like a man dying of thirst, and she was the only water for miles.

She wrapped a sheet around her, then a robe from the chair. Adam lurched after her, hands trembling, eyes wild with longing and fear. She thought for a moment he might fall on her, but he stopped short, bracing himself on the edge of the bed.

He reached for her face, then drew back, as if her skin burned.

“Eve,” he said again, quieter now. “What happened last night?”

She didn’t have words for it. Her tongue felt swollen, her jaw stiff with effort. She tried to remember coming home, tried to remember Adam at all, but the memories kept slipping away, replaced by the faces of men—dozens of them—on their knees, on the grass, gasping her name or just gaping with that same, worshipful terror.

She shook her head. “I don’t know,” she managed. “I’m… I need a shower.”

Adam looked at her, and for the first time in years, she saw real fear in his eyes. Not anger, not frustration, but a bone-deep terror, as if she were something new and dangerous.

She stepped around him, careful not to let any part of her touch him, and padded down the hall. The mesh was gone, tucked somewhere in the aftermath, but its phantom presence clung to her, a ghostly second skin.

The bathroom was cold, the tile biting at her feet. She let the robe fall to the floor and stepped into the shower, turning the water as hot as she could stand. The steam rose around her, hiding her body, but she could still see the red imprints of the mesh on her breasts, her hips, the place above her cunt where the links had bit deepest.

She scrubbed at her skin, hard, but nothing could erase the marks. She shivered, then braced her hands on the wall, letting the water pound her scalp and run down her back in greasy, saline rivers.

She thought she would cry. She waited for it, waited for the shame or the grief or even the regret to flood her, but all she felt was a low, relentless hunger. The shower only made it worse. She ran her fingers over the memory of the mesh, then slipped two fingers inside herself, just to feel if she was still open, still wanting.

She was. The walls of her pussy squeezed around nothing, desperate for something to fill them.

She bit her lip and pulled her hand away.

When she emerged, the hallway was empty. Adam had gone back to bed, or maybe downstairs. She could hear the faint sound of the radio in the kitchen—a talk show, the voices frantic and overlapping. She moved toward the noise, towel wrapped tight around her chest, hair dripping down her shoulders.

Adam sat at the kitchen table, a mug of coffee in one hand, his phone in the other. He didn’t look up as she entered. The radio was louder now, the words almost incomprehensible under the static.

“…dozens of cases overnight… Maple Ridge Medical Center overwhelmed… all men, ages eighteen to seventy… sudden collapse, unexplained fainting spells, some cases of temporary paralysis…”

Adam’s hands shook. He gripped the mug so hard his knuckles went white.

“…experts baffled. Some theorize food poisoning, others point to psychological factors, mass hysteria. Residents are advised to remain calm. Repeat, this is not believed to be contagious…”

She stared at the radio, at the crawl of words at the bottom of the kitchen TV, and for a moment the world tilted again, the room growing distant and unreal.

Adam coughed, a weak sound. “Did you… feel anything last night?”

Eve looked at him, really looked. His face was gray, lips almost blue, eyes sunken deep. He looked like a man who’d run a marathon and then been left at the finish line to die.

She touched her own cheek, felt the heat there, the impossible glow beneath her skin. She caught her reflection in the microwave door, then in the glass of the sliding back door. Her eyes were bright, too bright, the green of them almost radioactive. Her skin was flawless, flushed, the freckles gone copper against the white.

Adam’s reflection behind her was a shadow, drained and ruined.

She turned to him, feeling the towel slip a little, baring the top swell of her breast.

He saw it, and his cock twitched again under the table. The need was still there, even as it ate him alive.

“Eve,” he whispered, “I need you. I don’t care what’s wrong with me. I just… Please. Please fuck me.”

She almost laughed. Instead, she cinched the towel higher, turned away from him, and let herself enjoy—just for a second—the way his hunger made her stronger.

The radio blared on, the voices climbing over each other in panic.

Eve walked to the bedroom, pulled the mesh from where she’d hidden it in the sheets, and held it in her hands. It was warm, still pulsing with that electric, impossible life.

She looked in the mirror, at the face she barely recognized, and wondered how long it would be before the rest of the world realized what she already knew:

She was the beginning of something new.

***

The church basement was a tomb, painted the color of cheap vanilla pudding, lined with folding chairs that creaked with every adjustment of the body. Eve sat at the end of the semicircle, hands wrapped around a Styrofoam cup of black coffee, her Bible and a half-eaten snickerdoodle balanced on her knees. The other wives arrived one by one, faces pinched with the thrill of disaster and the kind of cosmetic perfection that only got more brittle with age.

Marlene Lipper was first, as always, her hair sculpted to aerodynamic precision, lipstick unsmudged, navy cardigan buttoned to the throat. She floated in with the confidence of a woman who knew her name was on every invitation list. Rita and Sue arrived together, the unholy twins of gossip, Sue’s laugh already a sharp cackle in the stairwell, Rita’s bracelets jangling like sleigh bells. Last came Joy, the pastor’s wife, looking as if she’d been vacuum-sealed into her powder blue skirt suit, hands clasped so tightly her knuckles shone through the skin.

“Isn’t it just awful?” Marlene began, eyes flicking from wife to wife as if tallying the week’s sins. “All those poor men. Collapsing in the street. Can you imagine?”

Rita shook her head, grim. “They said on the news three from the Kroger alone! Just fell like dominoes. Bill saw one—thought it was a heart attack, but no. Just… down.” Her satisfaction was poorly disguised.

“It’s in the water,” said Sue, eyes wide. “Or the power lines. Or maybe,” she paused for effect, “it’s the cell towers. You know what they say about frequencies—”

“Oh, please,” Marlene snapped, “it’s not frequencies. The whole town’s gone mad. Men passing out, women running the show. Not that it’s so different from usual.” She smirked at Eve, who managed a tight smile in return.

Joy, always the peacemaker, offered a thin, tremulous prayer: “We should lift them up. The afflicted, I mean. In prayer.”

There was a moment of silence, during which everyone pretended to reflect and no one did. Eve could feel her pulse in her fingertips, a rapid drumming against the curve of the coffee cup. The skin at her throat was flushed, the mesh’s phantom itch a ghost beneath her modest blouse. She’d spent half the morning scrubbing the bite marks from her thighs, but no amount of soap could wash away the sense of being marked, altered. She was still hungry, and the proximity of the other wives only made it worse.

She tried not to look at their husbands’ names etched in gold on the “Donor Board” above the coat rack. She tried not to imagine the men at home, groaning with headaches, shuffling through the day like livestock after a bad thunderstorm. Instead, she focused on the way Marlene’s diamond ring caught the fluorescent light, the way Rita licked sugar from her thumb between sentences, the way Sue’s calf jiggled under her floral dress. Everything was charged. Everything was edible.

“And then,” Sue said, leaning in for the kill, “there’s that frat house on the edge of town. The one by the old vet clinic. They say none of those boys made it to class today. Not a one.”

Marlene sniffed. “They never do.”

“They’re animals,” Rita declared, “but I suppose even animals don’t deserve… whatever this is.”

Joy bowed her head again, murmured something about “lost sheep” and “God’s mysterious plan.” The others nodded, but their faces betrayed a giddy fascination. Eve listened, every word sweet poison.

The whisper had been faint all morning, a background static under the news, under Adam’s soft, whimpering pleas. But here, in the circle of wives, it sharpened to a point. Her eyes went soft at the edges, the world narrowing to the space between her thighs, to the place the mesh had left glowing and raw.

Feed on them; let them flood your holes with their hot seed.

She shivered, then gripped the Bible harder, nails digging crescent moons into the cover. She looked up and found Marlene watching her, that syrupy smile now tinged with suspicion.

“You alright, Eve?” she asked, voice gentle but fingers tapping the chair in a Morse code of judgment. “You look… peaked.”

The other wives turned, four pairs of eyes alighting on her face, then her neck, then the pale column of her wrist where the veins pulsed blue and frantic.

“I’m fine,” Eve said, too quickly.

Marlene leaned in. “You don’t have to be. We’re here for you. Adam’s… not himself, is he?”

For a second Eve pictured telling them everything—about the mesh, the hunger, the new pleasure that lit her from the inside out. She pictured peeling off her blouse, letting them see the marks, letting them taste the new thing she had become. She imagined the shame and the horror and the moment it turned into something else, something sticky and shared.

She blinked, forced the vision away. “I just didn’t sleep,” she said. “Adam—he’s restless.”

Marlene’s eyes widened, not with empathy but with hunger for more. “So he’s… one of them?”

Eve nodded. “I think so. He doesn’t want food, or rest. He just—” She trailed off, letting the wives fill in the blank.

Rita pounced. “All men want the same thing, epidemic or no.”

Sue giggled, then covered her mouth in fake repentance. “Well, at least now they have an excuse.”

Even Joy managed a conspiratorial grin. “We’ll pray for Adam, dear. And for you.”

“Thank you,” Eve said, and meant it in the strangest way.

The whisper built, a pressure behind her eyes. She could feel the outline of the mesh even now, tucked in her purse, the memory of it caressing her skin. She could taste the need for more—more eyes, more seed, more proof that she was real and beautiful and alive.

She looked down at her own hands, pale but unblemished, the skin there almost luminous in the church light. She wondered if the other wives saw it, if they envied it, if they’d take it from her if they could.

The book club staggered on, talk veering from collapse to casserole to the upcoming bake sale. But Eve barely heard it. She watched the faces around her, and in every one she saw a version of herself, hungry and unsatisfied, waiting for permission to take.

The whisper became a song, a liturgy of want.

Feed them all. Drain them dry. Let their worship make you holy.

Eve’s hand shot up, breaking the rhythm of Marlene’s monologue about bundt cake.

“Excuse me,” she said, “I think I need to lie down. Maybe a migraine.”

The wives chorused their concern. “You poor thing,” “Go, go, rest,” “Text if you need anything.” Marlene patted her arm, a brittle, cool touch.

Eve gathered her purse and Bible, walked briskly up the stairs, and out into the late afternoon, the sky fat and low and waiting for rain.

She made it halfway to the car before she realized her legs were trembling, the heat pooling between her thighs with every step.

She laughed, the sound sharper than she intended.

By the time she reached the driveway, her mind was already set: the first stop would be the fraternity house, where a new hunger—pure, young, undiluted—waited for her in the dark.

***

Dusk fell fast in Maple Ridge, soaking the lawns and split-rail fences in a syrupy blue. Eve’s car hummed up the block, headlights flicking from one identical mailbox to the next, each casting its own shadow across the trimmed rectangles of grass. Her hands gripped the wheel at ten and two, fingers bloodless with tension, but her mind floated somewhere above the car, already circling the destination.

The radio was set to the local AM, the only station not playing top-forty or Christian pop. The host’s voice, thick with Midwestern panic, narrated the slow-motion unraveling of the town: “—repeat, no evidence of viral transmission, and yet, in what doctors are calling an unprecedented cluster event, over eighty men have now been hospitalized or reported as ‘unresponsive’ since 7 a.m.—”

A female doctor’s voice came through, recorded earlier: “We’re looking at environmental factors, possible mass psychogenic illness, but the truth is, we just don’t know. We’re asking women to keep a close eye on their partners and sons—”

Eve snorted, a joyless laugh. “As if they ever noticed before,” she muttered, and punched the off button.

The silence was luxurious. She drove the rest of the way with only the hum of the engine and the low, purring undertow of the whisper. It was no longer a voice; it was a state of being, a liquid pulse that filled her with calm and certainty. She had been so afraid, at first, of losing herself in it. Now, she couldn’t imagine being anything else.

She turned onto her street and let the car idle in the driveway, engine ticking as it cooled. She didn’t move right away. She watched the windows across the street, a flicker of TV blue in each one, the ghostly silhouettes of families moving from kitchen to couch, couch to bed. None of them saw her, or if they did, they would only see a tired wife, returning home after a long day of prayer and commiseration.

She rolled down the window, letting the night air slip in. It tasted of lilacs and rain, and underneath, the acrid trace of her own sweat.

She caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. For a moment, she didn’t recognize herself. The eyes were too green, too bright; the skin was flushed, almost fevered. Her lips were swollen, the mouth of a woman who’d been screaming or singing or something in between.

She touched her lips with a fingertip, then let her hand drift down to her throat, to the place where her pulse beat so hard she could see it jump in the glass.

The mesh was inside, waiting for her. The thought of it sent a jolt through her, a chemical flush that made her nipples harden under her bra. She could already feel it on her skin, could smell the raw, metallic charge it gave off.

She closed her eyes, remembered the way the men had looked at her—first with confusion, then awe, then that desperate, collapsing surrender. She remembered Adam’s face, blanched and shaking, begging for one more taste.

She smiled. It wasn’t kindness. It was hunger.

She killed the engine, stepped out of the car, and felt the driveway’s warmth through her flats. The house glowed in the twilight, every window a yellow eye.

She walked toward the door, keys jingling in her hand, and with each step she shed another layer of the old self. The docile wife. The guilt-stricken mother. The good neighbor. By the time she crossed the threshold, she was nothing but need.

Inside, the mesh called to her. She answered.

She would go to the frat house. She would drink them dry. She would become a story the women whispered about, long after the men had forgotten her name.

And tomorrow, she would wake brighter than ever. She would never go hungry again.


Chapter 7

The walk from the car to the front door felt like a slow immersion, each step pulling Eve deeper into a world she’d only glimpsed from the safety of PTA meetings and grocery store parking lots. Here, at the ragged edge of Maple Ridge, the lawns were less manicured, the sidewalks cracked and uneven, patches of weeds clawing up between the squares of old cement. She’d parked a block away, partly to avoid being noticed, partly to savor the feeling of the night—how the air was cool and sharp, heavy with cut grass and the aftersmoke of someone’s bonfire.

The frat house hulked at the end of the street, three stories of battered siding and sagging porch, its windows a scatter of yellow and blue like the eyes of an old dog. The paint peeled in great scabs, and the railing on the porch was bandaged with duct tape and hope. The yard was a minefield of beer cans, battered folding chairs, and the carcass of a torn beanbag chair whose innards drifted across the grass like tiny white maggots. Someone had spray painted a Greek letter on the mailbox in the kind of bright orange they used for construction sites.

Eve stood at the curb for a long moment, hands sunk deep in the pockets of her mac coat, feeling the pulse of her own blood like a drumbeat in her wrists. She could sense the mesh beneath the coat—not just as a garment, but as a presence, alive and hungry, vibrating with a need that made her thighs clench and her scalp tingle. She’d worn nothing under it. The chrome was cold at first, but the walk had heated it, her sweat making the fine links feel sticky and intimate against her skin.

The house thrummed with bass, some party anthem shaking the window glass in its frames. There were voices, too—shouts and laughter, the crash of something plastic hitting tile, and underneath it all the constant chirr of crickets, as if the whole neighborhood were taking notes.

Eve rolled her shoulders, took a deep breath, and stepped onto the porch. The mesh tightened as if in encouragement, or warning.

She rapped on the door, knuckles sharp and assertive. For a moment, nothing—then a flurry of shouts, the shuffle of feet, and the door jerked open to reveal a cluster of young men packed shoulder-to-shoulder, their faces flushed with alcohol and the confidence of the unruined.

The one in front had a stubbled jaw and a t-shirt that clung to his chest like a second skin. He was good-looking in a way that suggested he’d never had to try. “Yeah?” he said, one eyebrow raised, eyes flicking over Eve’s mac coat, pausing at her bare shins and then climbing back up to her face.

Behind him, another boy—so young he looked like he’d been airlifted from high school—leaned around the first, squinting with suspicion or curiosity. “Dude, it’s just some lady.”

“Lost?” said the first, grinning. “Or you come to join the party?”

She matched his gaze, letting him take the full measure of her. “Neither,” Eve said. She shifted her weight forward, nudging the toe of her shoe against the battered threshold. “I’m here to talk about the noise.”

The boys erupted in jeers—half-laugh, half-mockery. “Knew it,” said the one in back. “Fucking Homeowners’ Association, man. We’re not even that loud—”

Eve smiled, slow and deliberate, letting it climb all the way to her eyes. “Oh, I’m not from the HOA.”

For a second, there was confusion. Then another voice from deeper in the house, laced with sarcasm: “Let her in, dude. Maybe she’s here for a strip search.”

The comment landed, and the boys laughed, but with a different edge this time—a little meaner, a little more uncertain.

“Yeah, alright,” said the first one, stepping aside with a performative bow. “Be our guest.”

Eve entered, her eyes adjusting instantly to the fug of beer and body spray and something acrid, like melted cheese or old carpet. The foyer was a mess—shoes scattered, a pizza box crushed flat against the baseboard, a streak of what might have been ketchup or blood trailing up the stairwell. She could see into the living room: couches with their guts hanging out, coffee tables stacked with red cups, the TV flashing images from a basketball game no one was watching.

The boys clustered behind her, hemming her in with a ring of sweat and expectation. There were five of them, maybe more lurking in the shadows, but these were the bold ones, the ones who took the dare to face down the stranger at the door. She recognized the type from her years as a teacher’s aide—the ring leaders, the class clowns, the ones who set the tempo of any room they entered.

Eve undid the belt of her mac, letting the coat fall open but not off, and surveyed the living room with the same calm she used for unruly children. “Nice place,” she said. “Very—lived in.”

The leader grinned, leaning against a doorframe. “You can say ‘shithole.’ We do.”

She met his eyes. “Maybe I will.” Her voice came out darker, deeper than she intended, but she liked the sound of it. The mesh hummed in agreement, sending a ripple of goosebumps up her arms.

A chorus of laughs, more genuine this time. The boys sized her up, and she could feel their confidence returning, the easy swagger of young men who had never failed at anything that mattered. She let them enjoy it—for now.

“So,” the boy in back said, arms folded over his chest. “If you’re not the HOA, and you’re not a cop—what, you doing some kind of, like, neighborhood watch thing? Lady, we got cameras everywhere. Seriously, it’s not even legal for you to be here.”

“I’m not worried about the cameras,” Eve said, turning to face him. She caught a glimpse of herself in a smudged hallway mirror—coat parted, hair just a little wild, eyes bright as broken glass. The sight shocked her: she looked feral, not herself at all.

She straightened, letting the coat slip a little more, and advanced into the living room. The mesh moved with her, the fine links tugging her skin, drawing her forward like a leash.

“Listen, we’re sorry,” the leader said, and though the words were a joke the apology was real. “We’ll turn the music down, I swear. You want a beer, or…?”

“I don’t drink,” Eve said, settling herself on the arm of a collapsed armchair. She crossed one leg over the other, letting the hem of the coat ride up to reveal more thigh. The mesh glinted in the lamp light, a net of silver against her pale skin.

The boys noticed. They tried not to, but she saw their eyes flicker to her legs, then dart away, then back again, as if checking the sun for blindness.

“What’s your name, lady?” This from a boy with curly hair and a nervous tic in his jaw.

“Eve.” She let the name hang there, just for a second. “You boys got names?”

The question startled them. There was a quick exchange of looks, and then the leader said, “I’m Ben. This is Tyler, that’s Matt, and the tall one is Brock. The guy on the stairs is Chris.”

Eve smiled at each in turn, holding their eyes just long enough to make them squirm. “Nice to meet you,” she said. “I have to admit, I was expecting more of a challenge.”

Matt—short, sharp-featured—laughed. “You looking for a fight?”

“Not a fight,” Eve said. “Just a little—” She let the pause stretch, watching the tension wind up in their faces. “Fun.”

The word landed like a slap. The room went quiet, except for the stereo still thumping away in the corner.

Ben was the first to recover. “Well, shit. If you’re here to party, we’ve got beer, shots, weed, whatever. Just—didn’t figure someone your age would be into it.” He said the last with a smirk, but his eyes tracked the outline of her thigh.

Eve uncrossed and recrossed her legs, letting the mesh catch the light again. “You’d be surprised what someone my age is into.”

The boys watched her, the pretense of irony eroding. Eve felt the voice in her head swell, the old shame replaced by something hot and sweet, a burning in her chest that spread out to her fingertips and toes.

She stood, let the coat fall open completely, and walked to the coffee table. She picked up a red cup, inspected it, and set it down. The mesh squeezed her breasts, the fine webwork making her nipples stand out against the cool air. She could feel their eyes on her, could feel the hunger beginning to take hold—not just theirs, but hers.

“I came here to handle the noise,” Eve said. “And now that I’m here—” She trailed off, letting the invitation seep into the beer-and-testosterone fug.

The boys exchanged glances. Ben looked at the others, searching for a clue. Tyler swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing. Chris, halfway up the stairs, stared openly, his hand gripping the banister.

“You want us to turn it up?” Ben joked, but the words sounded hollow.

Eve stepped to the stereo, cranked the dial a notch higher, and let the music fill the silence. She turned, face illuminated by the LEDs, and smiled at the pack of them.

“No,” she said. “I want you to show me what you’re made of.”

The words seemed to break a spell. Matt whooped, fist in the air, and the boys crowded around, the bravado returning but tinged now with something more urgent.

Eve felt the mesh vibrate with anticipation. Her heart pounded, but it was no longer from nerves.

The feast was about to begin.

***

For a heartbeat, nothing moved but the light—throb of TV, flicker of neon beer sign, the wet gleam of traffic reflected on the living room window. Eve stood in the middle of the room, the mac coat gaping open, the edges brushing her thighs like a curtain about to drop. Five pairs of eyes tracked every inch of her: the hard angle of her shin, the pale belly, the breasts barely veiled by the web of silver mesh.

She let them look.

Then, in one deliberate motion, she slid the coat from her shoulders. It shushed down her arms and puddled at her feet, a crumpled testament to whatever old life she’d left behind. Underneath, the chrome mesh clung to her body in shifting bands of color—blue, then green, then a searing, impossible white. The light moved over her, refracted by the links, painting her in a skin of moving oil slick. Her nipples were diamond-hard beneath the metal, the tips so dark and prominent it was a miracle the mesh didn’t slice them off. The triangle at her crotch was a net barely worthy of the name; through it, the hungry pink of her sex glistened, already slick and parted in anticipation.

For a moment, the boys didn’t even move. They just stared, the oxygen sucked from the room, every word or laugh or scoff dying unspoken in their throats. In the silence, Eve heard the rush of her own pulse, the sharp, serrated edge of the voice in her mind:

Feed on them, you insatiable whore. Let them flood your greedy holes with their hot, potent seed.

The thought hit her like a blow, staggering in its intensity. Her knees nearly buckled. She closed her eyes and let the mesh squeeze her, the fine links pulling at her nipples, her hips, the open and already wet cleft of her pussy. The sensation was not pain—it was need, so fierce it bordered on violence.

She opened her eyes and found the tallest boy—Ben, the leader, the one who thought he could run the room with a smirk. Now he just stared, eyes wide, lips parted in a soft, helpless "oh."

Eve walked to the center of the living room, every step a calculated exposure. She bent at the waist and picked up a stray beer can, letting the mesh stretch across her ass, the webwork glinting as she tossed the can in the trash. Then, as if remembering some old, animal choreography, she dropped to her knees on the ruined carpet, hands splayed in front of her, hair falling around her face like a white-gold mane.

She crawled, slow and feline, toward the circle of boys. The mesh grated against her skin, the friction making her breath come hard. When she reached the coffee table, she turned and arched her back, presenting her ass and pussy to the room. She looked over her shoulder, eyes narrowed in invitation.

“You,” she said, pointing to Ben with a painted nail. “Take me from behind. I want your cock in me now.”

The words were thunder, louder and more decisive than any voice she’d ever used before. It sent a jolt through the group—Ben jerked as if shocked, and the others leaned forward, the energy in the room shifting from disbelief to pure, animal focus.

Ben fumbled at his zipper, fingers clumsy and trembling. He was so hard it looked painful, the head of his cock already wetting a patch on his underwear. He kicked off his shorts, shucked his boxers, and stumbled to his knees behind her.

The mesh parted around her pussy, stretching so thin it might as well not exist. Ben lined up his cock, hesitated just a moment, then pressed the head against her slit. He moaned—actually moaned—when he found her already soaking.

Eve pushed back, impaling herself on him in one smooth, hungry motion. The sensation was so raw, so perfect, that she almost screamed. The mesh amplified every movement, every twitch of his cock inside her, the links transmitting sensation from the outside of her cunt to the deepest part of her belly. She was open, stretched wide, the lips of her pussy framed and parted by the chrome, the friction on her clit almost unbearable.

Ben grabbed her hips, fingers digging into her flesh. He thrust, hard, and the jolt of it sent her forward onto her elbows. She spread her knees wider, arched her back more, let him pound into her with the full force of his body. The mesh dug into her ass, the tiny metal teeth biting every time he bottomed out. Her breasts swung beneath her, the mesh bouncing and pinching her nipples until she was dizzy with pain and pleasure.

Behind her, the other boys watched—silent at first, then with a running commentary of gasps, groans, and incredulous laughter. Tyler and Matt had their hands in their laps, not even pretending not to jerk themselves off. Brock stood, eyes glued to the way Ben’s cock disappeared into Eve, his own cock tenting his shorts so hard the fabric looked ready to split.

Ben’s thrusts became frantic, desperate. He slammed into her, sweat flying from his forehead, his breath coming in ragged, animal grunts. Eve matched him, meeting every plunge with a push of her own, clenching her cunt around him until she could feel the entire shape of his cock, every vein and ridge. The mesh vibrated, feeding on the friction, drawing the energy from his body into hers.

The voice in her head grew louder, an ecstatic shriek of approval:

Drain him dry. Leave him empty. Make his last thought the taste of your cunt.

Eve moaned, long and low, the sound vibrating up through her chest. She felt the orgasm building, not the slow, uncertain climax of her marriage, but a freight train gathering speed, unstoppable. Her pussy tightened, clamped down on Ben’s cock, and she heard him cry out—a high, helpless yelp.

He came with a violence that stunned even her, the hot spurt of his seed filling her so suddenly and so completely that it overflowed around the mesh, dripping onto the carpet below. Ben shuddered, collapsed against her back, his cock still twitching inside her.

She milked him, rocked her hips to squeeze out every last drop, then twisted and let him slide out, spent and reeling. He fell to the floor, eyes rolling up, lips slack with bliss.

For a second, the world went white. Eve could feel the mesh drinking in his orgasm, the heat of it spreading from her cunt up her spine, into her skull, out to the tips of her fingers. It was better than food, better than prayer, better than anything she had ever known. She was alive, invincible, the mesh fused to her body and glowing with stolen power.

She turned, still on all fours, and looked at the next in line.

“Who’s next?” she purred, voice a smoky dare.

The boys answered as one. In a blur of movement and hunger, they converged on her, each desperate to take his turn, to see if the rumors of the world’s oldest sin were as sweet as advertised.

Eve smiled. She was just getting started.

***

She didn’t wait for the blond to make a move. Eve rose from the carpet, the mesh still humming with residual heat, and in one smooth, predatory motion she crossed the room and shoved him back onto the couch. He landed amid a tangle of cushions and empty beer bottles, eyes wide and dazed, his hard-on straining the waistband of his gym shorts.

She climbed onto him, knees bracketing his hips, the mesh hissing where it slid over his skin. His hands fluttered in the air, unsure where to touch, but she solved that for him—grabbed his wrists, pinned them to the armrest, and leaned in until their faces were inches apart.

“Breed me thoroughly, you eager stud,” she said. The words landed like a challenge, a verdict. His jaw dropped, but he nodded, desperate and grateful all at once.

She released his wrists and stripped his shorts down, freeing his cock—a little smaller than Ben’s but standing so tall and furious that it quivered in the open air. She spat in her hand, stroked him once, then lined him up with her pussy. The tip bumped the slick, parted lips, and she pressed down, taking him inch by inch, feeling the delicious stretch as her body welcomed him in.

The mesh constricted her breasts, tightening around the curves so hard it was almost painful. Her nipples throbbed against the links, each bounce and grind amplifying the sensation until she was sure the whole room could see the electricity in her skin.

The blond—Tyler, she remembered—gripped her thighs, fingers leaving white crescents in her flesh. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh my god,” he babbled, voice rising to a whine as she sank all the way onto him. His cock hit her so deep she gasped, the mesh transmitting every pulse and twitch to her core.

She rocked her hips, slow at first, letting him feel the full weight of her, the grip of her cunt milking him with every move. She stared into his face, watched his eyes roll back, his lips part in a helpless moan. Sweat beaded his brow, ran in rivers down his temples.

“Faster,” he begged. “Please—fuck—ride me, ride me—”

She obliged, building the rhythm to a savage, hungry grind. The couch squeaked and rocked under their bodies, the sound adding to the symphony of wet slaps and ragged gasps. Eve could feel the previous load of cum inside her, hot and thick, now mixing with her own slick and lubricating every glide.

The mesh vibrated, every thrust turning it into a living engine. She felt the voice in her mind, jubilant, almost singing:

Take all of him. Make him yours. Fill your womb with their seed.

She was close—closer than she’d ever been. The pressure in her belly was a live wire, and the heat in her pussy threatened to burn her up from the inside out. She clawed at her own tits, pulled the mesh tight, pinched her nipples until the pain made her yelp. Tyler’s hands moved up to her ass, squeezing and spreading her, helping her slam down harder on his cock.

“Gonna cum,” he choked out. “Gonna—fuck—”

“Do it,” she snarled, eyes boring into his. “Pump it into me. Show me what a real man can do.”

He bucked, spasmed, and came. She felt the flood of him, the hot jets splattering against her inner walls, mixing with Ben’s, leaking out around the mesh and onto his thighs. Tyler’s whole body locked up, his toes curled, his head slammed back against the couch.

She ground on him, squeezing every drop, refusing to let him go until she’d wrung him dry.

The orgasm hit her at the same moment, a tsunami of sensation that blanked her mind and left her gasping for air. She dug her nails into his chest, rode out the aftershocks, and finally slumped forward, her sweat-soaked hair falling over his face.

For a second, the world narrowed to a point—the sound of the TV, the burn of the mesh on her nipples, the taste of her own spit on her lips. She was more alive than she’d ever been, more real, her body a furnace fueled by the essence of the men beneath her.

She rolled off Tyler, watched him collapse into the cushions, his chest rising and falling with the shallow breaths of the completely ruined.

Her skin glowed, lit from within. The mesh was hot now, almost burning, but she relished it. She turned to the others, the last three boys, and beckoned with a curl of her finger.

“Next,” she said. Her voice was velvet, with the edge of a razor.

Matt and Brock exchanged a look, a brief moment of debate, then both surged forward, jockeying for position.

Eve licked her lips and smiled.

The night was young, and she was still hungry.

***

The smell of sex was thick now, so heavy it felt like a physical thing. Sweat beaded on the boys’ brows, ran in greasy lines down Eve’s sides, mixed with the tart tang of old beer and a wild, animal saltiness that she could taste on her tongue. The carpet was slick under her knees, each thread darkened by the fluids that had soaked into it.

The third brother—Brock, she thought, or maybe Matt, but the names hardly mattered—had broad shoulders and a head of dark curls that gleamed in the lamplight. He watched her with a hunger that was almost fearful, as if he’d seen what the mesh had done to the others and wanted it anyway, needed it with a compulsion that went deeper than lust.

She crooked her finger at him, and he obeyed, dropping to his knees in front of her. For a second, he just looked—at her face, at the way the mesh dug into her breasts, at the glistening, swollen lips of her pussy. Then he reached out, trembling, and ran his hand up her thigh. The touch was hesitant, almost reverent.

Eve let him explore, let his hands roam up to her ass, over her belly, to the silver-caged breasts that strained toward him with every breath. She raked her nails through his curls, tugged his head down, and kissed him. His tongue was hungry, desperate, and she could taste the beer and sweat and some animal flavor that belonged only to him.

Without breaking the kiss, she slid her hands down his back, then pushed him gently, guiding him to the carpet. She followed, straddling his hips, the mesh pressing into his bare skin and leaving little grid-marks where the metal bit. She could feel his cock, hard and hot, sandwiched between their bodies.

She broke the kiss, looked him in the eye. “You want to fuck me?” she asked, letting the words burn a hole in the air between them.

He nodded, throat working. “Please,” he whispered, as if asking a favor from God.

Eve rolled onto her back, spread her legs wide, and hooked her ankles behind his waist. “Then do it. Now. I want you to fill me until I can’t take any more.”

He fumbled his cock into her, and the mesh flexed around her pussy, framing the lips and clit with steel before yielding to the pressure. He slid inside—deep, so deep she gasped—and the pleasure was instant, white-hot, spreading through her like wildfire.

“Fuck,” she hissed, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Thrust deeper into this hungry pussy.” She raked her nails down his back, leaving red trails. “Give me everything.”

He pumped into her, slow at first, savoring the feel, then faster as the urge overtook him. Eve’s hips rose to meet him, the mesh amplifying every movement, every friction between their bodies. She could feel the two loads already inside her, mixing with her own slick, creating a heat and wetness that left her dizzy.

He looked down at her, eyes wild, and she saw something there—a tangle of desire and fear, a need to be destroyed, to be used up and emptied. She pulled his face down to hers, kissed him hard, bit his lower lip until he yelped.

“Your seed belongs to me now,” she whispered into his mouth. “Pump it all into my fertile womb. Make me overflow with your hot cum.”

He shuddered, the words robbing him of whatever self-control he’d clung to. His thrusts became erratic, desperate. The mesh glowed where it touched her skin, beads of sweat running down her cleavage, pooling in the valley between her breasts. She could feel her own orgasm coming—slow, building, a tidal surge that would not be stopped.

She rocked her hips, used her cunt to milk his cock with every plunge. The mesh tightened, pulling at her clit until the pain and pleasure blurred together. She was so close, so full, so ready to explode.

He cried out, then. The sound was raw, a sob of surrender. She felt his cock spasm, felt the rush of cum as he emptied himself inside her. The sensation triggered her own climax—a violent, shuddering release that left her shaking, nails digging into his back as she rode the aftershocks.

She held him there, still buried inside her, until he slumped, boneless, onto her chest.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. The only sound was their panting, the slap of TV static in the background, and the low, pulsing thrum of the mesh as it siphoned the last dregs of energy from his spent body.

She stroked his hair, gentle now, almost tender. “Good boy,” she said, and he whimpered, face pressed to her breast.

She let him slide out, the mess of seed leaking down her thighs, pooling under her ass. She lay back on the carpet, arms outstretched, feeling the heat and the power coursing through her. The mesh was almost molten, fused to her skin, alive with the essence of three men.

She turned her head, met the eyes of the last two brothers. They stared, slack-jawed, both their cocks jutting from their shorts, leaking with the promise of what would come next.

Eve smiled, lazy and satisfied.

“Come here, boys,” she said, “and show me what you’ve got.”

The night was not over. She was nowhere near full.

***

The two remaining boys—Chris and Matt, she finally placed them—stood side by side, their faces a study in want and worship. They stared at Eve as if she were some goddess conjured up from the wettest depths of their collective fantasy, and for a moment, she enjoyed the silent, quivering tension in their bodies.

She knelt on the ruined carpet, the mesh painted on her skin, every link alive with color and heat. She cupped her breasts, squeezed them together through the silver netting, and looked up at the boys with a sly, mocking smile.

“Come here,” she said, her voice a low purr. “Both of you.”

They approached in tandem, hands working their cocks with urgent, practiced strokes. Neither said a word. They just watched her, transfixed, as she pressed her tits together, arched her back, and let the mesh frame her cleavage like a sacred relic.

She flicked her tongue out, wetting her lips, and ran her hand down to her pussy, slipping two fingers between the parted lips. The mess from the other three brothers was still there—hot, viscous, dripping from her to the carpet below. She scooped some of it up, brought her fingers to her mouth, and sucked them clean with obscene delight.

Chris groaned, the sound sharp and desperate. Matt’s knees wobbled, as if he might collapse from the effort of restraint.

“Jerk it for me,” Eve commanded, voice steel now, “and don’t you dare cum until I say so.”

They obeyed, hands a blur, cocks flushed and leaking. Eve fondled her breasts, pinched her nipples, and stroked her clit in time with their pumping. She locked eyes with each in turn, watching the fear and adoration and wild, reckless hunger in their gaze.

“Yeah, that’s it,” she said, teasing her own pussy. “You want to paint these tits? You want to see your cum drip down my body? Do it. Make me filthy.”

Chris was first—he grunted, teeth clenched, and the first spurt arced out, splattering across Eve’s chest and the chrome mesh. It beaded and ran in little rivers, glistening under the lamplight. She moaned, rolled her tits in her hands, and watched the next shot paint her collarbone, her neck, her chin.

Matt followed seconds later, whimpering as his own cum mixed with Chris’s, both of them panting and shuddering as they covered her in thick, hot streaks.

The mesh drank it in—she could feel the energy, the raw, chemical potency, as it soaked into her skin. Every drop sent a new thrill through her, lighting up her body with a feverish, electric glow. She squeezed her tits, let the mess run down her cleavage, then sucked the residue from her own fingers.

The boys sagged, knees hitting the floor, heads bowed. Chris collapsed onto the carpet, barely breathing. Matt tried to crawl to her, but his arms gave out, and he slumped at her feet.

Eve looked down at her body—shining, radiant, every inch of her lit up by the essence of five men. The mesh glowed brighter than ever, its colors swirling and shifting like a living thing. She felt full, so full she could barely breathe, but it was a perfect, holy fullness that left her high and floating.

She stood, towering over the spent bodies, and ran her hands over her chest, her belly, her hips. She felt invincible, untouchable, alive in a way that no one on earth could ever rival.

She caught her reflection in the TV screen—naked but for the mesh, a creature of pure desire and hunger—and smiled.

The feast was over. The world would never be the same.

***

It took a long time for the room to go still. First the ragged panting, then the shivers, then the occasional whimper as the boys came down from whatever high the mesh had delivered. Finally, there was nothing but the slap of the TV, the hum of the old refrigerator in the kitchen, and Eve’s own slow, steady breathing.

She stood in the center of it all, legs braced, shoulders back, every inch of her glistening with sweat and seed and the iridescent shimmer of the chrome mesh. Her heart hammered in her chest, but it wasn’t fear—not anymore. It was the throb of victory, the blood-deep certainty that she was more alive than she’d ever been, that the world would bend to her, reshape itself in the heat of her hunger.

She looked down at her body and watched as the mesh, glutted with cum and sweat and the chemical power of so many orgasms, began to sink into her skin. It didn’t dissolve or break apart; it merged, the links softening at the edges, the shifting colors bleeding into the lines and hollows of her flesh. It left her marked, etched in delicate silver lattice from her collarbone to her hips, her breasts cupped and framed by the mesh’s memory.

The skin beneath the metal glowed—subtly at first, then brighter, the kind of light that came from within, as if she’d swallowed the moon and it was shining through her pores. She ran her hand over her stomach, up to her chest, and felt the hum of energy under her palm. Her cunt still leaked, but the mess was warm, almost sweet, and her clit throbbed with the promise of pleasure that would never, ever fade.

The voice in her head was satisfied now, not screaming but purring, a low, contented rumble:

More eyes. More seed. They are nothing but vessels for your endless pleasure.

She believed it.

Eve bent to pick up her mac coat, shook out the creases, and pulled it over her radiant body. The fabric clung to her in a new way, sliding over the lattice on her skin, catching at the points where the metal shone brightest. She cinched the belt, tied it tight, and looked at herself in the greasy black of the TV screen—smeared mascara, wild hair, the faint halo of light around her head.

She looked like a queen, a monster, a thing built only for pleasure.

She smiled, slow and wicked.

Around her, the five brothers were sprawled in artful disarray—one on the couch, one against the wall, the others on the carpet, limp and utterly spent. Their bodies looked smaller now, hollowed out, but their faces were peaceful, each one wearing a faint, idiotic smile. She wondered if they’d remember any of it, or if they’d wake with only a story about the night an angel or a devil came to their door.

She stepped over them, careful not to touch, and moved through the wreckage of the house. The smell of sex trailed after her, but under it was something new: the metallic tang of her own power, the ozone sweetness of what she’d become.

Outside, the night air was shockingly cold against her skin, but the mesh kept her warm, a furnace banked in her belly. She stood on the porch, breathed in the silence, and felt the entire world take a breath with her.

The crickets sang louder now, as if they knew a new order was at hand.

Eve walked down the steps, into the yard littered with beer cans and confetti. The grass was wet with dew, and her bare legs prickled with goosebumps, but she didn’t mind. She moved with a sway in her hips, a confidence she’d never felt before, as if the town itself were a feast laid out just for her.

She looked back only once, at the windows of the house, the dull blue rectangles reflecting nothing but night.

She licked her lips, tasted the salt and steel of what she’d done.

She would never go hungry again.


Epilogue

The first wife to arrive was always Marlene. She swept in with a queen’s certainty, navy blue floral print so bold it nearly hissed at the soft white of Eve’s parlor. Her hair—helmeted, implacable, unmoved by weather or time—preceded her into every room. “Evelyn, darling, you look so fresh. Did you repaint in here?” She air-kissed both of Eve’s cheeks, then glided straight to the armchair she’d claimed years ago as her own.

The next minutes brought the rest: Rita, all jangling bracelets and citrus perfume, carrying a tray of “healthy” gluten-free scones she would spend the next hour self-deprecating, and Joy, who wore powder blue like a nun and somehow always looked as though she’d just been startled from prayer. Sue and Maureen came last, Sue’s laugh already bubbling up the walk, Maureen trailing behind in a demure print, her gaze flicking around as if waiting for a trap. Each woman entered in a burst of perfume and pattern, each absorbed into the choreography of hellos and hugs and the unspoken audit of who wore what and who might be winning or losing at the game of being seen.

Eve stood at the center of it all, her own dress carefully chosen for invisibility: knee-length, pale, the print so faint it dissolved under bright light. But today nothing could disguise her. She was vibrant—skin glowing with the afterburn of the mesh, green eyes bright as glass. The only thing that didn’t match was her smile, which stayed a careful half-step behind her mood, as if she were a woman playing the part of herself from memory.

They settled in, knees primly crossed, cookie plates perched on their thighs, and watched as Eve circled the room with a china teapot and the sweetness of a woman desperate to be liked. She poured with both hands, fingers steady, wrists poised just so. The steam rose from the cups in fragrant curls, a subtle competition with the women’s perfumes.

“Thank you, Evelyn.” Marlene always used her full name, an old trick to keep the upper hand.

“Of course, Marlene. Lemon?”

“Just a twist.”

Rita, never able to let a silence breathe, started in immediately: “Did anyone see the news last night? The hospital parking lot was full—full, I tell you!—with men. They said they’d never had so many ambulances, not even during the gas leak at St. Agnes.”

Joy, voice soft but perfectly pitched, added, “They called it an epidemic on the radio. Some kind of virus. I heard—” Here she lowered her voice, leaning forward so the others would too, “—it’s only affecting men.”

Sue, who lived for exactly this kind of moment, cackled. “As if they weren’t already a pandemic.”

A wave of giggles, Rita the loudest. Eve smiled, poured, and placed her own cup on the table, aligning it precisely with the pattern of the doily underneath.

Maureen, always the observer, cocked her head. “You’re awfully quiet, Eve.”

Eve shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s just the flu.” She ran her fingers over the buttons of her blouse, feeling the slight heat of the mesh beneath, the way it pulsed with her own private energy. She felt beautiful, unbreakable, as if she could have carried the whole room on her back. Instead, she took a careful sip of tea.

Marlene’s eyes were sharp, never missing a beat. “Adam hasn’t been ill, has he?” Her tone was gentle, but the intention was clear: an opening, a test.

Eve smiled. “He’s… tired, but not sick. He actually slept through breakfast.”

“A miracle,” Rita muttered, and the others laughed.

Joy looked troubled. “My Harold is the same. Could barely make it down the stairs this morning. And he was so hungry last night, but nothing I cooked was enough. I had to send him back to bed with a glass of juice.”

Sue, piling three cookies onto her saucer, said, “Brian fell asleep at the wheel of the mower. Our back yard looks like someone ran a combine through a corn maze.” She snorted. “Not that he ever mowed straight before, but this is next-level.”

Marlene, not to be outdone in the drama stakes, leaned back and draped an arm across the chair. “Doctor says it’s some kind of virus. But I think he just wants to sound smarter than the rest of us. If you ask me, it’s those boosters. All these years they said it was fine, now—” She shrugged, but her face said she hoped to be proven right.

Maureen’s turn: “My Bob hasn’t left the recliner since Tuesday. At this rate I’ll have to wheel him to work on a dolly.”

More laughter, even Joy this time.

Eve listened, her smile never faltering, fingers occasionally grazing the fabric above her chest. She could feel the mesh move against her skin—a faint, liquid shimmer that made her want to laugh or scream or both. The sensation was so pleasurable it was hard not to arch her back or let her head roll back in ecstasy. But she held her composure, drank in the other wives’ exhaustion and fear, and let herself glow quietly in the middle of it.

The wives nibbled cookies, refilled each other’s tea, and drifted into gossip: the city council, the price of gas, the scandal at St. Paul’s (the organist had been caught in the rectory with a choirboy, but as Maureen pointed out, “at least it wasn’t the pastor for once”). Sue shared a story about her son’s teacher, whose dress code violation had become the talk of the soccer field. Rita complained about the price of gluten-free bread. Marlene told a viciously subtle story about her neighbor’s “cosmetic procedures.”

All the while, Eve moved among them, attentive but not subservient, radiant and self-possessed. When she caught her reflection in the glass of the hutch—blurred by the sun and the filigree of lace curtains—she almost didn’t recognize herself. Her face was younger, sharper; her eyes had the hungry brightness of a woman in love or in danger. She touched her cheek, and the other women looked up.

“You’ve lost weight,” Joy said, not unkindly, but with the envy of someone who had not.

“I have,” Eve said. “New routine. It seems to suit me.”

Rita, licking a crumb from her lip, leaned in. “Well, whatever you’re doing, it’s working. You have that—” She searched for the word, hands flapping. “Glow.”

Sue snorted, “Maybe it’s not the virus. Maybe it’s love.” She waggled her eyebrows, and even Marlene deigned to smile.

Eve felt a flush rise up her neck, but it wasn’t embarrassment. It was the memory of the night before—of the frat house, of the mesh, of the chorus of spent, ruined boys. She swallowed, and the heat pooled between her thighs.

They went back to their cookies. But the wives kept stealing glances at her, as if trying to figure out what exactly had changed.

Near the end of the hour, Marlene cut a fresh slice of lemon and stirred it into her tea, watching the swirl of yellow bloom through the glass. “Maybe you should bottle that routine, Eve. Sell it at the pharmacy. Lord knows, we all need something to keep us upright these days.”

“Lord knows,” Joy repeated, with a little smile.

Eve just nodded, feeling the mesh’s gentle squeeze against her ribs, the low hum of hunger and delight that never quite left her.

The women lingered, not wanting to return to the sickbeds and sad little dramas of their own homes. They asked about the garden, about the new paint color in the kitchen, about whether Eve had any good TV recommendations (“Nothing with dying men, please,” Rita insisted, “I get enough of that at home.”). She answered each in turn, careful to seem the same as always, careful not to let her new strength leak out too fast.

But she saw the way their eyes darted to her hands, her skin, her smile. She could sense the building curiosity, the small jealousies, the first, faint whiff of wanting. The mesh buzzed, a second heartbeat under her own.

As the sun shifted and the tea went cold, the conversation turned one last time to the men.

“I just want things to go back to normal,” Maureen said, arranging the cookie crumbs on her plate into a tidy pattern.

Marlene sniffed. “If they ever were.”

Joy bowed her head for a moment, murmured something about patience and faith.

Eve listened, her secret smile hidden behind the rim of her cup.

She was content to let them wonder. For now.

***

The wives lingered after the last cup of tea, reluctant to return to the empty echo of their houses. Rita insisted on helping Eve clear the dishes, but mostly stood in the kitchen doorway, recounting the latest drama about her daughter’s soccer coach and making herself a third scone. Marlene, arms folded, dictated the logistics of next month’s meeting. Joy and Sue bickered good-naturedly over a Tupperware container, while Maureen busied herself stacking the floral plates into precise towers.

Eve let herself float through the choreography, pulse still thrumming with the memory of her last conquest. Her body felt lighter than air, the mesh beneath her blouse radiating warmth that bordered on sexual. Every breath was a reminder; every brush of fabric, a caress.

She was wiping the counter when she felt a presence at her elbow. She turned, and there was Amy—young, redheaded, the new wife in the block. She was stunning in a way that made the other women self-conscious: high, sharp cheekbones, eyes blue as a gas flame, a riot of freckles scattered across her collarbones and chest. She wore a sundress the color of strawberries and the nervousness of someone who expected to be sent home for a dress code violation.

Eve gave her a soft smile. “You’re a brave soul, Amy, braving this den of lions.”

Amy blushed—her skin went from white to scarlet in the space of a heartbeat. “Honestly, I’m just hoping someone will show me how to fold a napkin into a swan by the end of the year.” Her voice was quick, bright, with a lilt that said she hadn’t quite shaken her out-of-state roots.

Eve started to reach for a dishcloth, but Amy was already there, hand moving to brush an imaginary crumb from Eve’s shoulder. “Your strap is showing,” she said, voice so low it was barely a whisper.

Eve’s heart skipped. She looked down: the edge of the mesh bra had slid up, a crescent of metallic color winking out above her blouse, luminous and unmistakable in the late-afternoon sun.

Before Eve could fix it, Amy did—her hand deft, the touch feather-light. Her fingers grazed the mesh, then the bare skin of Eve’s collarbone.

For an instant, the room shrank to nothing but that contact. The mesh responded, flaring beneath Eve’s skin with a hot, electric shudder. Eve felt it surge upward, into her throat, out into Amy’s hand.

Amy jerked her fingers back, then froze. Her breath caught. She looked at her own hand, then at Eve’s face.

Eve smiled, but softer now, like a wolf baring fangs under a mask of affection.

Amy tried to cover the moment with a little laugh, but her eyes were wild. “Wow. Static, I guess.”

“Must be,” Eve said.

But Amy didn’t move away. Instead, she leaned closer—just an inch, but it was everything. “Is it real?” she asked, so quietly it was almost a thought.

Eve let her eyes meet Amy’s, held them there. “It’s as real as you want it to be.”

Behind them, the wives argued about lemon bars and microplastics and whether you could use vinegar on wood. Amy stood perfectly still, breathing in shallow, hungry sips. A thin sheen of sweat stood out on her upper lip. Her tongue darted out, flicked at the corner of her mouth. The edge of Eve’s mesh bra glimmered, a ghostly oil-slick, and Amy’s gaze fell to it again.

Eve leaned close—close enough for the faint citrus tang of Amy’s perfume to mix with her own. She dipped her chin, just enough so her lips brushed the shell of Amy’s ear. “Careful,” she whispered. “It’s contagious.”

Amy’s breath came out in a rush. She swallowed, looked away, then back. “What is?”

Eve ran a finger over the spot where Amy’s hand had touched, the sensation still crackling up her arm. “The feeling. Once you have it, you’ll do anything to keep it.”

Amy said nothing. But her pupils were blown wide, and the blush had crept down her neck, over the little hollow at the base of her throat. She reached up, almost unconsciously, and traced her own collarbone with shaking fingers.

“You’re different,” Amy said, and her voice was full of awe and envy and something darker, something that wanted to be devoured.

Eve stepped back, just enough to break the spell, and resumed wiping the counter with slow, deliberate motions. “Different is overrated,” she said, but she said it like a joke, and Amy laughed, a little too loudly.

The other wives glanced over at the noise. Marlene arched an eyebrow, already recalibrating the social pecking order.

Amy retreated to the sink, fussed with the soap, stared at the window above the basin as if she might see her old self still out on the lawn.

When the wives gathered their purses and drifted out, Amy lingered by the door, hesitating.

Eve met her gaze, let the pause stretch. “Next month?” she said.

Amy nodded. “Next month.”

After they’d gone, Eve walked back through the empty house, her body still humming from the jolt of contact. She stripped off her blouse, then the mesh bra, and stood in the living room, naked to the last beam of dying sunlight.

Her skin glowed, every nerve ending alive, every inch of her marked with the memory of Amy’s touch.

She smiled, slow and savage, and closed her eyes.

The world was already hers.
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