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Two in the morning and my legs won't stop.

I lie on my back, Tom breathing deep beside me, and try to stay still. The sensation creeps up from my calves, a restless crawling that makes me want to kick the sheets off. I flex my feet. Roll my ankles. It doesn't help. The feeling builds, insistent, like something under my skin demanding I move.

I count Tom's breaths. Twelve. Fifteen. Twenty.

My right leg twitches.

Tom shifts but doesn't wake. He never does. Twenty years of marriage and the man sleeps like he's been sedated. I used to envy that. Now I just lie here in the dark, waiting for my body to cooperate, and listen to him breathe.

This has been happening for weeks. Not every night, but enough. Enough that I'm exhausted during the day, snapping at the woman who asks if I'm volunteering for the church bake sale, forgetting to return calls. My friend Lisa asked if I was feeling okay last Tuesday. I lied and said I was fine.

I'm forty-five years old. I have a husband who loves me in his steady, unexciting way. Two kids I'm proud of. Ethan's doing well at state university, business major, probably going to graduate with honors. Lily's thriving at her liberal arts college, calling me every Sunday to talk about her classes and her roommate drama. The house is clean. The bills are paid. My life is exactly what I built it to be.

And I can't fucking sleep.

My left leg jerks. I grit my teeth and slide out from under the covers, careful not to jostle the mattress. Tom doesn't stir. I stand beside the bed for a moment, my bare feet on the cool hardwood, and wait to see if the feeling will fade. It doesn't. My calves itch from the inside. I need to move.

The kitchen is dark except for the microwave clock. 2:14 AM. I pace from the counter to the table, arms wrapped around myself, trying to walk it off. My thighs are soft under my pajama pants. My breasts shift under the loose t-shirt I sleep in. I'm curvy, always have been, and I've kept myself in decent shape, but I'm not twenty anymore. The body I have now is the body of a woman who's had two kids and stopped worrying so much about her appearance.

Tom doesn't complain. We have sex once, maybe twice a week. It's fine. Good, even. He touches me like he's grateful I'm still interested, and I touch him back because I love him and because it feels nice. Nothing urgent. Nothing that keeps me awake at night wanting more.

Except now I'm awake anyway, and it has nothing to do with wanting.

I walk circles around the kitchen island. Six laps. Ten. The crawling feeling eases, just a little, enough that I think maybe I can go back to bed. I pour myself a glass of water and drink it standing at the sink, looking out at the dark yard. The neighbor's porch light is on. Everything else is still.

This is ridiculous. I'm too young to feel this old, too tired to function, too frustrated with my own body to think straight. I need to call the doctor. I need to figure out what the hell is wrong with me.

I set the glass down and head back to the bedroom. Tom hasn't moved. I slide under the covers, careful again, and lie on my side facing away from him. My legs feel calmer now. Heavy. The pacing helped.

I close my eyes.

The sensation starts again. Faint, but building. My right calf twitches. Then my left. I want to scream. Instead, I breathe through my nose and count backward from one hundred.

Somewhere around seventy, I give up. I get out of bed again. Tom murmurs something in his sleep, rolls over, keeps breathing. I grab my phone from the nightstand and go back to the kitchen.

Google tells me I might have restless legs syndrome. Or a magnesium deficiency. Or anxiety. Or early menopause. The internet is useless. I set the phone down and pace some more.

The sky outside starts to lighten. Gray at first, then pale blue creeping in at the edges. I've been awake for four hours. My body feels wired and exhausted at the same time, my legs finally settling now that morning is here.

I hear the shower turn on upstairs. Tom's awake. I put the coffee on and lean against the counter, rubbing my eyes.

"Morning," he says when he comes down, hair damp, already dressed for work in his polo shirt and khakis. He kisses the top of my head. "You're up early."

"Couldn't sleep," I say.

He pours himself a cup of coffee, adds cream, stirs. "You've been having trouble lately. Maybe you should see someone about it."

"I'm calling the doctor today."

"Good." He smiles at me, that easy, distracted smile he has before work. "I'm sure it's nothing. Probably just stress."

He finishes his coffee, kisses me again, and leaves. The garage door rumbles open and closed. I stand in the quiet kitchen, the morning light spilling across the floor, and realize I'm finally tired enough to sleep.

But I won't. I have errands to run, things to do. I'm Maggie Hayes. I'm organized. Responsible. I don't fall apart just because I'm not sleeping well.

I shower. Get dressed. Make myself presentable. Call Dr. Reeves' office and schedule an appointment for this afternoon.

Dr. Reeves' office smells like antiseptic and old magazines. I sit in the waiting room flipping through a year-old issue of Better Homes and Gardens, not reading a word. The receptionist called my name ten minutes ago. Now I'm in exam room three, paper crinkling under my ass every time I shift on the table.

The door opens. Dr. Reeves comes in with his tablet and that calm, professional smile he always has. He's fifty-something, gray hair with some darker streaks still holding on, lean build like he runs or bikes on weekends. He's been my doctor for eight years. I trust him.

"Maggie," he says, sitting on the rolling stool. "I saw in your chart you're having trouble sleeping. Tell me what's going on."

I describe it. The sensations in my legs at night. The crawling, itching feeling that won't let me rest. How I have to get up and pace to make it stop. How it's been happening for weeks now, getting worse.

"How often?" he asks, typing notes.

"Four, five nights a week. Sometimes more."

"And when you move around, walk it off, does that help?"

"For a little while. Then it comes back as soon as I lie down."

He nods, asks more questions. How long have the symptoms been happening. Whether it affects me during the day. If I've noticed any patterns. I answer everything, feeling the exhaustion settle into my bones as I talk about it.

"It sounds like restless legs syndrome," he says. "RLS. It's pretty common, especially in women your age. The good news is it's very treatable."

"What causes it?"

"We're not entirely sure. Could be related to iron levels, dopamine function in the brain, sometimes it just happens. But we can manage it with medication."

He explains the prescription. Pramipexole, a dopamine agonist. It helps regulate the signals in the brain that control movement. Low dose to start, point two five milligrams before bed. Most people respond well.

"Side effects?" I ask.

"Some people get mild nausea the first few days. Maybe dizziness. Nothing serious. If you have any issues, just give us a call and we can adjust."

"That's it?"

"That's it. It's well-tolerated. You should notice improvement within a few days."

I feel the relief wash over me. Something fixable. Something simple. A pill before bed and I can sleep again.

"Any questions?" he asks.

I shake my head. "No. Thank you."

He prints the prescription, hands it to me, makes a note to follow up in three months. We shake hands. He leaves. I sit there for a moment on the exam table, holding the paper, feeling like I can finally breathe.

The mirror on the wall catches my reflection as I stand. I look tired. Dark circles under my green eyes, hair falling loose around my shoulders. I'm wearing jeans and a fitted sweater, nothing special. My body fills the clothes the way it always does. Curvy hips. Full breasts that still have shape even after two kids. I'm not trying to impress anyone. I stopped worrying about that years ago.

But I look worn down. Older than forty-five. I need sleep.

I grab my purse and head to the checkout desk. The receptionist schedules my follow-up for three months out, hands me the appointment card. I thank her and walk out to the parking lot.

The pharmacy is two blocks away. I drive there on autopilot, pull into the lot, go inside. The fluorescent lights are too bright. I hand the prescription to the tech at the counter.

"Fifteen minutes," she says.

I wander the aisles while I wait. Shampoo. Vitamins. Greeting cards. My phone buzzes. A text from Tom.

"How did it go?"

"Good. Got a prescription. Should help."

"That's great. See you tonight. Love you."

"Love you too."

I put the phone away. Stand in the aisle staring at rows of pain relievers I don't need. My legs feel fine right now. Normal. It's only at night that they betray me.

"Maggie Hayes?" the pharmacist calls.

I go back to the counter.

Tom is making dinner when I get home. Chicken breasts in a pan, vegetables steaming on the stove. He's still in his work clothes, sleeves rolled up, moving around the kitchen with the efficiency of someone who's done this a thousand times.

"Hey," he says, glancing over his shoulder. "How'd it go?"

I set my purse on the counter, pull the pharmacy bag out. "Good. He says it's restless legs syndrome. Gave me a prescription."

"That's a relief. I was worried it might be something serious."

"It's not. Just annoying."

He plates the chicken, adds the vegetables, brings both dishes to the table. We sit across from each other like we always do. He asks about the medication. I tell him it's a dopamine something or other, low dose, supposed to help within a few days.

"That's great," he says, cutting into his chicken. "You need the sleep. You've been exhausted."

"I know."

We eat for a while in comfortable silence. The chicken is dry but I don't say anything. Tom tries. He always tries. I appreciate that about him.

"How was work?" I ask.

He launches into a story about his boss, some issue with a shipment delay, a client who's being difficult. I listen and nod in the right places. He's a mid-level manager at a logistics company. The job pays well enough but it drains him. He comes home tired every night, collapses on the couch with a beer, watches whatever game is on.

We've been married twenty years. I know his patterns. He knows mine.

"What about you?" he asks. "What did you do today?"

"Laundry. Groceries. The usual."

"Lisa call you back about the fundraiser?"

"Not yet. I'll follow up tomorrow."

He nods, finishes his chicken, takes a long drink of water. "I'm beat. Early meeting tomorrow."

"Go relax. I'll clean up."

He stands, comes around the table, kisses the top of my head. His lips are warm and familiar. "Thanks, babe. Love you."

"Love you too."

He goes to the living room. I hear the TV click on, the low murmur of sports commentary. I clear the plates, load the dishwasher, wipe down the counter. The kitchen smells like lemon cleaner and cooked chicken. I stand at the sink for a moment, looking out at the dark yard, feeling the weight of the day settle into my shoulders.

This is my life. Comfortable. Predictable. Safe.

I finish cleaning and join Tom on the couch. He's half-asleep already, eyes drooping as he watches men in uniforms run across a field. I curl up beside him. He drapes an arm over my shoulder without looking away from the screen.

"You okay?" he asks.

"Yeah. Just tired."

"You'll sleep better tonight."

I hope he's right.

We sit there until the game ends. He turns off the TV, stretches, yawns. "Bed?"

"Yeah."

We go through our routine. He brushes his teeth while I wash my face. I brush my teeth while he changes into his boxers and t-shirt. We move around each other in the bathroom like dancers who've memorized the steps.

In the bedroom, I pull out the pill bottle. The label says to take one tablet by mouth at bedtime. I pop the small white pill into my palm, swallow it with water from the glass on my nightstand.

Tom is already under the covers, lying on his back, eyes closed. "Night, Maggie."

"Night."

I turn off the lamp and slide in beside him. The room goes dark except for the faint glow of the alarm clock. Tom's breathing slows almost immediately. Within minutes, he's asleep.

I lie there on my back, hands folded over my stomach, waiting. My legs feel fine. No crawling sensation. No restless energy. Maybe the pill is already working. Maybe just knowing I took it is enough to relax me.

I close my eyes. Listen to Tom breathe. Count the seconds between each inhale and exhale.

The house is quiet. The neighbors' dog barks once in the distance, then stops. A car drives past on the street outside. Everything is still.

I think about Ethan at college. Lily at her university. Both of them doing well, living their own lives now. The house feels too big without them. Too empty. Tom and I rattle around in it, two people who used to orbit around their kids, now just orbiting each other.

We still have sex. Once a week, sometimes twice if he's not too tired. It's fine. He touches me and I touch him back. We know what works. No surprises. No urgency. Just the comfortable intimacy of two people who've been together long enough that it doesn't need to be exciting anymore.

I'm okay with that. I think I'm okay with that.

My legs twitch. Just once. A faint flutter in my right calf. I tense, waiting for the crawling feeling to start.

It doesn't. The sensation fades. My leg goes still.

I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding. Maybe the medication really is working. Maybe tonight I'll finally sleep.

Tom shifts beside me, rolls onto his side facing away. The blanket pulls tight across my chest. I adjust it, settle back down.

Sleep feels close now. Soft around the edges. My body grows heavy against the mattress. My thoughts start to drift.

I close my eyes.
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The light is gray through the curtains. Tom breathes slow and even beside me. My fingers are already moving, circling, pressing. I don't remember starting. The warmth spreading through my pelvis feels thick and urgent, different from anything I've felt in years.

I hold still. Listen to Tom's breath. My clit pulses under my fingertips.

Maybe this is what rested feels like. My legs stayed quiet all night. I slept six solid hours for the first time in weeks. My body finally has energy again, finally feels alive instead of exhausted and twitchy.

I slide my hand away and roll onto my side. The sheets brush against my nipples. They're hard, sensitive, aching. I press my thighs together. The friction makes me bite my lip.

Tom shifts. I freeze. He mumbles something, rolls over, keeps sleeping.

I wait until his breathing evens out again, then slip out of bed and pad to the bathroom. My bare feet are cold on the tile. I close the door softly, turn on the shower, peel off my t-shirt and underwear. The mirror shows me flushed cheeks, messy hair, full breasts with tight pink nipples. I look like I've already been fucked.

The water hits my skin and I gasp. It feels like hands, warm and insistent, running over my shoulders, my back, my ass. I step under the spray and tilt my head back. Water streams over my tits. I cup them, squeeze, roll my nipples between my fingers. A low moan slips out.

I haven't touched myself in the shower in years. Maybe a decade. But my hand drops between my legs without thinking. My pussy is slick, swollen, so wet the water can't wash it away. I spread my lips and find my clit. The first touch makes my knees buckle.

"Fuck."

I brace one hand against the tile and work myself with the other. My fingers move fast, rough, chasing something I can't name. The pressure builds in my core, tightening, spreading. I'm panting, water streaming into my mouth. My hips rock forward into my hand.

I come hard, gasping, legs shaking. My cunt clenches around nothing. The orgasm rolls through me in waves, longer and deeper than I expect. I keep rubbing, dragging it out, until the sensation turns sharp and I have to stop.

I lean against the wall, catching my breath. Steam fills the small space. My heart pounds in my chest.

God, I needed that. I feel good. Awake. Alive.

I wash quickly, trying to focus on the routine. Shampoo. Conditioner. Soap. But my skin feels electric. Every touch lingers. The washcloth dragging over my stomach, my inner thighs, makes me want to start again.

I dry off and dress in jeans and a sweater. The denim rubs between my legs as I walk. My bra cups my sensitive breasts. I feel every layer, every seam, every shift of fabric.

Tom is up when I get downstairs. He's pouring coffee, already dressed for work in his usual polo and khakis. He smiles when he sees me.

"Morning. You look good. Sleep well?"

"Yeah. Really well."

He hands me a mug. I take it, wrap my hands around the warmth. He leans in and kisses my forehead.

"Good. I'm glad that medication is helping."

He finishes his coffee, grabs his keys, kisses me again. The garage door rumbles. I stand in the kitchen alone, sipping my coffee, my thighs pressed together.

The day stretches ahead. I have errands. Dry cleaning. Grocery store. The usual routine. I grab my purse and head out.

The car seat is cold through my jeans. I adjust the mirror, start the engine, back out of the driveway. Two blocks down the street I have to pull over. My hand is between my legs again. I'm rubbing myself through the denim, pressing hard, my breath coming fast.

I stop. Pull my hand away. Grip the steering wheel.

I'm just energized. That's all. Finally getting sleep, finally feeling like myself again. I drive to the dry cleaners. Pick up Tom's shirts. The man at the counter is maybe thirty, decent looking, wedding ring on his left hand. He smiles at me. I smile back. When he hands me the hangers our fingers brush. Heat shoots straight to my core.

I make it to the car before I'm touching myself again. Just through my jeans. Just enough to take the edge off. I close my eyes, rock against my hand, bite back a moan. A woman walks past with a stroller. I don't stop.

The grocery store is worse. The aisles feel too bright, too crowded. I push my cart and try to focus on the list. Milk. Bread. Chicken. But my mind keeps drifting. The man restocking produce has thick forearms. The teenager bagging groceries has a nice mouth. I catch myself staring, imagining, my thighs clenching.

In the car I sit with the groceries in the back and my hand in my lap. I should go home. Put the food away. But I unbutton my jeans instead, slip my hand inside, push past my underwear. My pussy is soaked. I stroke myself slowly, parked in the middle of the lot, watching people walk by. No one looks. No one notices. I circle my clit, dip two fingers inside, pump slow and steady.

I come quietly, biting my lip, my hips lifting off the seat. The relief is immediate and temporary. I know it won't last.

I button my jeans and drive home. Put the groceries away. Make lunch. Try to distract myself with laundry, with email, with anything. But my body hums with need. I check the clock. Tom won't be home for six more hours.

I go upstairs to the bedroom. Lie down on the bed. Slide my hand into my jeans again.

By the time I hear the garage door open at five thirty, I've come three more times. My fingers are pruned, my underwear soaked through. I'm lying on top of the covers, fully dressed, trying to catch my breath.

I hear Tom's footsteps on the stairs. I sit up, smooth my hair, try to look normal.

He walks into the bedroom, sets his keys on the dresser, starts loosening his tie.

"Hey. How was your day?"

I stand. Cross the room. Press myself against him.

"I need you."

He blinks, surprised, then smiles. His hands find my waist.

"Yeah? Right now?"

"Right now."

I pull his mouth to mine.

Tom kisses me back. His hands slide up my sides, tentative at first, then firmer. I pull at his belt, yank it through the loops, pop the button on his pants. He's already hard.

"Jesus, Maggie."

I drop to my knees. Pull his cock out. Take him in my mouth.

He groans, his hand finding my hair. I work him with my lips and tongue, sucking hard, taking him deep. My pussy throbs. I reach between my legs, rub myself through my jeans while I blow him.

"Wait, I'm going to..."

I don't wait. I take him deeper, feel him pulse, taste him as he comes. I swallow and keep sucking until he pulls back, gasping.

"Fuck. That was..."

I stand and kiss him, messy and urgent. He tastes himself on my tongue. I pull him toward the bed, strip off my jeans and underwear. He's still catching his breath but I'm already on my back, legs spread.

"I need you inside me."

He climbs over me, his cock already half hard again. He pushes into my wet cunt and I moan, loud and shameless. He fucks me slow at first, then faster when I wrap my legs around him and pull him deeper.

"Yes. Fuck. Don't stop."

He doesn't. I come with him inside me, my nails digging into his back, my hips bucking up to meet his. He comes again a minute later, shuddering, collapsing on top of me.

We lie there breathing hard. He rolls off, his arm draped over my stomach.

"That was amazing. I don't know what's gotten into you, but I'm not complaining."

I smile. Press my thighs together. The ache is already building again.

The next night I'm waiting when he gets home. I meet him at the door, kiss him before he can set his briefcase down, lead him to the couch. I straddle him, grind against the bulge in his pants.

"Maggie, let me at least..."

"No. Now."

I unzip him, pull my underwear aside, sink down onto his cock. He grips my hips, his head falling back against the cushions. I ride him hard, my tits bouncing under my shirt, my clit grinding against his pelvis every time I drop down.

"Oh god. Oh fuck."

I come fast, clenching around him, moaning into his neck. He comes right after, his fingers digging into my ass. I stay on top of him, rocking slowly, not ready to stop.

"Jesus. You're insatiable."

I kiss him. Climb off. My thighs are slick with our mixed fluids.

The third night he walks in looking tired. I'm already naked on the bed. He stops in the doorway.

"Again?"

"Please."

He smiles, but there's something hesitant in it. He strips and climbs onto the bed. I reach for his cock. He's not hard yet. I stroke him, lick him, take him in my mouth. It takes longer this time. When he's finally ready I pull him on top of me.

"I don't know if I can..."

"Just try."

He does. He fucks me steadily, his breath heavy in my ear. I touch my clit while he moves inside me, chasing my orgasm. It takes a while but I get there, gasping, my cunt squeezing him. He doesn't come. After a few more minutes he pulls out, breathing hard.

"I'm sorry. I'm just tired."

"It's okay."

He kisses my forehead and rolls over. Within minutes he's asleep. I lie beside him, my hand slipping between my legs. I finish myself quietly, biting my lip to stay silent.

The mornings become routine. I wake before Tom, slip into the bathroom, turn on the shower. The water is my excuse. I step under the spray and my hand goes straight to my pussy. I'm always wet, always ready. I push two fingers inside, pump them while my other hand works my clit. The orgasm comes fast. I lean against the tile, water streaming over my face, and ride it out.

Some mornings once isn't enough. I come, catch my breath, start again. My fingers curl inside me, finding the spot that makes my legs shake. I imagine hands on my body, mouths on my tits, cocks filling me. I don't know whose hands, whose mouths. Just that there are more of them than there should be.

I wash quickly after. Shampoo and soap, efficient and automatic. Tom never suspects. The shower is just longer now. That's all.

I start shopping online in the afternoons. Black lace bras with matching thongs. Deep red silk that clings to my curves. A sheer white set that shows my nipples through the fabric. Things I would never have bought five years ago. Things the old Maggie wouldn't have needed.

The packages arrive and I hide them in the back of my drawer. I don't wear them for Tom. I just put them on sometimes during the day, stand in front of the mirror, run my hands over my body. My full breasts filling the cups. My soft hips framed by lace. I look like someone who fucks. I look like someone who wants to be fucked.

I catch myself staring at men everywhere. The UPS driver with the strong jaw. The guy at the coffee shop with the tattooed forearms. The neighbor washing his car, his shirt off, his shoulders tan and broad. I imagine their hands on me. Their cocks in my mouth. Their bodies pressed against mine.

At the grocery store I see a man in the cereal aisle. Tall, maybe thirty, wearing a fitted t-shirt that shows his chest. He reaches for a box on the top shelf and his shirt rides up. I see the line of muscle above his jeans. My pussy clenches.

I follow him to the next aisle. Watch him compare prices on pasta sauce. He looks up and catches me staring. Smiles. I smile back. My face is hot.

He walks past me to reach for something. Our arms brush. I inhale sharply.

"Excuse me," he says.

"No problem."

He moves on. I stand there gripping my cart, my thighs pressed together, my heart pounding.

I make it to the bathroom at the back of the store before my hand is in my pants. I lock the stall, lean against the door, shove my fingers past my underwear. I'm soaked. I rub my clit hard and fast, my breath coming in gasps. Someone walks into the bathroom. I freeze, my hand still between my legs. They use the sink. Leave. I start again.

I come in under a minute, my free hand pressed over my mouth to muffle the sound. The relief floods through me. I button my jeans, flush for the noise, wash my hands. My reflection in the mirror looks flushed, guilty, alive.

This becomes normal. Masturbating in bathrooms. In my car between errands. In the laundry room while folding towels. Anywhere I can get a moment alone. The need builds and I have to take care of it. That's all. Just taking care of it.

Tom notices I'm different but he doesn't ask the right questions.

"You seem happy," he says one morning over coffee. "Energized."

"I'm sleeping better."

"Good. You deserve it."

He kisses the top of my head and leaves for work. I sit at the kitchen table, my coffee cooling in my hands, my thighs already pressing together.

The night Tom can't keep up anymore, I lie awake beside him listening to his breath even out. We just fucked. He came. I came. But my pussy is still throbbing, slick and swollen, aching for more.

I press my thighs together. The friction helps but not enough. I need something inside me. I need pressure, fullness, another orgasm to take the edge off.

Tom shifts, his arm heavy across my stomach. I wait until his breathing deepens into sleep. Then I slide out from under him, careful not to jostle the mattress.

The hallway is dark. I pad to the guest bathroom, close the door without latching it. The tile is cold under my bare feet. I don't turn on the light.

I lean against the sink and push my hand into my underwear. My clit is sensitive, swollen from earlier. I circle it gently at first, then harder. My other hand grips the edge of the counter. I'm so wet my fingers slide easily inside. Two, then three. I pump them slow and deep, curling them to hit the spot that makes my knees weak.

My breath comes faster. I bite down on my forearm to muffle the sounds. My hips rock forward into my hand. The orgasm builds low in my belly, tightening, spreading.

"Fuck," I whisper into my arm.

I come hard, my cunt clenching around my fingers, my legs shaking. I keep going, dragging it out until the pleasure turns sharp. When I finally pull my hand away I'm gasping, my forehead pressed against the cool mirror.

I wash my hands. Dry them on a towel. Walk back to the bedroom on unsteady legs.

Tom hasn't moved. I slide back under the covers, careful again. The sheets feel cool against my overheated skin. My pussy still pulses faintly. I close my eyes and try to sleep.

It happens again the next night. And the night after that. Tom fucks me, comes, falls asleep satisfied. I lie beside him wanting more. My body hums with need. I slip out of bed, go to the bathroom, finish myself with my fingers. Sometimes once is enough. Sometimes I have to do it twice before I can sleep.

During the day the need follows me everywhere. I'm doing dishes and my hand drifts between my legs. I'm folding laundry and I catch myself squeezing my thighs together. I sit at the kitchen table with my laptop open and realize I've been rubbing myself through my jeans for the past five minutes.

I start keeping track without meaning to. Morning shower. Car after errands. Bathroom at the store. Bedroom while Tom is at work. Guest bathroom after he falls asleep. Five times a day. Six. Sometimes more.

I've touched myself more in two weeks than in the past two years combined.

The realization comes one afternoon while I'm lying on the bed, my jeans around my thighs, my fingers slick and tired. I stare at the ceiling and do the math. Before the medication I masturbated maybe once a month. Had sex with Tom once or twice a week. That was enough. That was normal.

Now I can't go four hours without needing to come.

I pull my hand away. Button my jeans. Sit up on the edge of the bed.

But I feel good. Better than I have in years. My body is awake, alive, hungry for sensation. I'm not tired anymore. I'm not lying awake with restless legs driving me insane. I'm sleeping well. I have energy. Tom is happy.

This is just what healthy feels like. What rested feels like. My body finally has the energy it's been missing.

I stand and smooth the covers. Go downstairs to start dinner.

That night Tom comes home with flowers. Grocery store flowers, nothing fancy, but he's smiling when he hands them to me.

"What are these for?"

"Just because. You've been so great lately. I know I've been busy with work, and you've been handling everything. I appreciate you."

I take the flowers. Press my face into the blooms. They smell sweet and slightly artificial.

"Thank you."

He kisses me. I kiss him back, feeling the familiar heat start low in my belly. But I hold back. Let him pull away first.

We eat dinner. He tells me about his day, some problem with logistics at work, a coworker who's driving him crazy. I nod and listen and push food around my plate. My thighs press together under the table.

After dinner we watch TV on the couch. He puts his arm around me. I lean into him, my hand resting on his thigh. I feel his cock through his pants. Not hard. Just there. I want to reach for it but I don't.

He yawns. Stretches.

"I'm beat. Early meeting tomorrow."

"Go ahead. I'll be up soon."

He kisses the top of my head and goes upstairs. I sit on the couch alone, the TV flickering. My hand slips between my legs. I rub myself through my jeans, slow circles, just enough to keep the need at a simmer.

When I finally go upstairs Tom is already asleep. I brush my teeth, strip down to my underwear, slide into bed beside him.

The room is dark and quiet. His breath is slow and steady. I lie on my back staring at the ceiling.

My hand moves between my legs.

I push my underwear aside and stroke my pussy, already wet, already ready. I circle my clit with two fingers, press down, rock my hips slightly. My other hand slides up under my shirt to cup my breast. I pinch my nipple, roll it between my fingers.

Tom doesn't stir.

I pump two fingers inside myself, slow and deep. My breathing quickens. I bite my lip to stay quiet. The orgasm builds steadily, a warm pull in my core spreading outward.

When I come I turn my face into the pillow, my body tensing, my cunt clenching around my fingers. The pleasure rolls through me in waves. I keep my hand moving until it fades.

I pull my hand away. Adjust my underwear. Roll onto my side facing away from Tom.

Something has shifted. Something fundamental. My body wants more than it used to. Needs more. But I'm handling it. I'm taking care of myself. Tom is happy. I'm happy.

This is just who I am now. And I don't want it to stop.

I close my eyes and let sleep pull me under, my pussy still pulsing faintly, already thinking about tomorrow morning's shower.
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The Intensity

[image: ]


I can't think about anything else.

The ache sits low in my belly, pulsing between my legs, demanding attention. I've already touched myself twice this morning. Once in the shower before Tom left for work, my fingers circling my clit while water streamed over my flushed skin. Once in bed after he was gone, my hand shoved into my wet pussy, pumping fast and desperate. Both times I came hard, gasping into the empty house.

It's not enough. It's never enough anymore.

I stand at the kitchen sink, hands braced on the counter, trying to focus on the breakfast dishes. My thighs press together. The friction makes me bite my lip. My nipples are hard under my t-shirt, aching to be touched. I squeeze my legs tighter, rock my hips slightly. A low moan slips out.

The dishes can wait.

I leave them in the sink and head to the laundry room. The basket of towels sits beside the dryer. I should fold them. Put them away. Be productive. Instead I stare at the washing machine, still running its cycle, vibrating steadily against the tile floor.

I've never done this before. The thought makes my pussy clench.

I glance at the door. The house is empty. No one will know.

I climb onto the washer, one leg on each side of the corner where it vibrates the hardest. The machine hums beneath me. I press down, my cunt making contact through my thin yoga pants and underwear. The vibration shoots straight through my clit.

"Fuck."

I grip the edges of the machine and rock forward, grinding against the corner. The sensation is intense, relentless, exactly what I need. My hips move faster. The vibration pulses against my swollen clit, steady and perfect. I'm soaked, my underwear damp, my pussy throbbing.

"Oh god. Oh fuck."

I come in less than two minutes, my body jerking, my fingers white-knuckled on the metal. The orgasm rolls through me hard and fast. I keep grinding through it, dragging out every wave until my clit turns too sensitive and I have to stop.

I climb off on shaking legs. My breath comes in gasps. The washing machine keeps humming, indifferent.

The relief lasts maybe twenty minutes.

I try to distract myself. Fold the towels. Put them away. Start a load of sheets. But my mind keeps drifting. My hand keeps sliding between my legs, pressing against the seam of my pants. The ache builds again, insistent, demanding.

I give up and go upstairs.

My laptop sits on the desk in the bedroom. I open it, intending to check email, pay bills, do something normal. Instead I type "porn" into the search bar.

The results fill the screen. Thumbnails of naked bodies, open mouths, hard cocks pushing into wet cunts. I click the first video. A woman on her knees, sucking a man's thick cock, her lips stretched around him. She moans, takes him deeper. He grips her hair.

My hand is already in my pants. I rub my clit through my underwear, watching the woman gag and drool. My pussy pulses. I push my underwear aside and slide two fingers inside. I'm so wet they go in easily.

The video ends. I click another. A woman bent over a desk, a man fucking her from behind, his cock slamming into her. She's screaming, begging for more. I pump my fingers faster, matching his rhythm. My other hand squeezes my breast through my shirt.

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

I come with my fingers buried deep, my cunt clenching around them, my hips lifting off the chair. The pleasure crashes through me. I keep watching, keep touching. My fingers stay inside, moving slow and steady.

The second video ends. I find a third. Then a fourth. An hour passes. Maybe more. I've lost count of how many videos I've watched, how many times I've come. My hand is cramped, my fingers pruned. My pussy is tender and swollen. But the need doesn't stop.

My phone buzzes on the desk. I blink, disoriented, and pick it up.

Tom: "What's for dinner tonight?"

I stare at the text. Glance at the clock. 4:17 PM.

I've done nothing today. No groceries. No dinner prep. Nothing but touch myself and watch strangers fuck on a screen.

I type back: "I'll figure something out."

I close the laptop. Stand up. My legs are unsteady. My underwear is soaked through, uncomfortable against my sensitive skin. I should shower. Change. Get myself together before Tom gets home.

Instead I lie down on the bed. Pull my pants and underwear off. Spread my legs. My pussy is red and puffy, slick with my own wetness. I touch myself again, gently this time, circling my swollen clit with two fingers. It's too much and not enough at the same time.

I need to come one more time before he gets home. Just one more to take the edge off.

I close my eyes. Think about the videos. The woman bent over the desk, taking a hard cock from behind. The way she screamed. I push three fingers inside my cunt, curl them to hit the spot that makes me gasp. My other hand works my clit, rubbing firm circles.

"Mmm. Fuck. Right there."

My hips rock up into my hands. The orgasm builds slower this time, my body exhausted but still desperate. I pump my fingers faster, press harder on my clit. The pressure coils tight in my core.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Yes."

I come with my back arching off the bed, my thighs shaking, my cunt squeezing my fingers. The pleasure pulses through me in waves, longer this time, deeper. When it finally fades I lie there gasping, my heart pounding, my body slick with sweat.

Four times today. Four orgasms and it's not even five o'clock.

I pull my fingers out. Stare at the ceiling. My pussy still throbs faintly, already thinking about the next time.

I hear the garage door rumble open downstairs.

I scramble off the bed. Pull my pants and underwear back on, my hands clumsy. My pussy is still wet, still aching. I hear his footsteps on the stairs.

I grab my shirt from the floor, yank it over my head. My hair is a mess. My face is flushed. I look exactly like someone who's been fucking herself all afternoon.

Tom appears in the doorway, briefcase in hand, tie already loosened. He stops when he sees me.

"Hey. You okay?"

"Yeah. Fine."

I cross the room before he can set the briefcase down. Press myself against him, my hands sliding up his chest. He smells like the office, like coffee and air conditioning. I kiss his neck, my hips grinding against him.

"Maggie, I just got home."

"I know."

My hand drops to his belt. I work the buckle loose, pop the button on his pants. He catches my wrist.

"Babe. Wait."

I look up at him. His expression is apologetic, uncomfortable. My stomach drops.

"What?"

"I'm really sore. Like, really sore. Can we maybe take a night off?"

The words hit me like cold water. I pull back, my hand still on his belt.

"A night off?"

"Yeah. I mean, we've been going at it pretty hard the past couple weeks. I think I need a break."

The frustration is immediate, sharp, physical. It claws up my throat. I want to scream at him, shake him, demand he fuck me right now because I need it, I need him inside me, I need to come again with something other than my own exhausted fingers.

Instead I step back. Drop my hands.

"Okay."

"Don't be upset. I'm just tired. And honestly, I'm a little raw."

"I said okay."

He sets his briefcase down. Kisses my forehead. His lips feel patronizing.

"Thank you for understanding. What's for dinner?"

I forgot about dinner. Again.

"I'll order something."

"Perfect. I'm going to change."

He strips off his work clothes, pulls on sweatpants and a t-shirt. I stand by the window watching him, my thighs pressed together, my cunt still throbbing. He doesn't notice. He just smiles at me, tired and relieved, and heads downstairs.

I follow after a minute. Order Thai food on my phone. We eat on the couch in front of the TV. Some documentary about penguins. Tom seems relaxed, content. He reaches over and squeezes my knee.

"This is nice. Just hanging out."

I nod. Force a smile. My pussy pulses under my yoga pants.

When we go to bed I try again. I can't help it. The need is too strong, too insistent. I wait until he's under the covers, then slide in beside him. My hand finds his thigh. Moves up. Cups his soft cock through his boxers.

"Maggie."

"Please. Just for a minute."

He gently moves my hand away.

"I'm exhausted. I'm sorry. Tomorrow, okay?"

He rolls over, his back to me. Within minutes his breathing evens out. He's asleep.

I lie there staring at the ceiling, my hand still tingling from touching him. The ache between my legs is unbearable now. My clit throbs. My pussy clenches around nothing. I need to be filled, stretched, fucked. And my husband just turned me down for the second time in one night.

Anger flares hot in my chest. Sharp and unfamiliar. I've been frustrated with Tom before. Annoyed. Disappointed. But not angry. Not like this.

He's my husband. He's supposed to want me. He's supposed to fuck me when I need it. That's the deal.

My hand slides into my pants. I don't try to be quiet or subtle. I don't care if I wake him. I rub my clit hard, rough, taking out my frustration on my own body. My other hand shoves up under my shirt, squeezes my breast, pinches my nipple until it hurts.

"Fuck," I mutter into the dark.

Tom doesn't stir.

I turn my head and look at him. His face is peaceful, relaxed, completely oblivious. I pump two fingers into my soaked cunt, my thumb working my clit. My hips rock up into my hand. The wet sounds fill the quiet room.

He still doesn't wake.

I stare at his sleeping face while I fuck myself with my fingers. While I rub my swollen clit in harsh circles. While the orgasm builds, sharp and angry, coiling tight in my core.

"Mmm. Yes."

I come staring right at him, my mouth open, my breath ragged. My cunt clenches around my fingers. The pleasure crashes through me, intense and bitter. I keep my eyes on his face the entire time, watching him sleep through my orgasm, oblivious and satisfied and relieved he doesn't have to touch me tonight.

When it fades I pull my hand out. Wipe my wet fingers on the sheets. Roll onto my side facing away from him.

The relief lasts maybe five minutes before the ache starts building again.

I close my eyes. Count his breaths. Realize I'm furious at my own husband for the first time in twenty years of marriage.

And I know it's only going to get worse.
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The next afternoon I sit in my car outside the grocery store, gripping the steering wheel. I've already touched myself twice today. Once in the shower. Once while Tom was still asleep beside me, my hand moving under the covers, silent and desperate.

It's not enough.

The ache sits heavy between my thighs, pulsing with every heartbeat. I need to go inside. Buy groceries. Make dinner. Do something normal. But I can't move. Can't think about anything except the wet heat in my pussy, the swollen throb of my clit.

Just a quick touch. Just to take the edge off so I can function.

I glance around the parking lot. Mid-afternoon on a weekday. Not crowded but not empty. A woman loads groceries into her trunk three rows over. An old man pushes a cart toward the store entrance. No one is paying attention to me.

I unbutton my jeans. The sound of the zipper is loud in the quiet car. I slide my hand inside, past my underwear. My pussy is soaked, slick and swollen. I touch my clit and have to bite back a moan.

"Fuck."

I close my eyes. Circle my clit with two fingers, slow and firm. The sensation shoots straight up my spine. My hips shift forward, pressing into my hand. I need this. Just a minute. Just enough to stop the aching so I can go inside and buy the stupid groceries and pretend I'm still a normal person.

Movement catches my eye.

I freeze. Turn my head.

A truck is parked two spaces over. Dark blue. I didn't notice it before. The driver is still inside. A man, maybe mid-forties, brown hair, wearing a work shirt. He's looking right at me.

My hand is still in my pants.

I should stop. Pull my hand out, button my jeans, start the car and leave. I should be mortified, humiliated, terrified he'll recognize me or tell someone or take a picture.

But I don't stop.

I can't.

The ache is too strong. And something about being seen, being caught with my hand between my legs, makes me wetter. Makes my clit pulse harder under my fingers.

I lock eyes with him.

His expression shifts. Surprise, then understanding, then something darker. He doesn't look away.

Neither do I.

I start moving my hand again. Slow circles on my clit, deliberate, letting him see. My thighs spread wider, as much as the car seat allows. My hips rock forward into my touch.

He leans back in his seat. His gaze drops to where my hand disappears into my jeans, then back to my face. He's watching intently now. Fully focused. His hand moves to his lap.

Heat floods through me. My breath comes faster. I rub my clit harder, my fingers slick with my own wetness. My free hand slides up under my shirt, cups my full breast, squeezes. My nipple is hard against my palm. I squeeze again, harder, pinching through my bra.

His eyes are glazed, fixed on me. His hand is moving in his lap now. Slow. Steady.

"Oh fuck," I whisper.

My eyes lose focus. Lust washes over me, thick and consuming. I grab my tit harder, kneading the soft flesh, my fingers digging in. My other hand works my clit faster, rubbing tight circles, my pussy clenching around nothing.

I'm putting on a show. For a stranger. In a grocery store parking lot in broad daylight.

And it's the hottest thing I've ever done.

My hips buck forward. My thighs start to shake. The orgasm builds fast and hard, coiling tight in my core. I stare at him through half-closed eyes, my mouth open, my breath coming in gasps. He stares back, his hand moving faster in his lap, his jaw tight.

"Mmm. Yes. Fuck."

I come hard, my back arching off the seat, my cunt clenching and pulsing. The pleasure crashes through me in waves, longer and stronger than any orgasm I've had in weeks. I keep rubbing my clit, keep squeezing my breast, dragging it out while he watches. While his hand pumps faster. While his eyes stay locked on mine, hungry and shameless.

When it finally fades I slump back in the seat, gasping. My hand slips out of my pants. My thighs are shaking. My pussy throbs, satisfied and tender.

He's still looking at me. His hand has stopped moving. His chest rises and falls.

I should feel ashamed. Disgusted with myself. Terrified.

I don't.

I button my jeans with trembling fingers. Start the car. He watches me the whole time. I pull out of the space and drive past his truck. Our eyes meet one more time through the windshields. He nods slightly. I don't nod back.

I drive home on autopilot, my hands gripping the wheel, my heart pounding. The groceries are forgotten. I don't care.

I just came in front of a stranger. Let him watch me touch myself, squeeze my tits, lose myself in lust. I held his gaze the entire time. Wanted him to see. Needed him to see.

I just crossed a line I can never uncross.

And I've never felt more alive.
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The Exhaustion
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The house is too quiet when I get home. My hands shake as I unlock the door. I can still feel the stranger's eyes on me, still feel the orgasm pulsing between my legs. I never made it into Target. Never bought anything.

My phone rings. Tom.

"Hey, did you get the chicken? I was thinking we could grill tonight."

I swallow. Force my voice steady.

"I wasn't feeling well. I came home."

"Oh. You okay now?"

"Yeah. Just needed to lie down for a bit."

"No problem. We can do leftovers. Feel better, babe."

"Thanks."

I set the phone down. Lean against the kitchen counter. My pussy throbs, still swollen, still wet. I just came twenty minutes ago and my body already wants more.

I need to calm down. Be normal. I start unloading the dishwasher. Plates in the cabinet. Glasses on the shelf. My thighs press together with every movement. The friction makes me bite my lip.

Fuck.

I abandon the dishes. Grab the laundry basket. Fold towels in the living room. My hands work automatically. Fold, smooth, stack. But my mind keeps drifting. The man in the truck. His eyes watching me. The way I spread my legs wider when I saw him looking.

My hand slides between my legs. Just for a second. Just to ease the ache.

I pull it away. Stand up. The towels can wait.

An hour passes. Then another. I vacuum. Wipe down counters. Anything to keep moving, keep distracted. My body hums with need. Every time I sit still the ache builds, insistent and demanding.

The garage door rumbles open at five thirty. Tom's home.

I meet him in the kitchen. My heart pounds. My nipples are hard under my shirt. I need him. I need his cock inside me, his hands on my body, his mouth on my neck.

"Hey," he says. He sets his briefcase down. His face looks tired, drawn.

"Hi."

I move toward him. He holds up a hand.

"Maggie. Stop."

I freeze. The word cuts through me.

"What?"

"I need a night off. A real night off."

His voice is firm. Tired. Almost irritated.

"I'm exhausted. I'm sore. I just want to eat dinner and watch TV and not think about sex. Can we do that?"

The humiliation burns hot in my chest. I step back.

"Okay."

"I'm serious. I need space tonight."

"I said okay."

He moves past me to the fridge. Pulls out leftovers from two nights ago. Doesn't ask if I want any. Just heats his plate in the microwave and takes it to the living room.

The TV clicks on. Sports commentary fills the house.

I stand in the kitchen alone. My thighs press together. My cunt pulses, wet and aching. My husband just dismissed me. Told me to leave him alone.

I go upstairs. Shower. The water does nothing to calm me. My hand moves between my legs but I stop myself. Tom might come up. He might notice.

I dry off. Get dressed in pajama pants and a t-shirt. Crawl into bed even though it's only seven.

Tom comes up hours later. I pretend to be asleep. He brushes his teeth, strips down to his boxers, climbs in beside me. Within minutes his breathing evens out. He's asleep.

I lie there in the dark. My hand slides into my pants. My pussy is soaked, my clit swollen and sensitive. I circle it slowly, carefully, keeping my breathing steady.

Tom snores beside me.

I push two fingers inside. Pump them slow and deep. My other hand covers my mouth. I rock my hips slightly, grinding against my palm.

The orgasm builds quietly. No gasping. No moaning. Just silent, desperate friction in the dark.

I come with my face pressed into the pillow, my cunt clenching around my fingers. The relief washes through me and fades just as quickly.

Tom keeps snoring.

I pull my hand away. Stare at the ceiling. My body already wants more.
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Morning light filters through the curtains. Tom's alarm goes off at six. He showers, dresses, kisses my forehead on his way out. The garage door closes. I'm alone.

I touch myself before I'm fully awake. My hand already between my legs, my fingers circling my clit. I come in under five minutes, biting the pillow to muffle the sounds.

The relief lasts through my shower. I stand under the hot spray and wash my hair, my body finally calm. Maybe last night helped. Maybe my body just needed rest.

I get dressed. Jeans and a sweater. Pull my dark hair into a ponytail. Make coffee. Stand at the kitchen window watching the neighbor's cat cross the yard.

I still need groceries. The chicken Tom wanted. Vegetables. Bread. Basic things I should have bought yesterday.

Target is ten minutes away. I can do this. In and out. Quick and efficient. No distractions.

The parking lot is half full when I pull in. Mid-morning on a weekday. Mostly other women pushing carts, a few older couples. I grab a cart from the rack and head inside.

The store is bright and cold. I pull out my phone. Check the list I made this morning. Chicken. Broccoli. Pasta. Tomato sauce.

I start in produce. Bag up broccoli and carrots. Move to the meat section. Grab two packages of chicken breasts. My cart fills slowly. I'm focused. Efficient. Exactly who I'm supposed to be.

I turn down the pasta aisle. Stand there staring at the shelves. Tom asked for something specific last week. A brand he saw on TV. I can't remember the name.

A voice behind me.

"Can I help you find something?"

I turn. A Target employee stands a few feet away. Red polo shirt stretched across a broad chest. Strong shoulders. Narrow hips. Name tag that says Derek. He's young, maybe twenty-five, with dark hair and an easy smile. Handsome in that clean-cut, all-American way.

My eyes drop before I can stop them. His jeans fit well. I can see the outline of his cock, the bulge resting against his thigh. My pussy clenches.

"I'm looking for a specific pasta sauce. My husband mentioned it but I can't remember the brand."

My voice sounds breathless. I look back up at his face. His mouth. Full lips. I wonder what they'd feel like.

"What kind? Marinara? Something with meat?"

"Marinara. He said it had a blue label."

Derek steps closer. Scans the shelves. His arm brushes mine as he reaches past me. I smell his cologne. Something clean and masculine. His hands are large, thick fingers. I imagine them gripping my hips, spreading my thighs.

"This one?"

He holds up a jar. Blue label. Organic something or other. I stare at his hands holding the glass.

"That's it. Thank you."

"No problem."

He hands me the jar. Our fingers touch. His skin is warm. The contact lasts a second too long. Heat shoots straight to my core.

"Anything else I can help you find?"

His smile widens slightly. Not quite flirting. Just friendly. But his eyes linger on my face, drop briefly to my chest.

I lick my lips. The gesture is automatic. Unconscious. His eyes track the movement.

"No. I think I'm good."

"Alright. Let me know if you need anything."

He walks away. I watch his ass in those jeans. The way his shoulders move. My mouth is dry. My pussy is wet.

I set the jar in my cart. Try to remember what else I need. Bread. I need bread.

My thighs press together as I walk. The ache starts low in my belly, spreading downward. I grip the cart handle. Keep moving.

The bread aisle blurs. I grab a loaf without looking at it. My breathing quickens. Heat spreads across my chest, up my neck.

Not here. Not now.

But my clit throbs. My underwear is damp. I can feel my pulse between my legs, insistent and demanding. All I can think about is Derek's hands. His mouth. The bulge in his jeans.

I abandon the cart in the middle of the aisle. Walk fast toward the back of the store. The restroom sign glows red above a doorway.

The bathroom is empty. Three stalls and a row of sinks. Fluorescent lights buzz overhead. I lock myself in the farthest stall. Lean against the door.

My hand shoves into my jeans. Past the button, past the zipper. My fingers slide under my underwear. My pussy is soaked.

Fuck.

I spread my legs wider. Brace one hand against the stall door. My fingers find my clit, swollen and slick. I circle it fast, rough, chasing the release building in my core.

I think about Derek. His broad chest under the red polo. His large hands touching mine. That full mouth. I imagine him pushing me against these shelves, his hands yanking down my jeans, his thick cock hard and ready.

My hips rock forward. I pump two fingers inside while my thumb works my clit. The wet sounds fill the small stall.

Someone walks into the bathroom. Heels clicking on tile. A stall door closes two down from mine.

I freeze. My hand still buried in my pants. My fingers slick and motionless.

The woman pees. Flushes. Washes her hands. The door swings shut behind her.

I start again immediately. My fingers move faster now. Desperate. My free hand clamps over my mouth.

The orgasm builds quick and sharp. I imagine Derek's hands on my full hips, his mouth on my neck, his voice low in my ear telling me how wet I am. I picture his cock pushing into me, thick and hard, filling me completely.

I come hard. My cunt clenches around my fingers. My legs shake. I bite down on my palm to keep from making noise.

The pleasure crashes through me in waves. I keep rubbing until it turns too intense and I have to stop.

I lean against the door, gasping. My heart pounds. My thighs tremble.

I pull my hand out. Button my jeans with shaking fingers. Flush for the noise even though I didn't use the toilet. Walk to the sink on unsteady legs.

My reflection stares back. Flushed cheeks. Messy ponytail. Bright eyes. I look like someone who just came, but the wild edge is gone. I splash cold water on my face. Take a breath. The relief settles into my body, real and solid.

I can finish shopping now.

I find my abandoned cart in the bread aisle. Add a few more items. Milk. Eggs. Coffee. My body feels calm. Normal. The ache is gone.

The checkout line moves quickly. I load my groceries onto the belt. The cashier scans items with practiced efficiency. I pay, bag everything myself, push my cart toward the exit.

Derek is restocking shelves near the door. He looks up when I approach. That easy smile spreads across his face.

"Find everything okay?"

"I did. Thanks for your help."

I stop beside him. Let my eyes drift down his body. Linger on the bulge in his jeans. Look back up at his face.

"You work here every day?"

"Most days. Monday through Friday usually."

"Good to know."

His smile shifts. Less professional. More interested.

"You shop here a lot?"

"I might start."

I hold his gaze for a beat. Then push my cart past him toward the automatic doors.

"Have a good day, Derek."

"You too."

I feel his eyes on me as I walk away. My hips sway slightly. I load the groceries into my car, drive home with the windows down. The cold air feels good on my flushed skin.

I'm calm when I pull into the driveway. My body is satisfied. I can put groceries away, make lunch, be a normal person for a few hours.

But as I carry bags into the kitchen, I'm already thinking about Derek. About going back to Target. About what might happen if I did.

By the time I finish putting groceries away, the calm is already thinning. The orgasm in the Target bathroom took the edge off, but it didn’t erase anything. It feels more like a pause than a fix.

I make myself a sandwich. Sit at the kitchen table. Take a bite, chew, swallow. My body feels loose, but there’s a restless buzz under the surface, a low vibration that hasn’t gone anywhere.

Maybe that’s the problem. Maybe my fingers are only half measures. Maybe I need Tom’s cock to really settle. The weight of him on top of me, the stretch, the way my cunt grips him when I come. Maybe that’s what my body is screaming for.

Or maybe it’s not about him at all. Maybe it’s the kind of orgasm. How hard it hits. How long it lasts. The bathroom one was sharp and fast. The kind that leaves me panting but not empty. I wonder what it would take to feel emptied out. Quiet for more than an hour.

I stare at my laptop on the counter. The open tabs are boring. Bank account. Email. A recipe blog I never read. The humming inside me grows a little louder, tugging at my attention, pulling me away from anything that looks like a normal afternoon.

I pick up the laptop and bring it to the table. Open a new tab without thinking. Type in “how to burn off energy” and hit enter. Articles about cardio, endorphins, exercise routines fill the screen.

Images of women running on treadmills. Lifting weights. Smiling, sweaty, glowing.

I scroll. A local ad pops up on the side. The gym by Target. Same parking lot I just left. I click.

Their website loads with bright photos. Rows of treadmills facing big windows. Weight racks. People in leggings and fitted shirts moving with purpose. The words blur a little but the phrases stick.

“Boost your energy.”

“Sleep better.”

“Reduce stress.”

My leg bounces under the table. My pussy pulses, a slow, steady beat. I press my thighs together and keep reading.

Maybe I don’t need more orgasms. Maybe I need to exhaust the rest of me. If I run hard enough, sweat enough, push my muscles until they ache, maybe the ache between my legs will calm down too. Maybe my body just has too much energy now that I’m actually sleeping.

It sounds reasonable. Responsible. Exactly what a good wife would do.

I text Tom.

"Thinking about joining the gym by Target. Might help with sleep."

He replies in less than a minute.

"That’s a great idea. Proud of you ❤️"

Warmth spreads through my chest that has nothing to do with sex. I like when he’s proud of me. I like being the version of myself he understands. The organized, responsible wife who takes care of herself in ways he can talk about at work.

I sign up online. The intro rate is cheap. First month almost nothing. I type in my card number, hit submit. A confirmation email appears in my inbox, neat and official. I print it, tuck the paper into my purse like a pass to a calmer body.

Maybe this will work. Maybe this is the thing that makes everything manageable again.

The gym smells like rubber and disinfectant when I walk in an hour later. Music thumps softly under the buzz of treadmills and the clank of weights. The front desk girl scans my form, snaps a quick photo, hands me a key tag.

"Welcome, Maggie. Do you want a tour?"

"No, I'm okay. I'll start with the basics."

She smiles.

"Cardio's that way. Weights to the left. If you have any questions, just ask."

I nod. Walk toward the treadmills.

Rows of machines face the front windows. Outside, the parking lot looks ordinary. Inside, bodies move in steady rhythm. Women in leggings and sports bras. Men in shorts and tank tops. Sweat glistens on skin. Breath comes in controlled bursts.

I pick a treadmill in the second row. Not right in front. Not all the way in back. Safe in the middle. I clip my key tag to the hook, press Quick Start. The belt slides under my feet.

I walk. Speed at three. Then three and a half. My legs move, muscles warming. My breasts bounce lightly in my sports bra. The cotton of my panties rubs against my still-sensitive pussy, but it feels distant. Manageable. Background noise instead of a scream.

This is good. This is what I need. Movement. Effort. A way to bleed out some of the restless energy without dragging my fingers into my underwear in public bathrooms.

I increase the speed. My breath comes faster. Sweat prickles at my hairline. I focus on the numbers on the screen. Time. Distance. Calories.

Heat rolls through me, but it feels clean. Not like the heat that starts between my legs and spreads outward. This starts in my chest and radiates to my limbs. I let it take over.

After twenty minutes I slow the belt. My shirt clings to my back. My thighs feel pleasantly heavy. My pussy is quieter. Not silent, but softer. Like someone turned the volume down.

I step off the treadmill. Grab a wipe from the dispenser. Clean the handles and panel like I've seen other people do. My hand trembles only a little.

On the way to the water fountain, I pass the weight area.

It's another world. Metal and mirrors and grunts. Men in tank tops, veins standing out on their forearms as they curl dumbbells. Younger guys with wide shoulders and narrow hips loading plates onto barbells.

I slow without meaning to. The air smells different here. Sweat. Chalk. Something hot and male.

A tall guy near the squat rack racks his bar, steps back, rolls his shoulders. He's huge. Broad back, thick arms, tattoos wrapping both forearms. The ink cuts across his tan skin in black lines and shapes I can't see clearly from here.

He's maybe twenty-three. Twenty-four at most. Dark hair cut short on the sides, longer on top. The tank top clings to his chest. His shorts hang low on his hips. I can't see his cock, but I imagine it anyway. Thick. Heavy. Hard.

He catches me looking.

Our eyes lock in the mirror first. Then he turns his head, looks at me directly. A slow smile curves his mouth. Not polite. Not friendly. Knowing.

Heat flares between my legs. Sharp and sudden.

I look away. Go to the water fountain. Bend down, let cold water wash the dryness from my mouth. My nipples are hard under my bra. My pussy pulses once, then again.

I straighten. On the way back toward the treadmills, I have to pass him again.

He wipes sweat from his forehead with the bottom of his tank, flashing a strip of hard abdomen. Muscles cut in lines down to where his shorts sit on his hips. My eyes follow the path without permission.

He smirks.

"First day?"

His voice is low. Rough at the edges.

I hesitate. Then nod.

"Yeah."

"Figured. Haven't seen you before."

I don’t trust my voice, so I just smile. Keep walking. I feel his eyes on my ass as I move away. My hips sway more than they need to.

Back on the cardio side I pretend to stretch. Hamstrings. Quads. Calves. Really I'm just trying to breathe through the new ache blooming between my legs.

I came twice today. Once in my bed. Once in a Target bathroom. I should be empty. Spent. Instead my body wakes up all over again at the sight of a young man with tattooed arms and a cocky smile.

Maybe the gym isn't just cardio and stress relief. Maybe it's also this. The way my body responds to youth and strength and that arrogant look that says he knows exactly what he's working with.

I finish stretching. Wipe my face with the towel they gave me at check-in. My legs feel pleasantly tired. My pussy still hums, but the edge is softer. Contained.

On the drive home, my phone buzzes at a red light. Tom.

"How was the gym?"

I type with my thumb.

"Good. Tired me out. Think it'll help."

"That's awesome. Seriously proud of you. This is exactly what you needed."

I stare at his text for a second. He thinks I'm finally taking care of myself. He has no idea what my body did in a Target bathroom an hour before I stepped on that treadmill. No idea about the way my pussy clenched when the tattooed kid looked at me like I was worth looking at.

I toss the phone onto the passenger seat. The light turns green. I press the gas.

Maybe he's right, though. Maybe this is what I needed. A place to pour all this energy out. A place where I can move my body until it's too tired to ache.

As I pull into the driveway, I picture the squat rack. The way the tall guy's thighs flexed under his shorts. The curve of his smirk when he caught me staring.

I kill the engine. Sit there for a moment, heartbeat picking up again.

I'm going back tomorrow.
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The coffee shop is different from my usual place. Two towns over, far enough that no one will recognize me. I park and sit in the car for a moment, my hands on the steering wheel, my pussy already throbbing.

I'm wearing the black lace bra and thong I bought online. No one will see them. Tom won't see them. But I know they're there, hugging my curves, making me walk straighter, feel sexier. The jeans are fitted, hugging my hips and ass. The sweater has a lower neckline than I'd normally wear. My cleavage shows when I lean forward. I look at myself in the rearview mirror. My dark hair falls loose around my shoulders. My green eyes look bright, hungry. Outwardly, I still look like Maggie Hayes, suburban wife. But underneath, the lace reminds me I'm something else now.

I get out and walk inside.

The place is small, dim, a few tables scattered around. The smell of coffee and something sweet baking. A guy behind the counter looks up when the bell chimes. He's young, maybe mid-twenties, slim build, wearing a faded band t-shirt. He has a man-bun, glasses, the kind of artistic look Tom would never understand. His eyes catch mine and hold.

I order a latte. He makes it without looking away for long. His hands move over the machine, confident, graceful. I imagine those hands on my body.

"Here you go."

He sets the cup down. Our fingers brush when I reach for it. Heat shoots straight to my core.

"Thanks."

"Haven't seen you here before."

"First time."

"Good choice. Best coffee in town."

I smile. Take a sip. It's hot, rich, perfect.

"Do you own the place, you're so sure about that?"

He grins. "I wish. No, I just work here. My shift ends in five minutes. I usually stick around after though. Writing, mostly."

"Writer?"

"Trying to be."

I lean against the counter. My breasts press forward. His gaze drops for a second before coming back to my face.

"What do you write?"

"Fiction. Short stories. Nothing published yet."

"I'd like to read something sometime."

The words hang between us. His smile shifts, becomes something warmer, more interested.

"Yeah? You into reading?"

"Among other things."

A customer comes in. He glances over, then back at me.

"Grab a seat. I'll come talk when I'm done here."

I sit at a corner table. Sip my latte. Watch him work. He moves with easy energy, talking to customers, making drinks. Every few minutes his eyes find mine. Each time my pussy clenches. The black lace rubs against my swollen lips when I shift in my chair.

Ten minutes later he's untying his apron, saying something to the other barista. He grabs his own cup and comes over. Sits across from me without asking.

"I'm Marcus."

"Maggie."

"So, Maggie. What brings you here?"

"Needed a change of scenery."

"From?"

"Everything."

He grins. Leans back in his chair. His eyes roam over me, slow and obvious.

"You look like you need more than coffee."

The words hit me like a hand between my legs. My pussy screams. The fog descends, thick and hot, drowning out everything except the need pulsing through my body. My thighs press together under the table.

"What do you think I need?"

The question comes out lower, rougher than I intended.

"I don't know yet." His voice drops. "But I'd like to find out."

My breath catches. The room feels smaller, hotter. I can feel the lace thong soaked against my pussy. My nipples are hard points under the sweater.

"How would you find out?"

He leans forward. His eyes lock on mine.

"I'd start by getting you alone. Somewhere private. See what happens."

My cunt clenches. The fog thickens. I'm not deciding anything. My body is deciding for me.

"You have somewhere in mind?"

"I live two blocks from here."

His gaze doesn't waver. Bold. Direct. My heart pounds.

"Show me."

He blinks. Surprised for half a second. Then he's standing, grabbing his jacket from behind the counter, telling the other barista he's leaving.

We walk outside into the cool air. My legs feel unsteady. He leads the way down the sidewalk, his hands in his pockets, glancing over at me every few steps. I follow like I'm in a dream, my pussy throbbing with every step.

"You sure about this?"

"Yes."

I'm not sure about anything. But my body is screaming yes, louder than any thought, any guilt, any voice telling me to stop.

His building is old brick, a walkup with narrow stairs. He unlocks the door and we climb to the third floor. My pulse races. The hallway smells like old carpet and someone's cooking. He opens another door and steps aside to let me in first.

The apartment is small. A couch, a desk covered in papers and books, a doorway leading to what must be the bedroom. It's messy in a young, careless way. The opposite of my house.

The door closes behind us. The lock clicks.

We stand there looking at each other. His chest rises and falls. My nipples are hard under my bra, my pussy soaked through my thong.

"Maggie."

He says my name like a question.

I drop my purse on the floor and cross the space between us.

My mouth finds his. The kiss is rough, hungry, all teeth and tongue. His hands grip my waist, pull me against him. I feel his cock hard through his jeans, pressing into my stomach. A moan tears out of my throat.

His fingers slide under my sweater, touch bare skin. I gasp into his mouth. He pushes the sweater up, over my breasts, over my head. It drops to the floor. His eyes go to the black lace bra, my full tits spilling out of the cups.

"Fuck."

He reaches for me. Cups my breasts through the lace, squeezes. My nipples are so hard they ache. I fumble with his belt, yank it open, shove his jeans down. His cock springs free, thick and hard and already leaking. I wrap my hand around it. He groans.

"I need you inside me."

"Yeah?"

"Now."

He pushes me back. My spine hits the wall. His hands grip my hips, unbutton my jeans, drag them down one leg. The denim catches at my ankle but he doesn't care. My soaked thong is pushed aside. Cool air hits my wet pussy. His cock presses against my entrance.

"Fuck, you're dripping."

He hooks his hands under my thighs. Lifts me. My back scrapes against the wall. My one leg with the jeans still tangled wraps awkwardly around him. He lines himself up. Pushes into me in one hard thrust.

"Ahh! God!"

I'm so wet he slides in deep, filling me completely. The stretch makes my eyes roll back. He doesn't wait. He holds me against the wall and fucks me, hard and fast, his cock slamming into my cunt. My breasts bounce in the lace bra with each thrust.

"Yes. Ungh. Fuck. Yes."

His fingers dig into my thick thighs. His face buries in my neck. I can feel his breath hot against my skin. My pussy grips his cock, so tight, so full.

"Oh god. Mmm. Right there."

The orgasm builds fast. His cock hits deep, the angle perfect, my clit grinding against him with every thrust.

"I'm gonna come. Oh fuck, I'm gonna come."

"Yeah. Come on my cock."

His voice is raw, desperate. He pounds into me harder. The pressure explodes. My pussy clamps down on him, my whole body going rigid. I scream against his shoulder.

"Ahh! Fuck! Yes!"

The orgasm rips through me. My cunt pulses around his cock, squeezing, milking. My legs shake. He keeps fucking me through it, his cock still buried deep, prolonging every wave.

When the worst of it passes, he grips my ass with both hands. Carries me away from the wall, his cock still inside me, my body bouncing with each step. I cling to his shoulders, gasping. He walks us through the doorway into the bedroom. Throws me onto the unmade bed.

I land on my back, breathless. His cock slips out, glistening. I kick the jeans off completely, unhook my bra, toss it aside. My thong follows. He strips off his shirt. His lean body gleams with sweat.

I spread my legs. My pussy is swollen, red, still throbbing from the first orgasm.

"Come here."

He drops to his knees at the edge of the bed. Pulls my hips to the edge. Buries his face between my thighs.

"Oh fuck!"

His tongue flattens against my clit, licks a long stripe up my slit. He moans into my pussy, the vibration shooting through me. His hands grip my thick thighs, hold them open. He laps at my wetness, sucks my clit into his mouth, pushes his tongue inside me.

"Mmm. Don't stop. Oh god, don't stop."

He doesn't. He eats me like he's starving. His tongue circles my clit, flicks it, presses down hard. Two fingers push inside my cunt, curl up to hit the spot that makes me scream. I grip his hair, rock my hips against his face.

The orgasm builds fast. My thighs start to shake.

"I'm gonna come. Ahh. Fuck, I'm gonna come."

His fingers pump faster. His mouth sucks hard on my clit. I come with my back arching off the bed, my pussy clenching around his fingers, my voice breaking on a moan.

"Ungh! Yes! Mmm!"

He doesn't stop.

"Too much. Oh god, it's too much."

He keeps licking, keeps pumping his fingers. The sensation is almost painful, my clit so sensitive I want to push him away. But the pleasure builds again, faster this time, rolling through me before the first orgasm even fades.

"Ungh. Fuck. Yes. Ahh!"

I come again. My whole body jerks. My thighs try to close around his head but he holds them open, his strong hands on my soft flesh, his mouth working me through it.

When he finally pulls back, his face is wet, glistening with my juices. His cock is rock hard, bobbing between his legs. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes locked on mine.

"Scoot back."

I push myself up the bed, trembling. He climbs after me, positions himself between my spread legs. His cock nudges my entrance. He looks down at me, his eyes dark and hungry behind his glasses.

"You good?"

"Fuck me."

He pushes in slow this time. I watch his cock disappear into my wet cunt, inch by inch, stretching me open. When he's buried to the hilt he stops. Grinds his hips against mine. My clit drags against his pelvis.

"Mmm. Oh god."

He pulls back. Pushes in again. Long, slow strokes that make me feel every inch of him. His cock is thick, hard, filling me so completely I can barely breathe. My hands find his back, his shoulders, pulling him closer.

"More. I need more."

He speeds up. Deep thrusts that hit something inside me that makes my toes curl. I wrap my legs around his waist, pull him deeper. His pelvis grinds against my clit with each stroke.

"Ahh. Yes. Mmm."

He braces his hands on either side of my head. Fucks me harder, faster, the bed creaking under us. My full breasts bounce with each thrust. He watches them, mesmerized, then leans down. His mouth closes over my nipple, sucks hard. I cry out.

"Fuck! Yes!"

He bites gently. Moves to the other breast. His teeth scrape my sensitive nipple and I arch into him. His cock never stops moving, pounding into my soaked pussy, the wet sounds filling the room.

"You feel so fucking good," he groans against my skin.

"Harder. Fuck me harder."

He rises up on his knees, still inside me. Grabs my hips. Pulls me down onto his cock as he thrusts up. The angle changes, deeper, more intense. His cock slams into me over and over, brutal and perfect.

"Ahh! Ungh! Fuck!"

The pressure builds low in my belly. His cock drags against my walls, hitting every nerve. I reach between us, rub my clit in fast circles.

"I'm coming again. Ungh. Oh fuck, I'm coming."

My pussy clamps down on him. The orgasm rolls through me, long and deep, my whole body shaking. He groans, watches my face as I come, his rhythm never faltering.

"Mmm. Fuck yes. Ahh!"

Before I fully recover, he pulls out. His cock is slick, throbbing.

"Turn over."

I roll onto my stomach, still trembling. He grabs my hips, pulls them up. I get on my hands and knees, my ass in the air, my pussy dripping onto his sheets.

"Fuck, look at you."

His hands spread my ass cheeks. I feel exposed, vulnerable, desperate. His cock nudges my entrance. He pushes in slowly, watching himself disappear into my wet cunt.

"Mmm. Yes."

Once he's deep, he grabs my hips and starts to fuck me. Slow at first, then faster. Each thrust makes my breasts swing, my arms shake. The angle is intense, his cock hitting spots that make me gasp.

"Oh god. Ahh. Fuck."

He speeds up. His fingers dig into my soft hips. The sound of skin slapping skin echoes in the small room. My arms give out. My face presses into the mattress, my ass still in the air, my pussy taking his cock over and over.

"You like that?"

"Yes. Ahh. Fuck. Don't stop. Mmm."

He doesn't. One hand leaves my hip, slides around to find my clit. His fingers rub tight circles while his cock pounds into me from behind. The dual sensation makes me scream into the mattress.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck."

Another orgasm builds. I've lost count now. Four? Five? My whole body is on fire, every nerve ending screaming. His fingers work my clit faster. His cock slams into me harder.

"Come for me again. I wanna feel it."

"Ungh. I'm gonna. Oh god, Marcus, I'm gonna come."

"Do it. Fuck, do it."

The orgasm crashes through me. Stronger than the others. My pussy clenches so hard around his cock it almost hurts. I scream, my fists gripping the sheets, my whole body convulsing.

"Ahh! Fuck! Yes! Mmm! Ungh!"

He keeps fucking me through it. His fingers don't leave my clit. The orgasm goes on and on, wave after wave, until I'm sobbing into the mattress.

"I can't. I can't. Too much."

He finally stops rubbing my clit. But his cock keeps moving, slower now, letting me come down. When my breathing steadies, he pulls out. I collapse onto my stomach, my legs useless.

"Turn over. I wanna see your face."

I roll onto my back, my body limp. He climbs over me, positions himself between my thighs again. His cock slides back into my swollen pussy. I'm so sensitive now that even the slow entry makes me gasp.

"Ahh. Mmm."

He settles on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress. Starts to fuck me with long, deep strokes. His face is inches from mine. I can see the sweat on his forehead, the hunger in his eyes.

"You're so fucking beautiful."

No one's called me beautiful in years. Not like this. Not while buried inside me, worshipping me with his body. My eyes sting.

"Kiss me."

He does. His mouth finds mine, softer this time. His tongue slides between my lips as his cock slides in and out of my pussy. The intimacy of it, the connection, makes something crack open in my chest.

I wrap my arms around him. Pull him closer. My hips rise to meet his thrusts. We move together, slow and deep, the urgency replaced by something else. Something I can't name.

"Mmm. God, yes."

His hand slides between us. Finds my clit again. Rubs gentle circles. The pleasure builds slowly this time, spreading through my whole body.

"I'm gonna come again," I whisper against his mouth.

"Me too. Fuck, me too."

We move faster. His cock pounds into me. His fingers work my clit. I'm so close, teetering on the edge.

"Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"I won't. Come with me. Come with me, Maggie."

The orgasm hits us at the same time. My pussy clamps down on his cock just as he thrusts deep and holds. I feel him pulse inside me, feel the warmth of his cum filling me. We come together, gasping, shaking, clinging to each other.

"Fuck. Oh fuck. Ahh. Mmm."

The pleasure rolls through me, softer than before but longer, deeper. My pussy milks his cock, taking everything he has. He groans into my neck, his whole body trembling.

We stay like that for a long moment. Connected. His cock softening inside me. His weight on top of me. My arms around him. Both of us breathing hard.

Finally he pulls out. Rolls onto his side. I lie on my back, staring at the ceiling, feeling his cum leak out of me onto his sheets.

My heart pounds. My body hums. The ache between my legs is finally, finally quiet.

"That was..."

"Yeah."

I close my eyes. Feel my swollen pussy, my tender clit, my exhausted muscles. For the first time in weeks, the desperate need is gone. Relief floods through me, so complete I could cry.

I clean myself up in his bathroom. My reflection in the mirror shows flushed cheeks, messy hair, swollen lips. I look like I've been fucked. I look satisfied.

Marcus gives me his number. Kisses me at the door. Tells me to text him anytime.

I walk back to my car in a daze. My legs are shaky. My pussy is tender, swollen, still leaking his cum into my fresh underwear. But the screaming need is gone. The ache that's been driving me insane for weeks is finally quiet.

I sit in the driver's seat and just breathe for a moment. My hands rest on the steering wheel. The relief is so profound it makes my eyes sting.

This is the answer. This is how I survive.

I drive home. Park in the driveway. Walk inside like nothing happened. The house is quiet. I check the time. Tom won't be home for another hour.

I shower. Let the hot water wash away the evidence. My body feels used, tender, satisfied in a way it hasn't been in so long. I dress in clean clothes. Put on makeup. Make myself look like the wife Tom expects to see.

When I hear the garage door open, I'm in the kitchen starting dinner. Chicken in the oven. Salad on the counter. Normal. Domestic. Safe.

"Hey."

Tom walks in, briefcase in hand, tie already loosened. He sets everything down, comes over to kiss my cheek.

"Hey. How was work?"

"Long. How was your day?"

"Good. Quiet."

He opens the fridge, grabs a beer. Leans against the counter watching me chop vegetables. I can feel him looking at me.

"You seem different."

My heart skips. "Different how?"

"I don't know. Relaxed, I guess."

I keep chopping. Keep my voice casual. "I went to a new coffee shop today. Had some time to myself. It was nice."

"That's good. You've been so stressed lately."

He takes a long drink of his beer. I glance over at him. He looks relieved. Content. The tension that's been in his shoulders for weeks is gone.

"Whatever you're doing to manage your stress is really working. You seem so much calmer."

I smile. Set the knife down. Turn to face him.

"I feel calmer."

"Good. I'm glad."

He doesn't suspect anything. He just thinks I've figured out how to take care of myself. Found some healthy outlet for the energy that was driving us both crazy.

He's not wrong. I have found an outlet.

We eat dinner together. He tells me about his day, some issue with a client, a meeting that ran long. I listen and nod in the right places. Ask questions. Laugh at his jokes.

I'm present in a way I haven't been since the medication started. The fog of desperate need isn't clouding my thoughts. I can focus on him, on the conversation, on normal life.

After dinner we watch TV on the couch. He puts his arm around me. I curl into his side. We sit like that for an hour, comfortable and quiet. He doesn't expect sex. I don't need it.

When we go to bed, he kisses me goodnight. Rolls over. Falls asleep within minutes.

I lie beside him in the dark. My body is tired, satisfied, quiet. My pussy is still tender from Marcus's cock. I can still feel the ghost of his hands on my hips, his mouth on my clit.

Tom breathes deep and even beside me. He has no idea where I was this afternoon. What I did. Who I let inside me.

He'll never know.

And that's perfect.

I close my eyes. Feel sleep pulling me under for the first time in weeks without the desperate need clawing at me.

I'll go back to Marcus. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe the next day. Whenever the ache starts building again.

Tom will keep thinking I've found some healthy way to manage my stress. He'll be grateful. Relieved. Happy to have his calm, easy wife back.

He'll never understand that his calm, easy wife is calm because another man's cum is still leaking out of her pussy.

I smile in the dark.

This is my life now. And it works.
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Two days since Marcus and the ache is back. The need isn't as desperate as before. It's not the clawing feeling that made me want to scream. But it's building. A low hum in my pussy won't quiet down. I woke up wet this morning. Touched myself in the shower. Came hard with my fingers pumping inside me, water streaming over my flushed tits. It helped for maybe an hour.

I've been to the gym three times since the first time I was there. I tell myself it's about exercise. About staying fit. About having something to do with all this energy the medication has given me. But I know why I'm really here.

The weight section is full of them. Young men with thick arms and broad shoulders grunt as they lift. Sweat soaks through their shirts. I watch them from the treadmill. My eyes track their bodies, the flex of muscle under skin, the way their gym shorts hang low on narrow hips. My thighs press together as I walk. The friction isn't enough.

Today I can't pretend anymore.

I'm on the treadmill trying to focus on the rhythm of my feet hitting the belt. My sports bra is too tight. My nipples rub against the fabric with every step. The seam of my leggings presses between my legs, riding up into my wet pussy. I'm soaked. I can feel it.

He's at the squat rack. His arms are tattooed, his chest is thick, his posture is arrogant. He knows exactly how good he looks. I've noticed him before. Watched him from across the gym, imagining what his cock would feel like inside me. Today I can't stop staring.

He loads the bar with plates. His shoulders bunch as he positions himself under the weight. He drops into a squat, thighs flexing, ass tight in his shorts. My cunt clenches. I stumble on the treadmill, catch myself on the rails.

He stands, racks the weight, rolls his shoulders. His eyes scan the gym. They land on me.

I don't look away.

He holds my gaze for three seconds. Four. Then his eyes drop. The movement is slow. Deliberate. They drag down my neck to the sweat-slicked skin above my sports bra, the curve of my full tits straining against the fabric, my hard nipples pushing through. Lower to my stomach, my wide hips, my thick thighs. He lingers where my leggings have ridden up between my legs, the fabric pushed tight into my pussy. The look on his face is predatory. Hungry. He knows exactly what he's seeing.

Then he smirks and goes back to his set.

My pussy throbs. I hit the stop button on the treadmill, step off on shaking legs. I should leave. Go home. Take care of this myself. But my feet carry me toward the weight section instead.

I grab a set of dumbbells. Stand a few feet from his rack. Start doing bicep curls. My form is shit and I don't care. I'm watching him in the mirror. Watching the way his body moves. His shirt is soaked through, clinging to his chest and abs. He's in his early twenties. He's cocky. He's exactly what my body is screaming for.

He finishes his set. Turns and looks at me directly this time.

"You need help with your form?"

His voice is deep. He's already walking toward me.

I set the dumbbells down. My hands are shaking.

"Maybe."

He steps closer. Too close for a trainer, not close enough for what I want. His eyes drop to my chest. My nipples are hard under my sports bra, visible through the thin fabric. He notices. His smirk deepens.

"You've been watching me."

It's not a question. I should deny it. Play coy. But my pussy is throbbing and I can't think past the need burning through me.

"Yeah."

"Yeah?"

He's amused. Testing me. Waiting to see if I'll back down.

"You're hard to miss."

"That right?"

He shifts his weight, his arm flexing as he crosses his arms over his chest. He smells like sweat and skin. I want to lick him.

"I'm Tyler."

"Maggie."

"You come here a lot, Maggie?"

"Started recently."

"Good. I like seeing you here."

His eyes drag down my body. The movement is slow. He takes in my flushed face, my full tits straining against my sports bra, my curvy hips in tight leggings. When his gaze reaches my thighs he lingers. I'm sure he can tell. I'm sure he knows how wet I am.

"You married?"

The question catches me off guard. My wedding ring is on. I haven't thought about taking it off.

"Yeah."

"That a problem?"

"No."

The word comes out before I can think. It's the truth. Tom doesn't matter right now. Nothing matters except the thick bulge I can see growing in Tyler's shorts.

"Good."

He steps closer. His hand finds my lower back, guiding me toward a corner of the weight area where fewer people are working out. His palm is hot through my thin shirt. My skin burns under his touch.

"So what are you looking for, Maggie?"

His voice is low now. Quiet enough that only I can hear.

I meet his eyes. They're green and sharp and hungry.

"I think you know."

His hand slides lower, fingers pressing into the curve of my ass. My breath catches.

"Yeah. I think I do."

My pussy clenches. I'm so wet I can feel it soaking through my underwear, through my leggings. I need his cock. I need it inside me, stretching me, pounding into me until the ache finally stops.

"When do you finish your workout?"

He glances at the clock on the wall. Back at me. His hand squeezes my ass.

"Now."

"Follow me out to the parking lot in five minutes."

He says it like an order. His hand leaves my ass. He walks back toward the locker room without waiting for an answer.

I stand there for a moment, my pussy throbbing, my legs unsteady. Then I grab my water bottle and my keys and head for the exit.

The parking lot is half full. Cars scattered across the asphalt, people coming and going. I unlock my car and climb into the driver's seat. My hands grip the steering wheel. My cunt is soaked, my leggings damp between my thighs. I watch the gym entrance in the rearview mirror.

He emerges three minutes later. His gym bag is slung over one shoulder. He's changed his shirt but his hair is still damp with sweat. His eyes scan the lot until he finds my car. Then he walks straight toward me.

My breath catches. I unlock the doors.

He opens the back door and tosses his bag onto the seat. Then he looks at me through the gap between the front seats.

"Get back here."

I don't hesitate. I climb over the center console, my ass in the air, my full tits pressing against the leather as I scramble into the back. He's already sliding in beside me, pulling the door shut.

The space is tight. His body fills the seat, his broad shoulders taking up most of the room. He reaches for me before I can settle. His hand grabs the back of my neck, pulls my mouth to his.

The kiss is rough. Demanding. His tongue pushes past my lips, his teeth scraping my bottom lip. I moan into his mouth. My hand finds his thigh, slides up to the bulge in his shorts. He's hard. Thick. My fingers wrap around him through the fabric and he groans.

"Fuck, you're desperate for it."

His other hand yanks at my sports bra, pulling it up over my tits. My breasts spill out, heavy and sensitive. He palms one roughly, squeezing.

"Jesus, look at these fat tits."

His hand kneads my flesh, his thumb brushing over my hard nipple. I gasp. My hips rock forward, grinding against nothing.

"You been thinking about my cock between these?"

"Yes."

"Fuck yes you have."

He pinches my nipple hard and I cry out. His mouth drops to my other breast, sucking, biting.

"Please."

"Please what?"

His teeth scrape my nipple. His hand twists the other one and I whimper.

"Fuck me."

"Yeah?"

He shoves me back against the seat. His hands grab the waistband of my leggings. He doesn't bother with slow. He just yanks them down to my knees in one rough pull, taking my underwear with them.

My wet pussy is exposed. The cool air hits my slick folds and I spread my thighs as much as the tight fabric around my knees will allow.

He looks down at me. At my flushed face, my full tits with their hard pink nipples, my thick thighs spread open, my dripping cunt.

"Goddamn."

His hand moves to his waistband.

He pulls his shorts down. His cock springs out, thick and hard, the head already glistening. It's the same length as Tom's but thicker. The veins running along the shaft are prominent, pulsing. My mouth waters. My pussy clenches.

"You want this fat cock?"

"Yes."

"Say it, slut."

"I want your fat cock in my pussy."

"Damn right you do. Ungh."

He grabs my hips, positions himself between my spread thighs. The space is cramped. My back presses against the door, my legs bent at an awkward angle. I don't care. I just need him inside me.

He lines himself up. The head of his cock pushes against my entrance. I'm so wet he slides in easily. One hard thrust and he's buried deep.

"Ahh fuck!"

The stretch is perfect. He's thick, filling me completely. My cunt squeezes around him.

"Shit, your pussy's gripping my cock so tight."

He pulls back and slams in again. Hard. My tits bounce with the force. I grip the seat, my nails digging into the leather.

"Yes. Fuck my pussy harder."

He doesn't need more encouragement. He starts pounding into me, his hips driving forward, his cock hitting deep. The car rocks with each thrust. My pussy makes wet sounds as he fucks me. I'm moaning, loud and shameless.

"Yeah, take this fat cock. Slurp it up with your wet cunt. Fuck!"

His hands grip my thick thighs, spreading them wider, using them as leverage. He's rough. Selfish. Using my body exactly how he wants. It's perfect.

"Harder, pound my slutty pussy!"

"You want it harder, you greedy bitch?"

"Yes! Ungh, fuck me harder!"

He increases his pace. His cock slams into me over and over. My heavy breasts bounce wildly. I reach down and rub my clit, circling the swollen nub while he uses my cunt.

"Look at you, fingering that sloppy clit while I drill your hole."

"Mmm, yes!"

"You're such a dirty fucking slut, creaming on stranger cock."

The words make my pussy clench. My fingers move faster on my clit. The pressure builds low in my belly, spreading through my pelvis.

"Oh god. Ahh fuck, I'm gonna squirt on your cock!"

"Yeah? Drench my fat dick."

He drives in deep and grinds against me. My fingers work my clit frantically. The orgasm crashes through me. My back arches off the seat, my cunt clamping down on his thick cock, my thighs shaking.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck! Yes!"

"That's it. Milk my cock with that spasming pussy."

He doesn't slow down. He keeps fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging it, making my whole body shake. When the waves finally subside I'm gasping, my skin flushed and sweaty.

A car door slams nearby.

Footsteps on the asphalt. Someone walking past. Close.

Tyler grins down at me. His hips don't stop moving.

"Someone's out there watching your tits bounce."

"Don't stop pounding me!"

"Yeah?"

"Don't fucking stop! Ram that cock deeper!"

He slams into me harder. The car rocks. The suspension creaks. Anyone walking by can hear it. Can see it.

The footsteps pause.

My pussy throbs. The thought of someone watching makes me wetter. I moan louder.

"Ahh, yes! Fuck this married pussy!"

"You love it, don't you? Knowing some bitch might see you stuffed full?"

"Yes! God, yes, let her watch me take cock!"

Tyler's grin widens. He pulls out suddenly. My cunt feels empty.

"Turn around, ass up."

I scramble to obey. My leggings are still bunched around my knees. I twist in the cramped space, get on my hands and knees on the seat. My ass is in the air, my wet pussy exposed.

My face is toward the window now.

A woman stands several feet away. She's younger, maybe mid-twenties, gym bag on her shoulder. She's staring straight at me through the glass. Her eyes are wide. Her mouth is slightly open. She's not walking away.

Tyler grabs my hips and slams back inside me.

"Ungh, fuck!"

She sees my face. Sees my mouth open as Tyler pounds into me from behind. My heavy tits swing with each thrust, hanging down, nipples hard. She can see everything. My flushed face. My bouncing breasts. Tyler's muscular body behind me, his hands gripping my wide hips, his body slamming forward.

She knows exactly what's happening.

The angle is deeper. His cock hits spots that make me cry out. He starts pounding into me from behind, his fingers digging into my soft hips.

"Fucking love this thick ass shaking."

His hand comes down on my ass cheek. A sharp slap. The sound echoes. The sting radiates through my skin.

"Yes!"

The woman shifts her weight. Her face flushes. Her thighs press together.

"You like your ass spanked red while I ream you?"

"Yes! Spank it harder!"

He spanks me again. Harder. My pussy clenches around him. The woman is still watching. Her eyes track the motion of Tyler's body, the way he drives into me, the way my tits swing. Her hand moves to her own chest, touching herself through her shirt.

"Dirty fucking whore. Getting railed in a parking lot like a cumdump."

"Mmm, yes, use my holes!"

Another slap. My ass is burning. My cunt is dripping. I reach between my legs and find my clit again. I lock eyes with the woman.

She sees me looking at her. Sees that I know she's watching. She doesn't leave. Her hand slides down her stomach.

"That's right, rub that dripping clit. Show her how you cream on cock."

I rub furious circles on my clit. His cock pounds into me from behind. The car is rocking violently now. The windows are fogging from the inside. But I can still see her through the haze. Still see the hunger on her face as she watches me get fucked.

My fingers work my clit frantically. Tyler's cock fills me over and over. The woman's hand moves between her own legs now, rubbing herself through her yoga pants. She stands there in the parking lot touching herself while she watches my tits bounce, watches Tyler's hands grip my ass, watches me moan and beg for more.

The pressure builds again. Fast and overwhelming.

"Oh fuck. Ahh god!"

"You gonna explode again?"

"Yes!"

She's rubbing herself faster. Watching my face contort with pleasure.

"Squirt it out! Soak my balls with your cum!"

My orgasm explodes through me. My cunt spasms around him, milking his thick cock. I'm moaning, my mouth open, my eyes rolling back, still locked on the woman watching me. She sees me come. Sees my body shake. Sees the pleasure tear through me.

Her mouth opens wider. Her hand moves faster between her legs.

"Fuck yes! Choke my cock with that gushing pussy!"

He keeps fucking me through it. Rough. Relentless. The waves keep crashing over me. Longer. Harder. The best orgasm I've had in days.

When it starts to fade the woman finally steps back. She looks around the parking lot, checks if anyone saw her watching. Then she walks away quickly, her face still flushed, her hand dropping from between her legs.

Tyler speeds up. His breathing gets ragged.

"Ungh, gonna flood your womb."

"Do it!"

"Where? Say it."

"Fill my pussy with cum!"

"Fuck!"

He slams in deep one more time. His cock pulses inside me. I feel him come, feel the warmth flooding my cunt. He groans, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise.

"Shit!"

He stays buried inside me for a moment, both of us breathing hard. Then he pulls out. I feel his cum start to leak out of my used pussy.

I collapse onto the seat. My legs are shaking. My body feels loose and satisfied. The ache is finally gone.

Tyler pulls his shorts back up. Leans back against the seat. He's grinning.

"Damn, Maggie. That was fucking hot."

I pull my leggings up over my wet thighs. His cum is soaking into my underwear. I don't care.

"When are you back at the gym?"

I look at him. He's pulling out his phone.

"Give me your number."

I recite it. He types it in. My phone buzzes a second later.

"There. Now you can text me when you need dick."

When I need it. Not if. When.

He grabs his gym bag from the floor and opens the door.

"See you around."

Then he's gone. Walking across the parking lot toward his truck like he didn't just fuck a married woman in broad daylight.

I climb back into the front seat. Sit there for a minute catching my breath. My pussy is tender and wet, my thighs sticky with his cum. I feel good. Satisfied. The need that's been building for two days is finally quiet.

I start the car and drive home.

Tom's car is in the driveway when I pull up. He's home early. I check my reflection in the mirror. My hair is a mess. My face is flushed. I look exactly like what I am.

I smooth my hair down. Take a breath. Walk inside.

"Hey."

Tom is in the kitchen, pouring a glass of water. He turns and smiles when he sees me.

"Hey. Good workout?"

"Yeah."

He crosses the room and kisses my forehead.

"You're glowing. Whatever you're doing at that gym, keep it up."

"I will."

He goes back to his water. Tells me about his day. Some issue with a client. I nod and listen. My thighs press together. I can feel Tyler's cum still leaking out of me.

That night we eat dinner. Watch TV. Tom falls asleep on the couch during the game. I sit beside him, Tyler's number saved in my phone under a fake name. Gym.

When we go to bed Tom is asleep within minutes. I lie beside him in the dark. My pussy is sore but satisfied. I'm not climbing the walls. I'm not desperate and aching.

I have Marcus when I need a cock. Now I have Tyler too.

My phone sits on the nightstand. The screen lights up with a text.

Gym: That was hot. Let me know when you need more.

I delete the message. Roll onto my side. Close my eyes.

Another cock to use when the need builds again. That's all I need.
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Three days without Tyler and my body reminds me with every breath. The post office line moves slow. I shift my weight from foot to foot, my thighs pressing together under my skirt. The woman ahead of me argues about tracking numbers. The clerk looks tired, patient, robotic. I count the seconds.

My package gets stamped. I take it and walk out into the bright afternoon. The parking lot stretches half empty in front of me. My car sits near the back, away from the entrance. I picked that spot without thinking. Now I understand why.

The driver's seat is warm through my thin skirt. I set the package on the passenger side and sit for a moment, keys in my lap, staring at the steering wheel. My pussy throbs. I've been wet since I woke up, my underwear damp and uncomfortable all morning. I made it through breakfast with Tom. Through his kiss goodbye. Through the drive here. But now the ache spreads through my pelvis, insistent, demanding.

I glance around the lot. A few cars scattered. No one walking. No one paying attention.

My hand slides under my skirt. I push my underwear aside and touch my clit. The contact makes me gasp. I'm so swollen, so ready. I circle slowly, my head falling back against the seat.

A truck pulls into the lot. Dark blue, older model. It parks three spaces away, angled so the driver has a clear view of my car.

I freeze. My hand stays between my legs. The truck idles for a moment, then the engine cuts off.

A man sits behind the wheel. Maybe forty, weathered face, baseball cap pulled low. He's not getting out. He's just sitting there.

Looking at me.

My heart pounds. I should move my hand. Start the car. Leave.

Instead I spread my legs wider.

His head turns slightly. I see his eyes now, locked on my lap, on the hand disappearing under my skirt. He doesn't look away. Doesn't pretend he didn't notice. He just watches.

Heat floods through me. My fingers move again, circling my clit, pressing harder. My breathing quickens. I keep my eyes on him. He keeps his eyes on me.

This is different. This is me choosing to be seen.

I pull my skirt higher. Show him more. My pale thighs, the edge of my black underwear, my hand moving steadily. His jaw tightens. He leans forward slightly in his seat.

My pussy clenches. I push two fingers inside, pump them slow and deep. My other hand grips the edge of my seat. I don't stop watching him. He doesn't stop watching me.

I pull my fingers out, bring them to my mouth, suck them clean. His eyes follow every movement. I reach back down, push my underwear lower, give him a better view. My fingers slide through my wet folds, circling my clit, dipping inside again.

"Mmm," I moan, loud enough he might hear through the cracked window.

His posture shifts. He grips his steering wheel.

My hips start rocking. I pump two fingers deep inside my cunt, curl them to hit the spot that makes my legs shake. My free hand slides down to help, rubbing my clit in firm circles while my other hand fucks me.

"Fuck," I whisper.

I add a third finger. The stretch feels good, feels full. I pump them faster, harder. My palm slaps against my wet pussy with each thrust.

I spread my legs wider, plant one foot on the dashboard. Give him the full view. My fingers pumping in and out of my dripping pussy. My other hand working my swollen clit. My skirt bunched up around my waist.

The orgasm builds. My thighs tremble. My cunt clenches around my fingers. I don't look away from him. I want him to see me come. Need him to see it.

"Oh god."

I rub my clit faster. My fingers curl deeper. My hips buck up off the seat.

"Fuck. Yes. Right there."

His eyes are wide, hungry, locked on my spread legs.

The pleasure coils tight in my core. My back arches. My toes curl against the dashboard. My fingers move frantically between my legs, chasing the release building like a storm.

"Oh fuck. Oh fuck. I'm going to—"

I come hard, my body jerking, my cunt clenching around my fingers. The orgasm crashes through me in waves, each one sharper than the last. My hips buck up into my hands. My thighs shake. I keep my eyes open, locked on his, letting him see everything. The way my mouth falls open. The way my body convulses. The way I ride my own fingers through every pulsing wave.

"Ahhh, fuck, yes."

My hands keep moving, dragging it out, making it last. My cunt squeezes and releases, squeezes and releases. The pleasure rolls through me until I'm gasping, sweating, trembling.

But I don't stop. I keep rubbing my clit, gentler now, drawing out the aftershocks. My fingers slide in and out slowly, feeling how wet I am, how swollen.

Another wave builds. Smaller but still intense. I moan again, my head falling back against the seat.

"Mmm, god."

He shifts forward in his seat, his face closer to the window.

I pump my fingers again, faster. My other hand presses hard on my clit. The second orgasm hits quick and sharp, making me gasp, my pussy clenching.

When it finally fades I slump back in the seat. My hands slip out from under my skirt. My fingers glisten, coated in my wetness. I bring them to my mouth, lick them clean while he watches. One finger at a time, slow and deliberate, my tongue sliding along each digit.

He shifts in his seat. His hands grip the steering wheel tighter.

I smile. Smooth my skirt down over my thighs. My breathing is still heavy. My pussy still pulses, satisfied but already thinking ahead.

I start the car. He still hasn't moved. I pull out of the space slowly, drive past his truck. Our eyes meet through the windows. He nods once. I don't nod back.

The drive home takes fifteen minutes. My hands grip the wheel. My body feels electric, alive, hungry for more.

Not more cock. More eyes.

I park in the driveway. Walk into the empty house. Go upstairs and strip off my damp underwear. Lie on the bed in just my skirt and shirt.

Tomorrow I'll find a busier lot. Somewhere with more traffic, more eyes. Somewhere the risk is higher.

My hand drifts between my legs. Still wet. Still ready. I touch myself gently, just keeping the heat simmering.

Tom will be home in three hours.

I get up. Pull on fresh underwear and jeans. Go downstairs to start dinner. Chicken breasts defrosting on the counter. I move through the routine, my mind already planning tomorrow.

The garage door rumbles. Tom's home.
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The shopping center parking lot buzzes with lunch traffic when I pull in the next afternoon. Cars circle for spots near the deli and the coffee place. Men in shirtsleeves and loosened ties walk in twos and threes, phones in their hands, badges on lanyards swinging against their chests.

I park in the middle row. Not tucked away. Not in the front. Right where people have to walk past to get to their cars.

My heart is already beating faster. My pussy has been wet since mid-morning, the ache sitting low and heavy. I told Tom I had errands. Groceries. Bank. Dry cleaning. All true. None of it why I left the house.

I kill the engine and sit for a moment, hands on the wheel, breathing. The sun warms the windshield. The air inside the car feels thick.

I slide my seat back a little. Not a full recline. Just enough to give my legs space. I crack the window on my side. Two fingers' width. Enough for sound to slip out.

People move through the lot in steady streams. A woman in a navy dress pushes a cart. A man in a suit unlocks a sedan two rows over. No one looks at me.

My hand goes under my skirt. I push my underwear aside and find my clit. The first touch hits like a jolt. I suck in a breath. My fingers circle slowly, gathering slick. I am soaked already.

I keep my face neutral, my shoulders relaxed, as if I am just scrolling my phone. Anyone glancing in will see a woman sitting alone in her car. They won't notice the hand between her legs unless they come closer. Unless they really look.

A man in a light blue shirt walks down my row, keys in hand. Maybe mid-thirties, dark hair, broad shoulders. He glances at my car as he passes. His eyes flick to my face, then down, pause for half a second, move on.

He keeps walking.

My pussy clenches around nothing. My fingers work harder. Tiny circles on my swollen clit. The urge to get bolder rises quick.

I drag my hand out from under my skirt and bring my fingers to my mouth. I suck them slowly, tasting myself. Then I shove my skirt higher, to mid-thigh, and spread my legs wider.

Another man comes out of the coffee shop. No jacket, white shirt rolled at the sleeves, tie loosened. He walks toward my row, sipping from a paper cup. His gaze sweeps the lot, lazy, distracted. It lands on my car. On me.

On the way my knees are spread, my skirt bunched up.

He slows. His eyes narrow, trying to see more. I keep my hand resting on my bare thigh, not hiding anything, not giving too much away yet.

He changes direction. Instead of cutting between rows he walks straight toward my car, deliberate now.

My heart kicks. My clit throbs. I slide my hand back under my skirt just before he reaches me and pull my underwear aside.

He stops right next to my door. Less than a meter away. The only thing between us is the metal and the glass.

From there he can see everything.

His eyes drop to my lap. They widen. His lips part.

I drag two fingers slowly up my slit, from soaked entrance to swollen clit, and circle. His gaze follows the movement, pinned to my hand.

Heat sweeps through me. I rub harder, slow circles turning into rougher strokes. I tilt my hips to give him a better angle through the window.

He stands there frozen. Coffee cup hanging loose from his hand. Staring.

Another man walks out of the deli, carrying a brown paper bag. Mid-forties, salt-and-pepper hair, softer around the middle. He calls something to the first guy. The younger one doesn't answer.

The older man follows his line of sight.

He stops too. Right beside my car. So close I can see the faint stubble on his jaw. Both of them stand there now at my window, less than an arm's length away, looking straight down at my hand working between my spread thighs.

My pussy throbs. I push two fingers inside, bury them deep. My walls clutch at them, desperate. I pull out slow so they can see the shine, then drive them back in.

"Ohhh," I let it out on a low sound, not caring who hears.

The younger one shifts his weight, eyes never leaving my lap. The older one swallows hard. His throat works.

I angle my hips again, making sure they see every stroke. My skirt is pushed to my hips now. My underwear shoved aside. My cunt open and glistening inches from their faces with only the glass between us.

My free hand goes to the hem of my shirt. I drag it up over my stomach, over my ribs. My black lace bra shows through the window. My full breasts strain against the cups.

The younger man's eyes snap up to my chest. His jaw goes slack.

I tug the cups down. Both of them. My tits spill free, heavy and pale in the afternoon light. My nipples are already hard, dark pink and tight.

"Fuck," the older man mutters. I hear it faint through the cracked window.

I cup my left breast with my free hand. Squeeze it. The flesh is soft, full in my palm. I knead it slowly, pushing it up, watching their faces as they watch my hand work my own tit.

My fingers keep pumping between my legs. Three now. Stretching me. Filling me. The wet sounds are loud in the closed space of the car. I curl them inside, hitting the spot that makes my hips jerk.

"Mmm, yes."

I pinch my nipple. Roll it between my thumb and finger. Pull it until it aches. My breast bounces as I knead it rougher, squeezing hard enough to leave marks I'll see later.

The younger man shifts again. His hand moves to the front of his pants, presses there briefly before dropping back to his side.

I switch to my other breast. Cup it. Lift it. Squeeze. My fingers move faster in my pussy, pumping hard, my palm slapping wetly against my clit with every thrust.

"Oh god," I moan. Louder now.

People walk behind them in the distance. Cars pull in and out of spaces. Life moves on around us. No one notices the two men standing frozen by my car door, watching a woman finger herself and grope her own tits like she's getting paid for it.

My hand on my breast moves faster, kneading and squeezing, my fingers digging into the soft flesh. I pinch my nipple hard, twist it. The sharp pain shoots straight to my clit.

"Fuck, yes."

My hips rock into my hand. I fuck myself harder, faster, my fingers curling and pumping. My pussy makes obscene wet sounds. My other hand mauls my breast, rough and desperate.

I catch the older man's eyes. Hold them.

"You like watching me?"

His throat bobs. He nods once. Small. Jerky.

"You like seeing my tits? My pussy?"

The younger one makes a sound. Something between a groan and a curse.

I spread my legs wider. Press my knees against the door and the center console. Give them the full view. My soaked cunt stretched around three pumping fingers. My slick thighs. My hand squeezing and kneading my heavy breast.

"Watch me come," I breathe.

My other hand slides down from my breast to help between my legs. Both hands working now. One pumping fingers deep inside. One rubbing fast circles on my swollen clit.

"Oh fuck. Oh god."

My back arches. My breast bounces free, nipple still hard and red from my rough handling. I don't care. I need both hands on my pussy.

I rub my clit faster. Pump my fingers harder. My walls clench around them. The pressure builds low in my belly, coiling tight.

"Yes. Right there. Fuck."

The younger man's breathing is audible now. Fast and shallow. The older one's hands are clenched at his sides.

I'm so close. My thighs shake. My hips buck up off the seat. My fingers pump frantically, chasing the edge.

"I'm gonna come. Oh god, I'm gonna—"

The orgasm slams into me. My cunt clamps down hard on my fingers. My whole body jerks. A loud moan tears from my throat.

"Ahhh, fuck, yes, yes."

I don't look away from them. I keep my eyes open, locked on theirs, letting them see my face break. My mouth falls open. My cheeks flush deep red. My eyes go half-lidded.

My hips jerk with each pulse. My fingers keep pumping, keep rubbing, dragging out every wave. My pussy squeezes and releases, squeezes and releases. Wetness slicks over my hand, my thighs, drips onto the seat.

"Oh fuck, oh god, yes."

The pleasure rolls through me in long hard waves. I ride them, my hands working myself through every pulse, my body shaking.

When the waves finally start to fade I slow. Gentle circles on my oversensitive clit. Soft pumps of my fingers. My breathing comes in gasps. My whole body trembles.

I pull my fingers out slowly. They're coated, dripping. I bring them to my mouth and suck them clean, one at a time, my tongue sliding along each digit. My eyes stay on theirs.

The younger man swears under his breath. The older man's jaw is so tight I can see the muscle jump.

I pull my bra back up over my tits. Tug my shirt down. Smooth my skirt over my thighs. My hands shake slightly.

Neither of them moves.

I pick up my keys. The jingle makes them both flinch. I start the car. The engine purrs.

I don't look at them again. I put the car in reverse, back out carefully. Their reflections disappear from my window.

I pull forward down the row. In the rearview mirror they are still there, side by side, staring after my car like they just witnessed something holy.

My hands grip the wheel tight. A shaky laugh bubbles up.

The orgasm felt good. Strong. But the high humming through me now isn't just from coming.

It's from being that close. That exposed. Those hungry eyes inches away watching me fuck myself and grope my own tits like a desperate whore.

I drive out of the lot, my pussy still pulsing, already thinking about tonight.
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The orgasm from the shopping center lot holds me for two days. I go through the motions. Groceries. Laundry. Dinner with Tom. I touch myself in the shower each morning but it's maintenance, not desperation. My body feels calmer. Sated.

Tom notices I'm in a good mood. He comments on it Friday morning over coffee.

"You seem really relaxed lately."

I smile. Sip my coffee.

"Just taking care of myself."

"Well, keep it up. Whatever you're doing is working."

He kisses the top of my head and leaves for work.

Friday afternoon the ache returns. Slow at first. A low throb between my legs while I'm folding laundry. By dinner it's insistent. By the time Tom falls asleep on the couch in front of the TV it's demanding.

I clean up the kitchen. Load the dishwasher. Check the clock. Nine thirty.

Tom snores softly on the couch, his mouth open, his beer bottle tipped empty on the side table.

I stand at the sink staring out at the dark yard. My pussy throbs. My nipples are hard under my shirt. I need to do something about this. Need to go somewhere. Find eyes. Find hands.

The businessmen at the shopping center were good. Hungry. But restrained. Professional even in their lust.

I need different tonight. I need younger. Bolder. Men drunk enough to be reckless, horny enough to take what I offer without hesitation.

College bars. The ones near campus where students spill out to smoke between drinks. Young men in groups, competitive, showing off for each other. The kind who would fight over the chance to touch me.

I grab my keys and purse.

The state university is twenty minutes away. I know because Ethan went there before transferring. I know the campus. The bars that line the street just off the main quad. The parking lots behind them where students smoke between drinks.

I drive there on autopilot, my hands steady on the wheel, my pussy already wet.

The lot behind Murphy's is packed when I pull in. Friday night. Music thumps from inside the bar. The back door is propped open with a brick. Students spill in and out in loud groups, cigarettes glowing red in the dark.

I park near the back entrance. Not right next to it. Close enough to see who comes out. Far enough that I'm not in the main flow.

I kill the engine. Crack the window. The night air is cool, carrying the smell of smoke and spilled beer.

My hand slides under my skirt. I push my underwear aside and find my clit. The first touch makes me gasp. I'm so swollen, so ready.

Groups move through the lot. Mostly young men in jeans and hoodies. A few women in tight tops and high boots. They laugh loud, shove each other, voices carrying across the asphalt.

I spread my legs. Push my skirt up to my hips. Slide two fingers inside my dripping pussy.

Four guys push out of the back door. Early twenties, all of them. Loud and loose, already drunk. One wears a backward baseball cap. Another has on a varsity jacket. The other two are in t-shirts despite the cool air.

They cluster near the door, lighting cigarettes. One of them laughs at something, his voice sharp and braying.

I pump my fingers slowly, deliberately. My hips rock into my hand.

Cap guy turns. Scans the lot. His eyes land on my car.

My heart kicks. I don't stop. I pump faster, making sure the movement is visible.

He says something to his friends. They all turn and stare.

I pull my fingers out and bring them to my mouth. Suck them clean while they watch.

Cap guy starts walking toward me. The others follow.

My pulse hammers. This is different. These guys are younger than the businessmen. Cockier. Drunk enough to be bold.

They approach in a loose pack. Cap guy leads. He stops right at my door, squinting through the window.

"Holy shit," he says. His voice is clear through the cracked window. "Are you serious right now?"

I don't answer. I just spread my legs wider and push three fingers into my soaked cunt.

"Fuck," one of the others mutters. "Is she really—"

"She's really," jacket guy says.

They crowd around my door now, all four of them less than a meter away, faces pressed close to the glass, staring down at my hand working between my spread thighs.

"You need some help with that?" Cap guy grins. He's handsome in a stupid frat boy way. Strong jaw, white teeth, eyes glassy from beer.

I pull my fingers out. Bring them to my mouth. Suck them clean while they watch.

"You can watch," I say. My voice is steady.

"Just watch?" Jacket guy sounds disappointed.

I reach for the hem of my shirt. Pull it up over my stomach, over my ribs. My black lace bra shows through the window. I tug the cups down and my tits spill free, heavy and pale in the dim light.

"Jesus Christ," one of the t-shirt guys breathes.

I cup my breast with one hand. Squeeze it. Knead the soft flesh. My other hand goes back between my legs.

"You can watch me fuck myself," I say. "And you can touch my tits. That's it."

I roll the window down. All the way. The glass disappears into the door, leaving nothing between us but air.

Cap guy's eyes go wide. "Seriously?"

"Don't try to open the door. Just my tits. Nothing else."

He moves fast. His hand reaches through the open window, down into the car. His palm lands on my right breast. Hot. Rough. Calloused.

"Oh fuck," I gasp.

My fingers pump faster between my legs. Three buried deep, curling to hit the right spot. My hips rock into my hand.

His hand is rough, grabbing and kneading my tit like he's trying to memorize the feel. He pinches my nipple hard.

"God, this is fucking perfect," he mutters.

Jacket guy shoves at his shoulder. "My turn."

Cap guy pulls back. Jacket guy's hand reaches in immediately, grabbing my left breast. Squeezes hard enough it almost hurts.

I moan. Loud. Raw. My pussy clenches around my fingers.

"Fuck, so soft," jacket guy says.

One of the t-shirt guys pushes forward. "Let me."

They jostle each other, fighting for position at the window. Hands reach in, one after another, grabbing my tits. Rough palms and eager fingers. Squeezing, kneading, pinching my nipples.

"Oh god," I gasp.

My free hand comes up to help between my legs. Both hands working my pussy now. Fingers pumping deep. Palm rubbing my clit. The wet sounds fill the car, loud and obscene.

Cap guy's hand is on my breast again. He squeezes hard, thumbs my nipple roughly. Another hand shoves his aside, grabs my other tit. They take turns, pushing each other, all of them desperate for their chance to touch.

"Fuck, you're so hot," someone mutters.

A hand lands on my inner thigh. High. Close to where my fingers pump in and out of my dripping pussy.

"Just the tits," I gasp. "Not—"

The hand squeezes my thigh. Rough fingers dig into the soft flesh. The touch sends a jolt straight to my clit.

"Oh fuck."

The hand moves higher. Inches from my pussy. The other guys are still grabbing at my tits, rough and eager, but this hand on my thigh is deliberate. Possessive.

"I said—" I start to protest.

But my pussy clenches hard around my fingers. The orgasm is right there, building fast, and the hand on my thigh is pushing me over the edge.

"Fuck it. Don't stop," I gasp.

The hand squeezes harder. So close to my pussy I can feel the heat of his palm. My thighs shake. My walls clench.

Hands maul my tits. One hand grips my thigh. My own hands work frantically between my legs.

"I'm gonna come. Oh fuck, I'm—"

The orgasm slams into me. My cunt clamps down on my fingers. My body jerks violently.

"Fuck yes. Oh god, yes, yes."

My hips buck up into my hands. The hand on my thigh holds tight. Hands keep grabbing my tits, squeezing and pinching my nipples. The sensations all bleed together, making the orgasm sharper, longer, almost too much.

"Holy shit," someone says.

"Fuck, that's so hot."

My fingers keep pumping through each wave. My pussy pulses, clenching and releasing, wetness slicking over my hands and down my inner thighs.

"Oh god, fuck, yes."

The waves roll through me, one after another. I moan loud and shameless, not caring who hears. Their rough hands on my sensitive tits and thigh drag it out, make every pulse more intense.

When the waves finally start to fade I slump back in the seat, gasping. The hands slide away slowly, reluctantly.

"That was fucking insane," cap guy says. He's breathing hard, his eyes still locked on my exposed chest.

"Can we get your number?" jacket guy asks.

I pull my bra back up over my sore tits. Tug my shirt down. Smooth my skirt over my thighs.

"No."

"Come on—"

I start the car. The engine cuts through his words.

"Wait—"

I hit the button and the window rolls up. They step back as I put it in reverse.

"Fuck, wait!" One of them calls after me.

I don't wait. I pull forward and drive out of the lot. In the rearview mirror they're clustered together, gesturing wildly, probably already arguing about whether that really just happened.

My hands grip the wheel tight. My pussy still pulses. My tits ache where they grabbed me, a sweet soreness I'll feel tomorrow when I shower. My thigh tingles where that hand squeezed so close to my pussy.

The drive home takes twenty minutes. My body feels loose, satisfied in a way it hasn't been in days.

The house is quiet when I pull into the garage. The TV is still on in the living room. I walk in and find Tom asleep on the couch, beer bottle empty on the side table, his mouth open slightly.

I stand there for a moment watching him sleep. He has no idea where I've been. What I've done. What those boys' hands felt like on my tits while I came on my own fingers.

I turn off the TV. Leave him there. Go upstairs alone.

In the bedroom I strip down to nothing. Climb into bed. My body feels heavy, finally tired.

I lie in the dark replaying it. Their rough hands fighting for space on my breasts. That one hand on my thigh, so close to my pussy. Their hungry eyes watching me come. The way they called after me when I drove away.

My pussy gives a faint aftershock pulse. I press my thighs together and smile into the darkness.

Tomorrow I'll be calm again. For a day or two at least.
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The Pickup
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My phone buzzes on the nightstand. I reach for it, still half asleep, Tom's arm heavy across my waist.

“Girls night tonight! Wine bar downtown at 8. You're coming. No excuses.”  Lisa.

I set the phone down. Stare at the ceiling. The last thing I want is to sit around making small talk with suburban wives about their kids and their kitchen renovations. But I need to keep up appearances. Need to be the normal Maggie they all think I am.

Tom stirs beside me. His hand slides up my stomach, cups my breast through my t-shirt.

Heat floods through me instantly. My nipple hardens under his palm. I press back against him, feel his cock soft against my ass. My pussy clenches, already wet, already ready.

"Morning," he mumbles into my hair.

I turn to face him, my hand dropping to his thigh, sliding higher.

"Morning."

His eyes are still closed. His hand stays on my breast but doesn't move. Doesn't squeeze. Just rests there like he's holding me, not fucking me.

I wait. My fingers inch toward his cock. He's not hard.

He yawns. Stretches. His hand slides away from my breast.

"What time is it?"

The frustration hits sharp and immediate. He touched me. My body responded. But he wasn't initiating anything. Just being affectionate in his half-asleep haze. Not lust. Just comfort.

"Early. Go back to sleep."

I sit up before I do something desperate. Before I reach for his cock and try to make him want me when he clearly doesn't.

"Lisa wants me to go out tonight. Girls night."

He opens his eyes. Smiles.

"That's great. You should go."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. You've been so good about taking care of yourself. Working out, looking after your health." His gaze moves down my body under the thin t-shirt. "You look really good, by the way. I've noticed."

The compliment catches me off guard. I've been going to the gym for weeks now, but not to work out. To fuck Tyler in the parking lot. To watch the muscled men lift weights and imagine their hands on my curvy body.

"Thanks."

"I'm serious. Whatever you're doing, it's working. You look amazing."

He kisses me. His lips are warm, familiar. I kiss him back, my mouth opening, my tongue finding his. My hand slides to his chest, down his stomach. The throb between my legs intensifies. I reach for the waistband of his boxers.

He pulls back. Smiles.

"Save some energy for tonight. Have fun with the girls."

He rolls over. Settles back into the pillow.

I lie there staring at his back. My pussy aches. My hand hovers in the space between us. He just kissed me and I was ready. Ready to pull his cock out, climb on top of him, take what I need. But to him it was just a morning kiss. Affection. Nothing more.

"I should get up," I say to no one.

He doesn't respond. Already drifting back to sleep.

I shower quickly. The hot water runs over my full breasts, down my soft stomach, between my thighs. My hand drifts there but I pull it away. Save it for later. I dry off, wrap the towel around myself, stand in front of the closet.

Everything looks wrong. The dresses I used to wear to dinners and parties hang there like relics from another woman's life. Modest necklines. Knee-length hems. Nothing that shows off the body I've been learning to use. The body that gets looks now, that makes men want me.

I need something new. Something that fits who I've become.

The mall is crowded. Saturday shoppers moving through the bright corridors with their bags and strollers. I head straight for the dress section in the department store. My fingers move through the racks. Too long. Too plain. Too boring.

Then I see it. White, fitted, with a deep v-neck that plunges between the breasts. The kind of dress that hugs curves, that makes a statement.

I take it to the fitting room. Strip down to my underwear under the fluorescent lights. The mirror shows me what I've become. My wavy dark hair falls past my shoulders. My green eyes look bright, alive. My full breasts fill my bra, my hips curve out from my waist. I'm forty-five but I don't look tired anymore. I look hungry.

I pull the dress on. It slides over my hips, clings to my thighs, stops just above my knees. The fabric stretches across my ass. The neckline dips low, showing the swell of my breasts, the shadow of cleavage.

I look hot. Not like the tired woman from a few weeks ago. The woman looking at me in the mirror will turn heads. And make cocks hard.

I buy it without trying anything else.

At home I lay the dress on the bed. Tom is downstairs watching a game. I have hours before I need to leave but I'm already thinking about tonight. About being out in the world, away from this house, wearing something that makes me feel powerful.

I take my time getting ready. Shower again. Shave my legs smooth. Stand in front of the bathroom mirror and apply makeup carefully. Liner around my green eyes. Mascara to darken my lashes. Lipstick in a shade that makes my mouth look fuller.

The deep red silk underwear goes on first. Lace bra that lifts my breasts. Matching panties that sit low on my hips. I catch my reflection and pause. My body looks good. Better than it has in years. The curves I used to hide now feel like weapons.

I pull the white dress over my head. Smooth it down over my hips. The v-neck frames my cleavage perfectly. My breasts look full and high. The dress hugs my waist, shows off my ass. I slip on black heels that make my legs look longer.

Tom appears in the doorway.

"Wow."

I turn to face him.

"Too much?"

"No. You look incredible." He walks over, puts his hands on my hips. "I mean it. You look so good."

His touch feels nice but it doesn't make me ache. Doesn't make my pussy clench the way a stranger's eyes on me does.

"Thanks."

"Have fun tonight. You deserve it."

He kisses my cheek. Goes back downstairs.

I grab my purse. Check my reflection one more time. The woman looking back at me is confident, sexual, alive. She's not the good wife who used to sit at home in comfortable clothes. She's someone else now. Someone who needs more.

The wine bar is downtown, tucked between a bookstore and a restaurant. I park on the street, walk in on my high heels. Lisa waves from a corner table. She's there with two other women from the neighborhood. Sarah and Michelle. Both married, both mothers, both exactly who they appear to be.

"Maggie! You made it!" Lisa stands and hugs me. "And oh my god, that dress."

"Thanks."

"You look amazing. Seriously. What have you been doing?"

"Just taking care of myself."

Sarah and Michelle echo the compliments. I sit down, accept the glass of wine Lisa pours for me. The conversation starts immediately. Someone's kid got into their first-choice college. Someone's husband is up for a promotion. Someone saw someone else's husband having lunch with a woman who definitely wasn't his wife.

I sip my wine and nod in the right places. Play the role I'm supposed to play.

But my eyes drift across the room. To the bar. To the man working behind it.

He's mid-thirties. Strong forearms that flex when he shakes a cocktail. Dark hair, scruff along his jaw. He moves behind the bar with the confidence of someone who knows he's being watched.

I see him the moment I sit down. My pussy clenches.

Lisa is talking about her daughter's college applications. Michelle is nodding, adding something about SAT scores. Sarah refills my wine glass. I smile and pretend to care.

But my eyes keep drifting to him.

He's wiping down the bar. His white shirt is rolled up at the sleeves. His forearms are tanned, muscled. He reaches for a bottle on the top shelf and his shirt pulls tight across his shoulders.

I press my thighs together under the table.

He looks up. Our eyes meet across the room.

He doesn't look away. Neither do I.

"Maggie?"

I blink. Turn back to the table. Lisa is staring at me.

"Sorry, what?"

"I asked if you wanted another glass."

"Sure. Yeah."

She pours. The conversation shifts to someone's kitchen renovation. Granite countertops versus quartz. I nod like I'm listening.

My gaze slides back to the bar.

He's watching me. A small smile plays at the corner of his mouth. He knows I was staring.

Heat spreads through my chest, down my stomach, pools between my legs.

He picks up a tray of drinks. Starts walking toward our table.

My heart pounds. I sit up straighter. The white dress clings to my curves. My cleavage swells above the v-neck. I see his eyes drop there for a second before he catches himself.

"Ladies." He sets the tray down. His voice is deep, rough around the edges. "Compliments of the table by the window."

Lisa squeals. Looks over at a group of men in suits.

"Oh my god, how sweet."

He starts placing glasses on our table. When he sets mine down his fingers brush against my hand. The touch is deliberate. Slow.

Electricity shoots straight to my clit.

"Enjoy," he says. His eyes lock on mine.

"Thanks," I manage.

He walks away. I watch his ass in his dark jeans. My pussy throbs.

Lisa is waving at the men by the window. They raise their glasses. Sarah and Michelle giggle like teenagers.

"We still got it," Lisa says, grinning.

I take a long drink. The wine is cold, crisp. It does nothing to cool the heat building inside me.

I watch him work. He's talking to a customer, laughing at something, pouring a beer with practiced ease. Every movement is controlled, confident. His hands are large, capable. I imagine them on my hips, gripping my ass, pulling me against him.

He glances over. Catches me staring again.

This time he holds my gaze longer. His tongue touches his bottom lip. It's subtle, quick. But I see it.

My breath catches.

"I need to use the restroom," Michelle announces. She stands, smooths her skirt. "Anyone else?"

"I'm good," Sarah says.

Lisa shakes her head.

I watch Michelle walk toward the back of the bar. She turns left down a hallway marked with restroom signs.

I make a mental note. Back of the bar. Hallway to the left.

The conversation continues around me. Someone is planning a vacation to Napa. Someone else is thinking about getting a dog. I sip my wine and pretend to be engaged.

But I'm watching him. And he's watching me.

Lisa orders another round. He appears at our table again. This time his hand definitely lingers when he sets my glass down. His fingers slide across my knuckles. Warm, rough, intentional.

"Let me know if you need anything else," he says. His eyes bore into mine.

"I will."

He walks away. I watch the way his jeans hug his thighs. My clit pulses. I squeeze my legs together, feel the slickness between them.

I want him. Want his hands on me. His mouth. His cock.

Lisa launches into a story about her neighbor's affair. How the wife found out. How she threw all his clothes on the lawn. Sarah and Michelle are leaning in, enthralled by the drama.

I'm barely listening.

He's at the bar now. He pulls off his bar towel. Tosses it on the counter. Says something to the other bartender. A younger guy with bleached hair nods.

He wipes his hands on his jeans. Starts walking toward the back of the bar.

Taking his break.

My pulse quickens. I watch him disappear through a door marked EMPLOYEES ONLY.

I set my wine glass down. Stand up.

"Where are you going?" Lisa asks.

"Bathroom."

"Hurry back. I'm ordering appetizers."

I grab my purse. Walk toward the back of the bar on unsteady legs. The hallway stretches ahead of me. Restroom signs point to the left.

I turn right instead.

The employee door is at the end of the hall. I push through it. The air is cooler here. A narrow corridor leads to what looks like a storage room on one side. An exit sign glows red above a door straight ahead.

I walk toward the exit. Push the bar. The door swings open.

The alley is dark. One security light casts long shadows across the cracked pavement. The smell of trash and cigarette smoke hangs in the air.

He's leaning against the brick wall. A cigarette between his fingers. The orange ember glows when he takes a drag.

He sees me. Grins.

"Knew you'd follow."

He takes another drag. The smoke curls between us. His eyes move down my body. Linger on my cleavage, my hips, my legs in the high heels.

"Did you?"

"Yeah." He flicks ash onto the pavement. "You've been eye-fucking me all night."

The crude words make my pussy clench.

"Maybe."

He pushes off the wall. Walks toward me. His steps are slow, deliberate. He stops inches away. I can smell him now. Cigarettes and cologne and something darker underneath. Sweat. Whiskey. Male.

"So what do you want?"

My heart pounds. The alley is quiet except for the distant sound of traffic. A car horn. The hum of the city. The security light flickers. Shadows dance across the brick.

"You know what I want."

He grins. Drops the cigarette. Crushes it under his boot.

"Say it."

"I want you to fuck me."

He doesn't hesitate. His mouth crashes against mine. The kiss is hard, hungry, nothing gentle about it. His tongue pushes past my lips. I taste smoke and mint. His hands grip my waist, pull me against him. His body is solid. Warm. His chest presses against my breasts.

I feel his cock through his jeans. Already hard. Thick.

My hands find his chest. Slide down his stomach. The muscles are firm under his shirt. I palm him through the denim. He groans into my mouth.

"Fuck."

He spins me around. Presses me against the brick wall. The rough surface scrapes my bare shoulders. Cold. Unforgiving. His hands are everywhere. Sliding up my thighs. Pushing my dress higher. His fingers find the edge of my red silk panties.

He notices the wedding ring on my finger when he grabs my hand. The gold band catches the security light.

"Married. You wearing these because you planned to get fucked tonight?"

His voice is mocking, rough. It makes my clit throb.

"Maybe."

He yanks them aside. Shoves two fingers into my soaked pussy. I gasp. My hips buck forward. His fingers are thick. Calloused. They stretch me.

"Jesus. You're drenched. Hubby not taking care of this?"

"No."

He pumps his fingers hard. Twists them inside me. Curls them to hit the spot that makes my knees weak. His thumb grinds my clit rough and relentless. The wet sounds fill the narrow space. Obscene. Slick.

"Bet he can't get you this wet."

"Oh fuck."

His free hand slides up my body. Cups my breast through the dress. Squeezes hard. My nipple is already tight. Aching. He pinches it through the fabric. Rolls it between his fingers.

"Fuck, these tits."

He pulls the v-neck down. My breast spills out. The night air hits my exposed nipple. He leans down. Takes it in his mouth. Sucks hard. His teeth scrape the sensitive flesh.

"Ahh."

He pulls back. Bites down on my nipple. Not gentle. Hard enough to make me gasp. Then he soothes it with his tongue. Circles the peak. Flicks it.

"You gonna be quiet? Or let everyone know what you're doing out here?"

"I don't know."

"Good. I want to hear you scream."

He pulls his fingers out of my pussy. They're slick. Glistening. He brings them to my mouth.

"Taste yourself."

I open. He pushes his fingers past my lips. I taste myself on him. Salt. Musk. I suck his fingers clean.

"Dirty girl."

He pulls his hand away. I hear the clink of his belt buckle. The rasp of his zipper. His jeans hit the pavement with a soft thud.

His cock presses against my ass. Hot and hard. I feel the weight of it. The heat. He grabs my hip with one hand. Yanks my panties to the side with the other. The silk digs into my skin.

"Lift your leg."

I do. Hook my knee around his thigh. My dress bunches at my waist. The night air hits my exposed pussy. Cool against my slick heat.

He lines himself up. The head of his cock pushes against my entrance. Thick. Blunt. Demanding.

"Beg for it."

"Please. Fuck me."

He slams into me.

I cry out. The sound echoes off the brick walls. Bounces back. He's thick, stretching me wide, filling my cunt completely. My hands brace against the wall. The brick bites into my palms. My nails scrape the rough surface.

"Fuck yes. Take it."

He pulls out. Drives back in. Sets a brutal rhythm. Hard. Deep. Punishing. His cock drags against my walls. Every ridge. Every vein. I feel all of it. The friction builds. Burns.

"Yes. Fuck. Harder."

"You want more?"

His hands grip my hips. His fingers dig in hard enough to bruise. His cock slams into me. Each thrust shoves me against the wall. The brick scrapes my forearms. My breast bounces free. The nipple drags against rough brick. The sensation shoots straight to my clit.

"Does your husband fuck you like this?"

"No."

"Good."

He reaches around. Grabs my breast. Squeezes hard. His palm is rough. Calloused. He pinches my nipple. Pulls it. Twists it until I whimper.

"These tits are perfect. Full. Soft."

He releases my breast. Grabs both hips again. Pulls me back onto his cock with each forward thrust. The impact is brutal. The wet slap of skin on skin echoes through the alley. My pussy makes obscene sounds. Wet. Squelching. Juices leak out. Drip down my thighs.

"You're so fucking wet. Dripping down my balls."

I can hear it. The filthy sound of his cock pounding into my soaked cunt. The slap of his pelvis against my ass. My moans mixing with his grunts. The smell surrounds us. Sex. Sweat. The faint stench of garbage from the dumpsters. Cigarette smoke still clinging to his skin.

I glance to my left. Down the alley toward the street. The security light casts long shadows. Dumpsters squat in the darkness.

That's when I see him.

A figure in the darkness. Twenty feet away. Hunched between two dumpsters. Watching.

My breath catches. The bartender is too focused on pounding my pussy to notice. But I see the man clearly now. Homeless. Weathered face. Dirty jacket. Matted hair. His hand is moving inside his pants.

He's jerking off.

Watching this married woman get fucked against a wall. Stroking his cock to the sight of my bare ass, my leg wrapped around this stranger, my full tit bouncing with each brutal thrust.

The knowledge slams through me. Heat floods my core. My pussy clamps down on the bartender's cock.

"Fuck. You just got so tight."

I don't answer. I'm watching the homeless man. His hand pumps faster inside his pants. His eyes are glued to my body. To the way the bartender's cock disappears into me. To my face. My open mouth. My exposed breast.

"Oh god."

The bartender pulls out suddenly. Spins me around. Pushes me back against the wall. My other breast falls free from the dress. Both tits exposed now. Bouncing. Nipples hard in the cool air.

He stares at them. Licks his lips.

"Fuck, look at these."

He bends down. Takes my left nipple in his mouth. Sucks hard. His teeth scrape. Bite. I arch into him. His hand cups my right breast. Kneads it. Pinches the nipple hard.

"Ahh. Fuck."

He releases my nipple with a wet pop. Moves to the other. Sucks it into his mouth. His tongue circles the peak. Flicks it. Then he bites down.

"Oh god."

He straightens. Lifts my leg higher. Hooks it over his hip. Lines his cock up. Slams back into me.

The angle is different. Deeper. His cock hits something inside me that makes my vision blur.

"Yes! Right there!"

"Yeah? Right there?"

He pounds that spot. Over and over. My tits bounce wildly. He watches them. Reaches up and grabs one. Squeezes. His thumb rubs my nipple in rough circles.

"These tits were made to be fucked."

His other hand slides between us. Finds my clit. Rubs hard circles. The sensation is overwhelming. His cock pounding deep. His fingers on my clit. His hand on my breast.

The wet sounds are louder now. Filthier. My pussy squelches with each thrust. Juices coat his cock. His balls. Drip onto the pavement. The smell of sex is thick. Heavy. Mixes with sweat and cologne and the stale garbage smell of the alley.

I look over his shoulder. The homeless man has pulled his cock out. Thick. Veiny. Already leaking pre-cum. He strokes it openly now. His fist flies up and down the length. His mouth hangs open. His eyes are wild. Hungry. Fixed on my bouncing tits. My spread pussy taking cock.

"Fuck. Oh fuck."

The bartender's breath is hot against my neck. He's grunting with each thrust. Animal sounds. Primal. His fingers work my clit faster. Harder.

"Come for me. I want to feel this pussy squeeze my cock."

His thumb and finger pinch my nipple hard. Twist. The pain shoots through me. Mixes with pleasure. Everything tightens. Coils.

The homeless man's body jerks. He grunts low. Guttural. Cum spurts from his dirty cock in thick ropes. Splattering the pavement. White streaks on dark asphalt. He milks every drop. His eyes never leaving me. Watching my tits bounce. My ass ripple. The way I take cock like I'm starving for it.

The sight shatters me.

"Oh god. Oh fuck. Yes!"

I come violently. My pussy spasms around the bartender's thick cock. Walls clenching. Milking. Juices gush out. Coat his cock. His balls. Splash onto the ground. My legs buckle. He holds me up. Keeps fucking me through it. I scream into the night. The sound bounces off brick walls. Waves crash through me. Harder than anything. Longer. My vision goes white. My body shakes.

"Fuck yes. Milk it. Take it all."

The bartender roars. Slams deep one last time. Grinds against me. His cock throbs. Pulses. Floods my cunt with hot spurts. Filling me. Overflowing. I feel it leak out around his shaft. Warm. Thick. So much of it.

"Fuuuck."

He empties himself. Then stills. His forehead drops to my shoulder. His chest heaves against my exposed tits. His cock twitches inside me. Softening slowly.

I glance toward the dumpsters. The homeless man zips up. Wipes his hand on his jacket. Slips deeper into shadows. Gone.

The bartender pulls out. Cum leaks from my pussy immediately. Runs down my thigh. I feel it drip. Warm trails on my skin. Pooling in my shoe.

He tucks his cock away. Zips up. Buckles his belt. Still breathing hard. He looks at my exposed tits. Grins.

"Fucking incredible."

I tuck my breasts back into my dress. Adjust the fabric. My nipples are sore. Tender. I smooth my dress down. The fabric clings to my damp skin. My panties are twisted. Soaked. His cum mixes with mine. Sticky between my thighs.

He notices my ring again. Touches it.

"Lucky bastard."

I smirk. Fix my hair. My fingers shake slightly.

"I'm Caleb."

"Maggie."

"Number."

I pull out my phone. He rattles off digits. I save it.

"You calling?"

"Maybe."

He lights another cigarette. Inhales deep.

"Go back first."

I nod. My heels click on pavement. Each step makes cum squelch. Drip. I push through the door. The hallway is bright. I blink.

The bathroom. Lock the stall. Pull down my panties. They're ruined. Soaked with cum. I wipe myself. It's not enough. Too much. I keep wiping.

I pull them back up. Cold. Sticky.

Mirror shows flushed cheeks. Smeared lipstick. I fix it. Smooth my hair.

Back to the table. Lisa looks up.

"Finally!"

"Sorry. Long line."
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The Younger Man
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The ache is there before I'm fully awake.

Tom's back rises and falls beside me. Grey light through the curtains. My pussy is already throbbing, a slow insistent pulse between my thighs before I've even opened my eyes. I lie still for a moment and let it register, the way I always do now, counting the weight of it, measuring how bad this morning is going to be.

Bad.

I slip out from under the covers before his alarm goes off. Pad down the hall to the shower and turn it hot. My hand is between my legs before the water even finds its temperature, my fingers circling fast, my forehead dropping against the tile. I come in under three minutes. My thighs shake. My cunt clenches around my fingers and I stay quiet, just breathing through it.

The need pulls back maybe a quarter of the way.

I dry off, wrap my hair in a towel, pull on a robe. The cotton brushes against my still-sensitive clit as I walk back down the hall. I press my thighs together and keep moving.

Tom is already in the kitchen when I get downstairs. Polo shirt, khakis, coffee poured. He looks up when I come in and smiles.

"Sleep okay?"

"Fine."

I pour myself a cup and stand at the counter. He scrapes his eggs onto a plate, checks his phone, sets it face-down beside his mug. The morning routine. I know every second of it.

"Jake Mercer's stopping by today." He says it to his plate, not to me. "Ethan left a jersey here last month. Said Jake could grab it on his way through town."

The name settles differently than Tom intends it to.

"What time?"

"Around eleven, I think. He texted Ethan last night."

I take a sip of coffee. Keep my face still. "I'll find it."

Tom rinses his plate, checks his phone again. He kisses the top of my head on his way to the garage. "You're the best."

The door closes. The house goes quiet.

I stand at the counter and let it settle around me.

Jake Mercer. I've known him since he was sixteen and inseparable from Ethan. He's been in this kitchen a hundred times, more. Eaten my food, crashed on my couch, left muddy cleats on the back porch. He called me Mrs. Hayes from the beginning and never stopped, even when I told him not to. He kept the name and kept the smile that came with it. Direct in a way that had nothing polite behind it. I registered it the whole time, the way you register something at the edge of your vision. Just there. Easy to set aside.

The last time he was here he stood up to take a glass from me and I had to adjust to what I was looking at. The teenage softness was completely gone. He filled out through the shoulders and chest in a way that made the room feel smaller. His jaw was sharper. His forearms, reaching toward me for the glass, were thick and tanned, a vein running clean from wrist to elbow. His eyes came up to mine when he said thank you and they held for a beat too long.

My body registered it. I let it pass.

That was a different version of me.

I find the jersey in Ethan's closet in under a minute. Set it on the hall table. Come back to the kitchen and stand at the counter for a while with both hands wrapped around my mug, feeling my heartbeat between my legs.

The clock on the microwave reads 9:47.

I go upstairs.

The silk shirt hangs near the back of my closet. It's cream-coloured, loose, falls to mid-thigh. The kind of thing you'd throw on around the house if you weren't expecting anyone. I put it on and button it low enough that the neckline falls open when I lean forward, high enough to pass for nothing in particular. No bra. My full tits move freely under the fabric with every step, my nipples grazing the silk. No underwear. The hem brushes the tops of my thighs when I walk.

I stand in front of the mirror. Hair twisted up loose, a few dark strands falling around my face. Bare legs. The shirt soft and slightly see-through where the light hits it.

I look like I grabbed the first thing off a hook.

I look exactly the way I want to look.

Back downstairs. I set my cold coffee in the sink and don't replace it. I stand in the kitchen with one hip against the counter, my bare feet on the cool tile, and feel the silk shift against my nipples with every breath. My pussy pulses, slow and patient. The need has been building all morning and now it has somewhere to go.

His car turns into the driveway at two minutes past eleven. Tires on the concrete, an engine cut, a door. His footsteps come up the front path easy and unhurried, the walk of someone who's been to this house enough times that it still feels like he belongs here.

My hand closes around the door latch.

I pull it open.

Jake fills the doorway.

The grin comes first. Then I take in the rest of him. Broad through the shoulders, broader than last time, his chest filling out the grey t-shirt in a way that makes the collar look stretched. His forearms hang loose at his sides, thick with muscle, a smear of a tattoo just visible below his left sleeve. Dark hair cut short. His jaw is sharper than I remember.

He takes me in. His eyes go straight to the open neckline of my shirt, drop to my bare legs, come back to my face. A beat too slow for casual.

"Mrs. Hayes." His voice has dropped since college. Low. A little rough.

"Maggie." I step back. "Come in."

He crosses the threshold. The door swings shut behind him. His eyes move around the hall out of habit, landing on the jersey on the table.

"Ethan said you had it."

"Right there." I nod toward the table. "Coffee first."

He picks up the jersey, looks at it, sets it back down. His eyes find me again. "Sure."

He follows me to the kitchen. I know what the silk does when I walk. The hem grazes my thighs with every step. My tits move freely under the fabric, no bra, and the morning light comes through the kitchen window and I know it comes through the shirt too, outlining my body underneath. I let him figure that out on his own.

I pour two mugs. His eyes are on me the whole time.

He used to be better at hiding it. At eighteen he'd look and look away, look and look away, the rhythm of someone fighting a reflex. By twenty he'd learned to hold steady when I caught him. Now at twenty-two he barely moves. He just watches and lets me see him watching.

Years of fantasising will do that. Strip out the shame until what's left is just hunger.

I know because I could always tell. Ethan never noticed. Tom never noticed. But I noticed, the way you notice a heat source in a cold room. Something warm at the edge of every visit, every holiday, every time he passed through this kitchen and found reasons to stay a little longer.

I set his mug on the counter and lean forward to push it toward him.

His eyes go to my neckline. Stay there. His jaw tightens.

"Thanks." He picks up the mug. His hands are large, thick fingers, a vein running up the inside of each wrist.

I lean against the counter across from him. The silk settles against my skin. My bare feet are cold on the tile.

"How long's the drive?"

"Hour and a half." He takes a sip. His eyes track the movement when I shift my weight. "Not bad."

"Worth it for a jersey."

The corner of his mouth turns up. "Worth it."

Silence. Not uncomfortable. He looks at the countertop, then back at me. His fingers move around the mug.

"You look different," he says.

"Different how?"

He shakes his head once. Not dismissive. Careful. His eyes drop to my chest again, the open neckline, the way the silk pulls when I breathe.

"Good different."

I hold his gaze. "You've been polite about that for a long time."

His head comes up. He goes still for a second.

"What?"

I push off the counter. Walk toward him. His eyes widen just slightly and his shoulders set, like his body is bracing for something. The counter is between us and then it isn't. I stop a foot away. His cologne is warmer up close.

"Since you were eighteen." I keep my voice easy. "You were never very subtle."

His throat moves. He sets his mug down on the counter.

"Ethan would've killed me."

"Probably."

My hand rests on his forearm. His skin is hot. The muscle underneath is dense and solid and his breath goes shallow the moment I touch him.

I look up at his face.

"There's something upstairs I can't reach. Come help me."

He follows me up the stairs without a word.

His footsteps are heavy behind me. One flight, the landing, the hall. The guest bedroom door is half open. I push it the rest of the way and walk in. He comes in after me and I turn and push the door shut.

The click of the latch.

Then his mouth is on mine.

He moves first, closing the gap before I can, his hands gripping my face, his mouth pressing down hard. The kiss is urgent and clumsy and years of waiting are in it. His hands drop from my face to my waist, then to my hips, fingers bunching the silk.

He pulls back. His eyes are dark. His chest heaves.

"I've wanted to do that since high school."

"I know."

"No." His voice is rough. "You don't. I thought about you constantly. Every time I was in this house. Every time you walked into a room." His thumbs press into my hips. "I jerked off to you more than anyone or anything. Stroking my cock thinking about your tits, your ass."

The words hit me low and direct.

My fingers go to the buttons of the shirt. His eyes drop and lock. I undo them slow, top to bottom. His jaw tightens with each one.

The shirt falls off my shoulders and hits the floor.

His breath goes out of him in a rush. His eyes move over my body. My bare tits, full and heavy, nipples already hard and tight. My soft stomach. The curve of my hips. He drags his gaze back up to my face.

"Fuck." His voice is barely there. "I used to imagine this exact thing. You, in this house, tits out, pussy wet for me. Exactly like this."

I reach for the hem of his t-shirt. He lifts his arms and lets me pull it over his head. His chest is broad and solid, stomach flat and cut, muscles tightening as I press my palms down from his sternum.

His hands come up to my tits. Both of them. He cups them, squeezes the full weight of them, and his eyes go soft for a second like something in him is recalibrating.

"I used to sit at your kitchen table trying not to stare at your fat tits." His thumbs roll over my nipples. "Every time you leaned across the counter I had to look at the floor so I wouldn't cum in my pants right there."

"Mmm." My fingers work his belt. "And did it help?"

"Never."

The belt comes loose. The button. The zip. I push him backward and he sits on the edge of the bed, kicks off his shoes. His jeans and boxers come off. His cock stands hard and thick and he's young and wound tight with years of wanting and his whole body shows it.

I climb over him. My knees press the mattress either side of his thighs.

He reaches for my tits again immediately. Greedy. His mouth drops to one nipple and he sucks it in, tongue pressing flat over it.

"Oh." My hand grips his hair. My hips roll down, my wet pussy dragging along the length of his cock. He groans against my breast.

I reach between us and wrap my hand around him. He's hot and rigid. I line him up.

I sink down.

His cock pushes into my cunt in one long stroke and we both go still.

His head drops back. His hands grip my hips so tight the fingers press white into my skin.

"Oh fuck." His voice cracks open. "Oh, Mrs. Hayes."

The name hits me like a hand on my clit.

I start to move.

Slow circles at first. My hips rolling, grinding down to take him as deep as he'll go. His cock fills me completely, thick enough that every downstroke drags a sound out of my throat.

"I used to wonder what your pussy sounded like getting fucked." His hands knead my tits, his palms full of them. "What noises you'd make taking my cock."

"Mmm. And?"

"Wetter. So much fucking wetter."

I ride him harder. My clit drags against the base of his cock with every grind and the pressure builds fast. His eyes are fixed on my tits bouncing with the motion. He brings his mouth to one nipple, sucks it in, his hands gripping the soft weight of them from underneath.

"You were the first woman I ever properly wanted." His mouth moves between my nipples. "Back when we were teens in high school, I just knew every time I came here my cock got hard looking at your ass in those jeans."

"Unh." My nails dig into his shoulders. "You hid it badly."

"I know." He bucks his hips up to meet me and the impact punches the breath from my chest.

"Yes. Do that again."

He does. His hips snap up into mine, his cock driving hard and deep. My tits slam against his face.

"Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

"I'm not stopping." His voice is ragged and certain. "I'm never fucking stopping."

I plant my hands on his chest and ride him properly. Full strokes, lifting until just the tip of his cock stretches my entrance, then dropping my full weight back down. His mouth falls open. His hands grip my ass now, both cheeks, fingers digging in, trying to control the pace.

I let him try.

"Fuck. Mrs. Hayes." He stares up at me. His jaw is slack. "You ride cock like you've been thinking about it too."

"Mmm."

"Have you?"

I roll my hips in a slow grind and watch his eyes lose focus.

"What do you think?"

He makes a sound low in his throat and thrusts up hard. My tits bounce against his face and he catches one in his mouth and sucks so hard I gasp.

"Unh. Yes."

His hands pull my ass down onto him, holding me flush, his cock buried as deep as it goes. He grinds up into me, short and hard, his pelvis crushing my clit with every movement. The pressure coils tight in my core.

"I've thought about your pussy every single day." His mouth moves to my ear, his breath hot and ragged. "Dreamed about it. Woke up with my cock in my hand thinking about you bent over in this house."

The orgasm breaks fast and hard. My cunt clenches around his cock, my whole body seizing, my thighs crushing his hips.

"Oh god. Mmm. Fuck yes."

I grind through it, my clit mashed against him, riding every wave. He holds me down onto him with both hands. His cock pulses inside me and I clench around it deliberately, milking every aftershock.

He's still hard when the shaking fades.

I climb off. Turn over. Hands and knees on the mattress, my back arching down, my ass toward him.

He pushes into me from behind without being asked.

The angle is deeper. His cock drives into my cunt in long hard strokes that rock my body forward. His hands grip my hips and pull me back to meet every one.

"I jerked off thinking about this pussy." His breath is ragged above me. "Your fat ass. You have no idea, Mrs. Hayes."

"Mmm. Unh. Yes."

The headboard taps the wall. Slow at first. Then steady. Then loud.

"More times than I can count. You were always the one. Always."

"Tell me."

"Every time I slept on that couch downstairs." He drives in harder. Each thrust punches a gasp out of me. "Every time you walked through the room in the morning. I'd lie there and—"

"Yes. Keep going."

"I'd lie there and stroke my cock thinking about your tits in my face, your pussy squeezing me just like this."

He leans forward, his chest dropping to my back, his mouth finding the side of my neck. His cock doesn't slow. One hand slides from my hip up my stomach, cups my hanging tit, squeezes hard.

"Every time Ethan talked about coming home I thought about you." His lips drag against my shoulder. "His mom. His hot fucking mom who used to smile at me across the dinner table while I sat there trying not to think about what was under her clothes."

"Unh. Fuck."

"And now I know." He bites the back of my neck, not hard, just enough to sting. His hips slam into my ass. "And it's better. So much better than anything I imagined."

My arms give out. My chest drops to the mattress. My ass stays up and he follows me down, his cock driving deeper from this angle, his weight pinning me lightly into the bed.

A sound from downstairs.

The house settling. Old wood, nothing more.

I push back onto his cock.

"Don't stop."

He groans and grips my hips and drives back in. My fingers curl into the duvet. My tits drag against the sheets with every thrust. My clit throbs, raw and swollen, grinding against the bedding and still building again.

"Mrs. Hayes." His pace breaks apart. "I'm gonna—"

"Come inside me."

He buries himself to the hilt and shudders. His fingers crush my hips. A long, broken groan tears out of him as he pulses, his cock throbbing deep inside my cunt, wave after wave.

I stay still and feel every one.

He slumps sideways onto the mattress.

I stay on my hands and knees for a breath. Feel him leak out of me. Then I sit back on my heels and reach for the silk shirt on the floor.

Jake lies on his back beside me. His chest heaves. His eyes are on the ceiling. He turns his head and looks at me. His face is open, wrecked, on the edge of something he wants to say.

I button the shirt as I stand. Two buttons, three. My dark hair loose and wild around my flushed face.

I look down at him.

"Jersey's on the hall table."
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Exhibtion
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The calm lasted four days.

Monday and Tuesday the ache sat somewhere low and quiet. I cooked actual meals. Slept through the night with Tom's arm across my waist and didn't lie there counting minutes until morning.

Wednesday I had lunch with Sandra and Kelly at the Italian place on Birch. Two glasses of white wine, pasta, easy laughter about nothing in particular. Sandra complained about her husband's golf obsession. Kelly showed us pictures of her youngest's first haircut. I sat across from them and felt like Maggie Hayes again, the one with friends and a life and a kitchen she kept clean. I drove home calm. Made dinner. Watched TV with Tom. His hand on my knee felt comfortable rather than insufficient.

Thursday evening he came up behind me at the kitchen counter. His hands slid around my waist, his mouth at the back of my neck.

"Hey you," he said.

I turned. His eyes had that look, the one I used to have to coax out of him. My body lit up immediately, heat spreading low in my belly, my full breasts heavy against my bra. I kissed him back harder than he expected.

We made it to the bedroom. His hands moved over my wide hips and soft stomach and I pulled him close and wrapped my legs around him and tried to ride the build, hold off, stretch it out as long as I could.

He finished in six minutes.

He kissed my shoulder and rolled to his back, breathing hard. "That was great," he said.

I lay beside him with my thighs pressed together, my cunt still slick and clenching, the orgasm hovering a few minutes behind where he'd left me. His hand on my stomach went heavy. His breathing slowed. He was already drifting.

I slipped into the bathroom and sat on the edge of the tub and finished myself with two fingers, quick and silent, my jaw clamped shut. The orgasm came. It didn't land the way I needed it to.

Friday morning the ache woke before I did.

A low pulse between my legs, warm and insistent, already there before I opened my eyes. I pressed my thighs together and it pushed back. I got up. Showered. Made coffee. Stood at the kitchen window watching the neighbour's car back out of his driveway and told myself it was nothing. Background noise.

By eleven it was louder.

The gym helped for an hour. I ran four kilometres on the treadmill, pushed hard enough that sweat soaked through my sports bra, my full breasts bouncing with every stride. The tattooed guy was there, arms flexing as he racked plates, his wide back gleaming under the lights. My pussy clenched when I looked at him and I looked away and ran harder. I finished. Stretched. Drove home.

The ache drove home with me.

By two I was on the bed, leggings around my ankles, two fingers inside myself, grinding my palm against my clit. I came in five minutes. My body took the orgasm and the need rebuilt before my breathing had settled.

I tried again. Slower this time, circling my clit with my thumb, curling my fingers to hit the spot that usually drops me. I came a second time with my face pressed into the pillow, my soft thighs shaking, the wet sounds filling the quiet room.

Still not enough.

The problem wasn't my fingers. The problem was weight. Hands that weren't mine. A grip on my wide hips from someone who didn't know my name. My own fingers knew every move before I made it, and my body had stopped being impressed.

I needed to go out.

Tom came home at five thirty. I was already dressed: the fitted black skirt hitting mid-thigh, the low blouse open enough to show the top of my full cleavage. The red silk thong he didn't know existed pressed smooth against my wet pussy. Dark hair loose. Makeup fresh. Perfume at my throat.

"You look nice," he said, setting his keys on the counter. "Going somewhere?"

"Dinner with Sandra. She texted this afternoon."

He opened the fridge, stood there scanning shelves, cold air spilling out around his legs.

"Tell her I said hi. There's leftover pasta if you want something first."

"I'll eat there."

He nodded, pulled out a container, moved to the microwave. The relief on his face was the same quiet kind it had been for weeks. I kissed his cheek on my way to the garage.

The drive had no destination. I followed Friday night traffic into town, hands loose on the wheel, my pussy pulsing with every vibration of the road through the seat. The restaurant district was too bright, too crowded with familiar faces. I turned down a side street. Then another. The buildings changed, bars replacing restaurants, lit signs giving way to service doors and stacked crates and the smell of grease and spilled beer.

A narrow street opened on my left. Parked cars along one side, pools of shadow between lampposts, foot traffic thin. I pulled in against the kerb and killed the engine.

The street wasn't empty. A group passed on the far side, loud with Friday energy. A man in a kitchen jacket leaned against a wall further down, head bent over his phone. Light spilled from a propped door somewhere ahead.

My hand moved to my knee. Then up, under the hem of my skirt.

My thighs parted. The silk was soaked through. I pushed it aside and touched my clit and the relief hit sharp and immediate, a low sound catching in my throat.

A door banged open. Two men stepped out, jackets on, talking low. One of them glanced along the line of parked cars.

He stopped.

His eyes found my window. Found me. My hand did not stop moving.

The nearer man stood still. His eyes fixed on the car window, on me, and my hand did not stop moving.

He said something to his friend without looking away. A word or two, quiet. The second man turned and looked.

Both of them looked.

My pulse spiked hard in my chest. My clit throbbed under my fingertips. The sensible thing was to stop, pull my hand away, start the engine and leave. My fingers kept circling.

The nearer one took a slow step toward the car. Mid-thirties, broad through the shoulders, a jacket open over a dark shirt. He stopped three feet from the driver's window and looked straight in. His expression had moved past surprise into something deliberate.

I kept my eyes on his. My hand kept moving under my skirt.

His mouth shaped words I couldn't hear through the glass.

I reached for the window button. The glass slid down.

Night air hit my cheeks, cold and sharp, and the street noise came in with it. A bass line from somewhere further down the block. Voices. The distant knock of a bottle against pavement.

"Everything alright in there?" His voice was careful. Low.

"Better than alright." My voice came out steady. I was proud of that.

His friend moved up beside him. Younger, leaner, dark hair under a grey beanie. Both of them close enough now that I could see the shift in their faces, the moment uncertain became something else entirely.

"You always do this on a Friday night?" the nearer one said.

"Only when I need to."

He looked down at my lap, at my hand still moving under the hem of my skirt, then back at my face.

"What do you need?"

My pussy clenched. My fingers were soaked to the knuckle.

"Come closer," I said, "and I'll show you."

He stepped up to the door. His forearms rested on the window frame, his face level with mine.

"Show us, then."

I held his gaze a beat. Then my free hand moved to my blouse. Three buttons, unhurried, while they both watched. I pushed the fabric open and unclasped the front of my bra. My full breasts fell free into the cold air, heavy and soft, my nipples pulling tight immediately in the chill.

The younger one exhaled slowly through his teeth. The nearer man's jaw went hard.

"Go ahead," I said.

His hands came through the window first. Big and warm, rough at the palms. They cupped my breasts from underneath, fingers spreading wide across the full outer curves and squeezing. The pressure hit me like a wave. His hands didn't know what came next. That was the whole point.

I arched up into his palms.

His thumbs dragged up over both nipples, slow, deliberate. His friend stood a step back and watched, hands shoved in his pockets, his eyes moving from my face to my bare chest to my hand still working under my skirt.

The nearer man leaned in further. His mouth found my right nipple. Wet heat closed around it and pulled.

"Oh fuck." My spine curved off the seat.

He sucked deep, his tongue pressing flat and circling, his lips drawing. His hands lifted and squeezed my soft tits, pushing them together, his mouth moving between them. One nipple then the other, lips and tongue and the occasional edge of teeth that made my thighs jerk.

"Harder," I said.

He sucked harder. His teeth caught the edge of my nipple, a sharp pressure that pulled a sound straight out of my chest.

"Ahh. Mmm."

My hand between my thighs moved faster. Three fingers drove into my cunt, my palm grinding against my swollen clit. The wet sounds filled the car. The younger man shifted on his feet, leaning slightly on the door frame above his friend's shoulder, close enough that his hand reached in and gripped my free breast, thumb rolling my nipple in firm circles while his friend's mouth worked the other.

One mouth. Two sets of hands. My fingers buried inside myself.

"Don't stop," I said. "Either of you."

The pressure coiled tight and fast, fed by every wet pull of his lips, every rough squeeze of their palms on my bare flesh. My hips rocked up off the seat.

"Ohh. Mmm. Fuck. Yes."

The orgasm cracked open. My cunt clenched hard around my fingers, my back pressed flat against the seat, and I came with his mouth still on my nipple and the younger man's hand gripping my breast and both of them watching every second of it. The pleasure moved through me in long deep waves, nothing like anything I had managed alone in two days of trying.

My hand slowed. The waves faded. My breathing filled the car.

The nearer man lifted his head. His mouth was wet. Both his hands still cupped my breasts, warm and steady, thumbs resting against my slick nipples.

His eyes moved to my face.

The street was quiet around us.

My eyes moved to the empty passenger seat. To the door lock.

I reached across and pulled it up.

The younger one pushed off the window frame and walked around the front of the car toward the passenger side.

I reached under my skirt. Hooked my fingers into the waistband of the red silk thong and pulled it down my thighs, over my knees, off my ankles. Dropped it on the floor behind my seat.

He opened the passenger door and folded himself in. Dark hair, grey beanie still on, lean frame filling the seat beside me. He pulled the door shut and looked at my open blouse, my bare breasts, my skirt rucked up around my hips.

His friend stayed at the driver's window. The broader one, mid-thirties, the one whose mouth had been on my nipple. His forearms settled back on the frame.

The passenger's hand reached across without asking. Warm and rough at the palm, cupping my right breast, thumb pressing my nipple until my breath shortened. The older man's hand came through the window and found my left. Four hands on my bare chest and my pussy was already throbbing.

"Finger my pussy," I told the passenger.

He reached down. Two fingers pressed against my bare wet slit and held there, not pushing in yet, just feeling how wet I was.

"Fuck," he said quietly. "You're dripping."

"All that for us," the older man said from the window. His hand squeezed my left breast, slow and deliberate.

The passenger's fingers spread slightly, parting my lips, feeling the slick heat of me. His thumb grazed my clit and I inhaled sharply. He did it again, deliberate this time, pressing and releasing in a slow rhythm that made my hips shift forward in the seat.

"Push them inside," I said.

He pushed in slow. Two fingers, deep, stretching me open as they went. My cunt gripped them on the way in and his jaw tightened.

"So fucking wet and tight," he muttered. "Christ."

"I know."

His thumb settled on my clit and began moving in firm steady circles. The older man's hands squeezed my left breast, kneading the full soft weight, his thumbs rolling my nipple between them.

My hips started to move.

The passenger worked me without rushing. Fingers curled upward, pressing firm against the front wall of my cunt, finding the spot with a patience that suggested he'd done this before and knew exactly what he was looking for. When he found it I gripped the steering wheel.

"Right there," I said. "Keep pressing it."

"Look at her," the older man said, half to himself, watching my hips roll. "Filthy girl."

"Mmm. Oh god. Yes."

The passenger kept his fingers still and curved, applying steady pressure while his thumb kept circling my clit. The older man leaned in and got his mouth back on my nipple, sucking slowly, tongue pressing flat. Both his hands lifted my full breast toward his mouth.

The combination built something deep and specific, not the sharp quick release of my own rushed fingers but something that climbed steadily from the inside out. My thighs spread wider. My hips rolled in slow helpless circles, grinding my clit against his thumb.

"Don't stop fingering me or sucking my tits," I said. My voice had gone rough.

The older man sucked harder, teeth grazing my nipple.

"These tits," he breathed against my skin. "Fucking hell."

The passenger pressed deeper, the heel of his hand now grinding against my clit on each small thrust of his fingers. My full breasts shook with every movement.

"Look at her go," he said. "She's going to cum all over my hand."

"Mmm. Mmm. Fuck."

The first orgasm came from deep inside, from the sustained pressure of those curled fingers against that specific spot, and it hit differently from the ones I'd pulled from myself all afternoon. Longer. Deeper. A rolling wave that started low in my belly and moved outward through my whole body.

"Ohh. Ungh. Fuck. Yes. Don't stop."

My cunt clenched hard around his fingers. My thighs shook against his wrist. He kept the pressure exactly where it was, fingers still curved, thumb still circling, riding every pulse of my orgasm until it faded and the next one immediately began building beneath it.

He felt the shift. His fingers started moving again, slow and deep, curling on each stroke.

"Want another one?" he said.

"Yes."

"Greedy," he said. He didn't sound displeased.

The second one took longer and hit harder. The older man at the window timed it perfectly, pinching my nipple firm between his fingers at the exact moment the pressure peaked.

"Ahh! Yes! Mmm. Oh fuck."

My whole body locked up. The orgasm tore through me in long crashing pulses, my hips bucking forward, my cunt clenching so hard the passenger groaned quietly against my temple.

When my thighs finally went slack his fingers were still buried inside me, still. Waiting.

I turned my head and looked at him. The front of his jeans was hard and obvious in the low light.

I reached over and unbuttoned him. His cock came free, thick and already leaking, warm when I wrapped my fingers around it.

I leaned across the centre console.

"I want your cock in my mouth," I said.

My mouth closed around him.

"Ah. Shit." His head dropped back against the headrest.

I worked him slow, lips dragging the full length, tongue flat along the underside. His hand settled in my hair, not pushing, just resting there. My full breasts pressed against the console, heavy and soft. At the window the older man's gaze moved from my face down the line of my back, my skirt still bunched at my hips.

"She's unbelievable," he said quietly. To no one in particular.

His hand came through the window. Past my hip. Under the hem. Two fingers pushed straight into my bare cunt.

My moan was muffled around the cock in my mouth.

His fingers moved slow and deep, fucking me from behind through the window while I sucked his friend. My hips rocked back onto each stroke. The sensation from both directions narrowed the whole world down to this car, these hands, this heat.

I sucked harder. The passenger's breath came in short sharp pulls. I took him deep enough to feel him at the back of my throat and held it there.

"Jesus." His hips lifted off the seat. "Where did you come from?"

He came with a long groan, hand pressing firm in my hair, cock pulsing on my tongue. I swallowed and kept my lips sealed and sucked him through every pulse until he pulled back, chest heaving.

"Fuck me," he breathed at the ceiling.

The fingers behind me slid out.

I straightened up. Lipstick wrecked, both full breasts still bare, blouse hanging open. I looked at the older man through the window.

He was already walking around the front of the car.

The passenger stepped out. The older man got in, filling the seat with considerably more presence. He looked at my chest first. Then my face. His jaw was tight.

"Prettiest slut I've seen in a long time," he said.

His cock was out before I leaned over. Thick and hard, heavier than his friend's, already glistening at the tip.

I wrapped my hand around the base and ran my tongue up the underside from root to tip, slow and deliberate. He exhaled through his nose, one hand moving to my dark hair.

The younger man stepped up to the driver's window. His fingers found my bare clit, circling slowly, returning the favour.

I took the older man deep. His thighs went rigid under my hands.

"Ungh. Fuck." His grip tightened in my hair. "That mouth."

I worked him with both lips and hand, twisting slow, my tongue pressing the underside on every stroke. The younger man's fingers kept circling my clit, unhurried, steady, and the pressure built again at the base of my spine.

Outside, two men stood further down the street. I hadn't heard them approach. One said something to the other and they started walking toward us.

I sucked harder. The older man's hips rose off the seat on the next stroke.

"Don't stop," he said. His voice had gone rough. "Good girl. Don't you dare stop."

I didn't stop. My hand pumped the base of his cock while my mouth worked the rest. The younger man's fingers pressed firmer against my clit and I moaned around the cock in my mouth, loud enough that it vibrated through both of us.

He came hard. Both hands in my hair, his whole body locking up, cock pulsing deep on my tongue. I swallowed everything he gave me and kept my mouth sealed until he stopped shaking.

I sat up slowly. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

He tucked himself away. Then he looked at me, his breathing still uneven, and nodded toward the street outside.

"More coming over. You want to stay for them?"

I looked at him. Then through the windshield at the two men approaching, one of them already grinning.

I shook my head.

He got out without another word. Stood between the car and the approaching men, broad and unhurried, and said something short and flat. They slowed. The younger man appeared at my window, bent low.

"Go now," he said. "We've got it."

I clipped my bra shut, pulled my blouse closed with one hand and reached for the key with the other. The engine turned. I pulled away from the kerb without looking back.

The street disappeared behind me. City light streaked the windows in orange. My thighs were slick, my lips swollen, my hands loose on the wheel.

Tom was on the couch when I got home, the TV low, eyes half shut. He turned when I walked in.

"Good dinner?"

"Perfect." I leaned down and kissed his temple. "Exactly what I needed."

He smiled and turned back to the screen.

Upstairs I washed my face and climbed into bed. Tom came up twenty minutes later, asleep within seconds.

The ceiling was dark and quiet.

Not the orgasms. Not their hands on my bare breasts or the weight of their cocks on my tongue or the wet sounds the car held like a secret. What stayed was earlier. The window button under my finger. The glass sliding down. The decision arriving clean and fast, before any thought could slow it.

The door unlock. That reach across the seat. The click.

Something about that settled into my chest, heavy and warm, the way something does when it stops being new and starts being who you are.

My pussy pulsed once, soft and satisfied, and then went still.
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The coffee is still too hot to drink. I wrap both hands around the mug and let the heat spread into my palms. Outside the kitchen window the yard is gray and still, the kind of February morning that looks cold even through glass. My thighs press together under the table. I slept well. I always sleep well now.

It wasn't like this in the beginning. Those first weeks the need was violent and constant, waking me at three in the morning with my hand already between my legs, leaving me shaking and wrung out before Tom had finished his coffee. Every orgasm barely took the edge off before the next one built behind it. It was relentless. Exhausting. Something that happened to me rather than something I did.

That's not what this is anymore.

The need is still there. Always there, a low and patient pull in my body every hour of the day. It's calm now. Manageable. I know it will get what it wants because it always does. The world is full of men and I move through it every single day and something always happens. That's just how it works.

Tom comes downstairs in his polo and khakis, belt already through the loops, hair damp at the temples. He pours his coffee, leans against the counter, looks at me with that easy, rested expression he's had for weeks.

"You know, you seem like yourself again," he says. "Like the you from a few years ago."

I smile at him over the rim of my mug. "Good sleep."

"Whatever you're doing, keep doing it."

My phone buzzes against my thigh under the table. I tilt the screen just enough to read it.

Jake.

“In your area today. Any chance you're free?”

Then the photo.

My own body from behind, the green dress I wore last time hiked up over my soft hips, my full ass spread, and his cock halfway inside my wet pussy. His thick fingers dug into my hip for the shot and I remember feeling him take it, remember not telling him to stop. The photo is close and clear. He keeps it in his phone, apparently. Good boy.

My face stays still. Tom is talking about his early meeting. I set the phone face-down on my knee.

"I'll call you later," I tell him.

He finishes his coffee, rinses the mug, comes around the table and kisses the top of my head. Warm, distracted, already halfway out the door in his mind. The garage rumbles open and closed.

I pick the phone back up. Look at the photo for a few more seconds. Jake's blond forearm, the soccer player hips, his cock slick with me.

I type back: “Maybe. I'll let you know.”

I set it down and do the dishes.

The dishes take ten minutes. Water hot, working through the breakfast plates, the mugs, the pan from last night's eggs. My hips press lightly against the edge of the counter as I reach to the back of the sink. The friction is faint, barely anything. My body registers it anyway. Everything registers now, all day, every day. A low steady pull underneath the errands and the laundry and the emails I'll get to later.

I load the dishwasher. Wipe the counter. Carry the laundry basket from the dryer to the couch and start folding. Tom's work shirts, his boxers, a stack of towels. The pull in my pelvis is patient. It knows I'll get to it.

Lisa calls at eleven.

I pick up on the second ring and drop into the kitchen chair, one leg crossing over the other. She launches in before I've said hello. Dan again. Something at the Hendersons' dinner party last week, some comment he made in front of everyone that dismissed her idea about the neighborhood watch, shot it down with one sentence and then turned back to his beer like she hadn't spoken. She's been sitting on it for days.

"He does this thing," Lisa says. "This voice. Like I've just said something adorable and slightly stupid."

I make a sympathetic sound. Dan. I've seen Dan at every block party for three years. Tall, broad across the shoulders, dark hair going gray at the sides. Last summer he spent the whole Fourth of July in a white t-shirt, and I spent a meaningful portion of it not looking at him directly.

My free hand slides off the armrest onto my thigh.

"That's dismissive," I say. "That's genuinely dismissive."

The fabric of my skirt is thin. My fingers press through it, find the warmth underneath. Dan's shoulders in that white t-shirt, the way he stood with one hand tucked in his jeans pocket. The deep voice he uses when he thinks he's being reasonable.

I push past the fabric. My underwear is already damp.

"Did he apologize after?" I ask.

Lisa snorts.

My fingers push my underwear aside and stroke along my slick lips. Slow. My full breasts rise with the breath I'm keeping controlled. Dan's hands were big. I noticed that. I always notice that.

"He thinks he was being practical," Lisa says. "He actually used that word. Practical."

Two fingers push inside. My hips tilt forward in the chair, just slightly, just enough.

"Mm," I say. "That's infuriating."

"Right?"

I press deeper. My thumb finds my clit and stays there, steady, circling slow. The heat rolls up through my stomach and I let my eyes fall halfway closed. Dan bending toward the cooler, that t-shirt pulling tight across his back. The thought doesn't need to go any further than that.

A sound tries to climb my throat. I press my lips together around it.

"He needs to hear it from you," I say. "Directly. Not hinted at."

My thumb circles tighter. My fingers curl. The orgasm crests quick and bright, washing up through my chest, and I hold myself very still in the chair and breathe through my nose while Lisa agrees that yes, she needs to just say it to his face.

"Exactly," I say. "Just say it."

My hand slips out from under my skirt. I press my thighs together as the last of it pulses through me. My heartbeat is elevated, a warm flush spreading up my throat. The kitchen is bright and ordinary around me.

We wrap up the call. I hang up and sit for a moment, fingers resting on top of my closed thighs.

Then I go upstairs and change. The wrap dress is dark green, fitted across my chest, the skirt falling to mid-thigh. Mascara. A little gloss. My dark hair falls loose around my shoulders. I look like a woman with errands, which is close enough to true.

My keys are on the hook by the front door. I grab them and catch myself in the hallway mirror as I turn.

Full-length. Green dress, bare legs, hair down, mouth slightly parted. The flush at my throat hasn't fully faded. My green eyes are bright and a little sharp, the laugh lines at the corners doing nothing to soften whatever sits behind them.

I stopped trying to name that look a while ago.

I pull the door open and step out into the cold.

The bookstore is three blocks from the coffee shop where I found Marcus. I notice it. Keep moving.

Paper and central heating inside. Front tables stacked with new releases and staff picks. Sandra next door turns sixty on Saturday and reads literary fiction, the kind with sparse covers and blurbs from other writers she's never heard of. Two options from the nearest table, backs read, one returned to the shelf.

The pull between my legs is patient. My thighs press together as I move between the shelves. The friction is nothing, barely anything. My body registers it anyway.

A man stands two shelves over, dark hair pushed back from his forehead, a gray henley with the sleeves rolled up past the elbow. His hands are large and easy around the paperback he's holding. The spine is orange and worn. I know that book.

He turns it over. Reads the back. His jaw is clean and his forearms are lean and the tendons shift when he adjusts his grip.

"That one's worth it," I say. "If you're deciding."

He looks up. His eyes are dark brown and steady, no self-consciousness in them. Not the eyes of someone caught off guard.

"Yeah?"

"The ending divides people. I thought it was the only one it could have had."

"What ending do people want instead?"

"The comfortable one."

He looks at the cover again. Turns it back over and tucks it under his arm.

"What did you want?"

I look at him for a moment.

"I got what I wanted," I say.

Sandra's birthday book goes to the register. His footsteps come alongside mine before I've suggested anything.

His name is Noah. He's a graduate student in literature, finishing a thesis on place and memory in postwar fiction, and he talks about it the way some people talk about things that keep them up at night. We end up at the café table by the window before either of us has proposed it out loud. He carries his coffee over. I sit across from him and cross my legs.

The wrap dress opens at the knee, the inside of my thigh pale and bare in the afternoon light. I leave it.

His hands move when he talks. They spread wide to illustrate a point, then settle flat on the table between us. His forearms are right there, close enough to touch. I watch his fingers wrap around the coffee cup and think about other things they could wrap around.

The thesis is about writers who got it right and others who didn't. He has opinions and he defends them and he doesn't look to me for approval after each one. I like that. I ask enough questions to keep him going. He asks what I read and I tell him and his follow-up is good, the kind that means he actually listened to the answer.

Twenty minutes in and his body has been angling forward since the first sip.

"You said the ending was the only one it could have had," he says. "Why?"

"Because the character had already decided. Three chapters before the end. She just hadn't told herself yet."

He holds my eyes.

"You think people decide before they know they've decided."

"I think the body decides," I say. "The mind catches up later."

His cup is between his palms and he's leaning in now, forearms flat on the table, his face maybe eighteen inches from mine.

There it is.

"You live nearby?" he asks.

"Close enough."

One corner of his mouth lifts.

"I'm on campus. The library, the office. Very glamorous."

"It shows."

He laughs and his shoulders drop and the careful part of the smile goes with them. What's left is better. His eyes move once, briefly, down to where the dress falls open at my knee, and back up. He doesn't make anything of it. Just notes it and stays with me.

My full breasts rise slowly with the breath I'm keeping measured. The flush that started in my throat this morning is still there, sitting under the collar of the dress, and I know if he looked he'd see it. The low pull between my legs tightens.

The afternoon light comes through the window and lies along his jaw.

I finish my coffee and set the cup down. His is still three-quarters full. I smooth the fabric of the dress across my thighs, feel it slide over the curve of my hips, and stand.

"Come with me," I say.

He stops mid-sentence.

Reads my face. Takes one breath. Gets it right.

He pushes back from the table.

The fire exit corridor is short, cold, smelling of cardboard and concrete. I press the bar and the door swings open and February air hits us both at once.

Noah's hand finds the small of my back as the door swings shut behind us. The bookstore noise cuts off. The second level of the parking garage opens up around us: a handful of cars, no one moving, the ceiling low and lit flat. My heels on the concrete are quiet. His breathing is not.

My car is in the far corner, backed against the wall.

He reaches my car before I do and turns, his back against the passenger door, and I walk straight into him.

The kiss is hard from the first second. Both his hands go to my hips and pull, pressing me into him, and through his jeans I can already feel him hard against my belly. I rock forward and he makes a sound against my mouth.

I reach past him and pull the rear door open.

He starts to follow but I put a hand on his chest, step in first, and lie back across the seat. My dark hair spreads on the upholstery. The wrap dress rides up over my soft thighs. I pull him in after me by the front of his henley and he fills the door frame before getting his knee between my legs and his weight settling down over me.

The door pulls shut.

His mouth drops to my neck. My thighs fall open and take his hips. His cock presses hard against my pussy through his jeans, thick and insistent, and I tilt my head back and give him my throat and let him kiss down to my collarbone while my hands work his belt.

The buckle comes loose. His jeans drop enough. He's thick and straining and when I wrap my hand around him he twitches in my grip.

"Fuck," he breathes. "Your hand—"

I pull my underwear to one side. Take his cock and press the head against my wet entrance.

"Put it in me," I say.

The first inch makes us both go still.

Then he pushes all the way in.

"Oh god. Your pussy's so fucking tight."

"Keep it down," I say. "Fuck me quiet."

He drops his forehead to the seat beside my head. His cock sits buried to the hilt in my wet cunt, and I feel every inch of him, the stretch and the fullness and the pulse. My soft hips tilt up to take him deeper. He groans against the upholstery.

"Christ. You're soaked for me."

"Move your cock," I say. "Now."

He moves.

Short at first. His hips rock, testing the angle. I lock my ankles at the small of his back and pull. His breath goes ragged immediately.

"Nngh. Yeah. Like that?"

"Harder," I say. "Fuck my pussy harder."

He listens.

The strokes lengthen and drive. Each one presses a short sharp exhale out of me, his hips slamming in and grinding at the base before pulling back. The back seat is cramped and he braces one arm hard against the door panel, the other gripping the headrest above my head, and he uses both for leverage. His cock goes deep and stays deep on every thrust, hitting the spot that makes my toes curl inside my heels.

"Fuck yes. Like that. Your cock feels so good."

His mouth finds the front of the wrap dress and pulls it open. My full breasts spill free and his mouth closes over my left nipple. He sucks hard, tongue rolling, and the sensation shoots straight down to my clit. I grip the back of his head and hold him there.

"Suck it harder. Yeah. Fuck."

He sucks harder and his hips drive faster and I feel both at once, his cock filling me on every stroke, his mouth pulling at my nipple, my fair skin flushing hot from chest to throat. The orgasm builds wide across my hips, tightening.

"Right there," I say. "Don't change a fucking thing."

He doesn't. The rhythm holds, deep and hard and steady, the back seat rocking with it. His breathing breaks into short punched sounds against my breast.

"Ugh. Fuck. Your pussy's gripping me. Ugh—"

"Keep fucking me," I say. "Don't stop."

The orgasm hits. My legs clamp around his hips, my cunt clenching hard around his cock as the pulses break through. I press my mouth against his shoulder to hold the sound in and ride it out under him, my hips bucking up into every thrust. He doesn't stop. His cock works through every clench and the orgasm drags out, a second wave cresting right behind the first.

"Oh—nngh—oh god. Yes—"

When it finally lets go I'm gasping, thighs shaking, fingers dug into his back.

He lifts his head from my breast and looks down at me. His face is flushed and damp at the temples, his mouth open.

"Did you just cum on my cock?"

"Twice," I say. "Keep fucking my pussy."

He stares at me for one second.

"Fuck. You're incredible."

Then he pushes back up on both arms and starts again.

Longer strokes now, slower, each one a full pull and a full drive. His cock drags along the front wall on every stroke and my breath catches in my throat each time. I feel him everywhere. My full breasts shake with each impact. His jaw is tight and his forearms are hard with the effort of holding himself in the cramped space and not losing the angle.

I plant my heel on the back of the driver's seat and tilt my hips up. The angle shifts and he sinks even deeper and we both feel it at the same time.

"There," I say. "Fuck me right there."

"Yeah. Fuck. Nngh. So deep."

He finds it and stays on it. The stroke shortens, grinds in deep, grinds back, drives in again. My mouth falls open. His hand slides under my lower back and lifts my hips and suddenly the angle is perfect, every stroke hitting deep and forward, relentless.

"Mmm. Your cock. Harder."

"You want it harder? Take it."

His hips slam in and hold. His cock pulses inside my cunt, hard, deep, one after the other. I feel every one. My fingers keep circling my clit and the orgasm cracks open at the same moment, my back arching off the seat, my cunt clenching around him as he comes.

His whole body shudders. A long low sound tears out of him against my neck.

"Ahh. Fuck. Cumming in your pussy."

We stay. An engine somewhere below. A door, far away. His weight on my body is heavy and warm. His cock still inside me.

I move first.

The dress gets straightened, pulled down over my soft hips and thighs, the wrap retied at the front. His jacket is crumpled on the floor. I hold it out and he takes it with the face of someone still trying to find himself.

The side mirror gives me enough. Hair loose and tangled, gloss gone, the flush sitting high in my fair skin from chest to throat. My green eyes are bright. The dress sits right across my full breasts.

I push the door open and step out into the concrete cold. He follows, getting the jacket on, dragging a hand back through his dark hair.

On the concrete I turn to him.

"You fucked me good," I say.

One slow kiss. My palm flat on his chest, his heart still hammering under it. He kisses back and pulls me in and I let it last one breath longer than I need to.

Then I step back.

"Elevator's at the far end," I say.

The grin starts in one corner and takes over. He shakes his head once, still smiling, and turns.

The spring is in his step by the third stride. Shoulders back, chin up, the whole body lighter than it was an hour ago. He doesn't look back.

My door closes with a solid click. The seat is cool through the thin dress. Keys in my hand, engine turning over, the ramp ahead opening up to gray afternoon sky.

I have nowhere to be.
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The New Normal
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The engine is still running when I feel it.

Not a surprise anymore. It sits low in my belly, that pull, and my body has stopped debating it. Three months ago I would have gripped the wheel and talked myself down, reminded myself of Tom, of the house, of who I am supposed to be. That whole process was exhausting. All that negotiating with myself over something that is never going to stop asking. At some point, without marking the moment, I stop doing it. The pull comes and I say fine, and I start thinking about logistics. Who. Where. How long before I need to be home.

I turn off the engine.

That is the whole process now. Feel it. Accept it. Find someone. The guilt dried up somewhere around week ten and I haven't gone looking for it.

I check myself in the rearview. The dark auburn waves sit right, loose around my face the way I've started wearing them. My green eyes look back at me clear and rested. The sports bra is yellow, cut low and tight, and my full 36D breasts push up and over the top of it, the soft flesh spilling out above the fabric the way it does when you buy a bra a size too small on purpose. The shorts are tiny, high-cut, sitting low on my hips, the kind that show the full curve of my ass and stop just below it. Three months of regular sessions have flattened my stomach and tightened my thighs, and the strip of bare skin between the bra and the waistband is flat and pale and mine. Two guys in the parking lot have already looked as I pulled in. I clock it and move on.

I grab my bag and go inside.

The gym runs half-empty on a Tuesday afternoon. A few women on the treadmills, an older man in the corner grinding through lat pulldowns. I set my bag down by the cubbies and sweep the floor. That scan has become automatic, the same read I run in coffee shops and bookstores and the cereal aisle at the grocery store. Looking for the right kind of energy.

I find it straight away.

Free weights, back corner. He is enormous through the chest and across the shoulders, dark skin gleaming under the overhead fluorescents, both forearms tattooed from wrist to elbow in something dense and dark I can't make out from here. He pulls through a set of dumbbell rows and the weight looks like nothing in his hands. His whole body moves smooth and unhurried through it.

He looks barely twenty.

The jaw is the first thing. The easy set of it between reps, loose and certain. He finishes the set, drops both dumbbells, and the clang rings out hard across the floor. He doesn't check who heard. Then he straightens, looks up, and finds me watching.

A slow half-smile crosses his face.

Twenty years old and already certain of exactly what he looks like.

I cross the floor.

No performance in it. My full hips move the way they move, the bare strip of my stomach catches the light, and I stop in front of him and look up and say, "You're new here."

He blinks once.

"Yeah," he says. "Joined last week."

He leaves space after it, waiting to see what I'll do with it. His arms sit slightly out from his sides, the stance of someone packed too thick to hold them flat. A thin line of sweat tracks along his collarbone and disappears under the edge of his shirt.

"I'm Maggie."

"Malik."

He says it flat and lets it sit there.

I hold his eye for a breath and say, "There's a motel across the street."

The smile drops. He goes still. Three full seconds with nothing on his face but the fact of what I've said arriving in him. His eyes move over me: starting at my chest, at the full swell of breast flesh pushing up and out of the yellow fabric, then down the bare strip of my stomach, then to the tiny shorts tight across my hips and thighs, then back up to my face. I watch his jaw tighten. Watch his body get a vote and vote loudly.

The smile comes back different. Less lazy. More honest.

"Yeah?" he says.

"Whenever you're done," I say.

I turn and go back for my bag. By the time I've picked it up and checked my phone, he is already beside me with his gym bag over one shoulder, and the speed of it is almost funny.

We walk out together into the flat afternoon light. The gym door swings shut behind us. Across two lanes of slow traffic, the motel's vacancy sign glows a dull red above a row of identical curtained windows. Paint is peeling off the door frames. It charges by the hour and doesn't ask about names.

I step off the curb without checking if he is following.

He is right there.

The door isn't fully shut when I push him back onto the bed.

He goes down on the stained bedspread and his cockiness reassembles fast: arms reaching up for me, a grin spreading on his face, already assuming he knows how this goes. I reach back and peel the yellow sports bra up and off in one pull and drop it on the floor. My full 36D breasts fall loose and heavy and his grin stops working properly.

He stares.

"Fuck," he says.

I drop to my knees between his thighs and pull his shorts down in one motion, and when his cock comes free the size of it registers as clean, immediate information. Big. The kind of big that makes you take a breath and adjust your plans slightly.

I wrap both hands around the base and look up at him.

"Holy shit," he says.

I take him in my mouth.

He makes a sound that has no word in it. His hands go straight to my hair, not forcing yet, just gripping, holding on to what's happening. I work my way down him slowly, taking more with each stroke, my full lips stretched wide around him, one hand twisting at the base while my mouth handles what it can.

"Fuck," he says. "Fuck, your mouth is..."

I pull back to the tip and look up at him and wait.

"Your mouth is unbelievable," he says. "God, where did you..."

I go back down before he finishes the sentence.

He laughs, surprised, and the laugh tips straight into a groan as I take him deeper. He's loud and I like it. Every stroke pulls something out of him: a bitten curse, a sharp inhale, his hips pressing up in slow pulses he can't quite stop. My full breasts press warm against the inside of his thighs. The room smells of old carpet and cheap paint and sex and I am having a very good Tuesday.

"You're incredible," he says. "I'm serious, you're actually incredible."

I hum against him in acknowledgement and feel him shudder.

"I'm gonna cum," he says. His hands tighten in my hair. "Fuck, I'm already gonna cum."

Good.

I work him faster, both hands now, and he goes rigid and says, "Fuck, fuck, oh fuck," and comes hard, his hips bucking up off the bedspread, his whole body shaking with it. I take everything he gives and keep working him through every last pulse until he collapses back, one forearm over his eyes, breathing like he's run somewhere.

I sit back on my heels and wipe my mouth and grin at the ceiling.

"My turn," I say.

I strip the tiny shorts down my legs and climb up onto the bed. I turn around and swing a knee over each side of his head, and as I lower myself my full, heavy breasts swing forward and drop, the warm weight of them swaying loose with the movement, and I hear him make a sound underneath me that is half groan and half something closer to reverence.

His cock, soft and wet from my mouth, sits right in front of me. I take him back in slowly, just holding him warm, and feel him exhale hard against me.

"Eat me," I say. "Right now."

He grabs my thighs and pulls me down against his face and his tongue finds me immediately and the sensation hits fast and clean.

"Nngh." There it is. I rock against his mouth and he responds, learning the pressure, finding the right angle without needing to be taught twice.

His cock starts to thicken in my mouth as his tongue works, and there is something specifically and completely satisfying about that: feeling him grow hard again while I give him a reason to. I take him deeper. He groans against me, which vibrates in a way that makes me press down harder. My heavy breasts rest warm against his stomach, swaying with each rock of my hips.

"Mmph." His grip on my thighs tightens.

I pull off him for a second. "More," I say. "I want to feel it."

He gives more. Both hands gripping my ass, pulling me open and down against his face, his tongue going flat and deliberate. I drop my head and take his cock back in my mouth and the loop closes: what he does feeds into me, what I feel feeds into how hard I suck, and his whole body responds, his cock fully hard in my mouth now, his tongue working me like he understands exactly what the stakes are.

"I want to hear you," he says, muffled against me.

The words tip me closer. I start grinding against his face in a rhythm and he matches it and the heat pulls into a knot deep in my pelvis and tightens.

"Don't stop," I say. "Don't you stop."

He doesn't stop. His tongue presses hard and circles and I come apart against his mouth with a long, cracked "yes" that I let out at full volume. The walls are thin. I genuinely do not care. I grind through every wave of it until the last one passes and then I hold still, breathing hard, his cock warm and fully hard in my loosened grip.

I swing off him and turn around.

He reaches for me the moment I'm facing him, both hands grabbing for my hips, trying to pull me under him. I plant a hand on his chest and push back. He grins and gets a grip on my waist and tries to flip me sideways. I use the roll of it and end up back on top, straddling his hips.

"No," I say, laughing a little.

"Yeah," he says, and grabs again.

We go back and forth properly now: both of us grabbing, pushing, using weight and momentum, me slipping out of holds and him trying to reassert, the whole thing quick and physical and genuinely fun, both of us grinning between grabs. He gets me onto my back once and pins my wrists above my head and looks down at me with that half-smile. My bare breasts are right there and his eyes drop to them and he looks like a man who has won something.

"Got you," he says.

"Did you," I say.

I bridge up and roll and put him on his back again.

He laughs, loud and real. I like the sound of it. I reach down, grip his cock, position him against me, and push down onto him before he can regroup.

The stretch is immediate and very full and the sound that comes out of me is raw and involuntary.

"Holy fuck," he says, his grin dropping.

"Yeah," I say. "Now earn it."

He grabs my hips and drives up hard and the impact knocks the breath out of me and I dig my nails into the solid muscle of his chest and ride it, rolling my full hips to meet each thrust. The slap of our bodies fills the cheap room. The headboard finds the wall and stays there. My breasts move with the pace of it, heavy and swinging, and his hands come up and grip them.

"Your tits," he says, his voice dropping. "God, your tits."

"Keep talking," I say.

"The way you ride me. The way you sound. You're the sexiest thing I've ever seen."

The words land in the heat and push everything higher. I rock faster.

He pulls me down by the back of my neck and kisses me rough and I bite his lower lip, not gently, and he groans into my mouth and gets both arms around me and flips us. His weight drops onto me and he drives in deep from above and I wrap my thighs around him and dig my heels into his ass and pull.

"Harder," I say into his ear. "I want to feel you tomorrow."

"Nngh, fuck." He goes harder.

The headboard cracks against the wall in a steady rhythm. The lamp on the bedside table gives up and topples sideways. The mirror shows us in pieces: his back, my legs wrapped around him, my hands gripping his shoulders. I catch half a second of it and it is filthy and brilliant.

"Don't stop," I say, my voice going ragged. "Right there, right there, I'm gonna cum again."

"Cum for me," he says. "Come on. I want to feel it."

The third orgasm hits harder than the first two, deep and grinding, and I grab his shoulders and hold on and let it take me, my thighs locked around him, my body shaking with it, a string of completely unintelligible sounds pressing out of my mouth. He drives through all of it and keeps going.

"God you're sexy," he says, breathless. "You're so fucking sexy when you cum."

"Then give me more," I manage.

He gives more. He grabs my hips and goes deep and fast and within a minute he's gone, coming hard with his face pressed against my throat, his whole body shaking, his cock pulsing inside me.

We both lie still.

His weight is on me and I let it stay for a moment. The room is very quiet except for our breathing and the muffled bass of someone's car stereo drifting in from the parking lot. The lamp is on its side on the floor. The bedspread is half off the bed.

Then I move.

I slide out from under him and stand. My legs are shakier than I'd like but they hold. The mirror: completely wrecked, flushed throat to chest, hair destroyed, bare from the waist up, my full breasts still flushed pink from everything. I almost laugh.

I find my shorts and step into them. I find the yellow sports bra on the floor near the door and push my breasts back into it, the flesh settling above the fabric. I smooth my hair back with both hands, which helps a little. Malik is face down on the bed, one arm dangling off the edge, not moving.

My bag is by the door.

"That," I say, "was genuinely excellent."

He turns his head and looks at me. The half-smile is back, slower now, softer at the edges. He opens his mouth.

I pick up my bag.

"See you around," I say.

I open the door and step out into the flat afternoon light and pull it shut behind me.

The drive home takes eleven minutes.

My hands sit easy on the wheel. The radio plays something I don't register. Outside, the afternoon is doing its ordinary Tuesday thing: school run traffic, a guy walking a dog, a woman unloading groceries from her trunk. The world running itself as usual. I feel the ache of the last two hours sitting in my thighs and my hips, a deep, worked soreness that will still be there tomorrow, and I drive through it with total calm.

Three this week. Tuesday sorted. The rest of the day is mine.

Tom's car is already in the driveway when I pull in. Earlier than usual. I check myself in the rearview before I get out: hair smoothed back, lipstick reapplied before I left the parking lot, nothing on my face that needs managing. The yellow sports bra is back on under my zip-up. I look like a woman who went to the gym.

I go inside.

The shower is hot and long and I stand under it and let the water run over my shoulders and down my back and I think about nothing in particular. The motel is already filing itself away, taking its place in the running count I keep without trying to: a clean entry, no complications, excellent in the specific ways that matter. Malik will be a good memory and nothing else. The water runs clear down the drain.

Soft clothes, then downstairs.

Tom is in the kitchen pouring himself a glass of water when I come in. He turns and smiles and asks how the workout was and I say good, really good, I feel great, and he nods and says I look it, and then he takes his water and his book and heads upstairs. The whole exchange lasts forty seconds. I stand at the counter and start dinner with steady hands.

Pasta. A sauce from scratch because I have the time and it's something to do with my hands. The kitchen fills with the smell of garlic and tomato. Tom comes back down when it's ready and we eat and talk about his day and I ask the right questions and listen to the answers and when it's done I clean up and he goes back to bed.

Normal. Ordinary. Tuesday.

He is reading when I come in. He puts the book down on his chest and looks at me in the soft lamplight and his face does that thing it has been doing for weeks now: warm, settled, slightly proud.

"I'm so proud of how you've been taking care of yourself," he says. "You're glowing, Maggie. You really are."

I get into bed beside him.

The ache in my thighs is still there, that deep, specific soreness, and I pull the duvet up and lie still and let his words settle over me. He means them completely. His blue eyes are kind and tired and full of a love that has no idea what it is looking at.

He leans over and kisses my forehead.

"Goodnight," he says.

"Goodnight," I say.

He turns off his lamp and rolls onto his side and within ten minutes his breathing slows and deepens. I lie in the dark and feel the last trace of the afternoon still in my body, warm and faint and mine, and I look at the ceiling.

No guilt. No performance. No negotiation.

Just the clean, settled knowledge that this is a system, and the system works, and everyone in it is getting exactly what they need.

I close my eyes.
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Check-In

[image: ]


The wrap dress is dark green, fitted at the waist, cut low enough that my full breasts fill the neckline without apology. I pull it down over my soft hips and turn to face the mirror.

I look good. Really good. The kind of good that comes from the inside.

The appointment is at ten. Three-month follow-up. Prescription renewal. I pick up the mascara wand and think about what this morning is supposed to feel like for a woman like me. A wife. A mother. Someone whose neighbours wave at her from driveways and whose husband leaves flowers on the counter sometimes.

Most people would not approve of what I've been doing.

I sit with that for a moment. Let it land. Wait for the familiar weight of it, the guilt, the tight sick feeling behind the sternum I used to know so well.

Nothing comes.

That should probably unsettle me. The old Maggie would have been horrified by the absence. She'd have taken the numbness itself as a sign something was deeply wrong, called her sister, maybe cried in the shower. That woman ran her whole inner life by the question of what a good person would feel.

I set the mascara down and look at myself straight.

That standard was never mine. It was built around me by a worldview that needed women's desire to be small, manageable, always secondary. Grateful. Apologetic. The guilt was load-bearing for a structure that had nothing to do with my actual happiness and everything to do with everyone else's comfort. I lived inside it for twenty years and called it being a good woman.

The woman in the mirror looks back at me, full breasts pressing against dark green fabric, green eyes bright, dark hair loose and wavy on her shoulders. She looks like someone who has figured something out.

She doesn't look like someone who needs to repent for it.

I cap the lipstick. Deep rose. Adjust the dress over my wide hips one last time.

Tom left an hour ago, kissed my forehead on his way out. Told me I looked great. He meant it. He's happy. The house runs. Everything looks exactly the way it's supposed to look from the outside.

I pick up the appointment card from the counter and my bag from the chair.

Three months, and today it gets renewed.

The car is cold when I get in. Eleven minutes to the medical building. I drive with the radio off, my hands loose on the wheel, my pussy already warm and humming under the dress.

I pull into the parking lot. Cut the engine. Push through the front door.

The waiting room smells like antiseptic and old magazines. Two other patients sit across from me. A man in his sixties with reading glasses. A young woman scrolling her phone. Both of them exactly where they're supposed to be, doing exactly what people do in waiting rooms.

My thighs press together under the dress. The lace thong is already damp.

"Maggie Hayes?"

The nurse holds the door open. I follow her back through the familiar corridor, past the blood pressure cuff mounted on the wall, into exam room two. Paper on the table. Diagram of the human spine. The usual. She takes my blood pressure, notes my weight, tells me Dr. Reeves will be right in.

He knocks twice before entering. Gray at the temples, lean build, that calm and measured expression he always carries into a room. His eyes move over me the way a doctor's eyes do, quick and professional. Then they pause, just for a fraction of a second, at the neckline of the dress, the curve of my hips on the exam table.

He recovers immediately. Pulls the rolling stool out and sits.

"How are you feeling, Maggie?"

"Really well. Better than I have in years, honestly."

He opens my file on the tablet. His eyes stay on the screen. "The RLS symptoms. Still improving?"

"Gone, mostly. I sleep through the night now."

"No restlessness? No leg discomfort waking you?"

"Nothing."

He nods, makes a note. The stylus moves across the screen in small, efficient strokes. I watch his hands. Steady. Precise. The hands of someone who has spent decades being careful.

"Energy levels?"

"Good. I joined a gym. I've been going regularly."

"That's great." He glances up. "Mood?"

"Stable. Better than stable."

A small smile crosses his face. Professional warmth. He notes something else. I sit with my hands loose in my lap and my full breasts pressing gently against the fabric of the dress and I keep my face exactly as open and calm as his.

"I want to ask you about something." He sets the tablet on the counter and leans forward slightly, his forearms on his knees. "Pramipexole can sometimes produce what we call impulse control effects. Some patients notice changes in behaviour. Gambling, compulsive shopping, increased spending." He pauses. "Anything like that?"

"No." The word comes out smooth, unhurried. "Nothing like that."

"No compulsive behaviours of any kind?"

I let the question sit for exactly the right length of time. Not too fast. Not too slow.

"Some restlessness early on," I say. "The first few weeks. I had a lot of energy I didn't know what to do with. That's actually why I joined the gym."

He nods slowly. His eyes are on my face. Gray eyes, intelligent. A little tired around the edges.

"That tracks," he says. "Dopamine agonists can produce that initial spike. You managed it well." He picks the tablet back up. "Any changes in libido?"

The question lands clean and clinical. His pen hovers.

"Maybe a bit," I say. "More energy overall. I think that's probably part of the same thing."

"Higher than baseline?"

I tip my head slightly, like I'm thinking about it properly. "It's hard to say what baseline was when I wasn't sleeping. Everything feels better now."

He writes something. I watch the stylus move without trying to read it.

"Have you noticed any urges that felt difficult to control? Anything that surprised you?"

A small laugh escapes me. Easy, genuine-sounding. The kind that makes the question reframe itself as slightly excessive.

"I mean, I bought a gym membership on impulse," I say. "Is that what you mean?"

His mouth curves. "Not quite." He makes one more note and closes the file. "Overall I'm very pleased with how you've responded. Your blood pressure is good, your mood is positive, the primary symptom is resolved." He leans back. "I'm going to renew the prescription for another three months. Same dose. If anything changes, anything at all, I want you to call."

"Of course."

He stands, crosses to the small printer on the counter. The machine hums. A strip of paper feeds out.

He turns and hands it to me.

Our fingers don't quite touch. He is careful about that. I notice. The prescription is warm from the printer, the paper soft between my fingers. His pen taps twice against the edge of the counter, a small unconscious rhythm.

His eyes move over me one more time as I slide off the table. Just for a second. Just long enough.

I fold the prescription in half and put it in my bag.

"Thank you, Dr. Reeves."

"Take care of yourself, Maggie."

The walk back through the corridor feels like it takes no time at all. The waiting room. The front desk. The automatic doors sliding open onto the parking lot.

The sun hits my face. Cold, bright morning air.

My car is where I left it, third row back. I walk toward it with the prescription in my bag and the image of his eyes on me still sitting warm behind my ribs.

I get in. Close the door. The quiet of the car wraps around me.

The dress has ridden up slightly over my soft thighs. I don't fix it.

The door clicks shut. Quiet wraps the car.

I sit with the prescription on the passenger seat. Warm paper. Three more months.

Dr. Reeves' gray eyes come back to me clear as the moment. The way they dropped to my full breasts in that dress, traced the swell above the neckline, flicked down to where the fabric hugged my soft hips on the exam table. Professional recovery followed fast. He was careful. Always careful.

Heat builds between my thighs. Slow at first. Familiar.

My right hand drifts to the hem of the dress. Fingers find bare skin above my knee. Slide upward.

I should start the car. Drive home. Text Tom that everything went fine.

Instead I push the seat back two notches. Spread my thighs.

No one is parked close. Medical lot mid-morning. Empty enough.

The lace thong sits damp against my pussy lips. I trace the edge with one finger. Feel the wetness soaking through already.

His eyes on me again. Imagined now. Lingering this time without pulling away. Gray and sharp, dropping slow over my sexy curves, my full heavy breasts rising with each breath, my thick thighs parting just for him.

I hook my finger under the lace. Pull it aside.

Cool air hits my wet pussy. My clit swells at the touch.

Most people would not approve of this. Sitting in a doctor's parking lot with my dress hiked up, fingers on my exposed cunt, thinking about my physician's stolen glance.

I circle my clit once. Slow.

The old guilt should flood in now. That tight coil in the chest, the one that used to make me pull my hand away fast, ashamed of my own skin.

Nothing.

I press harder. My clit pulses under the pad of my finger.

That absence doesn't surprise me anymore. The remorse everyone expects from a woman like me. Polite wife. Devoted mother. The kind who bakes for fundraisers and remembers birthdays. Most people would say I've gone wrong somewhere. That wanting this much, this openly, makes me a problem. They'd want me small again. Contained. Apologizing for the space my body takes up.

My middle finger dips lower. Finds my pussy entrance. Wet heat coats the tip.

Fuck that.

I push inside. One knuckle. Two.

The stretch pulls a low sound from my throat. "Mmm."

That worldview built the guilt to keep women like me in line. Not for us. For them. Their comfort. Their rules. I spent decades carrying it. Now it's gone and my pussy just throbs harder, wetter, freer.

I pump the finger slow. In and out. Feel my walls grip it.

His eyes in my mind. Watching now. Not clinical. Hungry. Fixed on my fingers disappearing into my soaked cunt, on my full breasts heaving under the dress.

My left hand moves up. Cups my left breast through fabric. Heavy flesh fills my palm. I squeeze. Nipple hardens instant against my thumb.

Heat coils low. Tightens.

I add a second finger to my pussy. Push deep. Curl them.

Wet sounds fill the car. Soft slick pumps.

"Oh fuck."

My hips rock up. Meet my hand.

Clit begs now. Swollen. Aching. I circle it with my thumb. Firm pressure. Steady rhythm.

The build drags slow. Pleasure thickens in my core, spreads to thighs, belly, tits.

I pinch my nipple through the dress. Twist it.

Sharp spark shoots straight to my clit.

"Yes."

Faster now. Fingers plunge deep into my cunt, thumb grinding my clit in tight circles. My soft thighs tremble. Spread wider.

Sweat beads at my hairline. Breath fogs the windshield faint.

I imagine his voice. Low. Breaking professional. "Show me how wet you are, Maggie."

My pussy clenches hard around my fingers. "Mmm. So wet."

Three fingers. Stretch burns good. I force them in. Feel my walls yield.

Hips buck. Car seat creaks.

Movement outside. Footsteps.

I don't stop.

Young guy crosses the lot. Early twenties. Lean build, jeans low on hips, hoodie unzipped over a t-shirt. Dark hair messy.

He passes two cars down. Glances over.

Our eyes lock through the window.

He slows.

My fingers keep pumping. Deep hard thrusts into my dripping pussy. Thumb smears my clit relentless.

He stops. Turns fully. Stares.

I hold his gaze. Green eyes on brown. Unflinching.

Heat floods my chest. My full breasts heave faster.

He steps closer. One car away now. Eyes drop to my spread thighs, to my hand buried under the dress, wrist slick.

"Fuck," I whisper. To him. To myself.

Pussy spasms. So close.

His hand moves to his crotch. Presses the bulge there. Mouth parts slight.

I spread my thick thighs impossibly wider. Let him see my fingers plunge, my wet cunt grip.

Thumb presses my clit hard. Circles furious.

Pressure snaps.

"Oh god. Ungh!"

Orgasm rips through. Cunt clamps my fingers vise-tight. Juices flood my palm.

Thighs quake violent. Back arches off seat.

I stare into his eyes the whole time. Don't blink. Let him watch my face twist, mouth open, breath ragged gasps.

"Ahh! Fuck yes!"

Waves pulse long. Deep. My clit throbs under thumb. Pussy milks my fingers over and over.

He grips his cock through jeans. Jaw clenches. Stares hungry at my shaking body, my sexy curves bucking.

Pleasure drags. I pump through it. Slow now. Prolong every squeeze.

He doesn't move. Just watches. Hand strokes slow over his bulge.

Finally it fades. My hand slows. Fingers slip free. Soaked. Glistening.

I bring them to my mouth. Lick clean. Taste my own sharp tang. Eyes still on his.

He swallows hard. Nods once. Turns away slow. Walks off across the lot.

I slump back. Breath heavy. Pussy tender, pulsing aftershocks.

Dress falls back over thighs. Prescription sits innocent on dash.

I love this.

Love the way my body takes what it wants now. No apologies. No filters. The world built to make me feel wrong about it and I just walk through the empty space where that used to be.

Phone buzzes. Tom.

text

"How'd the appointment go?"

I wipe my slick fingers on thigh. Type back.

text

"Perfect."

Engine turns over. I pull out. Head home buzzing.
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Escalation
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The prescription has been in the medicine cabinet for four days. The knowledge of it there is enough, a steady low certainty that lets everything else move normally around it. Three more months. That's what this morning feels like in my body.

The department store is cool, over-lit, quiet in the way of midweek mornings. I'd worn a grey silk wrap top, the V cut deep enough to show the full swell of my breasts, one shoulder left bare, the sash tied at my waist. Dark ripped jeans that sat tight against my hips and thighs. Clear heeled sandals. The sales assistant near the escalators had given me a second look when I walked in. I noticed. Things like that register clearly now, without effort.

The changing rooms run along the back wall. A corridor of curtained cubicles, most of them empty this hour. I took the third from the end and hung four dresses on the hook, none of them much looked at. Then I undressed. The sandals came off first, then the jeans folded over the small bench, the wrap top set on top of them. I'm standing in my black lace bra and thong when I reach for the first dress, my dark hair loose around my shoulders, the cubicle light a little harsh.

The gap in the curtain is maybe five inches wide.

I hear them before I look. Her voice, asking him which colour she should try on first. His answer comes in two syllables. Through the gap I can see the corridor. He's standing against the opposite wall with two bags looped over one wrist and his free hand in his pocket. Mid-twenties. Dark hair kept short. Broad through the chest and shoulders, solid through the jaw. His expression is the settled blankness of a man who has given himself over to waiting.

My hand drifts to my hip.

He's already looking at me through the gap.

Not scanning the corridor. Not checking his phone. Looking straight through the opening at my face, then moving down in one unhurried pass. My full breasts lifting against the black lace. The soft curve of my hips. The thong sitting low. My bare legs down to the floor. He takes his time with it.

He doesn't look away.

My fingers push the thong to one side and I touch myself. Already wet, already swollen, the low persistent throb that's sat under everything all morning sharpening the instant I make contact. Two slow circles and I'm pressing harder, my hips tilting forward. My eyes stay on his face through the gap.

His jaw tightens. His free hand comes out of his pocket.

I push two fingers inside and watch him watch my mouth fall open. Watch his throat move as he swallows. The outline pressing against the front of his jeans is unmistakable.

I crook my finger.

He looks at his girlfriend's curtain. One beat. Two. Then he steps forward and I pull the gap open just enough and he's inside.

He's barely through it before I'm on my knees.

His belt is already half-loose. I get his jeans open and pull his cock free, thick and fully hard, the head flushed and smooth. My lips close around it without preamble. His thigh hits the cubicle wall. His hand comes down on my head and stays there, fingers fisted tight in my dark hair.

"Mmph."

I work my tongue along the underside and suck, pulling him deeper, my lips stretched taut. My fingers go back between my own legs, pushing the lace aside. The wet sounds they make going into my cunt are quiet and filthy and I curl them forward to find the spot that makes my thighs go soft. My full breasts hang loose from the bra cups and sway with the motion of my body. His hips push into my mouth on a slow, helpless pulse and I breathe through my nose and let him.

"Do you want Thai or the Italian place after?"

Her voice from two doors down. Easy and unhurried.

His entire body locks. His hand tightens in my hair. He looks down at me, eyes wide and dark, and I hold his gaze and pull him to the back of my throat and swallow around him. His chest shudders with the effort of staying still.

"Uh." His voice comes out wrecked. He finds it. "Italian."

I pull back to the head and suck hard, tongue pressing flat across the tip. His free hand clamps over his own mouth. His hips shudder forward.

My fingers curl deeper and my palm grinds against my clit. The pressure builds fast and mean in my core, spreading through my thighs and belly and the backs of my knees. She's two doors down pulling dresses on and off and thinking about dinner reservations. His cock is on my tongue. My cunt is clenched around three fingers, dripping onto the changing room floor. She'll walk out of there and ask him again about pasta, and he'll say whatever sounds plausible, and she'll never know his knees nearly gave out answering her.

That thought cracks it open low in my belly.

"Mmm. Ugh. Oh."

I come on my fingers with him still on my tongue, my cunt pulling in long hard pulses, wave after wave rolling outward from the inside. I breathe through it with my lips sealed around him, hips rocking into my own hand as it crests and spreads and goes thick and warm through my whole body.

He comes right after. His body braces against the cubicle wall, cock pulsing deep on my tongue, the only sound the long exhale he forces out through his nose.

I swallow. Take my time pulling off him.

His hands aren't steady tucking himself away. He eases the curtain open, checks the corridor, and slips out.

"I think I'm getting the green one." His girlfriend's curtain rings scrape open. "Are you hungry?"

"Yeah."

"Good, because I'm starving."

Their voices settle into the easy rhythm of two people deciding nothing important. Dinner. Parking. Whether to stop somewhere else first.

I press my wet fingers against the inside of my thigh and let the thong snap back into place. Straighten the bra cups over my full breasts. Run my tongue once along my lower lip.

The mirror gives me back a woman in black lace with loose dark hair and green eyes that look calm and a little warm, the way skin looks when a store is running its heating too high.

I reach for the first dress.

The drive home takes twenty minutes and my body uses all of them. Thighs pressed together against the seat. The grey silk wrap keeps shifting at the deep V with every corner and I let it. The afternoon sits flat and bright across the road ahead, and the changing room is already something that happened to a previous version of the day.

My street comes into view and I'm already slowing for the turn when I see the van.

White, courier logo along the side, parked at the kerb just past my driveway. Tom's car sits in the driveway behind it. The upstairs light is on. The driver is at my front door with a package under one arm, his other hand raised to knock.

He's mid-twenties. Brown hair a little long at the collar. Arms built from lifting and hauling, forearms thick below his rolled sleeves. He turns when he hears my car pull in and his expression shifts from routine to alert.

I park and get out.

"Mrs. Hayes?" He holds up the package, checking the label.

"That's me." I come up the path in my heels, the wrap sitting low at the V, the sash pulling the silk tight across my full breasts. His eyes drop to it for one second and come back to my face. He's noticed. He's not going to make it obvious unless I give him something to work with.

I hold out my hand for the sign-off device.

He passes it without touching me. He watches me sign. His weight sits easy on both feet. The upstairs light is on behind him and Tom is up there somewhere moving through the afternoon, unaware of any of this.

"Heavy one," the driver says, angling the package toward me.

"I'll manage." I hand the device back and then look at the label, turning it toward him. "Can you check the sender address? The top line is smudged."

He leans in. His shoulder comes close to mine. He smells like the inside of a warm van, clean with a trace of cardboard. He reads the sender's name off and straightens.

"How many stops left today?" I ask.

His eyes come to mine. He takes a breath. "Few."

"Come back to the van a second. I want to check it against my invoice."

He holds my gaze for a moment. Then he follows.

The van is parked with the sliding side door facing away from the house, away from the upstairs window, toward the neighbour's overgrown hedge. I step up onto the sill and he's right behind me. The door rolls shut.

The space is cramped. Two front seats, a partition, packages strapped along one wall. Bare metal floor.

His mouth comes to mine before I reach for him.

The kiss is quick and certain and goes straight past introductory. His hands find my waist, then the sash of the wrap, and he pulls both ends loose. The silk falls open. His palms push inside and grip my bare sides and my back hits the partition.

My hands go to his belt.

"Now," I say.

He gets my jeans open fast and shoves them down my thighs along with the thong. The air in the van is warm and close. My breasts spill free from the open wrap, the black lace bra lifting them. He stares for two seconds and then his mouth drops to my left nipple, sucking it over the lace, biting down through the fabric.

"Ahh."

His cock is out and in his hand when he straightens. Thick, already hard, the head blunt and flushed. He pushes in without preamble.

"Mmph. Fuck."

The stretch hits all at once. My head drops back against the metal. His hips drive forward and he's deep and full and my cunt grips around him and I hear myself moan, raw and unguarded in the tight space. He doesn't wait. He sets a pace that rocks me into the partition on every thrust, one hand gripping my hip, his cock pounding in hard.

"Yes. Don't stop."

His free hand grabs my breast through the bra, squeezing, thumb rubbing my stiff nipple. My legs are hobbled by the jeans bunched at my thighs and I can't spread wide and the restriction makes every thrust land harder, fuller, my cunt taking him at that locked-down angle.

The upstairs window sits visible through the windscreen, over the top of the front seats. The light is on. A shape crosses it. Tom, moving from the bedroom to the hallway, doing whatever he does in the afternoon when he thinks the house is empty.

My cunt clamps down hard around the driver's cock.

"Shit." His rhythm stutters. "Do that again."

I grip around him a second time, watching the window. Tom's shadow crosses it again. The driver groans and drives into me harder.

"Harder." My voice comes out steady and low. "Pound this cunt harder."

"Yeah?"

"Yes. Fuck me."

His body pins mine into the partition, metal warm at my back, his chest pressing my heavy breasts flat, his cock filling me on every stroke. The sounds coming from between my legs are wet and loud in the small space, the slap of his hips against my thighs carrying through the metal walls.

"Mmm. Right there. Ahh."

The first orgasm builds fast. My clit grinds against him every time he drives in and my thighs are already shaking against the denim. It hits hard, my nails digging into his shoulder, my mouth pressed to his neck.

"Ungh. Fuck. Yes."

My cunt pulses around him in long rolling contractions. He keeps fucking me through it, teeth gritted, breath ragged in my ear. My body goes loose and hot and he uses it, both hands gripping my wide hips now, pulling me down onto his cock with every thrust.

Tom's light goes off upstairs.

It registers and leaves just as fast. Gone. Nothing.

The second builds slower and deeper, spreading from the inside out. My fingers find my clit and work tight fast circles while he pounds into me. He watches my hand between us, his rhythm going uneven.

"Gonna come," he says.

"Not yet."

He drives in harder instead. My fingers move faster. The pressure coils tight and my thighs start shaking again.

"Now," I tell him. "Now."

He groans and slams in deep and holds. I feel him pulse inside me, one hard throb after another, and I come at the same time, my cunt clenching down on his cock as the orgasm breaks through me.

"Mmm. Oh. Ungh."

He sags forward. Both of us breathe. The van holds the heat and the smell of it.

He tucks himself in first. I pull my thong and jeans back up my unsteady legs and retie the sash of the wrap. He runs a hand through his hair, still flushed.

"I should..." He nods toward the front of the van.

"You should," I agree.

He slides the side door open. I step down onto the driveway. The afternoon air is cool after the closed heat of the van. I pick the package up from where it sits against the kerb.

He climbs into the driver's seat without looking back. The engine turns over. The van pulls away from the kerb, indicator blinking once at the end of the street.

My key goes into the front door lock. I turn it.

The package goes on the hall table. The sandals come off and I set my keys beside them and I'm still straightening up when Tom comes down the stairs.

He's showered, in a fresh t-shirt and sweatpants, that particular loose-shouldered ease he gets when he's had a good afternoon. He smiles when he sees me.

"Hey." His hands find my waist. "You look good."

"Hi." I lean into him and tip my face up.

He kisses me, then keeps his hands where they are and pulls me a little closer. His thumbs press into my hips through the silk wrap. He's in a warm mood. The kind with somewhere it's going.

He steers us toward the living room.

The couch sits dim, the last daylight cutting low through the blinds. He drops down and pulls me beside him, his hand moving to my thigh, sliding up toward the sash of the wrap. His mouth comes to my neck.

My cunt is tender and slick and full. The thong is still damp. The thought of him pushing inside me right now sits wrong in my body, not from guilt, just from the plain fact of it.

I bring my mouth to his ear.

"Let me take care of you," I say.

He pulls back enough to look at me. His eyes are soft and interested.

"Yeah?"

"Sit back."

He does.

I slide off the couch and onto my knees on the carpet in front of him. The silk wrap settles around me. My dark hair falls forward over one shoulder. His eyes move down the deep V to where my full breasts press against the black lace beneath. His cock is already half hard in his sweatpants.

I get the waistband down and take him out. He inhales. My hand wraps around the base and I take the head into my mouth, slow and deliberate, tongue moving in a flat circle.

"Maggie." His head tips back.

I work him steady. Long pulls, lips tight, tongue pressing along the underside. My hand moves at the base in time with my mouth. His hand comes down on my head, not gripping, just resting there, warm and heavy.

"Mmm."

His hips shift forward. I take him deeper, hold him there, then pull back. His breathing goes ragged. His thighs tighten on either side of me.

"God." The word comes out thin. "Don't stop."

I don't stop. My mouth keeps moving, unhurried, thorough, my hands working him until his fingers tighten in my hair and his whole body pulls rigid.

"Maggie. Fuck."

He comes with my name in his mouth a second time, softer, almost lost. I swallow as he pulses, keeping my lips around him until the last of it fades and he goes still beneath me.

His body sinks back into the cushions. The hand in my hair slips down to cup my cheek.

I settle onto the couch beside him. His arm lifts and comes down around my shoulders on instinct, drawing me in against his side.

"God," he says again. "I'm a lucky man."

He means it completely. The words come out soft and certain and he's already drifting, warm and boneless, his head tipped back against the cushion.

The room holds the last of the light. His breathing slows.

I sit against him and let him be right.
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Patsy's Diner smells like burnt coffee and pie crust and something fried from a few hours ago that never fully cleared the air. I take the booth second from the back, the one with the cracked red vinyl that sticks to the back of my thighs. The laminated menu is already between my fingers before the waitress reaches me. I order coffee and a slice of whatever and sit back and look at the room.

This is all I wanted. To sit somewhere and drink coffee like a normal woman.

The couple in the booth across the aisle are fighting. Quietly, the way married people fight in public, all tight mouths and flat voices with everything that matters happening below the surface. She keeps her eyes on her plate. He keeps leaning forward and pulling back. Their food goes cold between them.

I watch the line of his forearms on the table. He has good arms, heavy through the muscle, a scar along the left wrist. She has dark, glossy hair pulled over one shoulder and her top sits low on a full chest and her collarbone is sharp and clean above the neckline. My coffee arrives and I wrap both hands around the mug and tell myself I'm just observing. People-watching. That's normal.

His hand comes across the table and covers hers.

My mind does the rest without asking my permission.

The tablecloth gone. Her on her back on the table, that dark hair splayed, his hips between her thighs. The way her full breasts would move. The specific sounds a woman makes when she stops being angry and starts being taken. I take a sip of coffee. The image doesn't leave.

By the window at the front, a man sits alone with his phone face-down and a half-eaten burger. Late thirties, maybe forty, broad through the shoulders, a jaw that looks like it took some hits over the years and came out the other side fine. He hasn't looked up once since I came in. Whatever he's thinking about, it isn't this diner.

I think about what he looks like without the flannel shirt. The way a certain kind of man goes still and focused. I press my knees together under the table.

Two stools down at the counter, a girl no older than twenty-two leans toward the man next to her and laughs at something he says. Long legs in cutoff shorts, the kind of easy, careless beauty that doesn't know itself yet. She puts her hand on his knee to steady herself through the laugh. He watches her mouth.

I press my knees tighter.

The man with the good arms says something soft and the woman with the dark hair looks up finally and the tension between them shifts into something different, something warmer. His thumb moves across her knuckles. She exhales. My eyes track the line of her throat, the curve of her clavicle, the way the low neckline rises when she breathes in again.

The heat in my lower belly is already past the point where it behaves.

My hand drops off the table into my lap.

The pressure of my own palm through the fabric is almost nothing. Almost. I shift my weight forward an inch on the seat and press the heel of my hand harder against myself, slow, sitting straight with both shoulders level like I'm just resting. The girl at the counter laughs again. The man with the flannel shirt still doesn't look up. The arguing couple isn't arguing anymore.

The pressure builds fast. My hips want to move. I hold them still.

Then the woman in the booth behind the counter section, sixty at least, reading glasses on a chain, a half-finished coffee and a crossword in front of her, looks up from her puzzle and looks directly at me.

She takes in my posture. The angle of my arm. The specific stillness of a woman trying not to move.

One eyebrow lifts. Slowly. Not alarmed. Not scandalized. Just knowing, the way women who have seen things get.

I hold her gaze for two full seconds.

I pull my hand back to the table. I pick up my coffee cup with both hands and drain what's left, set it down, and reach into my bag for my wallet. My thighs are wet and the vinyl seat sticks when I stand and I leave enough cash under the saucer to cover the slice I barely touched and I do not look at the woman with the crossword on the way out.

The gravel lot is bright after the amber light inside. Cold air hits my face and my chest and the backs of my bare knees and does nothing useful. I find my car. Get in. Close the door.

The door finishes closing and the lot goes quiet around the car and I work two fingers in hard and curl them and my hips lift clean off the seat.

It doesn't take long. It never takes long anymore. My forehead drops against the steering wheel and I grind my palm against my clit and the orgasm comes fast and mean, thighs clamped around my hand, a short sharp cry against the backs of my own fingers. My full breasts press against the inside of my top with every heave of my chest. The windows fog.

When it passes I sit back and breathe.

The parking lot outside is ordinary. A minivan. A rust-colored sedan. A woman in scrubs loading groceries into her trunk without looking up.

I pull my skirt down. I wipe my hand on the napkin from my bag, the one from the coffee I barely touched inside. My fingers are still shaking, faintly, when I let my head fall back against the headrest and close my eyes.

I start counting.

Not from a list. Just from memory, working backward the way you count backward from a hundred when you can't sleep, except this isn't insomnia and the numbers don't make me drowsy. The delivery driver two days ago. Tyler last Thursday, his truck, the back seat, twenty minutes in a lot two towns over. The man at the bookstore the week before that. The changing room before him. The guy outside the restaurant who watched me through the window and then walked over, slow and certain, like he already knew how it ended. I keep going. The gym. Marcus at his apartment, the afternoon he cooked for me and I ate nothing and we fucked twice before I invented a reason to leave. Tyler again, and before him someone whose name I never asked, a construction worker with concrete dust still on his forearms.

I reach forty-three before I hit the start of it all.

Forty-three.

I say it quietly in the car, not even a full word, just the shape of it on my lips. The number sits there in the fogged quiet and something cold moves through me that has nothing to do with the temperature. I wait for it to become something decisive. Shame, maybe. Or the particular fear of a woman who has been counting and finally doesn't like the sum.

The cold thing doesn't grow. It floats there for a moment and then my mind goes, without my permission, to the delivery driver two days ago.

His hands on my hips. The driveway, the sun going low and orange behind the neighbor's maples. His van still running at the curb, the engine ticking, and Tom forty feet away through the wall watching the last quarter of something on the flat screen. The driver had gone quiet, just breathing hard against the back of my neck, and I had watched the kitchen window over my own shoulder the whole time and the watching had made everything worse, brighter, more.

My body answers the memory before my mind finishes it.

I start the car.

The drive home takes twelve minutes. Tom's car is in the driveway and the lights are on behind the den curtains and when I let myself in through the side door the house smells like microwaved leftovers and a low sports broadcast hums from the other room.

He's on the couch. Asleep.

The game is still on, sound turned down, the bluish flicker of it moving across his face. He has one arm crooked behind his head and his mouth is slightly open and his chest rises and falls in the deep slow rhythm of a man with nothing troubling him. He looks younger when he sleeps. He looks like nobody's problem.

I stand in the doorway between the kitchen and the den and look at him and wait.

I wait for what I have read about. The crushing weight of what you've done. The moment a woman stands over her husband and feels the full scale of her own betrayal land on her like something physical. I've read it in forums, in comment sections, in the anonymous posts of women who got caught and women who didn't. They all describe the same moment: the face of the sleeping man and the truth of what you are.

What I feel is quieter than that.

He is rested. He kissed my forehead this morning and told me I was glowing. He has been sleeping through the night for weeks, no longer reaching for me in the small hours, no longer tensing when I came to bed because the wanting coming off me was so relentless it had started to feel like pressure. He is peaceful. The house is clean. The bills are paid. I am not climbing the walls.

This works.

The thought arrives without apology. Simple as an equation, flat and true.

The broadcast ticks on. Tom doesn't stir. I go upstairs.

The bedroom is dark. The bed is made, the pillows in the arrangement I've kept for twenty years, the nightstand with his reading glasses and my glass of water and the small white bottle with my name on the label.

I stop in the doorway.

My hand doesn't move toward the lamp. I don't cross the room. I stand there in the dark looking at the made bed and the small white bottle and the specific quiet of a house where everyone is fine, where nothing is wrong, and I wait for the guilt to come in fully, to settle its full weight on my chest the way it should.

It doesn't.

What comes instead is simpler and worse and better than guilt. A clean, flat certainty. The kind that doesn't argue with itself.

He is rested. I am satisfied. The house is standing. I am standing.

I cross to the nightstand and pick up the small white bottle and turn it in my fingers in the dark. My name on the label. The dosage. The refill date, still three weeks out. I set it back down carefully, exactly where it was, and I pull back the covers on my side of the bed and I get in.

Tom's breathing filters up the stairs, slow and even.

I lie on my back with my eyes open and the dark sitting still above me and I think: forty-three. I think about the delivery driver's hands. I think about the woman with the crossword and her single raised eyebrow, the cool unbothered knowing in it.

Then I stop thinking and I close my eyes, and for the first time in months I fall asleep before the wanting comes back.

That doesn't mean the wanting is gone. It just means tomorrow is already waiting.

Here is Segment 3 in full.



Segment 3

Morning light comes in flat and white through the bedroom curtains and I am already awake before it arrives.

Tom is in the shower. The small white bottle is on the nightstand where I left it. I get up and open the closet and pull out the dark jeans that sit low on my hips and the soft v-neck in deep green that cuts low over my full breasts, and I dress in front of the mirror without looking away the way I used to. My dark hair goes down, wavy from sleep, the auburn in it catching in the light. I look like a woman who slept well.

Tom comes out of the bathroom with a towel at his waist and stops when he sees me.

"New top?" he says.

"I've had it for a year."

He looks at me for another second with the mildly puzzled expression of a man who knows he's missing something but can't locate what. Then he nods once, satisfied with his own non-answer, and moves toward the wardrobe.

"You seem good lately," he says, to the shirts hanging in front of him. "Really good. I don't know. You just seem like yourself again."

I smile at the back of his head in the mirror.

He has no idea what's keeping the lights on.

The coffee shop is two blocks from the gym, a narrow place with exposed brick and small round tables and a chalkboard above the counter that changes the specials every week. I come here enough that the morning barista starts my order when she sees me push the door. I take the table by the window because I always take the table by the window now. The street outside runs a slow trickle of weekday morning traffic. A woman pushes a stroller. A delivery truck idles at the corner.

My coffee arrives. I wrap both hands around it.

The man at the next table has a laptop open and a mostly full cup going cold beside it. Young, maybe twenty-four, twenty-five at the outside. Dark hair, the kind of jaw that looks better with two days on it, broad through the shoulders in a grey henley pushed up to the elbows. He isn't reading whatever is on his screen. His eyes have been on me since before I noticed them, the careful controlled stillness of a man who has been watching long enough to decide he's not going to stop.

I take a sip of my coffee.

Forty-three, I think.

Then I think: forty-four.

Outside, the delivery truck pulls away from the corner. A man in a suit passes the window at a clip, phone to his ear, looking at nothing. The barista steams milk and the sound fills the shop for a moment and then it stops and the quiet comes back and in the quiet the man at the next table has not looked away.

I set my cup down slowly. I let my knee shift toward him under the tables, just an inch, just enough that the angle of it is no longer ambiguous.

He closes the laptop.

"I've seen you here before," he says.

"I know."

A pause. He reads that correctly.

"Can I get you another coffee?"

I look at my cup. Still half full. I look back at him and the corner of my mouth moves.

"Sure," I say. "Sit down."

He moves to the chair across from mine and raises a hand at the barista and I look at him properly now, the line of his forearms on the table, the way he holds himself with the loose, uncomplicated confidence of a man who is young enough not to second-guess much yet. His hands are good. Broad across the knuckles, a thin white scar along the right thumb.

Two coffees arrive. He wraps both hands around his mug the way I had wrapped mine and I notice him noticing that.

We talk for a few minutes about nothing. The coffee shop. The neighborhood. Easy, surface things that are not the point. His name is Joel. He's finishing a master's in something I immediately don't retain. He laughs at something I say and his whole face changes when he does it, opens up, and I think about what that face looks like with its eyes shut.

My knee touches his under the table.

He stops mid-sentence.

The silence stretches between us, warm and specific. Long enough to become a question. Long enough for him to understand the question has already been answered.

I think about the narrow corridor past the bathrooms at the back. I think about his car, wherever it's parked, and my car two spaces from the entrance, the back seat still warm from yesterday. I think about the forty-four I have not yet earned and the way this morning light is coming through the window and the way Tom said yourself again to a row of shirts and meant it as a compliment and was right for all the wrong reasons.

The cold thing from last night doesn't come back. There is no cold thing this morning. There is just the coffee going warm between my hands and Joel's knee pressed against mine under the table and the clean, settled weight of a woman who knows what she is.

I know what I did to get here. I know what the small white bottle on the nightstand is doing to my brain and my body and my marriage. I know what forty-three means and what forty-four will mean and what the number will be by the end of next month.

I pick up my cup. I finish it.

I look at Joel across the table and he is looking back at me with that open, unguarded face, and there is not one part of me that wants to go back to who I was before any of this started. Not the sleeplessness. Not the pale careful wanting I rationed out once a week like something precious and fragile. Not the woman who never sat by the window.

"Bathroom's at the back," I say.

Joel's jaw tightens. His knee presses harder.

"Give me thirty seconds," he says.

I stand and smooth my jeans over my hips and walk toward the back of the coffee shop without looking around. This is my life. I built it. I chose it this morning in the mirror and I chose it last night in the dark and I am choosing it right now with every step.

I am never giving it back.
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	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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