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The need wakes me at five forty-three.

Tom is on his back beside me, one arm across his chest, breathing the long slow breath of a man with nothing troubling him. The curtains are doing almost enough. My hips have already moved, pressed forward without any instruction from me, the low ache sitting deep in my belly with nowhere to go.

I reach for him.

He stirs. A low sound, somewhere between a grunt and a sigh, his eyes staying shut. His body comes along regardless. His cock is warm and half-hard under my hand and I work him the rest of the way and get my leg over him before he is fully awake.

His hands find my bare hips. His fingers press in, familiar and automatic, and he moves with me, his eyes still closed, his breath steady and low. I press my palms flat on his chest and roll and chase the angle that has something to offer.

He makes a low, approving sound.

My full breasts hang forward with each push, nipples already tight and aching in the cool air. The want is high and specific and I work it, press myself into him, focus on the narrow band of sensation that will get me there.

I get there. A tight, clenching thing through my lower belly, good and sharp and not nearly enough.

He finishes after me, two slow thrusts and a long exhale.

"Mm," he says into my hair.

A dry kiss to my temple. His hands squeeze my hips once, warm and absent. Then he rolls away, pulls the duvet up over his shoulder, and is asleep inside of a minute.

I lie on my back and listen to the room. His breathing levels into something deep and even. A car moves along the street. The curtain shifts once in no breeze I can feel. My bare thighs are pressed together and every pulse between them is pointed and going nowhere.

The orgasm has confirmed the appetite instead of satisfying it. That is the pattern now. Has been for months. The first one proves there is hunger and then the body just keeps asking, louder than before.

I wait to see if it will ease on its own.

It doesn't.

The bathroom floor is cold under my feet. I shut the door, turn the shower on hot, and step in before the water has caught up. The cold spray hits my chest and runs down over my stomach. I don't waste time. My back goes against the tiles and I put my hand between my legs and get to work.

"Nngh."

The sound pushes out before I can close it. I press my lips together and keep going, rolling into my own hand, my other palm flat against the wall for balance. My full breasts move with each forward push of my hips. The orgasm comes hard and fast, my thighs clenching around my own wrist, a second short sound folded back into my throat before it can go anywhere.

I stand under the water and feel the shudder move out through my chest, my arms, all the way to my fingers.

The need is still there. Quieter. Waiting.

I wash my hair. Shave my legs with care, taking my time at the ankle, the back of the knee. Stand in the steam until the hot water starts to run and then stand a little longer. Towel off in front of the mirror and look at myself properly. My dark hair hangs wet against my shoulders, the auburn threads in it catching the light. The full, heavy curve of my breasts catches it too, skin still flushed pink from the water and everything before it. My stomach is flat, my wide hips tapering down to thighs that are soft and warm and still faintly pink. I look at myself the way I have learned to look again over these past months, straight on, without the old sideways apology. The body is a good one.

I pull on leggings and a thin cotton top and leave my hair damp.

Downstairs the kitchen sits cool and blue-grey in the early morning. I fill the coffee maker and lean against the counter while it runs. Through the window the garden is still and damp. Tom's bird feeder hangs empty from the apple tree. I note it and let it go.

The coffee comes through dark. I pour a mug and wrap both hands around it and stand at the window.

The thought about the road has been sitting with me for a few weeks. Both campuses in one trip, Ethan first and then south to Lily. I haven't seen either of them since autumn. That gap has been sitting with me too, a quiet guilt that surfaces on Sunday evenings when I listen to Lily's voice on the phone and hear all the things she isn't saying because she doesn't want to bother me. Ethan's calls are shorter, cheerful and surface-level the way his calls have always been, and I have stopped telling myself that is fine.

The other thing is harder to sit with. Two weeks on the road means two weeks of the need following me, and the need doesn't care where I am or who is in the next room. It doesn't care that Ethan will be walking back across campus toward me, or that Lily will be waiting at some courtyard table with her coffee and her full attention. The need has no sense of occasion. I have managed it here, at home, with Tom's reliable oblivion and a house I know every corner of. Out there I will have less to work with and less margin for error.

I don't know yet how I will handle it. That is the truth I am standing with at the kitchen window, both hands around my mug, watching the garden sit still in the early grey light.

I hear Tom's feet on the stairs.

Tom comes into the kitchen with his hair damp from the shower, already in his Saturday clothes: the grey polo, the khakis with the bleach spot above the left knee he has never thrown out.

He pours a mug and stands beside me at the window, looking out at the garden. The bird feeder. The damp grass settling in thin spring sun.

"I've been thinking about visiting the kids," I say. "Both campuses in one trip."

"Yeah?" He looks over, already pleased by the shape of it. "When?"

"A couple of weeks. Ethan first, then drive down to Lily."

"They'd love that." He nods, sips his coffee. "Good idea."

That is it. No discussion required. We stand at the window and finish our mugs and he goes out to fill the bird feeder and I open the laptop at the kitchen table and look at maps.

The route is straightforward. I note a few towns between here and Ethan's campus, the kind with a main street and somewhere decent for lunch. Then south, six hours to Lily's campus, long enough to stop somewhere if I want to. I look at the map for a while, then close the laptop.

We have breakfast and talk about nothing in particular. He asks about Lily's thesis and I tell him what I can remember from her last call. He tells me something about a man at his office, someone whose name I always forget, perpetually in low-grade crisis. Tom does the voice. I laugh.

The morning moves at its own pace after that.

By early afternoon the need has built to the point where everything else takes effort. Tom is in the garden, the low sound of him near the shed, unhurried. I go upstairs.

The bedroom is bright and still, the duvet half-pulled back from the morning. I shut the door and lie back on the bed and push my leggings down and get my fingers where they need to be. No ceremony about it.

"Mmph."

The orgasm comes fast and clean, my hips lifting once off the mattress, my free hand fisting the duvet. My thighs stay pressed around my own hand until the last of it moves through.

I lie still and listen. The shed door. Tom's footsteps along the side of the house, going nowhere near the back. I straighten my clothes and go downstairs.

I call Ethan from the kitchen. He says "seriously?" in the voice he uses when something genuinely pleases him, loud and a little disbelieving, and we spend twenty minutes on the days. Lily's response is quieter and warmer and she asks if I am okay the way she always asks when she has been missing me for a while.

"I'm really good," I say. "I promise."

Tom cooks in the evening. The pasta sauce he has been making since before we were married, the one he measures nothing for and that always comes out right. I open a bottle of red and sit at the counter while he works. The kitchen is warm. The window behind him goes from grey to dark while we talk.

The food is good and the wine goes down and the table between us is easy all the way through dinner. He is engaged, asking about the route, about whether Lily has found a roommate she actually likes, about what Ethan's campus looks like now since we both last saw it. I tell him about the map, the towns I noted, the plan to stop somewhere on the long stretch between the two campuses. He listens and it is a good evening and I am glad to be in it with him.

By the time the bottle is nearly gone I want him. The wanting is direct and uncomplicated, just him across the table, a little flushed from the wine and the warm kitchen, his eyes easy on mine. Nothing in it to analyse. He is my husband and the evening has been good and my body has been asking all day and he is right there.

He picks up both wine glasses and we move to the couch.

As he sits down my hand lands on his thigh. High up. He looks down at it, then at me.

The glasses go back on the table.

I pull him toward me by the collar and he comes without any argument, his knee pressing between mine, his weight settling over me on the couch. His cock is already hard through his jeans and I get my hand there and feel the whole length of it and he makes a low, tight sound against my jaw.

"Here?" he says.

"Right here."

His hands push up under my top. His palms find my full, bare breasts and he squeezes, his thumbs dragging over my nipples, and I press into his hands and reach for his belt. He helps me with the jeans. I shove my leggings down to my knees and he gets between my thighs and pushes in and the stretch is immediate and good and full.

"Fuck," I say into his shoulder.

He moves. His hands grip my wide hips and he finds a rhythm, deep and steady, the couch taking the weight of both of us. My full breasts press against his chest. My fingers dig into his back. The want has been sitting in me all evening and I chase it hard, rolling up to meet each push, working my hips to get the angle exactly right.

"Don't slow down," I say.

He doesn't.

The orgasm comes fast and full, my thighs clenching tight around him, a sharp moan I don't bother swallowing. He follows close behind, his rhythm breaking, his face pressed into my neck, his breath hot and ragged.

We lie tangled on the couch for a minute, not speaking. The TV has been off the whole evening. The house is quiet around us. His heart pounds against my chest and slows.

He laughs once, low and spent, and pulls back and straightens his jeans and I pull my leggings up and we move upstairs, loose-limbed, the wine and the warmth of the evening still sitting in both of us.

"Time to go to bed?"

"Yeah," he says. "Think so."

The bedroom is familiar and dark. We move through the routine without turning on more than the bathroom light: he brushes his teeth while I wash my face, I brush my teeth while he strips down to his boxers and pulls the duvet back. The ordinary machinery of twenty years. I drop my leggings and top on the chair and climb in beside him in just my underwear, and he reaches over and turns off the lamp, and the room goes quiet and dark.

His hand finds my stomach, warm and heavy.

I lie back and stare at the ceiling and feel the familiar pull starting up again, low and insistent, already knowing it won't be satisfied by what we just did on the couch. It is never satisfied. That is just the shape of things now.

I take his wrist and move it downward.

He lifts his head.

"Again?"

"Please."

He doesn't hesitate. He moves down the bed, pushing my underwear off, and puts his mouth between my thighs.

The first touch of his tongue makes my back lift off the mattress. He is thorough and unhurried, his hands pressing my wide hips flat, his mouth working my clit in slow firm circles. My full breasts rise and fall fast. My fingers find his hair.

"There," I say. "Right there, don't move."

He doesn't move. He stays exactly where I tell him and works it steadily, his hands tight on my hips, holding me still against the pressure of his mouth. The pleasure builds fast and steep and I let it, my thighs pressing in against his shoulders, my head pushed back into the pillow.

"Nngh, yes. Don't stop."

The orgasm hits hard and long, my hips bucking against his hold, a sound tearing out of me that I don't try to contain. He keeps his mouth on me through all of it, dragging every wave out until my hands push him away because the sensation turns sharp and bright and unbearable.

I lie there breathing.

He wipes his mouth on the back of his hand and climbs up beside me and is asleep in under three minutes, his arm dropping heavy across my waist.

I stare at the ceiling and wait.

The need surfaces before his breathing has fully settled. Of course it does. The orgasm proved it was there the way all the others have, and now the body just keeps asking in that quiet relentless way it has. I lie still and let it build for a minute, listening to the room.

My hand moves under the covers, slow and careful. I find my clit, still sensitive and swollen, and work it in small tight circles. His arm lies across my stomach, rising and falling with my breathing. The trick is to keep everything still except the wrist. I am good at this now. It is a specific skill, this containment, and I have had months of practice.

The orgasm comes quiet and efficient, my jaw tight, my cunt clenching once.

His arm does not move.

I let it settle through me and lie still in the dark. My mind drifts forward the way it has taken to doing in these last minutes before sleep. The departure date, still unset. Early morning, the car loaded, the suburb falling away. The highway wide open ahead of me and nobody knowing my face or my name or what I carry out of this house when I leave it.

I close my eyes.
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The suburb is gone before the on-ramp levels out.

One turn off our street, then the accelerator, and the houses thin, and the highway opens wide and flat in the early morning light with nobody in it worth accounting for.

The need is already present. It sat through Tom's arm around my shoulders at the front step, through the boot clicking shut on two weeks of luggage, through his warm unhurried smile as I pulled out of the drive. Now the house is gone from the mirror. The need has nothing left to defer to. It settles in low, the particular ache it always is when there is nowhere to route it.

I drive.

The first hour is road and radio at low volume. The towns thin and the sky opens and I keep both hands on the wheel.

A hand-lettered sign appears on the right shoulder. ANTIQUES MARKET. Yellow arrow. Quarter mile.

I take the exit without a reason.

The market sits in a field behind a row of elms. Thirty stalls under canvas, quiet for a Saturday morning, gravel underfoot still damp from the night. I park on the grass and walk slowly.

The third stall is run by a woman in her seventies. Small, sharp-eyed, a waxed jacket with a torn pocket she hasn't bothered fixing, reading glasses pushed up into white hair. She takes one look at me, measures, and decides.

"Off the highway," she says, not asking.

"Good guess."

"Never a guess." Her hand goes under the table and comes up with a flat wooden box. "These came in yesterday."

Inside: postcards bundled in loose decades. I take the 1950s stack and start going through.

Most are warm and ordinary. A man writing his brother about a fishing boat. A woman named Edna telling someone called Pearl that the hotel coffee was the best of her life and she was considering not going home. The handwriting is deliberate and small, the kind that knew paper cost something.

Near the middle, one stops me.

Colour-printed, the tones oversaturated the way that era did everything. A woman in a red halter top, both straps off her shoulders, her full round breasts pressing against the slipping fabric with nowhere else to go, the tip of her tongue between her teeth. On the back, neat cursive: “Still thinking about you. Can you tell?”

I set it face-down and keep going.

Four cards later: a pinup on a bar stool, dark-haired, her skirt flared high over a crossed thigh. A long strip of bare skin above the stocking line. Her chin is down, her eyes are straight up, and whatever she is thinking she has clearly been thinking for a while.

Two cards after that: a black-and-white photograph, not a print. A woman standing in a garden without a top, arms loose at her sides, looking directly into the camera. No performance in it. Just her body in daylight, not asking anyone for anything.

I hold that one longer than I mean to.

The need, sitting quiet since the first on-ramp, is no longer quiet.

The old woman appears at my elbow. She glances at the card in my hand.

"The interesting ones always migrate to the middle," she says. "Nobody puts them on top. Nobody throws them away either."

"Who sent them?"

She shrugs, one corner of her mouth lifting.

"Someone having a very good trip," she says, and moves off to answer a question from the next stall.

I buy the whole box. She names a price that is too low and I don't argue.

We talk for forty minutes after. She started the stall when her husband retired and stopped showing signs of leaving the house. She has views on the highway expansion, on the regional antiques appraiser she considers a fraud, on the correct way to date pressed glass. I laugh twice and mean both.

The woman in the red halter top does not leave my mind. Neither does the one on the bar stool. Neither does the one in the garden, arms loose, eyes straight out of the photograph.

The need has something to work with now and it is using it.

I carry the box to the car. The market shrinks in the mirror, the exit folds behind me, and the highway takes me back. None of it is useful. The ache is sitting right at the surface and forty minutes of genuine good company have done nothing for it.

I drive.

Mid-afternoon and the radio is noise.

The need has been adding to itself since the market, each mile tightening the same screw, and the highway offers no shortcuts. At the next rest stop sign I put on the indicator.

The lot is half full. A row of semis along the far fence. A family loading a minivan near the entrance. I park in the middle section, cut the engine, and sit a moment with my hands still on the wheel.

I get out.

The rest stop building is low concrete, the same one on every highway. Vending machines. Fluorescent light bleeding out through the propped door. I buy a bottle of water and drink half of it outside with my back against the warm brick, my face up in the thin sun.

A truck swings wide into the lot and takes the space beside mine.

The driver steps down. Forties, broad across the chest and shoulders the way a body gets from years of actual work. Worn grey shirt, sleeves cut at the shoulder. Forearms thick and brown. He doesn't move with any hurry. His gaze crosses the lot in one slow sweep and finds me and stays.

I don't look away.

He walks over to the vending machine beside the door, two metres from where I'm standing, and feeds in some coins. Glances across at me while he waits for the can to drop.

"Long drive?" he says.

"Getting longer."

The can drops. He picks it up, cracks it open, takes a slow drink. Then his eyes move down my body. Unhurried. Across my full breasts under the thin cotton top, the way the fabric sits against them in the warm afternoon. Down to my hips, my jeans, back up to my face.

He takes his time about it.

I let him. Then I smile, shift my weight, and cock my hips to one side.

"See enough," I say, "or do you want to see more?"

He goes still for one beat. Then the side of his mouth lifts.

"I'd love to do a lot more than see."

I push off the wall.

My hips swing as I walk toward the cars, a slow deliberate sway I am fully aware of, my full breasts moving under the thin cotton, the afternoon sun warm across my shoulders. At the gap between his truck and my car I look back over my shoulder.

"Now's your chance," I say.

He is already moving.

The shadow of his cab closes around us both. The rest stop, the lot, the family by the minivan, all of it disappears behind the bulk of the truck. Just the two of us and the gravel and the warm metal smell of the vehicles on either side.

He reaches me and his hands go straight to my hips.

His mouth comes down on mine before I have fully turned to face him. Not soft, not asking. His hands pull my hips into him and through his jeans he is already hard, the whole thick length pressing against my stomach, and a sound comes out of me into his mouth.

My fingers curl into the front of his shirt.

His mouth drops to my jaw, my throat, working down, and both hands push up under my top. His palms find my full, heavy breasts and cup their weight, rough and warm. He squeezes them slowly, deliberately, his thumbs dragging over my nipples.

"Nngh."

My head goes back against my car door.

"How long have you been like this?" His thumbs make another slow pass, feeling my nipples pull stiff and tight under the thin fabric of my bra.

"Since this morning," I say. "So please stop being gentle about it."

He makes a low sound against my collarbone and turns me. One clean movement, hands at my shoulders, and my palms go flat against the hot metal of my door. His body presses in immediately from behind, broad chest against my shoulders, his hips grinding forward into the small of my back. Both hands come around and fill themselves with my full breasts again, kneading their weight, his cock a hard ridge pressing into me.

His mouth finds the back of my neck.

"These need to come down," he says, and gets the button of my jeans and the zip and pushes them past my hips in one pull.

The afternoon air hits my bare thighs. His right hand slides down my stomach and between my legs, his palm pressing flat over my underwear, and the pressure alone draws a sharp sound out of me.

"Please," I say.

"Please what."

"Inside. Now."

His fingers push my underwear to the side. Two of them slide in slowly and my forehead drops to my own forearm against the door.

"Mmph. Yes."

"Christ." He presses deeper, feeling the length of them, and his hips push forward against my bare thighs at the same time. "You're soaked."

"I told you. Since this morning."

He works his fingers in and out, unhurried, curling slightly on each stroke, his thumb circling my clit in slow deliberate passes. His other hand stays at my full breasts, moving between them, squeezing and releasing, my nipples dragging against his rough palm.

My hips are rolling back onto his hand on their own.

"Give me what I asked for," I say. "I've been patient long enough."

He slides his fingers out, takes a moment, and then pushes into me from behind in one long slow stroke.

The sound that comes out of me I push hard into my own arm.

He holds the depth for a moment, both hands going back to my hips, gripping the width of them.

"Okay?" he says.

"Move," I say. "Please just move."

He moves.

The rhythm starts deep and unhurried, the full weight of each thrust driving me forward into my palms. He pulls back and pushes in with his whole body behind it and the impact shudders through my full breasts, my nipples dragging the fabric of my bra on every stroke. My palms stay flat on the door and I push back to meet each one, working the angle, taking him as deep as it goes.

"Harder," I say.

He gives me harder. His hips drive into the backs of my thighs with a low solid impact, the sound of it quiet in the shadow between the vehicles. One hand leaves my hip and comes around my stomach, pressing flat, pulling my pelvis back into each thrust.

"Uh. Yes. Like that."

"You like that."

"Yes. Don't stop."

His hand on my stomach slides down and his fingers find my clit, pressing in on either side, and the sensation stacks with the fullness of him pushing in from behind and my knees bend.

"Nngh, fuck."

"Stay up." His arm tightens across my stomach, holding my hips exactly where he wants them, and he keeps the rhythm, deep and steady, his fingers working my clit in tight circles between thrusts.

My right hand drops from the door and covers his, pressing his fingers harder into me.

"There," I say. "Right there, don't move your hand."

"Right here?"

"Yes. God, yes. Keep going."

The pleasure is building fast and steep, tightening from my clit inward, spreading up through my belly and into my full breasts, my nipples aching against the fabric. His cock drives in and his fingers press and each thrust layers onto the last and I am chasing it, rolling my hips back in short urgent movements, trying to close the last distance.

"Tell me how close you are," he says at my ear.

"Very. I'm very close."

"Yeah?" His rhythm shortens, deeper, less travel and more pressure, his hips grinding forward and holding at the depth for half a beat before pulling back.

"Uh. Yes. Like that." My fingers press his hand tighter against my clit. "Exactly like that, don't stop."

"I'm not stopping." His breath is hot and unsteady against my shoulder. "You feel incredible. So fucking wet."

"Please." The word comes out raw and I don't care. "Please don't stop."

His arm wraps fully around my waist and hauls my hips back and up, the angle shifting, the next thrust going somewhere deeper and different, and my whole body locks.

"Oh god."

"There it is."

"Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't—"

The orgasm breaks through in a hard crashing wave, my cunt clenching down on him in deep rhythmic pulses, my thighs pressing together and trapping his hand, a long sound tearing out of me that I drive into my forearm on the door. He keeps moving through all of it, short and deep, his fingers steady on my clit, drawing every wave out until the sensation turns sharp and bright and my hand shoves his away because I cannot take any more of it.

His weight eases back. A shudder moves through him, his hips still pressed in, his breath hot and ragged against the back of my neck. Then he goes still.

The gravel is quiet around us. His heartbeat pounds against my spine and slows.

He steps away. I straighten my underwear, pull my jeans up, button them. When I turn around he is leaning against his cab with his arms loose at his sides, looking at me with something settled in his face.

"Hell of a rest stop," he says.

The laugh comes out genuine.

His can is on the ground where it landed at some point. He picks it up, looks at it, sets it on the hood of my car. His eyes move over my face once more, taking their time.

"You do this often?" he says. "Stop at places like this?"

"First time."

The corner of his mouth shifts. He doesn't entirely believe that, and he's not wrong to doubt it.

"You heading far?"

"Another couple of hours."

He nods. His thumb moves along the top of the can, a small idle movement, and something in his expression turns considering.

"Any chance of a number?"

The question comes out straightforward. Nothing performed about it.

The broad shoulders, the easy stance, the afternoon light on the lines at the corners of his eyes. He was good and the body registers that fact and is not entirely indifferent to it.

"No," I say. "Not because this wasn't worth it."

He reads my face and finds what he needs there.

"Okay," he says. The word carries no injury. He finishes the can, crushes it once in his fist, tucks it in his back pocket. "Safe drive."

"You too."

His cab door opens and closes. The engine turns over low and steady. The truck pulls wide across the lot toward the exit and then it is gone and the afternoon light falls back into the gap beside my car.

The orgasm is already doing what orgasms do. The hunger proved itself, confirmed its own depth, and underneath it the need is already gathering, quieter for now, patient.

The mirror shows my hair loose from where his hands were in it. A flush still settling along my throat and collarbone. My full lips slightly swollen, my dark eyes bright. Out here on the highway nobody knows any of it, and that specific fact sits warm in my chest.

Fingers through the hair. A drink of water. I pull out of the lot.

The highway opens back up, the sun dropping toward the treeline on the right, the light thinning from white to pale gold. A station playing something low and instrumental. I leave it there.

The miles go.

The need stays quiet for the better part of an hour. Long enough that I almost trust it. Then it surfaces again, low and specific, sitting just below the point of difficult. Nothing to be done with it at seventy miles an hour on a straight road. I note it and drive.

A highway town appears at the next exit. The indicator goes on before I have thought about it.

Three blocks of main street. A hardware store, a diner with a hand-painted sign, a laundromat windows steamed white from inside. The diner has two cars outside. I park and go in.

A woman in her sixties brings coffee without being asked and sets a laminated menu down and leaves. The coffee is strong and bad. I drink it and order eggs and eat most of them looking out at the empty street, the low evening light lying flat across the storefronts opposite.

Two texts from Tom. A photo of the bird feeder, freshly filled. Something loosens in my chest at the sight of it.

I text back. The drive is good, the coffee is bad in the best way. His reply comes fast: a laughing face, then Ethan called. He's excited. Drive safe.

The phone goes face-down on the table.

The diner and the bad coffee and Tom's photo and the knowledge that Ethan called. All of it sits real and warm. The rest stop is also real. The two occupy the same body without cancelling each other out, and somewhere around the third month of this I stopped waiting for one of them to win.

The eggs are gone. I pay and go back to the car.

Low hills for the last stretch, the road beginning to wind, trees thickening on either side. The sky goes pink at the edges and then grey and the headlights come on by themselves. The need rides along, present and manageable.

A motel sign at the edge of the next town. Single storey, a half-lit vacancy sign, seven or eight cars in the lot. I pull in.

The woman at the desk takes my card and hands over a key on a plastic fob without looking up. The room is at the far end of the block, warm, the window giving onto the parking lot and the dark road beyond. One lamp, one chair, a bed with a white coverlet pulled tight across it.

The bag goes down. Shoes come off.

A photo of the parking lot through the window, the motel sign half in frame. I send it to Tom.

"Made it to a stop for the night. Room's fine. Miss you."

His reply comes in under a minute.

"Miss you too. Sleep well. Love you."

The phone goes on the nightstand. The lamp is on and the room is warm and the road outside is dark and quiet. The need is there in the silence, the way it always finds the quiet moments, low and patient and going nowhere.
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The motel ceiling is low and water-stained in one corner.

Morning light pushes through the thin curtains and my hips are already moving, a slow press into the mattress, the warmth between my thighs deep and specific and very much awake. I lie still for a moment and just feel it. The ache is a good ache. Weeks into this trip and I still catch myself surprised by how good it feels, how clean, how entirely mine.

My hand goes where it needs to go.

"Mmph."

The sound comes out low and satisfied. Nobody to contain it for. I sleep nude and the sheets are already pushed down to my waist and my full, heavy breasts roll across my chest as my back arches and my hips start to move. I work myself in long focused strokes, rolling and writhing into my own hand, my large soft breasts swaying with each push of my hips. The orgasm comes fast and clenching and bright, my thighs closing around my own wrist, a second sound I don't bother swallowing.

I lie there and breathe and smile at the ceiling.

The arousal settles but doesn't leave. It never leaves. It just finds a lower register, a warm hum sitting in my belly and between my thighs, patient and pleased with itself. I have stopped thinking of it as a problem. It is more like company.

I shower. Dress in jeans and a fitted top that sits close across my full chest. Drink the burnt coffee from the machine by the ice dispenser outside and stand in the cool morning air for a minute, face up. The campus is forty minutes north. The day is ahead of me and it is a good day and the warmth in my belly knows it.

The highway thins to a county road and the county road narrows into the kind of street that only exists near universities: wide pavements, coffee shops with handwritten boards, bikes stacked three deep at every post. Students move in loose groups. My hands relax on the wheel.

Ethan is waiting outside his building.

Taller than I remember, or carrying himself differently, weight easy on both feet, jacket open, phone in hand. He spots the car before I've pulled in and his face does the thing it has done since he was seven: wide grin, slightly disbelieving, as if the good thing arriving is still a surprise.

He pulls the door open before I've cut the engine.

"You made it."

"I made it."

His hug is firm and brief, one hand thumping my shoulder. He smells like soap and cold air. I hold on a beat longer and he lets me, his arms tightening before he steps back.

"You look really good, Mom."

"So do you."

He does. The easy confidence of someone who has grown into himself. I look at him and something sits warm and full in my chest, the specific pride that has no cleaner name than that.

We walk.

He knows this campus by feel, not landmark, and takes me the long way without saying so. The new library extension. The coffee cart by the science quad, worth the queue. The concrete-bunker economics building, which he has described accurately in three separate phone calls. I laugh when I see it. He looks pleased.

I ask about his friends and he talks. I ask about the girl whose name appeared twice last month and then stopped. He talks around it, which tells me more than the answer would. A warm amusement sits alongside the ache in my belly. Both are easy to carry.

Lunch is a long wooden table, two sandwiches, bad filter coffee. Ethan orders for both of us without asking because he already knows. He talks about summer, a placement, a road trip he and two friends are constructively arguing their way toward. His hands move when he's interested. I ask questions that open rather than close and drink the bad coffee and am genuinely glad to be sitting here.

The warmth between my thighs pulses once, mid-conversation, low and lazy. I press my knees together under the table and feel it and enjoy it. Ethan is explaining something about the placement application. I focus on his face and I am fully here and the two things sit side by side without any problem at all.

Ethan checks his phone.

"Lecture at two." He looks up. "Arts building is the best shortcut back to the main quad if you want to walk around. I'll meet you at the dining hall at five?"

"Five is good."

He stands, pulls his jacket straight, squeezes my shoulder.

"Straight down this road, first left. Can't miss it."

He is already moving. His jacket disappears into the stream of students heading the same way. I watch until he is gone.

The warmth in my belly pulls tight. One degree warmer than a moment ago, one degree less patient.

I leave a tip and pick up my bag and walk straight down the road.

The arts building corridor is long and cool, the walls pinned dense with student work: charcoal studies, ink prints, a series of large oil portraits where every subject looks slightly unfinished in a way that feels deliberate. The smell is linseed oil and turpentine and old paper. Footsteps somewhere above me, muffled, then nothing. The building is mostly empty in the early afternoon.

The warmth between my thighs has been building since the café table. Patient up until now. Less patient in the quiet of this corridor.

A door at the far end. The gender-neutral symbol, a small printed card slotted into the holder beside it. I walk past it. Stop. Look back at it.

I push it open.

Three stalls, a frosted skylight throwing flat white light down onto white tiles. A row of sinks along the left wall. The ventilation hums low and steady. The space is clean and empty and the acoustics are immediately obvious: hard surfaces, no softness anywhere to swallow sound.

I take the far stall. Lock it. Sit on the closed lid and lean back against the tank and get my jeans open and push them down my thighs.

My fingers find my clit and the first touch pulls a sound straight out of me.

"Nngh."

Not quiet. I don't try to make it quiet. The corridor outside was empty, the building half-deserted, and the arousal has been sitting in me since the motel this morning and building since lunch and I am done being patient with it. My hips roll forward into my own hand, my full bare breasts pressing against the inside of my fitted top, nipples already stiff and dragging the fabric. I work myself in slow deliberate circles and let the sounds come out.

The outer door opens.

Footsteps. One set, unhurried, a student's loose stride. They stop.

I don't stop.

The footsteps don't move toward a stall. They just stop, two or three metres inside the door, and the room goes quiet except for my breathing and the wet sound of my fingers and the low noises I am making with no particular effort to manage them.

A long pause.

Then the sound of climbing. A sneaker finding purchase on the partition wall, a grunt of effort, and two hands gripping the top of the divider between my stall and the empty one beside it. A face appears above the wall.

Young. Twenty, maybe twenty-one. Dark hair pushed back, jaw still soft with it. His eyes go wide and then immediately, completely fixed.

Fixed on my hand between my thighs. Then up to my face. Then back down.

I look straight at him and keep going.

His breathing is already unsteady. Both forearms rest on top of the partition, his chin dropping onto them, watching. His eyes move over my face, my throat, the way my chest rises and falls fast under the thin fabric of my top.

Something lands in my belly alongside the arousal. Sharp and specific. He is exactly the age Ethan is. Dark hair, that jaw, the particular look of a boy who lives in these buildings and walks these quads and eats in that dining hall. He could know my son. He could sit next to him in that concrete-bunker economics lecture right now, the seat beside Ethan empty, his phone on the desk.

The thought makes me clench hard around my own fingers.

I hold his gaze. My free hand goes to the hem of my top and pulls it up and over my full breasts, shoving it above them, letting them fall heavy and bare in the flat white light from the skylight.

His mouth opens.

Large and round and soft, my breasts settle against my ribcage, nipples tight and dark and pointing straight at him. I arch my back slightly, a slow deliberate movement, and his eyes drop to them and stay there the way eyes do when they cannot help it.

"Fuck," he breathes.

His right shoulder drops below the partition wall. The rhythm starts immediately, unmistakable.

The knowledge of it hits me like a second pulse between my thighs. His eyes on my bare breasts, his arm working, his breath already ragged and he has been here less than a minute. I spread my thighs wider and work two fingers inside and grind the heel of my palm against my clit.

"Nngh. Yes."

His eyes snap back to my face and then drag down again, unable to decide, moving between my face and my full heavy breasts and my hand between my thighs. His rhythm speeds up.

"God," he says. Low. Almost to himself.

My back presses flat against the tank. My large breasts roll with the movement of my hips, heavy and loose, and his eyes track every shift of them with a focus that is almost reverent. I cup one in my free hand and squeeze, my thumb dragging across the stiff nipple, and the sound that comes out of his mouth is broken and very young.

"Are you close?" I say.

He makes a sound that is not quite a word.

"Look at me," I say. "Right at me."

His eyes come up to mine. Dark, blown wide, his forearm white-knuckled on the partition.

"Uh," he says. "I'm going to—-"

"I know," I say. "Go ahead."

The orgasm is already gathering at the base of my spine, tight and steep, my clit swollen and slick under my palm. His eyes are locked on mine and his shoulder is moving fast and his breath is coming in short hard pulls and my full breasts are bare in the cold white light and I am in my son's university and this boy could know his name and the thought takes the last distance in one clean stroke.

My thighs clamp around my own hand. The orgasm breaks open, deep and clenching and loud, my hips bucking forward, a long raw sound tearing out of me that goes straight up into the frosted skylight with nowhere else to go.

His grip on the partition wall goes white. A low, wrecked sound above me. His shoulder locks and shudders.

Both of us breathing. The ventilation hums. The skylight throws its flat white light down onto the tiles and onto my bare chest, still rising and falling fast, my large full breasts flushed pink along the upper curve.

His face is still above the wall. Eyes half-closed now, jaw slack.

I look up at him and pull my top back down slowly, covering myself with no particular hurry.

His mouth closes. He swallows.

I say nothing. I hold his gaze for one long moment and then look away, reaching for the toilet paper to clean my fingers, entirely unhurried, as if he has already left.

He hasn't left.

A long beat of silence. His forearms are still resting on the partition wall, his chin dropped back onto them, watching me straighten my clothes with the careful attention of someone trying to memorise something.

The arousal is still warm in my belly. Softer now, satisfied, but sitting there with that particular pleased weight it has after a good one. My thighs are loose. My full breasts feel warm and heavy under my top, nipples still sensitive against the fabric.

I get my jeans up and buttoned and lean back against the tank and look up at him.

"Do you have a lecture to get to?" I say.

His eyes refocus. A short, slightly stunned laugh.

"I, uh." He clears his throat. "Yeah."

"Then you should probably go."

He doesn't move immediately. His eyes drop once more to my chest, where the shape of my full breasts is obvious through the fitted top, and then back to my face.

"I've never..." He stops. Starts again. "That was..."

"I know," I say.

A pause.

"Are you visiting someone?" he says. "On campus?"

The question lands with a small warm jolt I don't let reach my face.

"Just passing through," I say.

He holds my gaze for another moment. Then he pushes back from the partition and drops down out of sight, the soft thud of his sneakers on the tile floor in the next stall, the click of his lock, the outer door swinging open and falling shut behind him.

The room is quiet again.

I sit for a moment and breathe. The ventilation hums. The skylight is white and still above me. My heartbeat is settling back through my chest and into my ribs and I feel clean and loose and very good.

The thought comes back without effort. His face. His age. The particular dark hair and the soft jaw. He could be in Ethan's year. He could be on Ethan's floor. He could have eaten breakfast across from my son this morning and had no idea that his friend's mother was forty minutes down the road in a motel, nude in the thin morning light, already wet before she was fully awake.

The warmth in my belly stirs again.

I press my thighs together and enjoy it for a moment. Then I stand, straighten my top, push my dark hair back from my face, and unlock the stall door.

The bathroom is empty.

I push the stall door open and go to the sinks and run the cold tap and wash my hands, taking my time.

My face in the mirror is flushed, my dark eyes bright. My full lips are parted and still settling. I look at myself for a moment, then reach for the paper towels.

The drip catches my eye before I turn away. Bottom of the partition wall beside the neighbouring stall, a slow bead of cum tracking down the white tile and pooling in the grout line where the wall meets the floor. I stand and look at it. The ventilation hums. Something warm moves through my belly, low and satisfied.

I drop the paper towel in the bin and pick up my bag.

The corridor outside is ordinary. A student passes with a portfolio case, not looking up. Two more at the far end talking. The linseed oil and turpentine smell, the pinned charcoal studies, afternoon light coming through a high window. I walk out into the quad.

The spring sun is thin and flat across the stone. I find a bench near the centre and sit and pull out the paperback from my bag and open it to the folded page.

The words come easily now. My body is loose and warm, that particular ease that follows a good orgasm, and the bench is comfortable and the quad is alive with students crossing in ones and twos. Nobody looks at me. I am a woman on a bench with a book and that is all anybody here knows.

His face comes back without effort. The way his eyes fixed on my full bare breasts and couldn't move. The broken sound he made. The question he asked after: are you visiting someone. The small hot jolt of it, knowing what he didn't know, knowing whose mother he had just watched come apart in a bathroom stall two buildings from where her son was sitting in a lecture.

The warmth in my belly stirs again. I press my thighs together on the bench and let it sit there and go back to the book.

Two hours pass. The sun moves. The quad empties and refills. I read and then sit with the book closed and watch the light go golden across the stone and feel, without trying, completely at ease.

My phone buzzes.

"Heading over now. Five minutes."

I put the book away and stand and pull my jacket on. The evening air is cool and the quad is going amber at the edges.

Ethan comes from the far path, easy stride, bag over one shoulder, jacket open. He raises a hand when he spots me.

"Good afternoon?"

"Really good," I say. "How was the lecture?"

"Long." He falls into step beside me. "Italian okay? There's a place near the east gate."

"Perfect."

The dining hall is warm and loud, long tables, trays and laptops, two hundred students eating and half-listening to each other. We take a table by the window. Ethan orders too much, the way he always has, and talks about the summer placement and the road trip and a professor who speaks too fast to follow without recording.

I eat and listen and ask the questions that keep him going. The house red is better than it has any right to be. Ethan's hands move when he's interested. Outside the window the quad goes dark and the path lights come on one by one.

The afternoon sits in me, warm and entirely mine. My son is across the table talking about his summer and I am full and settled and glad to be here, and somewhere on this campus a dark-haired boy is sitting very still, and none of those things are in conflict with each other at all.
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The coffee from the machine by the ice dispenser is burnt and thin and I drink it standing at the motel window with both hands around the cup, watching the parking lot sit empty in the early grey light.

My mind is still on last night.

We walked after his practice, Ethan still in his kit, his bag slung over one shoulder, talking about the summer placement before I had even asked. His hands moved when he talked. They have done that since he was small, a specific gesture, both palms opening outward when he wants to make something clear. I watched it happen across the table at the diner and felt something shift in my chest. The pride of it, clean and full, with nowhere particular to go.

He is twenty-one. He is entirely himself. He ordered for both of us without asking because he already knew, and when the food came he kept talking, unhurried, the placement and the road trip and something about a professor he can't stand but respects. I asked one question and he ran with it for ten minutes and I sat there and let him.

There was a moment near the end of the evening, walking back toward the campus gate, where he said something that made me laugh and then looked sideways at me with his father's eyes and said, "You seem really good, Mom." Not as a question. As an observation. The way you'd say it about someone you'd been watching without them knowing.

"I am," I said.

He nodded, satisfied, and that was the end of it.

The diner, the walk, the way he hugged me at the gate: tight, one hand on my back, holding it a beat longer than he needed to. He smelled like cold air and the cheap soap from the sports block showers. I stood on the pavement after he was gone and watched the campus gate for a minute before I turned back toward the motel.

He won't need me to show up for much longer. The thought sat with me the whole walk back and it sits with me now, here at the window with the burnt coffee. He is good. He has people, structure, the easy confidence of someone who knows where he belongs. A visit from his mother is a pleasure, not a necessity. The gap between those two things is closing and I can feel it, the way you feel a season turning before the temperature actually changes.

I need to make the drive more often. Sit across the table. Ask the questions. While he still wants me to.

I rinse the cup in the bathroom sink, finish packing, and zip the bag.

The campus-edge store is open at seven-thirty. I take a basket and move through it slowly: the good trail mix he likes, a bag of the expensive coffee, two chocolate bars he has eaten since he was a teenager. The tote fills up. It is a small thing and it is also not a small thing and I carry it to the till without examining that further.

Ethan's text comes when I'm back at the car.

Practice running late. Maybe 30 more mins, sorry Mom

I text back that it's fine, I'll drop the snacks at the room. He sends a thumbs up and then a smiley face and then nothing.

The dorm hallway is quiet, the particular quiet of a student building before anyone has fully woken up. Scuffed lino, a notice board thick with overlapping flyers, the smell of instant noodles and old laundry coming from somewhere down the corridor. Ethan's door is the third on the left and it is open.

Cam is at his desk, laptop open, headphones around his neck. He looks up when I knock on the frame.

Young. Lean, dark-eyed, the kind of face that hasn't learned yet to arrange itself into anything other than exactly what it's feeling. Right now it is feeling surprised, and then not surprised, and then something else that takes a fraction of a second to settle.

"Mrs. Hayes," he says.

"Maggie." I hold up the tote. "I come bearing snacks."

The corner of his mouth lifts.

"Ethan's at practice," he says.

"I know." I step inside. "I'll wait."

He closes the laptop and we talk.

He is studying engineering, second year, from somewhere flat and landlocked in the midwest that he describes with the casual dismissiveness of someone who left and hasn't looked back. He and Ethan met in the first week, proximity and circumstance doing the work. Good friends now. He says it easily, no qualification.

The tote sits on the desk between us. I lean back against the wall beside the window and drink the last of a water bottle I carried up from the car and ask the questions that keep him talking. He is comfortable. Ankles crossed under the desk, legs stretched out, dark eyes moving over my face when I talk in a way that is attentive and also doing something else at the same time.

The fitted top pulls close across my full, heavy breasts in the morning light coming through the window. I noticed it in the motel mirror and I am noticing it now, in the way his eyes track across my chest when he thinks I'm looking elsewhere.

He is twenty, or thereabouts. Subtlety comes later.

The conversation finds a natural pause.

I push off the wall and move to set the empty bottle in the bin on the far side of the desk. The lean pulls the top tighter across my full breasts. His eyes go there and stay. I straighten and stay close to the desk and look at him, and then down, and his sweatpants are doing nothing to hide what looking has done to him.

I look back up.

"What do you think Ethan would say if he knew you got hard looking at his mom?"

The flush comes up his throat fast. Then the grin, wide and unguarded.

"Ethan would hate it a lot more," he says, "if he knew what I want to do right now."

I reach down and pull my top over my head and drop it on the desk. My hands go to my bra clasp.

"Ethan doesn't need to know, does he."

It is not a question. The clasp opens and I let the bra fall and my full, heavy breasts settle bare in the morning light, nipples already stiff, and his grin disappears into something more focused entirely.

He is across the room before I have taken a breath, both hands grabbing my full breasts and squeezing their weight, rough and immediate, his mouth coming down hard on mine. No asking. His fingers dig into the soft flesh and knead them like he has been thinking about exactly this since I walked through the door, and the sound that pushes out of me into his mouth is not quiet.

He buries his face between my breasts and mouths at them, sucking and biting, his hands working their full weight, thumbs grinding across my stiff nipples.

"Fuck," he breathes against my skin. "Ethan's mom is a fucking MILF slut."

The words land low in my belly and I grab a fistful of his hair and pull his mouth back to my nipple.

"Then act like it," I say.

His teeth close on my nipple and I hiss and my back arches and his hands squeeze both full breasts hard, pushing them together, his mouth moving between them.

I get his waistband down. His cock springs free, thick and very hard, and I wrap my hand around him and his hips drive forward into my fist.

One hand grabs a fistful of my hair and pulls, tilting my head back, his mouth dropping to my throat. My own hands get my jeans open and I shove them and my underwear down to my thighs and step out of them and kick them aside.

He spins me. His palm cracks flat across my bare ass, a sharp noise in the quiet room, and the sting draws a short loud sound out of me.

"Nngh."

"Sorry," he says, not sounding it.

"Don't be." I plant my palms on the desk. "Again."

His hand connects harder, the heat spreading across my bare ass, and then both hands grab my cheeks and squeeze them rough and thorough, his cock pressing against me from behind, sliding between my thighs, searching.

"Christ." His hips grind forward. "Ethan's mom is going to get fucked on Ethan's desk."

"Yes," I say. "She is. Stop waiting."

He doesn't wait.

He pushes in from behind in one hard stroke and the sound that comes out of me I don't bother swallowing. He bottoms out and holds it for a single breath and then his hips pull back and drive forward again, hard and purposeful, his hands coming around to grab my full breasts and haul my back against his chest.

The rhythm is fast and rough from the first stroke. No build. His fingers work my nipples, pinching and rolling, and the sensation stacks with the fullness of him slamming in from behind and my arms buckle and I catch myself on my forearms on the desk.

"Uh. Yes. Like that."

"Yeah?" He drives in harder, his hips slapping the backs of my bare thighs.

"Yes. Don't stop."

The clock on Ethan's shelf reads eight forty-seven.

Twenty minutes. Maybe less.

The thought tightens everything and my hips roll back faster and I stop thinking about the clock.

He pulls out and turns me and gets his hands under my bare ass and lifts me onto the desk in one move. My full breasts swing forward with the momentum and his mouth goes straight to them, sucking hard at my left nipple, his teeth grazing it, one hand kneading the right breast while his cock presses at my entrance.

I wrap my legs around his hips and pull him in.

"Mmph. Yes."

He drives forward and the desk scrapes an inch across the floor and his mouth stays on my breasts, moving between them, sucking and biting at my stiff nipples while his hips find a hard punishing rhythm. My palms go flat on the desk behind me and I lean back and let him work, the full weight of my breasts in his face, his cock driving in deep on every stroke.

"Nngh." My head drops back. "Your cock feels so fucking good. You're so goddamn big."

A sound comes out of him against my breast, low and gratified, and his hips drive harder.

"God." I pull his face up by the hair and look at him. "You know how fucking hot this is? Getting your cock in Ethan's mom?"

His jaw goes tight and his next thrust is hard enough to scrape the desk another inch.

"Fuck yeah?" he says.

"Yes." I pull him back to my breasts. "Pound my pussy harder."

His hands grip my wide hips and haul me into each thrust and the impact shudders through me, my breasts bouncing heavily, his eyes fixed on them like he cannot look anywhere else. I reach between us and get two fingers on my clit and work it in tight circles and the sensation builds fast and steep on top of everything already sitting there.

The desk scrapes again. Something falls off the far edge, a pen, a notebook, neither of us looks.

He pulls out. Before I can say anything his hands are on my shoulders and he is turning me again, his palm pressing between my shoulder blades, bending me forward over the desk, and he pushes back in from behind and grabs a fistful of my dark hair and pulls.

My back arches. My full breasts hang heavy and swaying and his free hand comes around and grabs one, squeezing hard, his fingers finding the nipple.

"Nngh. Yes. Pull it."

He pulls it. His hips drive in and his hand works my breast and the dual pressure of it makes my thighs shake and I push back against each thrust and chase the angle that has everything to offer.

"Your cock feels fucking incredible," I say. "Every time you slam deep I wanna scream."

"Yeah?" His mouth is at my ear, his breath ragged.

"Yeah." I push back hard onto him. "I should get Ethan to invite you home for Thanksgiving. I want more of this cock."

A sharp sound comes out of him and his hips slam forward and I grab the edge of the desk and hold on.

He doesn't stop. The rhythm gets harder and shorter, more grind than stroke, his hips pressed tight against my bare ass on every push, his hand still full of my breast. My fingers find my clit again and I work it fast and the orgasm starts gathering, tightening from the inside out.

He pulls out again. I make a sound of protest but he is already pulling me by the hip, turning me, pushing me back toward the narrow bed. The backs of my knees hit the mattress and I sit and he stands over me and his dark eyes move down my body, my full heavy breasts, my wide hips, all of it, slow and deliberate.

"Get on top," he says.

I get on top.

My knees plant on either side of his hips and I reach down and position him and sink down slow, taking the full length of him, and his head drops back into Ethan's pillow and both hands come up and grab my full breasts the moment they are within reach.

I start to move.

The pace is mine now and I set it hard and deliberate, rolling my hips forward on each push, grinding down at the depth, my breasts working in his hands. He mauls them properly, both of them, squeezing and kneading their full weight, fingers digging in, thumbs punishing my nipples, and the sensation is sharp and constant and stacks with everything driving up from below.

"Nngh. Yes. Don't let go."

"Not a chance." His jaw is tight, his breath ragged, his eyes moving between my face and my full bouncing breasts like he cannot decide which to watch. "Ethan's mom is gonna make me cum so fucking hard."

"Not yet," I say. "Not until I do."

I roll my hips faster, chasing it, both palms flat on his chest, my full breasts swaying heavily in his rough hands. The orgasm tightens, closer, the pleasure narrowing to a single bright point.

"There," I say. "Right there, don't move your hips."

He holds still and lets me work, his hands still full of my breasts, kneading hard. My thighs drive me down and I grind and roll and the orgasm breaks through in a hard clenching wave, my cunt gripping down on him in deep rhythmic pulses, a loud sound tearing out of me that I don't try to contain.

Something knocks once on the wall from next door.

I don't stop. I ride it out, grinding through every pulse, and he loses the fight the moment I clench around him, both hands seizing my full breasts and squeezing them hard, really hard, his hips bucking up into me as he comes, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, his back arching off the mattress.

"Fuck. Fuck."

His hands grip and release and grip again, kneading my full breasts through every pulse of it, his hips stuttering up into me until there is nothing left and he falls back into the pillow and goes still.

I stay on top of him and breathe.

The room is quiet. His chest rises and falls fast under my palms. My full breasts sit heavy in his loosening hands, nipples raw and tender, the whole of my chest flushed pink.

My phone lights up on the nightstand where I set it when I came in.

I lean across him and look at it.

A text from Ethan. Done early. Heading back now, 5 min.

A second, smaller pulse moves through me where we are still joined. So close. The timing of it sits warm and sharp in my chest simultaneously and I close my eyes for one breath and feel it.

Then I climb off him and reach for my underwear.

The underwear goes on. Jeans next, buttoned fast. My bra from the desk, clipped at the back, my top pulled over my head. Cam is sitting up on the bed watching me dress with his sweatpants still around his ankles and the expression of someone who has not fully returned to the room yet.

"Get dressed," I say.

He moves.

The window goes up first. Morning air pushes in, cool and clean, and the smell of sex thins and disperses in under a minute. The desk gets straightened: the tote repositioned, the fallen pen and notebook back where they were, or close enough. I run both hands through my dark hair and check the small mirror on Ethan's wall. The flush is still sitting in my throat and across my chest but my hair is down and my clothes are on straight and my eyes are bright in a way that could mean anything.

Cam pulls his sweatshirt straight and drops back into his desk chair and opens his laptop and the room snaps back into its ordinary shape so fast it almost makes me laugh.

"What are you studying?" I say.

"Thermodynamics." He glances up. "Second year."

"Any good at it?"

"Top of my class."

I lean against the wall and fold my arms and look at him and he looks back and the corner of his mouth lifts, the same way it did when I first walked in, and the warmth sitting full in my belly lifts a degree in response.

The door opens.

Ethan comes in still flushed from practice, kit bag over one shoulder, hair damp at the temples. His eyes go from Cam to me and his face splits into the wide grin he has had since he was seven, slightly disbelieving, both hands spreading wide.

"You two met."

"Your mom brought snacks," Cam says, nodding at the tote. His voice is entirely level. Not a trace of anything in it.

Ethan crosses to the desk and looks in the tote and pulls out the trail mix and holds it up.

"The good one." He looks at me. "You remembered."

"I always remember."

He pulls me into a hug, one arm around my shoulders, squeezing once. He smells like the sports block again, cold air and cheap soap, and I hold on for a beat and mean it.

We talk for twenty minutes, the three of us, easy and warm. Ethan does most of it. Cam contributes at the right moments, relaxed, giving nothing away, and I watch him from across the room and find nothing in his face that Ethan could read. He is good at this. Better than he should be at twenty, and that thought sits alongside everything else without troubling me.

Ethan checks his phone and looks up.

"Evening practice at six," he says. "Probably two hours."

"Where?"

"The practice fields, south end of campus. Nothing worth watching."

I look at him.

"I'll be the judge of that," I say. "Can I come?"

Something crosses his face, pleased and a little surprised, the way it does when he has already talked himself out of expecting something and then gets it anyway.

"Yeah," he says. "Yeah, obviously. I'll text you the field."

He looks across at Cam with the easy satisfaction of someone whose two worlds have just decided to get along, and Cam nods and says something about the trail mix, and the room is warm and ordinary and full of the three of us, and I lean back against the wall and drink the last of it.
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The Practice Fields
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The practice fields sit at the south end of campus, a wide flat run of grass behind a chain-link fence, floodlights on metal poles burning white and hard against the dark sky. The bleachers are six rows of aluminum. Cold through my jeans the moment I sit down.

Ethan spots me before I've settled and raises a hand from the field, a wide grin crossing his face. Something warm opens in my chest at the sight of it. He is in the middle of a passing drill with five other players and he turns back to it without breaking stride. I don't call out. My hands go into my jacket pockets and I watch him work.

Good out there. Weight easy on both feet, the ball going exactly where he sends it, no wasted effort in any of it. His hands make that gesture when he speaks to the coach, both palms opening outward, making something clear. He has made that gesture since he was nine years old.

The pride is immediate and has no better name than what it is.

My phone comes out. A photograph: the white floodlights, the dark sky above the treeline, the small figures moving across the grass. I send it to Tom.

Evening practice. Our boy looks good.

His reply comes under a minute later: Of course he does. How are you holding up?

Really well. Better than expected.

Both parts of that are true. The phone goes back in my pocket.

The ache has been sitting in me since Cam's room this morning. Since I was tucking my top in when I heard Ethan's key in the lock and had to arrange my face before the door opened. Since breakfast, when I sat across from my son eating eggs and listening to him talk about the placement application with the ache already there below everything, patient and unbothered by the company. It followed me through the campus walk and through lunch and through the afternoon in the library while Ethan was in his seminar. Present the whole time. Getting no quieter.

Now the air is cooling and the bleachers are cold and it is getting no quieter still.

Two hours. Ethan runs hard for all of it. His voice carries when he calls to a teammate, the consonants sharp in the cold air. A few pages of my book get read. The campus spreads away in every direction, lit paths and dark buildings and the distant sound of voices from somewhere across the quad. Both things occupy the same body without difficulty, the pride and the ache, the way they always do. I have stopped finding that strange.

The whistle goes at twenty past eight.

Ethan trots over to his bag, finds me in the bleachers. One glove comes off. Both hands go up, fingers spread three times. Thirty minutes. His head tips toward the changing block at the edge of the field and he is already moving.

Thirty minutes.

The bleachers creak as I climb down and stand on the grass.

The floodlights cut off at eight-thirty, all at once, a flat click, and the field goes dark so fast my eyes take a moment to find the path. The campus walkways are lit but the field itself is just grass now, the treeline at the south fence gone to black. Students cross the far path in ones and twos, backlit, their voices distant and going nowhere in particular.

Thirty minutes is enough time to walk. Enough time for other things.

The south perimeter path curves away from the fields and I take it without hurrying, hands in my pockets, the cold air clean on my face. The ache sharpens with each step, the way it does in the dark and the quiet. The path bends behind the science building and a loading bay opens out from the rear wall to the right: a concrete apron, a low retaining wall along one edge, an overhead dock light burning orange above a closed roll-up door. Cold stone and machinery oil and the faint trace of diesel.

The entrance stays still. From the path, nobody could see in without deliberately turning off and walking in.

My hand is at the waist of my jeans before anything has been decided.

The retaining wall is hip-height, the top face smooth and flat. I sit on it facing the entrance, get my jeans open, push them down to mid-thigh along with my underwear. Cold air hits my bare skin. My thighs pull together on instinct and then I spread them and my fingers find my clit and the first stroke pulls a sound straight out of me, low and unguarded, the concrete hard and cold under my bare thighs.

Slow circles. The sounds come out because the bay is empty and the campus sounds are distant and this has been building since this morning with nowhere to go and there is no reason left to make it small.

The orange light sits still on the entrance.

Two students come around the corner from the south path and stop walking.

They freeze at the mouth of the bay, the path light behind them putting their faces in half-shadow. Both in hoodies, backpacks, the standard student silhouette. The frozen quality of people who found something they were not expecting.

My fingers keep moving.

The wet sound of it is audible in the silence between us. My hips roll forward on the retaining wall, slow and deliberate, and I hold eye contact with the nearer one and do not look away and do not stop. A long beat. Neither of them moves away.

A third figure comes from the opposite direction along the perimeter path, draws up short at the sight of the first two stopped at the bay entrance. He looks past them. Finds me.

He stays.

Three of them at the entrance now, the path light at their backs, the orange dock light on me. The one in the middle says something quiet to the one on his left. Then all three of them start walking toward me.

My thighs spread wider.

They stop two or three feet away. Close enough to see properly now: young, all three, mid-twenties at the oldest. Dark-eyed, the one in the middle, broad across the chest and shoulders, his jaw set. A blond one on the left, leaner, his eyes already moving down my body with no effort at subtlety. The third one taller, darker-skinned, his mouth slightly open, his chest rising and falling faster than the walk from the path would explain.

The dark-eyed one looks at my face. Then down at my hand between my thighs. Then back up.

"Don't stop," he says. His voice is low and steady. Not a question.

My free hand goes to the zip of my jacket. It comes off. The top goes next, up and over my head. The bra clasp opens at the back and the straps fall off my shoulders and I let it drop onto the concrete beside me.

My full, heavy breasts settle bare under the orange dock light. The cold air tightens my nipples until they ache, the skin flushing pink, the soft weight of each breast shifting as my chest rises and falls.

Three sets of eyes drop and stay.

"Holy shit," the blond one says, under his breath.

"Come closer," I say.

They crouch down in front of me, all three, dropping onto their haunches so their hands can reach. The dark-eyed one reaches out first. His hand covers my right breast, warm and immediate, palm pressing the full weight of it, squeezing slow and deliberate. The blond one's hand goes to my left breast at the same moment, rougher, fingers digging into the soft flesh, lifting it, feeling the weight of it in his palm.

"Fuck," he says. "Look at these."

"Nngh."

The tall one shifts onto one knee beside the retaining wall. His hand slides onto my bare inner thigh, high up, fingers pressing into the soft warm skin, his thumb moving in a slow arc across the inside of my leg, getting closer.

"She's not stopping," he says to no one in particular. "She's just sitting here doing this."

"I can see that," the dark-eyed one says. He bends forward from his crouch and puts his mouth on my right nipple, sucking hard, his tongue circling it, his teeth grazing the tip.

The sound that comes out of me goes straight up into the cold air.

"That's what I want to hear," the blond one says. His eyes are on my face. His hand squeezes my left breast hard, thumb punishing the nipple in short rough passes. "Louder."

My fingers are working my clit in tight focused circles, two fingers curling inside with each stroke, my hips chasing every pass. The tall one's hand moves higher up my inner thigh and his fingers press against the back of my working hand, not pushing it away, just feeling the motion of it through my knuckles.

"Soaked," he says.

"Since this morning," I say.

"Since this morning." He repeats it slowly, his thumb pressing into the soft skin of my inner thigh. "Jesus Christ."

The dark-eyed one lifts his mouth from my nipple. His lips are wet, his eyes dark and fixed on my face.

"How many times today?" he says.

"Enough. Not enough."

"Yeah?" His hand tightens on my breast. "What do you need?"

"I need all three of you to stop talking and keep going."

The blond one laughs, low and pleased.

"She knows what she wants," he says to the others. His mouth drops to my left breast and his teeth close on my nipple and my back lifts off the retaining wall.

"Nngh. Yes. Like that."

"Like this?" Harder. His tongue pressing the nipple flat against the roof of his mouth.

"Yes. Don't stop."

All three of them get themselves out, still crouched or kneeling in front of me. The blond one first, already hard, his hand wrapping around himself. The dark-eyed one next, his mouth still working my breast, his free hand stroking himself against my hip. The tall one last, and his eyes drop to what my hand is doing between my thighs and stay there.

"Look at her go," he says quietly. "She doesn't give a shit that we're here."

"She gives a shit," the dark-eyed one says, lifting his head. His eyes find mine. "Don't you."

"I give a very specific kind of shit," I say.

His mouth curves. His hand squeezes my breast once, hard.

"Tell us," he says.

"I like being watched," I say. "I like watching back. And right now I want to watch all three of you come on my skin."

A short silence.

"Where?" the blond one says. His voice has dropped.

"My tits. My stomach. My cunt. Not my clothes."

The tall one's hand tightens on my inner thigh hard enough to mark.

"You're going to make us come wherever you want?" he says.

"Yes."

"Christ." His rhythm picks up. "Tell me when you're close."

"You'll know," I say.

"Tell me anyway."

The dark-eyed one's mouth goes back to my nipple and my hips jerk forward. My fingers are working faster now, tight urgent circles, the ache building steep and fast from deep in my lower belly. The blond one's knuckles graze my left breast on each stroke, his breathing loud and uneven, his eyes moving between my face and my bare chest and my hand between my thighs.

"She's getting close," he says. "Look at her hips."

"Don't narrate," I say. "Just keep your hands on me."

"Yes ma'am," he says, and grips my breast harder.

"Nngh. Fuck."

"There it is." The tall one. His thumb drags hard up my inner thigh. "Say it."

"I'm close," I say. "I'm very close. Don't any of you move."

"We're not moving," the dark-eyed one says against my breast. "Come on. Let us see it."

My back arches hard off the retaining wall. The orgasm breaks open in deep clenching pulses, my cunt gripping around my own fingers, my thighs snapping shut around my wrist and the tall one's hand together. A long sound tears out of me and goes straight up into the cold dark air above the loading bay with nothing to stop it.

"There she is," the blond one breathes. "Fuck. Look at her."

"Knees," I say, before the last wave has moved through. "All three of you. Down. Now."

They go flat onto their knees on the gravel, and now their faces are at the level of my shins, looking up at my bare stomach and my full bare breasts and the slick heat between my thighs. Three of them looking up at me, hands still working, breath clouding in the cold air.

"Closer," I say. "I want it where I said."

The blond one shuffles in on his knees. His jaw drops and a broken sound comes out of him and I grab his wrist and pull his cock upward toward my stomach and he comes hard across my lower belly and the top of my bare pubic mound, the heat of it sharp against my cold skin.

"Right there," I say, pulling him in. "Good."

"Fuck," he breathes. Just the one word, all the air going out of him.

The dark-eyed one is already going. His eyes are lifted to my full bare breasts, his teeth biting his lower lip, and I grab his wrist and angle him higher and he comes across my chest in two long pulses, the warmth hitting the undersides of my breasts and tracking upward. His whole body shudders once.

"God," he says. Long and quiet and emptied out.

The tall one is still working himself, jaw clenched, the tendons in his neck standing out, his free hand gripping my inner thigh hard. His eyes travel from my breasts to the warmth already on my stomach to my face and back again.

"Look at my tits," I say. "Look at what's already on them."

His eyes lift to my full, heavy breasts, flushed and bare and streaked, nipples tight and dark and still aching in the cold air. A sound comes out of him low in his chest.

"Come on them," I say. "Now."

His grip on my thigh tightens until I feel every finger separately and then he goes, pulling himself upward, and I pull his wrist in and he finishes across my breasts and stomach in three hard pulses.

"Nngh." Broken. He drops his forehead to my knee for one second and breathes.

My head goes back. The warmth of all three of them sits on my skin, on my breasts and my stomach and the top of my bare pubic mound, and the aftershocks are still moving through me in small clenching waves and the orange dock light burns above all of it, still and indifferent.

Three of them on their knees below me, breathing hard, saying nothing.

Nobody speaks. The loading bay holds the silence the way cold concrete does, flat and total. Three of them on their knees below me, the orange dock light above, my own breathing still coming down from the top of it.

The dark-eyed one looks up first.

"You okay?" he says.

The question is genuine. His voice has lost the edge it had ten minutes ago. Just a young man on his knees on gravel, asking.

"Yes," I say. "Very much."

He nods. Gets to his feet and pulls his hoodie straight. The blond one is already standing, tucking himself in, looking at the middle distance the way men do in the aftermath when they are not sure what the social contract requires. The tall one lifts his forehead from my knee and sits back on his heels and looks up at me with something slow and considering in his face.

"That was," he starts.

"It was," I say.

He closes his mouth. Nods once.

The dark-eyed one looks at me for a moment, hands in his hoodie pocket, his expression level and not unkind.

"Thanks," he says.

"Thank you," I say.

One more second of eye contact, then he turns and walks back toward the path. The tall one gets to his feet, picks up his backpack, his eyes moving over me once before he steps out onto the lit path and is gone. The blond one left already, his footsteps long since receded.

The loading bay goes quiet.

My bag is on the concrete beside the retaining wall where I dropped it before sitting down. The front pocket opens and the travel pack of wet wipes is right where it always is. Three of them, taken out one at a time. The warmth of all three men is still sitting on my skin, on my breasts and my stomach and the top of my bare pubic mound, and the wipes are cold against the flush of it, thorough and methodical, the concrete bay and the orange dock light above and nobody watching now.

The used wipes go into the bottom of the bag.

My full breasts settle back into the bra cups, the clasp clicking at my back. The top pulled down over my stomach. The jacket zipped up over all of it. The ache that has been sitting in me since Cam's room this morning is quiet now. My phone buzzes from the bag.

"Done. At the gate."

A slow breath. The loading bay, the orange light, the cold gravel, all of it folds away into the place where these things go. I type back:

"Two minutes."

The path to the east gate is lit and quiet. A bike bell somewhere to the left. Students crossing the far quad in loose groups. The ordinary machinery of a campus evening with nothing particular happening in it, and me walking through the middle of it with the loading bay sitting under my jacket like a private fact.

Ethan is at the gate in his kit, bag over one shoulder, hair damp from the shower block. His face does the thing it has done since he was seven: the wide grin, the slight disbelief, as if the good thing arriving is still a surprise every time.

"Good walk?" he says.

"Really good," I say. "Campus is beautiful at night."

He falls into step beside me and we head for the diner at the corner, its sign lit and warm against the dark street.

"Italian again or something different?" he says.

"Whatever you want. I'm easy."

He laughs without knowing why that lands the way it does, and I walk beside him with my hands in my pockets and the loading bay quiet under my jacket and the cold air good on my face.

We sit down. He orders too much, the way he always has. Wine comes. The diner is warm and loud in the way of places near campuses at dinner hour, booths full, lighting low, the smell of food and coffee and other people's conversations pressing in from every side. Ethan pours both glasses without being asked and leans back in his chair and starts talking about the practice, his hands moving when he explains something to the coach, both palms opening outward, making something clear.

He moves on to the placement, then to the road trip still being argued toward with two friends, the route unsettled, nobody willing to concede on the coastal section. His voice is easy and pleased. The food comes. The booth is warm.

My glass gets topped up without him breaking his sentence.

Both things sit in the same body without difficulty. The diner and the loading bay. His open face across the table and the warmth of the clean skin under my jacket. Both of them real. Neither cancelling the other out. Somewhere around the third month of all this, waiting for that to change stopped feeling necessary.

He winds down around ten, checks his phone.

"Early practice tomorrow," he says. "You don't have to come."

"I know," I say.

He grins. He knows I'll come.

Outside the cold hits clean and sharp. We walk back toward campus together, his bag over his shoulder, breath clouding between us. At the gate his arm comes around my shoulders, firm and brief, his chin dropping to the top of my head for one second.

"Good day, Mom."

"Really good day," I say.

His jacket disappears across the lit quad and the distance takes him. The gate is empty. The street behind me is quiet and the night is wide and cold and the walk back to the hotel is mine.

The ache will be back before the room key is in the door. It always is. For now it is quiet and the night air is clean and my hands are warm in my pockets and I walk.
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Second Round
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I wake up horny.

Not gradually. Already fully there before the motel room comes into focus, wet and restless in the specific way that makes sleep pointless. The air unit hums. Gray light presses through the curtains. My own pulse sits low in my body and I lie still for a moment and just let it be what it is.

Ethan texted last night: lecture 8 to 10, want to do lunch after? I said yes. Now it is 7:52 and I am wide awake and I want to be fucked and two hours is right there, clean and obvious.

I get up.

The mirror gives me back dark wavy hair and green eyes and a flush that has nothing to do with sleep. My breasts are heavy in the morning, full and soft, and I stand there a moment longer than necessary, just looking. Something in the last several months has dissolved whatever used to make me look away from myself.

I dress with attention.

The burgundy top first, fitted through the chest, three-quarter sleeves, the kind of fabric that holds everything in place and still makes it very clear what is underneath. Then the skirt: high-waisted, deep wine, circle-cut so it flares out and moves when I move, hitting well above the knee. I smooth it with both hands and check the mirror and my full breasts fill the top the way I need them to. Then the tall suede boots, gray, knee-high, heeled enough to change the way I walk. Gold earrings. Hair down.

A visiting mom, out early on a quiet Saturday morning.

Sure.

The walk across campus takes twelve minutes. I clocked it twice yesterday without meaning to, the way I clock everything now: distances, windows, the angle of a man's attention when it lands and holds. A grounds crew runs leaf blowers near the science building. A guy with a coffee cup coming the other way looks at me and then looks again, the second look slower, and I let him have it without breaking stride.

Cam's floor is quiet. I don't need to check the room number. I knock twice.

Movement inside.

The door opens.

Cam stands there in a gray t-shirt and boxers, hair sideways from the pillow. No blankness this time. Just recognition, immediate and warm, his eyes moving over me the way they did yesterday once we were already past the point of pretending. They go to the boots, track up along the skirt, reach my face.

"Mrs. Hayes."

"Ethan's at his lecture," I say.

"I know." He steps back and I walk in.

The room smells the same as yesterday. I don't look around. Ethan's half is right there at the edge of my vision and I am aware of it the way I am always aware of it in here, a low hum underneath everything else, and I let it sit where it is and look at Cam instead.

He is already close. His hands find my waist and I put one palm on his chest and feel his heart going and he kisses me and I kiss him back and his fingers spread over the fabric of the skirt and I think: yes, good, here we go.

His phone rings.

He pulls back, glances at the screen, looks back at me. Something shifts in his face, a grin starting at one corner of his mouth.

"Sorry," he says. "One second."

He answers it.

"Hey." A pause, listening. "Nah, I'm good." He is looking straight at me when he says the next part, the grin fully there now. "Ethan's mom is here."

I hold his gaze and keep my expression level.

A longer pause. Whatever comes back through the phone makes the grin widen.

"Sure," he says, and hangs up.

He sets the phone down on the desk and looks at me and says nothing. Just waits.

"Do we have time," I say, "or do you need to leave?"

"We have time."

Good enough. I reach back and unzip the skirt and let it drop and step out of it. The top comes over my head next. The bra clasp takes two seconds. His eyes go wide and dark and stay exactly where they should. I sit on the edge of the bed and pull off one boot, then the other, and stand back up in just my underwear and his jaw is tight and his hands are at his sides like he is waiting for permission.

I hook my thumbs in my underwear and take that off too.

His t-shirt comes off fast and then I am pushing him back onto the bed and climbing over him and his hands grip my hips and I reach down and position him and sink down slowly, taking all of it, and the sound that leaves me is low and involuntary and completely honest.

His head presses back into the pillow. Both his hands spread over my hips, my waist, my full breasts, like he can't decide where to put them.

The knock comes.

I look down at Cam. He looks up at me, breathing hard, still buried inside me.

"That's him," he says. His voice is wrecked already. "He heard us yesterday through the wall. He asked if he could." A beat. "Is that okay?"

Everything in my body surges at once, a single hot wave from my chest straight down, and I turn my head toward the door.

"Come in," I call out. "It's open."

The door opens.

He is tall, broader than Cam, a white t-shirt and joggers and the particular expression of someone who has been thinking about this since he knocked. Brown eyes that go straight to me, naked and straddling his friend, and stay there. He is not embarrassed. He closes the door behind him and leans back against it and looks.

I look back.

"Hi," I say.

He takes in the full picture of me, my dark hair loose, my full breasts, Cam's hands on my hips, and exhales one short, honest word.

"Wow."

"Come here," I say.

He crosses the room. Up close he smells like soap, freshly showered, which tells me he got the call and made decisions and moved fast. His jaw is sharp and his shoulders are wide and when he stops beside the bed his eyes move over me with a focused, unhurried attention that I feel across my whole chest.

I reach out and get my hand around the back of his neck and pull him down and kiss him. He makes a surprised sound against my mouth, just a half-second of it, and then his hands are on me and he kisses back with the urgency of someone who has been waiting since yesterday morning.

Cam's hips push up underneath me and I break the kiss and gasp and rock back down and the friend straightens up and pulls his shirt off. His stomach is flat and his chest is broad and he looks down at me with dark eyes and says nothing because there is nothing to say.

I wrap my fingers around him through his joggers.

He goes very still.

"Off," I say.

He gets them off fast.

Cam's hands find my hips and grip them, steadying me, keeping the rhythm going while I turn my torso toward the friend. His cock is right there and I take it in my mouth and my hand goes straight to his ass, pulling him closer, and my other hand cups his balls and rolls them gently and the sound he makes is immediate and wrecked.

"Oh fuck," he says. "Oh—"

His hand goes to my hair, not pushing, just resting there, feeling the movement. Cam underneath me keeps a steady upward grind and his hands spread over my hips and the small of my back and I am the centre of everything, both of them focused entirely on me, and that fact alone sends a sharp pulse straight through my core.

I work the friend slowly, deliberately, taking my time, my hand moving at his base while my mouth moves above it, and his thighs go rigid and his jaw clamps shut and he stares down at me like he cannot believe what he is looking at.

"Cam," he says, strangled.

"Yeah," Cam says, from underneath me. Breathless. "I know."

The wall to the left thumps once. Hard. Then again. Someone next door making their feelings known through the plaster. I do not change anything. I am not quiet and I have no intention of starting now.

I lift my head.

"Don't stop," I tell Cam. He doesn't.

I stay there, rocking on him, the friend's hand loose in my hair, for another long minute, and then I make a decision.

I lift myself off Cam and the loss of him makes me inhale sharply. I turn around on the bed, facing away from him, and go down onto my hands and knees and look back over my shoulder at the friend.

"Get behind me," I say.

His eyes go dark. He moves without a word.

I feel him position himself and then push in and my head drops and the sound I make is long and low and I press back against him immediately, wanting all of it.

"Cam," I say. My voice is muffled against the mattress for a second and I lift my head. "In front of me. On your knees."

Cam gets up. He kneels on the mattress in front of my face and I look up at him and wrap my hand around his cock, still wet with me, and pull him toward my mouth.

The taste of myself on him hits the back of my throat and something in me clenches hard around the friend behind me.

"Nngh, fuck," I say, around Cam, and mean it completely.

Cam's hand goes to the back of my head. The friend's hands grip my hips. The rhythm between them is not coordinated and it doesn't need to be. Front and back, mouth and pussy, and me in the middle taking everything both of them have and wanting more.

The wall thumps again.

I pull off Cam just long enough to say, loud enough to carry: "Sorry."

Then I take him back in my mouth and the friend behind me picks up his pace and the room fills with the sounds of all three of us and I stop thinking about the wall entirely.

The friend sets the pace first.

Both hands on my hips, steady and deep, and I take it and stay focused on Cam in front of me, my hand working his base while my mouth moves above it. The stretch of managing both of them at once is its own specific pleasure, the coordination of it, knowing exactly where every part of me is and what it is doing. My jaw works. My hips push back. The friend finds a rhythm and locks into it and the sounds coming out of me are muffled and continuous and I don't try to stop them.

"You like my cock in your pussy?" the friend says. Low, almost to himself, watching his hips slam into mine.

I pull off Cam long enough to answer.

"Harder. Fuck my pussy harder."

He goes harder. Slap of skin on skin fills the room.

Cam's hand tightens in my hair, not rough, just present, and I take him back in my mouth and look up at him and his jaw is set and his stomach is pulled rigid and his eyes are fixed on my face with an intensity that sends a pulse straight through my core.

"Your mouth is so fucking wet," he says. "Suck my cock like that. Yeah, just like that."

I moan around him, "Mmmph," and his hips push forward and the friend behind me picks up the pace again and for a long stretch there is nothing but the three of us and the creak of the narrow bed and the sounds of the room, warm and close and completely absorbed in itself.

The wall thumps again. Harder this time.

I lift my head.

"Sorry," I call out, loud and clear, and take Cam straight back in my mouth.

The friend laughs, breathless, and his grip on my hips tightens and he drives in deep and I groan and the sound carries and probably the whole floor can hear and I find that I do not care even slightly.

"Jesus, your pussy's gripping me so tight," the friend says, to Cam, or to no one. "She's a fucking slut for it."

Cam looks down at me. His thumb brushes my cheek.

"Yeah," he says quietly. "My roommate's mom's a cock-hungry slut."

The position shifts when I decide it does. I lift my head and pull off Cam and look back at the friend over my shoulder.

"Stop," I tell him.

He stops, hands still on my hips, breathing hard.

"I want you on your back," I say. "And I want Cam behind me. I want both your cocks in me."

A beat of stillness. Then both of them move.

The friend lies back on the mattress and I swing my leg over him and sink down onto his cock and his hands go straight to my full breasts and grip them hard and his head presses into the pillow. I lean forward, hands braced on his chest, and look back at Cam, who is already kneeling behind me.

"Go slow," I tell him. "Push your cock in my ass."

He goes slow. The stretch of both cocks filling me at once pulls the breath completely out of me and I drop my head and hold still for a moment, just breathing, letting my body catch up to the situation.

"Okay?" Cam says, hands light on my hips.

"Yes," I say. "Fuck my ass. Don't stop."

He doesn't stop.

What starts slow finds its own momentum. The friend underneath me, cock deep in my pussy, Cam behind, cock buried in my ass, and me between them making the sounds I make when I stop filtering anything, long and broken and completely honest. The friend's hands knead my breasts and his jaw is tight and his eyes move between my face and the point where our bodies meet. Cam's hands run up my spine and back down to my hips and his rhythm deepens and I push back against him and the friend groans underneath me.

"Fuck," the friend says. "Ungh. I can feel your cock through her pussy. She's so full of cock."

"So tight," I gasp. My voice is wrecked. "Fuck me with your cocks. Both of you."

The dirty talk comes in fragments after that, all three of us, overlapping, not performing it, just saying what is true because the room is already beyond any pretense. Cam telling me low and rough how my ass squeezes his cock. The friend saying my name, Mrs. Hayes, which is the most obscene thing anyone has said all morning, and I clench around both cocks in response and he says it again.

"Say it again," I tell him.

"Mrs. Hayes."

"Again."

"Mrs. Hayes." His hands grip my hips now, pulling me down harder. "Ahh, shit, Mrs. Hayes, your pussy's dripping on my cock."

"Again."

"Mrs. Hayes." His hands grip my hips now, pulling me down. "Ahh, shit, Mrs. Hayes, you're gonna make me cum in your pussy."

The heat builds from everywhere at once, no single point, just a rising pressure that fills the whole of me and I ride it and let it build and don't chase it, just stay inside the sensation and let Cam's rhythm and the friend's hands and the specific filthy wrongness of all of it do the work.

"I'm close," Cam says, jaw tight against my shoulder. "Gonna cum in your ass."

"Not yet," I say.

He slows. I feel the effort it costs him and I feel good about that.

"You," I say to the friend. "Are you close?"

"Yes," he says. Strained. "Fuck, yes, gonna fill your pussy."

"Hold on," I say.

His head drops back and his eyes close and his hands fist in the sheets and he holds on.

I straighten up, both hands reaching back to grip Cam's thighs behind me, and I roll my hips in a slow, deliberate circle and both of them make sounds that have no words in them, "Nngh," "Fuck," and the pressure in me peaks and sharpens into something precise and inevitable.

"Now," I say. "Both of you. Cum in me. Now."

Cam drives in hard and the friend thrusts up and I come with a long, loud, shaking sound that I make no effort to control, "Ahhh, fuck, yes," my whole body clenching around both cocks, pussy and ass milking them, and they follow me over within seconds of each other, Cam groaning "Take it, take my cum" first, then the friend "Cumming in your pussy, Mrs. Hayes, ungh," all three of us tangled and loud and completely undone.

The wall gets one final knock.

Nobody responds.

We stay exactly as we are, breathing, until the room stops spinning. Cam pulls out first, slow. The friend next. I feel them both leave me and I stay still for a moment with the weight of the morning sitting warm and heavy in my body.

Silence.

The room is warm. The three of us breathe. The friend lets out a long slow exhale. Cam's hands slide off my hips and land on the mattress and he stares at the ceiling with the expression of a young man whose morning has gone in a direction he did not anticipate and is not sorry about.

I climb off and stand up.

The mirror on the back of the closet door gives me back flushed cheeks and dark hair going in several directions and the flush spreading down over my full breasts and chest. Cum on my thighs. I look thoroughly fucked. I look good. I take a moment with that and then I go to the bathroom and clean up and come back out and start getting dressed.

Nobody speaks while I do it. The friend watches from the wall with his arms loose over his knees. Cam is still on his back, one arm over his eyes.

The skirt goes on first. Then the top. I stand at the mirror and work my hair back into something close to what it was when I walked in, which is not perfect but is fine. My face is still flushed and my lips are swollen and there is nothing to be done about either of those things.

I pick up my bag from the desk. Cam has lifted his arm off his face and is watching me from the bed. The friend has not moved.

"Thank you," I say, to both of them.

The friend laughs, short and disbelieving. "Seriously?"

"What?"

"We should be thanking you," he says. "That pussy... fuck."

I smile at him. He is right, but it is nice of him to say it.

Cam sits up on the edge of the bed and looks at me with something in his face that is more than just the morning, a warmth that I recognise and do not want to encourage. He is a sweet kid. He is also my son's roommate and I am leaving today and neither of those things is going to change.

"Drive safe," he says.

"I will." I squeeze his shoulder once as I pass. Brief and warm and final.

The corridor is quiet. The flickering light is still flickering. My boots are loud on the floor and I don't shorten my stride. Down the stairwell and out through the side door and back into the morning campus, cold air and pale sun and the smell of cut grass somewhere nearby.

My phone buzzes in my bag.

Ethan: "Almost done, meet at the dining hall in 20?"

I stop walking and look at the message and feel something settle in my chest that is completely separate from everything that just happened upstairs. Genuine warmth. My kid, twenty years old, easy in his own life, wanting to have lunch with his mother.

I type back: "Perfect. See you there."

I put the phone in my bag and keep walking. The dining hall is on the far side of the quad, past the fountain and the big oak that was just starting to show green yesterday. Twenty minutes is enough time to find a bathroom, fix my lipstick, and be standing there looking like exactly what I am when he comes through the door.

His mother. Here for the visit. Proud of him, which is true. Happy to see him, which is also true.

Full of his roommate and his friend's cum, pussy and ass still tingling, which is the part I carry quietly, warm and private, like something tucked into a coat pocket.

The fountain comes into view. A girl throws bread to pigeons on the bench beside it. Two guys with backpacks cross the path ahead of me without looking up. The sun is getting stronger and my full breasts are warm in the fitted top and I feel good, loose-limbed and satisfied and ready to sit across from my son and listen to him talk about his life.

This is the thing nobody would understand from the outside. That both of these are real. The mother at the lunch table, listening, asking the right questions, laughing at his stories. And the woman who just left his roommate's bed dripping cum down her thighs. Both of them fully me. Neither of them cancelling the other out.

The dining hall appears at the far end of the path. I push through the bathroom door just inside the entrance, run cold water over my wrists, check the mirror. Lipstick. Hair. The flush is almost gone. The swollen lips are less obvious than I thought.

I look like a woman who has had a good morning.

Which is true.

Ethan comes through the main door four minutes later, backpack over one shoulder, already talking before he has fully spotted me.

"Mom. You look great. Did you sleep okay?"

"Really well," I say, and hug him, and mean it. "Tell me about the lecture."

He tells me about the lecture. I listen the whole way through, asking the right questions, laughing when it is funny, and the warmth in my chest for him is real and uncomplicated and has nothing to do with anything else.

We get food. We sit. He talks about his professor and a paper due next week and a girl in his economics class whose name comes up twice and whose second mention makes him look at his tray. I note it and say nothing and wait and he moves on and I let him.

The afternoon opens up south. Lily's campus is four hours from here and I want to be on the road by two. But right now there is just this: my son across the table, the noise of the dining hall around us, coffee going cold in a paper cup in front of me.

I am completely here.

I am already, faintly, thinking about the road.
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The highway south takes the campus in under a mile.

One last look in the mirror: the brick corner of Ethan's dorm, the oak at the quad entrance, and then the road bends and both are gone.

The morning is still on my skin. The narrow bed. The desk chair. Both of them, one and then at the same time, and the wall from next door that thumped twice and didn't stop either of us. My thighs press together on the seat and feel all of it.

I drive.

The land opens up south of the state line. Long rolling hills, bare trees catching their first pale green, the sky wide and clean. The radio finds something instrumental and I leave it there.

My body is not done. Patient through Ethan's courtyard hug and his easy wave from the pavement, patient through the on-ramp and finding the lane and getting up to speed, and now the campus is gone and Tom is six hours north and Lily is six hours south and there is nobody in this car but me and four hours of open road. Patient is no longer the word for it.

Nothing to do about it at seventy miles an hour. I keep both hands on the wheel.

Cam's friend had light eyes and broad shoulders. He came through the door knowing exactly why he was there and I found that more attractive than he probably intended. The two of them and that small room, the narrow bed and the desk chair and the sound of the wall from next door, all of it comes back four separate times before the first exit sign. My hips shift against the seat.

What I want is a cock. Specifically. The stretch of it, the weight of a man behind me, something with more to it than my own hand in a motel bathroom. That is what the next four hours are going to feel like and I know it already.

I drive.

A brown road sign on the right shoulder: RIVER VALLEY OVERLOOK. One mile.

The indicator goes on before any decision has been made.

The exit curves down through a line of pines and opens onto a gravel pull-off cut into the hillside. Three spaces, a low wooden railing along the edge, and beyond it the valley drops away. The river runs silver far below, bending left through dense trees. The far ridge sits dark green in the early afternoon light.

I park and cut the engine.

The silence after highway miles has weight to it. The engine ticks. A bird somewhere back in the pines. My own breathing finding its own length again.

I get out.

Cool air, carrying pine resin and river water and damp soil. Both forearms go on the railing. My eyes let the distance in. The river bends at the valley floor. A heron stands motionless at the shallows below.

The sandwiches I packed at the motel this morning are in my bag. I go back for them and the water bottle and come back to the railing and eat standing up with the valley in front of me and my phone face-down on the wood beside me.

The food is good. I eat without hurrying.

My nipples have been stiff since the on-ramp. The afternoon air moves through the cotton of my top and doesn't help. My full breasts press against the inside of my bra and I am aware of them the way I always am when my body has decided it wants something and is not getting it. The situation is straightforward. I am standing on a hillside above a river, horny, with four hours of road still ahead of me, and what I want is a man and enough time to do it right.

What I have is a good view and half a sandwich.

I eat the rest of it without rushing.

A text from Tom. A photo of the kitchen table: one plate, his glass of red, the crossword folded beside it.

"Making the pasta. Miss you. How's the drive?"

Something warm and real settles in my chest alongside everything else.

"Drive is beautiful. Stopped at a valley overlook for lunch. Miss you too."

His reply comes fast.

"Sounds perfect. Be safe."

The phone goes back face-down on the rail.

The heron lifts without warning, three slow wingbeats, and carries itself around the bend and out of sight. The river keeps going without it.

I stay past any reason. The shadows shift on the far ridge. The silver in the river turns toward gold as the sun moves west. Tom's photo and the dorm room and the valley all sit in me at the same time and none of it cancels the rest out. My husband's kitchen table and the memory of both of them in that narrow room, all of it equally true, all of it equally mine. That used to feel like a problem. It doesn't anymore.

When I push off the railing and walk back to the car my body goes straight back to what it was thinking about before the view interrupted it.

Gravel under my boots. The valley dropping away in the mirror as the exit climbs back to the highway.

The afternoon has sharpened. The sun sits lower, the road ahead lit at a flat angle, shadows long along the tree line. I have been wanting since Ethan's campus and the overlook has done nothing except give it time and quiet to get louder.

The road opens south.

The next rest stop sign cannot come soon enough.

The rest stop sign comes up on the right. I put the indicator on and take the exit.

The lot is half full in the flat afternoon light. Two trucks sit at the far end. A couple on a bench have paper cups between them. A station wagon has the rear hatch up. A woman bends into the back seat. A man stands at the rear of the wagon by a cooler. He has one hand on the lid and he is not moving.

His eyes find me the moment I step out of the car.

I know that look. He is a man who wants to fuck and has already decided who. He does not look away. His wife calls something from inside the car. He does not turn his head. His fingers just tap once on the plastic cooler lid.

I hold his gaze for one beat. I walk toward the building.

The main bathroom at the front is busy. A mother with two small kids squeezes past me through the door. A sign on the back wall points down a narrow corridor. FAMILY RESTROOM. Arrow. End of hall.

I take the corridor. The fluorescent light hums. The floor is grey concrete. A single solid door has a bolt lock. A key hangs from a hook beside it.

The key turns cleanly. The room is small and square. One toilet. One sink. One mirror. I use the bathroom and wash my hands. I look at myself.

My dark hair is loose around my shoulders. My green eyes are bright. Colour sits high in my cheeks. My sexy, full breasts press against the front of my top. My nipples are stiff. I look like a woman who stopped being coy months ago. I have no intention of going back.

I open the door.

He is right there.

He stands so close I can feel the heat off his chest. His breathing is shallow and fast. His eyes move over my face. They move down my throat. They trace the curve of my full breasts. Then they find my eyes again. There is pure lust there. No confusion. No question. No apology.

I take one small step backward into the room.

He steps in. I close the door. The bolt slides home.

His hands hit me from behind before my arm is down from the lock. Both arms wrap around my body. Both palms clamp hard over my heavy breasts through my top and bra. He squeezes them like he wants to bruise the skin.

"Nngh."

The sound comes out of me. My hands go to the sink for balance. He drags me back tight against him. His wide hips shove forward. His cock is hard against my ass through our jeans. He grinds once.

He is rough from the first second. He behaves like he is taking what he wants. He snarls into my ear.

"Look at these fucking udders."

His hands shove under my top. They go under my bra. He fills his palms with my bare, heavy breasts. He grips them. His fingers dig in. His thumbs drag over my nipples. They are hard and throbbing.

"You like being treated like a cow, don't you?"

He does not wait for an answer. My jeans are open before I register his hand on the button. Zip down. Denim is shoved to mid-thigh in two hard tugs. He does not slow down to see if I will object. He knows I will not.

My thighs part for him.

One hand goes between my legs from behind. His knuckles graze my inner thighs. His fingers find my cunt and press in hard. He tests how ready I am. The pressure jerks another sound out of me.

"Mmnh."

"Shut up, you filthy bitch."

He pulls his hand back. He frees himself. He pushes into me from behind in one brutal stroke.

My forehead hits the mirror with a soft thud. My palms slap flat against the glass. The stretch is sharp and full. My body has been wanting this for the last four hours.

He grabs a fistful of my dark hair. He pulls my head back hard. I look up at the ceiling. My neck stretches tight. He fucks me like he is using an animal.

Hips slam into my ass. Slap. Slap. The sound is loud in the small room. His thrusts are hard and fast. There is no easing in. He drags harsh breaths against my ear. My full breasts swing with each thrust. My nipples drag the inside of my bra. My fingers curl against the mirror. I leave streaks in the faint steam on the glass.

I push back into him.

The angle shifts. He goes deeper. My cunt clenches around him with each drive. A low broken sound works out of my throat. It stays in time with his rhythm. I do nothing to stop it. This is not a place for control.

His right hand leaves my hip. It comes up to my breast again. He grabs a full handful of my heavy flesh. He squeezes hard. He pulls my hair again. He pounds into me.

"Take it, you whore."

The orgasm hits fast. It is a hard tightening from my pelvis outward. Then a sudden drop. My cunt clamps down on him in deep pulses. My mouth opens against the mirror. A rough dragged-out sound fogs the glass in front of me.

"Ahhh."

He keeps going. He uses the clench of my pussy. He rides it. His thrusts get shorter and more frantic. His whole body locks. His cock is buried as deep as it will go. A choked sound comes from his throat. He empties himself inside me.

We stay like that. His weight is bent over my back. My palms are flat on the mirror. Both of us breathe hard.

Then the high leaves him.

I feel it happen. His hands loosen on my wide hips. The heat comes off him in a wave. Coldness is left behind. He pulls out of me suddenly. He almost flinches. He steps back three paces at once.

I pull my jeans up. I button them. I turn around.

He is staring at me. His face is white. All that urgency is gone. All that desperation is gone. Fear is left in his eyes. He looks at the bolted door.

I step in close. I grab his shirt front. I pull him down. I kiss him hard. His mouth stays frozen for a second. Then it opens under mine. The kiss is not comfort. It is a mark.

I release him. He straightens up fast.

I look at him. I do not say a word. He reads every part of it. He sees the warning. He sees the promise that I will not ruin his life. He sees the reminder that I could.

"Don't be afraid for me."

I step back.

"But remember that you have a family to lose if they find you in here."

His hand finds the bolt. The door opens. It closes. His footsteps go down the corridor fast.

I turn the tap on cold. I clean up. I straighten my top. My hair is wild. My full lips are swollen. My cheeks are pink. The mirror shows exactly what went on in here. I like what I see.

Outside the light hits my face.

I buy a bag of pretzels. I buy a bottle of water. I walk back to my car. The station wagon is still there. His wife finishes strapping the child in. She closes the rear door. I lean against my own car. I eat two pretzels. I wait.

He comes out of the building. His head is down. He gets into the driver's seat.

The engine turns over. The wagon reverses. It swings past me toward the exit. His window lines up with mine for a single breath.

I look straight at him. I run my tongue slowly across my lips. I grin.

He looks away first. He drives out of the lot.

I finish the pretzels. I get back in the car. I pull onto the highway. The rest stop drops away in the mirror. The afternoon sun has slid lower. The road ahead lies open. My body is loose. I am satisfied. I am already thinking about what might come next.

The campus buildings are low and made of dark stone.

Dusk light is grey and purple over the cracked brick paths. Shadows from the old trees cover the walkways. The whole place feels more intentional than the campus Ethan attends. It feels like a place where people think.

Lily is waiting by the gate.

She is thin and pretty. An oversized sweater and dark leggings cover her small frame. Her dark hair is pulled back in a loose bun. She looks like the version of me I used to be before the medication changed everything.

She pulls me into a long hug.

Her small ribcage presses against mine. Her arms are surprisingly strong. She smells like peppermint and cold air. She pulls back and she does not let go of my hands. Her green eyes move over my face and my throat and the way my sexy, full breasts sit under my top.

"You look incredible, Mom."

"So do you, Lily."

"No. You look. I don't know. You have a glow. You look happy."

I smile at my daughter.

The memory of the rest stop bathroom is a solid fact in my head. The man's rough hands on my tits. The way he pulled my hair and called me an animal. The weight of him from behind as he used me. I look at Lily and I see the intuition in her green eyes and I keep my face still.

"The road is good for me," I say.

We walk toward the town.

Small shops and cafes with glowing windows line the street. The air is sharp. Lily talks about her thesis. She talks about the ceramics studio. She talks about the group of friends we are meeting for dinner. I listen to the rhythm of her voice and I am glad to be here.

The restaurant is loud and warm.

Roasted garlic and wood smoke fill the air. A long wooden table is set in the back corner. Four students stand up when we arrive. Lily introduces them. Maya is small. Sarah is tall and wears glasses. Ben is quiet.

Noah is the last one.

He has dark hair and a slow smile. He wears a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up. His forearms are tanned and covered in fine dark hair. He looks at me and he does not look away. He pulls out a chair for me.

"It is a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Hayes."

"Maggie, please."

The dinner is easy.

The wine is cold and crisp. The food is heavy. I sit between Lily and Noah. I answer questions about the drive. I answer questions about Ethan. I feel the attention from the table and I like it.

Noah’s leg brushes mine under the table.

It stays there. He does not move it away. He just keeps talking to Sarah about a history seminar. I feel the heat of his thigh through my jeans. I feel the pulse in my cunt start up again. It is a low and steady throb. I am horny and the feeling is familiar and good.

Lily is laughing.

She looks happy. She looks proud of me. I sit in the middle of her life and I play the part of the visiting mother. I do it well. I am the woman with the heavy breasts and the dark hair and the filth in her head.

The night winds down.

We stand on the pavement outside. The air is cold now. The group is splitting up. Maya and Sarah head toward the library. Ben starts down the hill.

Noah stays.

He stands close to me while Lily says goodbye to Maya. The streetlight hits the side of his face. He looks at me and the look is not one a student gives a mother.

"I hope you enjoy the rest of your visit, Maggie."

"I plan to."

He reaches out.

His skin is warm and rough. He does not shake my hand. He presses a small piece of folded paper into my palm. He closes my fingers over it. His thumb drags once across my knuckles.

"In case you need a tour guide," he says.

His eyes hold mine. I feel the paper. I feel the heat in my face. I do not look down.

"Goodnight, Noah."

"Goodnight."

He turns and walks away into the dark.

I slip the paper into my pocket. Lily turns back to me and slips her arm through mine.

"They liked you," she says.

"I liked them too."

We walk toward her dorm. The paper is a small weight against my hip. The night is quiet and the campus is still. My pussy is throbbing and I am already thinking about the morning.
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Lily's hands move over the spinning clay, her fingers pinching the rim of a bowl with the same focused press in her jaw that Tom gets when he is concentrating. The studio smells of dust and damp stone. Sunlight cuts through the high windows and lands on the back of my neck.

I sit on a low stool and watch her work, my own hands folded in my lap, fingers curled into my palms. My cunt is wet. Has been since I woke up. My nipples rub the silk of my bra with every breath and I am sitting very still so I do not have to think about it.

A boy in a stained apron stands across the room. Tall, broad across the chest, dark forearms. My mind goes straight to his cock, to what it would feel like if I pulled him into the supply closet and got his jeans open before he could say anything. The thought makes my clit pulse. I look back at Lily.

"You're quiet today, Mom."

"I'm just watching you work."

She smiles and goes back to the clay. The lie sits easy in my throat. I have gotten good at those.

We walk out an hour later into bright campus air that smells of mown grass and coffee from the courtyard cart. Young men cross the quad in loose groups and I clock each of them the way I have learned to clock them, the swing of the stride, the way a pair of jeans fits across the thighs. My full breasts move under my fitted top. A boy near the fountain notices. I let him look.

In the lunch queue a student in a rowing jacket stands close behind me. He smells of sweat and cold soap and his thighs press against the back of mine when the line stalls. Nngh. The sound stays behind my teeth. I press my knees together and feel the wet fabric of my underwear and wait for the line to move.

Lily talks about her thesis over sandwiches and iced coffee in the shade. I hear most of it. My fingers find the square of paper in the pocket of my jeans, the one with Noah's number in untidy blue ink, and I trace the edges of it while she explains the history of local clay deposits. Noah is twenty-two. He pressed this into my palm last night after dinner, his eyes on my breasts, no pretense in any of it. He knows I am Lily's mother. He does not care about that. Neither do I.

Lily looks at her watch.

"Seminar in ten minutes. Will you be okay?"

"Go. I'll look at that museum by the gates."

Her hug is warm and she smells like the herbal shampoo I used to buy for her when she was in high school. I watch her walk away across the quad, light on her feet, good and bright and entirely herself. I wait until she rounds the corner.

Then I walk to my car and drive back to the motel.

I booked it before I left home, three nights on Route 9 at the edge of town. Lily offered her couch and I said I didn't want to crowd her, which was true enough. What was also true was that I wanted a room with a door that locked, thin walls I didn't have to feel guilty about, and no chance of my daughter hearing anything through the floor. The Starlight Motor Inn has a handwritten vacancy sign and a carpet the color of old tobacco and it suits me fine.

The key is already in my bag. Room 12 is at the far end of the block, away from the office, away from the two families parked near the ice machine. The room smells of stale air conditioning and something faintly chemical from the carpet. The bedspread is thin and orange and has the specific look of something that has absorbed years of other people's business. I have slept in it for two nights and stopped noticing after the first hour.

I sit on the edge of the bed. The springs groan. I pull the paper from my pocket and smooth it flat on my thigh, look at the numbers one more time, then open my phone.

"I'm at the Starlight on Route 9. Room 12. Don't make me wait."

I send it. I lie back on the orange bedspread with my shoes still on and press the heel of my palm hard between my thighs over the denim and feel how wet the fabric already is. My heart is fast. My nipples are stiff and pointed and dragging against the inside of my shirt with every breath. Forty-five years old, lying on a stained motel bedspread in the middle of a Tuesday afternoon waiting for my daughter's friend to knock on the door.

The thought alone makes me clench.

A car turns into the lot.

His knock is three short raps, unhurried. I cross the room in four steps and open the door.

Noah is tall in the frame, dark-haired, wearing a grey t-shirt that fits close across his chest and shoulders. His eyes move from my face down to my full breasts under my top and back up again. He does not apologize for it.

"You texted fast," he says.

"I've been thinking about this since last night."

He comes inside. I close the door and turn the lock and when I turn back around he is already close, his hands going to my waist, his eyes still on my chest. He smells like clean skin and something faintly woody. He is twenty-two years old and his hands are warm through the fabric of my shirt and my cunt is so wet it is starting to run down my inner thigh.

His mouth comes down on mine. Not soft, not tentative. His hands pull my hips forward and I feel his cock already hard against my stomach, the full length of it pressing through his jeans, and a sound comes out of me into his mouth.

He pulls back just enough to get the hem of my shirt. I lift my arms. The shirt goes over my head and lands somewhere behind him. His eyes drop to my full, heavy 36D breasts in the black bra and he goes very still for a moment, just looking.

"Christ," he says.

I reach back and unclip the bra. It falls forward and his hands are there before it hits the floor, both palms cupping the weight of my breasts, warm and firm, his thumbs dragging across my nipples. Nngh. My head tips back. My nipples pull hard and stiff under his thumbs and he rolls them slowly, deliberately, watching my face while he does it.

The backs of my knees find the edge of the bed. I sit and get his belt open, his button, his zip, and push his jeans and boxers down his thighs in one pull. His cock is right at eye level. Thick and hard and pointing straight at me. I wrap my fingers around the base and hear his sharp intake of breath.

I take him in my mouth.

His hand goes to the back of my head, not pushing, just resting there, his fingers threading into my dark hair. I work him in slow strokes, my lips tight around the shaft, my tongue moving under the head. The sounds he makes are low and broken and very young. My full breasts hang heavy and loose as I lean forward, my nipples grazing the bedspread, and the friction of it sends a sharp pulse straight to my clit.

"Fuck," he says. "Fuck, stop, I'll—"

I pull back. I lie back on the bed and get my jeans unzipped. He takes the waistband and pulls them off my legs along with my underwear in one fast movement and drops them on the floor. He stands at the foot of the bed and looks at me. My full breasts fall to the sides of my chest. My wide hips press into the orange bedspread. My thighs are slick.

He kneels on the mattress between my legs and his mouth goes between my thighs without any preamble.

The first touch of his tongue makes my back lift off the bed. He is not polished but he is enthusiastic and he listens, his tongue pressing and circling while I move my hips to tell him what works. Two of his fingers push inside me and I clench hard around them and press the back of my wrist against my mouth to keep the sound from going through the walls.

Then I take my wrist away. The walls here are thin and the neighbors can think what they like.

Mmph. Yes. Right there.

His fingers curl forward, finding the spot that makes my thighs press against his shoulders, and his tongue keeps the same tight circle on my clit and the orgasm comes fast and crashing, my hips bucking up against his mouth, a long broken sound tearing out of me into the stale motel air. He works me through every wave of it until my hand pushes his head away because I cannot take any more of the direct pressure.

He wipes his mouth on the back of his hand and looks up at me from between my thighs with an expression that is young and pleased with itself.

Good. He should be pleased. That was a good start.

I reach down and get a handful of his t-shirt and pull him up the bed. He strips the shirt off as he comes. His chest and stomach are lean and tight with the kind of body that stays that way without effort. My hands go flat against his chest and feel the beat of his heart under my palms.

He reaches for his jeans on the floor, fishes a condom from the back pocket, tears it open with his teeth. I watch him roll it on. The horniness is a roar in my head now. The orgasm proved how hungry I am and the hunger has come back twice as loud.

He lines himself up. His eyes find mine.

"Tell me if it's too much."

I look at him. I pull my knees wide and tilt my hips up and reach down to guide him forward.

"It won't be."

He pushes in slowly. The stretch is immediate and deep and my mouth falls open around a sound that is not quite a word.

He holds there for a moment, buried to the hilt, watching my face. The full weight of him inside me, thick and still, makes my thighs shake. My fingers dig into his lower back. My cunt clenches around him once, hard, and he makes a low sound against my jaw.

Then he moves.

The first thrust drives me up the mattress. My full heavy breasts shake with the impact. I get my hands flat against the headboard and push back to meet him and find the rhythm fast, his hips snapping forward into mine, the creak of the cheap bed springs keeping time underneath us. The sounds I make come out steady and I do not try to stop them.

He is not careful about it. He is twenty-two and he fucks like he has something to prove, deep and hard, his hands gripping my wide hips and pulling them back into each thrust. The headboard finds the wall. It hits it once, twice, settles into a rhythm of its own. The orange bedspread bunches under my back. I do not care about any of it.

"Harder," I say.

He gives me harder. His hips drive forward and the impact shudders up through my stomach and into my chest. My breasts bounce hard with each thrust. My nipples are raw from the bedspread and the friction of his chest when he drops his weight onto me and I want more of it.

The thought arrives clean and sharp between one thrust and the next. He knows Lily. He sat at her dinner table last night and passed the bread basket and laughed at something her roommate said. He is inside me now in a room that smells of old carpet and stale air and his cock fills me completely and Lily is twenty minutes away in a seminar talking about clay deposits.

The orgasm that thought triggers is violent. My cunt clamps down around him in deep clenching pulses and my back arches off the mattress and the sound that comes out of me is loud enough that I hear a door close somewhere along the block. He keeps moving through all of it, short and deep, grinding forward at the end of each stroke, and I come apart in long waves that leave my thighs trembling and my vision white at the edges.

He slows. His breath is ragged against my shoulder.

"Did you just—"

"Don't stop."

A short laugh, low and disbelieving, and his hips start again.

He flips me onto my stomach without asking. His hand finds the back of my neck, not hard, just present, and I press my face into the pillow and get my knees under me and push my wide hips back. He pushes back in from behind and the angle is different and better and I say so directly into the pillow.

"Mmph. God. Like that."

His free hand comes around my hip and his fingers find my clit and press in on either side and I stop being able to form sentences. The sounds I make are wet and formless and the headboard has resumed its conversation with the wall. His thighs slap the backs of mine with each thrust, a low rhythmic impact that the whole room can hear, and I have stopped caring about the whole room entirely.

The second orgasm builds slower and deeper, starting in my clit and spreading back through my cunt and up into my belly. I press back hard onto his cock and grind against his fingers and chase it with everything I have, my full breasts swaying under me, my knees sliding apart on the bunched bedspread. He keeps the pace, deep and steady, his breath coming apart above me.

"There. Right there, don't you dare stop."

He doesn't stop. The orgasm breaks through in a long deep shudder that curls my toes and makes my arms buckle. I drive my face into the pillow and let it be as loud as it wants. His rhythm breaks above me, his hips stuttering forward and grinding in, and he comes with his weight pressed full against my back, one long shaking exhale into the back of my neck.

We stay like that for a moment. His heart pounds against my spine. The room is quiet except for the hum of the air conditioning unit and our breathing and the distant sound of a truck on Route 9.

He rolls off. We lie side by side on the wrecked orange bedspread, not touching, staring at the water-stained ceiling. His chest rises and falls fast. Mine does too.

After a moment he turns his head and looks at me.

"Lily has no idea, does she."

"No."

"Good." He says it like he means it, like the secret is something he wants to keep for himself. His eyes move down my body, over my full breasts, my stomach, my thighs. "She'd think I was insane."

"She'd think we both were."

"Are we?"

I consider that for a moment. The ceiling has a crack running from the light fixture to the far corner. I have been looking at it for two nights.

"Probably," I say.

He laughs. It is a good laugh, genuine and a little undone. I like him for it. His hand finds my hip in the dark, warm and easy, no agenda in it.

"Can I stay a while?"

I look at him. Twenty-two, dark-haired, still slightly breathless, his eyes on my face with a directness that most men his age haven't learned yet.

"One more round," I say. "Then you go."

The corner of his mouth lifts.

"One more round," he agrees.

He stays for another round, slower this time, both of us on our sides, his chest warm against my back, his hand full of my breast, his cock pushing in from behind in long unhurried strokes that build into something quiet and thorough and entirely satisfying. I come with my face pressed into his forearm, muffled and deep and mine.

At half past midnight he gets dressed in the dark. His belt buckle clinks. He leans down and presses his mouth to my temple, warm and brief.

"I'll see you at dinner tomorrow? With Lily?"

"Of course," I say.

The door opens and closes. His footsteps cross the gravel and a car starts and pulls out of the lot and Route 9 takes him.

I lie on my back in the dark room. The bedspread is ruined. My thighs are wet and my breasts are tender and the horniness sits quiet in my belly for the first time since morning, settled and still, the way it gets after it has taken what it came for.

My phone screen lights the ceiling. A text from Tom, sent an hour ago.

"Hope you're having a good evening with Lily. Miss you."

I type back.

"Lovely evening. Tired now. Miss you too. Sleep well."

I put the phone face-down on the nightstand. I close my eyes. The truck on Route 9 has moved on. The motel is silent. I am asleep inside of a minute.
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The motel ceiling again. The same water stain in the same corner, the curtain doing almost enough, the orange bedspread in a heap at the foot of the bed where it landed sometime around two in the morning.

My hips are already moving when I wake. My cunt is throbbing and my clit is already pulsing, low and specific, not caring that Noah left six hours ago or that I got myself off twice in the dark after his headlights crossed the ceiling. The body does not keep accounts. It just keeps asking.

My hand goes where it needs to go.

"Mmph."

The sound comes out low and unhurried into the empty room. Nobody to contain it for. My full, heavy breasts roll across my chest as my back arches, my nipples tight and dragging the sheet, and I work myself in slow deliberate circles and let the morning take its time.

The orgasm comes clenching and bright, my thighs pressing around my own wrist, a second sound folding out through my nose. I lie still and feel it move through me to the edges.

My clit is still throbbing when I get up. It never fully stops. It finds a lower register after an orgasm, a steady pulse between my thighs, and what it is asking for is a mouth or a cock or at minimum a hand that isn't mine. Patient about it for now. Not patient for long.

I shower. The wrap dress goes on over bare skin, dark green fabric crossing low across my chest and cinching at the waist, the neckline sitting deep in my cleavage, the hem at mid-thigh. A light jacket over it against the morning chill. The mirror shows the flush still sitting high on my throat, my dark hair loose, my green eyes bright. Three days into Lily's town and I look exactly like what I am.

The courtyard coffee cart is already busy when I cross the quad. Lily is there before me, dark hair in a loose bun, her canvas tote over one shoulder, her hands already wrapped around a paper cup. She looks up when she sees me and her face does the thing it does.

"You look good," she says.

"I slept well."

Both true, in the ways they are true.

We stand with our coffees in the thin morning sun. She tells me about the seminar, something about a visiting scholar whose methodology her supervisor disagrees with, the specific pleasure she takes in watching academic disagreements play out in real time. Her hands move when she talks. I drink my coffee and ask the question that opens rather than closes and she takes it and runs.

Her watch catches the light.

"I have to go." She leans up and presses her cheek to mine. "Seminar runs until noon. Lunch after?"

"I'll find you."

She is already moving, light on her feet, her tote swinging, absorbed in whatever she was thinking about before the coffee. I watch her cross the quad and disappear through the archway at the far end.

The morning opens up around me.

The campus is familiar now. Three days of walking it with Lily has given me the paths by feel, the shortcuts, the quad that catches morning light, the building with the good noticeboards. I know which coffee cart is worth the queue and which library entrance stays quiet until ten. I know this place the way you know somewhere you are almost done with, the particular bittersweet clarity of a last few days.

I walk. My clit pulses at intervals, low and insistent. What it wants is specific: something inside me, something warm and purposeful, a mouth or a cock or two fingers that know what they are doing. Nothing on this path is offering any of that. I keep walking.

The humanities building sits at the western edge of campus, older than the others, a broad stone front with tall windows going dark inside. The door stands open. I go in because it is there and the corridor is cool and quiet after the campus air.

Noticeboards dense with paper. Doors along the left wall, all closed, a murmur of a seminar from somewhere above. The corridor runs straight to the far end where a single door sits ajar, dark beyond it.

My feet take me there.

The lecture hall is tiered, descending to a low platform and a whiteboard still carrying notes from last week in blue marker, a diagram half-erased and abandoned. High windows on the far wall let in flat grey light that reaches the upper rows and fails before it hits the bottom. The room smells of chalk and warm wood and the specific staleness of a space that holds concentrated human attention at regular intervals and then empties completely.

It holds none now. Every seat is empty.

I take the first seat in a row in the middle tier. The seat folds down under my weight with a soft mechanical sound. The quiet of the room settles around me, enormous and complete.

My cunt has been asking since the motel ceiling and the cool empty silence of this place is doing nothing to help. Three days of Lily's campus and coffee carts and Noah's cock in the motel room and the married man's fist in my hair in that rest stop bathroom, all of it sitting in my body right now, and the lecture hall holds it the same way it holds everything else: in perfect, indifferent silence.

My hand finds my thigh.

My clit pulses hard the moment my fingers arrive. The white dress rides up under my palm. My fingers find the hem and go under it.

The acoustics in this room are merciless.

The first sound I make goes up to the ceiling and comes straight back down, doubled, filling every tier. I don't try to contain it. The corridor outside was empty, the building half-asleep in the mid-morning quiet, and my cunt has been asking since before I opened my eyes and I am not in the business of being quiet in empty rooms anymore.

My full, heavy breasts press against the fitted fabric of the dress with each forward roll of my hips. My nipples are stiff against the cotton. The heel of my palm grinds against my clit and two fingers push inside and my head tips back against the seat.

"Nngh. Yes."

The sound fills the hall. Comes back. Fills it again.

The upper door opens.

Footsteps at the top of the hall. One set, light and fast, the stride of someone who expects an empty room.

I don't stop.

The footsteps stop dead. No bag dropped, no rustling, no movement at all. Just the sudden absence of sound where there was sound, and the noises I am making filling every cubic metre of the hall in the silence he has left behind.

A very long pause.

Then the footsteps start again. Slower. Tentative, each one placed like he is not entirely sure the floor will hold him. Coming down the aisle toward me, row by row, stopping once, starting again. My hips roll forward into my own hand, my full breasts pressing against the fitted fabric of the dress with each push, the dress already bunched at my waist, my bare ass pressing directly into the folded seat.

He stops at the aisle beside my row.

I turn my head.

Young. Very young. Nineteen, maybe twenty, the particular softness still in his jaw that will be gone in a year or two. A backpack over one shoulder, a water bottle in his hand, a look on his face like a man who has just walked through a door he cannot believe is real. His eyes travel from my face down my bare thighs, to my hand working between my spread legs, to the full bare weight of my breasts loose inside the open neckline of my dress. They move back up to my face in slow motion.

I look straight at him and keep going.

"Nngh."

His mouth opens. Nothing comes out. The water bottle makes a soft sound against the seat back as his grip on it loosens.

He can't sit. The row is closed off at both ends and I am in the middle and the aisle is where he stands. He stays there, one hand finding the seat back beside him for balance, close enough that I could reach out and touch his leg without extending my arm.

He stares.

"Who are you?" he says. His voice comes out barely above a whisper.

"Nobody you know."

"What are you — " He stops. Starts again. "Why are you — "

"Because I wanted to," I say. "Come closer."

He takes one step forward. His backpack slides off his shoulder and lands on the aisle floor and he doesn't look at it.

My free hand finds the knot at my waist and pulls it loose. The wrap falls open on both sides and my full, heavy breasts fall free in the flat grey light from the high windows. They settle heavy against my ribcage, nipples tight and dark, the full round weight of them catching the pale light.

The sound he makes is not a word. Something younger than a word, pushed out through his nose.

"You can touch them," I say.

His hand comes up and stops an inch from my breast. Hovering.

"Go on," I say.

His palm lands on my breast and both of us make a sound at the same time. His is low and involuntary. Mine comes out sharp and clear and goes straight to the ceiling.

"Nngh. Yes."

His fingers spread over the full soft weight of my breast, squeezing once, tentative, and I arch into his hand and he grips harder immediately, instinctively, his thumb dragging across my nipple. I scoot down in the seat, letting my back slide lower against the rest, my hips tilting up, my thighs falling wider. The angle opens everything. His eyes drop between my legs and stay there, watching my fingers work, watching exactly what my hand is doing and how and where.

"Both hands," I say.

Both palms cover my breasts. He mauls them with the clumsy enthusiasm of someone whose hands know what they want even when the rest of him is still somewhere back at the door trying to understand the room. He squeezes the full weight of them, his thumbs finding my nipples and pressing and rolling, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh.

"Ahh. Yes. Harder."

He obliges. His fingers dig in and my back arches off the seat and a long broken sound rolls out of me and fills every corner of the hall and comes back.

"Ohhh, nngh, like that."

He is staring at his own hands on my chest with an expression caught between reverence and bewilderment. Then his eyes come up to my face.

"Are you — " he starts. "Do you do this a lot?"

The question is so earnest it sits warm in my chest alongside everything else. I look up at him, his flushed face right there above me, his hands full of my breasts, his backpack on the floor of a university lecture hall at ten in the morning.

"Often enough," I say.

"Here?" he says. "Like, in this building?"

"First time in this building."

He nods slowly, processing that, his thumbs still moving across my nipples without him seeming to notice he is still doing it. My hips are rolling up into my own hand, my ass bare against the seat, two fingers deep inside while my palm grinds my clit, and he is nodding thoughtfully like we are having a conversation about campus facilities.

"I have a lecture here," he says. "On Thursdays."

"Good for you," I say.

"I'm just saying I — " His voice breaks off. His eyes drop back to my hand between my thighs, watching the movement of it, and whatever he was going to say dissolves entirely.

"Get yourself out," I say. "Stand right here and let me watch."

His hands leave my breasts, reluctant and slow, and go to his zip.

His cock comes out already hard, flushed and thick, and his fist closes around it. He stands in the aisle right beside my seat, close enough that I can see the detail of his knuckles, close enough that when he starts stroking I can hear the rhythm of it alongside my own.

He looks down at me.

I look up at him.

His eyes move over my face, my throat, the full bare weight of my breasts falling to the sides of my chest as I recline deeper in the seat, my hips tilted up, my thighs spread wide and my hand working between them. He takes all of it in with the concentrated attention of someone filing it away carefully, storing every detail.

"You're so — " he starts.

"Don't talk," I say. "Just watch."

His fist tightens on his cock and his jaw closes and he watches.

The hall is full of sound. My sounds, low and rhythmic, building with each roll of my hips. The wet sound of my fingers. His breathing, fast and shallow, above me. The dry friction of his fist. All of it going up to the ceiling and coming back down, filling the tiered rows, the empty seats, the half-erased diagram on the whiteboard below.

My clit is throbbing tight and specific under my palm. I work two fingers deep and curl them forward on each stroke and grind the heel of my hand down and the orgasm pulls itself together, gathering low in my belly, tightening from the inside out.

"Nngh. Fuck. Yes."

His rhythm speeds up at the sound of it. His eyes are on my hand, then on my face, then on my full bare breasts swaying with each push of my hips, the nipples stiff and dark in the grey light. He is biting the inside of his cheek. His knuckles are white.

"Can I — " he says.

"What."

"Touch them again. While I — "

"Yes."

One hand comes back to my breast. He cups the full warm weight of it and squeezes, his thumb dragging my nipple, his other hand still working his cock in fast tight strokes beside my shoulder. The combined sensation, his hand on my breast and my own hand between my thighs, stacks hard and fast and my back arches up off the seat.

"Ahh. Don't stop. Don't move that hand."

"I won't." His voice is wrecked now, all the wondering gone out of it, replaced with something simpler and more urgent. "I won't stop."

His thumb presses my nipple flat and rolls it and I clench hard around my own fingers and the orgasm surges forward, right at the edge, my thighs trembling against the seat.

I take my time. The orgasm is right there, a breath away, and I keep it there, working myself in tight slow circles, feeling it pulse and gather. His hand is squeezing my breast in short urgent grips, his breathing loud and broken above me, his cock right there beside my shoulder, his fist a blur.

I look up at his face. Flushed and young and entirely undone, his eyes moving between my breasts and my hand and my face with helpless urgency.

"I'm gonna — " His voice cracks. Pure panic in it. "I can't, I'm gonna — fuck, I'm sorry, I can't stop it — "

He comes before the sentence is finished. His hips lurch forward and he sprays across my bare belly and my cunt in three hard pulses, the warmth hitting my skin in fast urgent stripes, his whole body shaking with it, a strangled sound tearing out of him that bounces off every surface in the hall.

The heat of it lands across my stomach and runs down over my clit and between my thighs and my hand presses hard into it and the orgasm slams through me without warning, violent and deep, my cunt clenching in hard rhythmic pulses, my thighs snapping shut, my full heavy breasts jolting with the force of it, bouncing free and loose against my chest as my whole body shakes.

"Ahh. Ohhh. Nngh, fuck!"

My back lifts off the seat. My heels press into the floor. The sound that comes out of me is long and open and shapeless and fills the entire hall and I don't try to do anything about it, just ride it, my fingers working through every clenching wave until my thighs are shaking and my arms are shaking and my full breasts are still moving with the last tremors of it.

I go still.

A breath. Two.

I look down at my belly, at his come warm across my skin, pooled in my navel, running down through my pubic hair and between my thighs. Then I look up at him.

He is standing in the aisle with his mouth open and his cock still out and an expression of pure shell-shocked disbelief on his young face, like a man who stepped into a lecture hall to collect a forgotten notebook and instead had the most significant ten minutes of his life.

A giggle comes out of me. Genuine, surprised by itself, low and warm.

His expression shifts. Something almost offended in it, then something that is trying very hard not to smile.

"Are you laughing?" he says.

"A little," I say.

I look back down at my belly. I reach into my bag and find the small pack of tissues I have carried since the first rest stop and take my time cleaning up, unhurried, his eyes on me the whole while. My belly first, then between my thighs, then the inside of the dress where the fabric sits against my skin. I fold the tissues and drop them under the seat.

Then I pull the wrap closed and tie it at the waist and straighten up in the seat and run both hands through my dark hair. He tucks himself away with the careful movements of someone slowly returning to his body. His backpack is still on the floor of the aisle where it landed.

He opens his mouth.

I pick up my bag and stand and move past him into the aisle.

"Wait," he says. "Can I — can I get your — "

I walk up the aisle toward the upper door. My boots are quiet on the steps. The door swings open and the corridor comes back, the noticeboards, the closed seminar doors, the murmur of voices behind them.

At the far end the building's front door lets in pale campus light.

I push through it.

The quad opens up around me, students crossing in loose groups, the coffee cart doing its lunchtime queue, the ordinary life of a Tuesday morning running exactly as it was when I walked in forty minutes ago. The flush sits high across my throat and collarbone. My clit is still pulsing, soft and satisfied, the good quiet that comes after something clean and complete.

My phone buzzes.

Lily. "Done! Where are you? Lunch?"

I look back once at the humanities building, its broad stone front, its tall dark windows.

"On my way," I type back. "Coffee cart?"

Her reply is immediate. A thumbs up and a sandwich emoji.

I walk toward the cart. The good quiet sits in my body and asks for nothing. For now.
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Lily shoulders her tote and checks her watch and gives me the full smile before she goes, the one that takes over her whole face.

"Back at seven," she says. "Library steps."

She is already moving before I answer. I watch her cross the quad and finish my coffee standing at the cart in the thin afternoon sun.

The morning sits settled in my body. The lecture hall, the empty rows, that boy's face above me, the specific absurdity of cleaning up with motel tissues in a university seat. A giggle moves through me again just at the memory of it. My clit pulses once, soft and easy, a reminder rather than a demand. The afternoon is mine and for once I am not white-knuckling my way through it.

I walk the main street slowly. The bookshop first, twenty minutes between the shelves, a paperback I half-consider and put back. Then a coffee at a table outside the small café two doors down, both hands around the cup, watching the street move at its afternoon pace. Students with bags, a woman pushing a pram, two older men stopped outside the hardware shop in the middle of a conversation that has clearly been going on for years.

My clit is a low steady pulse between my thighs. Companionable about it for now. The morning took the worst edge off and what's left is the ordinary hum of a body that always wants more cock than it is getting, sitting quietly enough to let the coffee taste like coffee.

The cinema is mid-street, a narrow frontage with a marquee in red lettering and a hand-written board propped beside the door. I don't read what's playing. The word MATINEE is enough, and the cool dark I can feel coming through the propped door from where I'm sitting. I finish the coffee and go.

The student behind the glass window has the specific expression of someone four hours into a six-hour shift with nothing to do. He takes my card and prints a ticket and goes back to his phone before I have picked it up. Water from the concession stand, a small bag of something salted, and then through the heavy curtain into the dark.

Small cinema. Low ceiling, walls close, a screen that fills the far end entirely. Maybe eighty seats in a gentle rake, a dozen of them occupied, the crowd spread wide in the particular way of people who want maximum distance from strangers. The film is already twenty minutes in, something with muted colours and a lot of talking, the kind of afternoon film that asks very little.

I take a seat in the back row on the side aisle. Nobody in my row. The row directly in front is empty. Two rows ahead a man sits alone on the right side, his arm along the rest, his face turned up to the screen.

The curtain settles behind me.

The dark folds in. The screen throws soft shifting light across the ceiling. The salted thing is good and I eat it slowly and watch the film without trying to follow it, the voices washing over me, the afternoon outside entirely gone.

My skirt rides up on the armrest.

The need sharpens almost immediately, the way it always sharpens when the dark and the quiet take away every other thing to focus on. My thighs press together once. Twice. My full breasts press against the fabric of my top with each breath, my nipples stiffening against the cotton in the cool cinema air.

My hand finds my thigh.

The film keeps talking above me. The dozen other heads stay turned toward the screen. The water bottle is cold in my left hand and my right hand moves under the hem of my skirt and finds exactly what it finds every time, slick and specific and already asking.

The man two rows ahead shifts in his seat.

He turns his head the way people do in cinemas, a slow casual scan of the room behind him. His eyes find me before they have finished the arc. They stop.

He goes very still.

The screen throws a pale wash of light across the rows and in it I can see his face clearly enough. Forties, a heavy jaw, the kind of face that doesn't give much away. His eyes are on my hand under the skirt and they stay there for a long moment before they come up to my face.

I look straight at him and keep going.

He turns back to face the screen. A beat. Two. Then he picks up his jacket from the seat beside him and stands and moves along his row toward the aisle. I think he is leaving. He reaches the aisle and turns and comes up one row and sits down directly in front of me.

Right there. The seatback a foot from my knees. His head level with my chest when he faces forward, level with my face when he turns around.

He turns around.

His forearms go on the top of the seatback and he looks at me over them, his chin almost resting on his hands, his eyes dropping straight to where my hand moves under the hem of my skirt.

I take my hand out from under my skirt and pull the wrap open at the waist, both sides falling away.

My full, heavy breasts fall free in the shifting cinema light, bare and loose, my nipples stiff and dark. I let them settle against my ribcage and look at his face.

His jaw goes tight. His forearms press harder into the seatback. His eyes move over my chest with a slowness that is almost painful, taking the full weight of my breasts, the dark stiff points of my nipples, the way the screen light moves across my skin when something bright happens above us.

I put my hand back between my thighs and with my free hand I cup my left breast from below. The full warm weight of it fills my palm. I squeeze slowly, watching his face while I do it, my fingers pressing into the soft flesh, and his breath comes out through his nose in one short controlled push.

I roll my nipple between my thumb and forefinger. Slow. His eyes track every movement of my fingers.

"Mmph."

The sound comes out small and pressed but in the quiet between the film's dialogue it carries and the man hasn't blinked in thirty seconds.

The diagonal man is the second one. Three seats to my left, one row ahead, angled toward me already without my having noticed. His face turns fully toward me now, making no pretense of the screen. Lean, dark jacket, a stillness about him that suggests he has been in situations he needed to be quiet in before. His eyes find my bare breasts and my hand working my nipple and stay there. His right arm moves in small controlled pulses under the cover of his jacket.

The man across the aisle is the third. Older, grey at the temples, leaning forward on his elbows, and I understand now he saw what was happening before either of the others. His eyes move between my face and my chest with slow deliberate attention, missing nothing.

Three of them. The dozen other heads stay turned toward the screen. The four of us are in our own separate dark.

I lift my breast.

It takes effort, the full heavy weight of it, and I have to lean forward slightly in the seat and bow my head and I can just reach. My tongue finds my own nipple, a single slow pass across the stiff peak, and the sensation shoots straight down through my belly to my clit and my fingers jerk hard between my thighs.

"Nngh."

The diagonal man's rhythm stops entirely for two full seconds. The man across the aisle makes a sound low in his chest that he cuts off fast. The man directly in front of me lifts his chin off his hands and his mouth opens and his eyes go wide and for a moment he looks exactly like the lecture hall boy, young and disbelieving, the composure entirely gone.

I let my breast fall. It settles heavy against my ribcage, my nipple dark and wet in the cinema light. My hips roll forward into my hand and I squeeze the full warm weight of my breast again and watch his face come back to itself slowly, jaw tightening, the composure returning piece by piece like he is building it back from scratch.

His hand rests on top of the seatback. Open, palm down, not reaching. Close enough that my bare breast would be inches from his fingers if I leaned forward.

He could touch it. He doesn't.

The door at the back could open at any moment. They all know it. They are each exactly as close as the situation allows while keeping the plausible shape of men sitting in cinema seats, and the restraint it is costing them is visible in every jaw and every controlled breath and every carefully held still body.

I roll my right nipple now, pulling it out slowly between my thumb and finger, feeling it stiffen further, and the diagonal man's head drops back half an inch and his rhythm goes ragged and he catches it and steadies himself. The older one across the aisle shifts on his elbows and his eyes go dark.

I lift the right breast this time. Lean forward in the seat, the effort of it, the full weight requiring both the bow of my head and a tilt of my spine, and my tongue finds the nipple again, circling it slowly, and my fingers grind hard against my clit and the sound that comes out of me is the loudest thing yet, a low broken note that I catch behind my teeth half a beat too late.

It lands in the quiet cinema like a stone in water.

Nobody at the other end of the room moves. The heads stay forward. But the diagonal man's breath punches out in one sharp burst and the man across the aisle closes his eyes for three seconds and the man directly in front of me makes a low, involuntary, completely undone sound against his own forearms.

I let the breast fall. Wet nipple, the cool cinema air hitting it immediately. I lean back in the seat and roll my hips forward and work my clit in tight deliberate circles and look at each of their faces in turn, heavy lidded, unhurried.

All three of them are right at the edge. I can see it in the set of every jaw and the speed of every hidden rhythm and the specific glassy quality that comes into a man's eyes when he is holding himself back by pure will.

Good. They can wait.

My clit is throbbing in dense tight pulses and the orgasm has pulled itself into something solid and close and enormous. My thighs tremble against the seat. Every sound I suppress winds it tighter, the restraint compounding the pressure until the two of them together are more than my fingers have given me all afternoon.

The film does something loud above us. Score swell, voices rising. The man directly in front takes the cover of it to say something. His mouth moves. I can't read it in the dark.

I shake my head. I didn't catch it.

He leans forward another fraction, his mouth closer, and says it again, low enough that only the distance between us carries it.

"Don't stop."

As if I was going to.

My fingers press hard and my palm grinds down and my hips push forward off the seat and the orgasm is right there, one breath away, the whole weight of it gathered and the three of them watching from their careful distances and my full bare breasts loose in the cinema dark and the door behind me and the film running obliviously above all of it.

My thighs clamp down around my wrist and my back presses hard into the seat and the orgasm tears through me, my cunt clenching in long deep pulses, and the sound comes up my throat and I drive it behind closed lips and hold it there. My free hand finds my full bare breast and squeezes, hard, both the clenching and the grip happening at the same moment, my fingers sinking deep into the soft flesh, and the pain is sharp and immediate and entirely good and a second sound presses behind my teeth alongside the first.

I squeeze harder.

The pain shoots from my breast through my chest and straight back down to my clit, stacking directly on top of the orgasm still moving through me, and my fingers are still working between my thighs and the clenching hasn't stopped and a second orgasm slams up fast behind the first, building on the heat of the pain. I dig my fingers deeper into my breast and my nipple is crushed under my palm and my hips buck forward off the seat and my cunt grips my fingers in a second wave of hard violent pulses, deeper than the first, my thighs snapping shut, my full bare breasts jolting and shaking, the one in my grip trembling against my own fingers.

The sound behind my lips is not one sound. It is several, layered and shapeless, pressed hard behind my jaw while my cunt keeps clenching and my breast keeps throbbing and the pain and the pleasure are the same thing now, both just heat tearing through me in long hard waves.

My fingers work through every pulse until there is nothing left to chase.

I open my eyes.

My breast throbs warmly in my loosening grip, the flesh tender and flushed where my fingers pressed in. I look down at it. The marks of my own fingers sit across the full pale skin, four distinct pressures reddening the soft flesh. I run my thumb across them once. My cunt gives one last slow clench around nothing.

The man directly in front has not moved. His forearms are still on the seatback, his face right there, watching mine. His jaw is set hard and his eyes move over my face with an attention that is almost clinical, cataloguing what a woman looks like when she comes twice in the dark and keeps her mouth shut through both of them.

Then his shoulders drop.

His whole body shudders once, controlled and brief, and he finishes with his face turned into his own forearm, a low muffled groan pressed into the fabric of his jacket sleeve. He stays there for a moment, forehead on his arm, not moving.

The diagonal man goes next. A single short sharp exhale through his nose, his arm going rigid for three seconds and then releasing, his whole frame settling.

The older one across the aisle is last. Unhurried even now, his jaw set, his eyes on my face as he comes, steady and deliberate all the way through it. He holds my gaze for a moment afterward. Then he straightens on his elbows and looks at the screen.

The film is still talking.

I look down at my bare chest. My full, heavy breasts sit loose against my ribcage, nipples stiff, the tender flush of my own grip still across the left one. I pull my top up and settle the fabric over my breasts and smooth my skirt down over my thighs. I pick up the water bottle and drink half of it in one go.

The man directly in front lifts his head from his forearm. He looks at me over the seatback, something in his face that is neither hunger nor satisfaction, something quieter than both.

He nods once.

I nod back.

He turns around and faces the screen.

I watch the rest of the film. Whatever it is, it resolves itself in the way these things do, something restored and something lost and the credits rolling over a still image. The lights come up slowly, giving everyone time to reassemble themselves.

The diagonal man is first out, moving quickly, not looking back. The older one across the aisle stands and stretches and walks toward the exit at his own pace and glances at me once as he passes, direct and without apology. The man who sat in front of me stands slowly, taking his jacket from the seat. He turns and looks at me for a full moment.

He opens his mouth.

I raise an eyebrow.

He closes it again. Gives me the small nod a second time and walks up the aisle and through the curtain.

The cinema is empty.

The student with the broom appears at the far end, working between the rows without looking up. I finish the water and drop the bottle in the bin at the door and push through the heavy curtain into the lobby and out through the glass door into the afternoon.

The main street has shifted. The light is lower, longer, the shadows of the buildings stretching across the pavement, the temperature dropped a degree or two. The bookshop is pulling its awning in. A group of students spills out of a café across the road, loud and easy, entirely themselves.

My body is loose and quiet and my thighs are warm and my left breast throbs softly under my top and I stand on the pavement for a moment and let the air come in.

The faculty bar is two streets south, close to campus. I noticed it this morning on the walk back from the quad, a worn wooden sign, the kind of place that opens for lunch and doesn't hurry anyone out. I have an hour before I need to think about Lily and the library. An hour is enough for a glass of wine and somewhere to sit that isn't a motel room.

I turn south.

The bar's interior is dim and warm after the street, worn wood and low afternoon light and a chalk menu board above the counter. Half a dozen tables, most of them empty. I am almost at the bar when I see the corner table.

A man sits alone with a paperback open in front of him, a cold coffee at his elbow, slim metal-frame glasses resting low on his nose. Salt and pepper hair, a fitted navy blazer, a face that has aged well and seems entirely unbothered by the fact. His thumb holds his page. His eyes come up when I walk in.

They stay up.
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The Professor
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The bar is dim and warm after the street, worn wood and low afternoon light and a chalk menu board above the counter. Half a dozen tables, most of them empty.

He is at the corner table before I have reached the bar.

Dark jeans, a fitted navy blazer over a black crew, no tie in sight, slim metal-frame glasses resting low on his nose. Early to mid-fifties, neat salt-and-pepper hair, a face that has aged well and knows it without needing to perform. A heavy paperback lies open in front of him, spine cracked from use, his thumb holding his place.

He looks up when I walk in.

My eyes hold his and I hold them there a beat longer than necessary before I look at the menu board. The wrap dress crosses low across my chest and cinches at the waist, the neckline sitting deep in my cleavage, the hem at mid-thigh. My wide hips fill the skirt. My full, heavy breasts press against the wrap and the cleavage is visible and not an accident. My left breast still throbs softly under the fabric from the cinema, a warm specific tenderness that sits low in my belly alongside everything else.

I order the soup and sit two tables away.

He goes back to his book. His thumb turns a page. His coffee sits to the left of the paperback, barely touched.

The soup arrives. He reads. My spoon moves. Occasionally his eyes come up over the top edge of his glasses and find mine and neither of us makes anything of it.

After a while he turns his book over and sets it down. He picks up his coffee, discovers it is cold, sets it down again. He glances across at me.

"You were at the gallery," he says. "An hour ago. The charcoal series at the back."

"I was," I say.

"You stood there a long time."

"They were worth it."

He looks at me for a moment, deciding something.

"Come and sit here," he says. "The acoustics in this place are terrible for talking across rooms."

No preamble. No performance. He says it the way a person says pass the salt. I pick up my bowl and my water glass and cross the room and sit down opposite him.

The table is small. His knee is close to mine. His book lies between us with its spine facing up and I read the title without meaning to, something in political philosophy, a name I half-recognise from a long-ago undergrad lecture I barely paid attention to.

"What did you think?" he says.

"About the series or about being watched looking at it?"

That earns a small smile. Nothing theatrical about it.

"Start with the series," he says. "We'll get to the second part."

"Honest," I say. "No flattery in the lines. The weight sits where it actually sits on a body. Nothing corrected, nothing wished away."

"Most people walk past them," he says.

"Most people are looking for something prettier."

"And you're not."

"Not today," I say.

He takes that and sets it somewhere. His eyes move over my face with the attention of someone who makes his living reading things closely.

"Nick," he says.

"Maggie."

His hand is on the table between the book and the coffee cup. The name is just an exchange, an agreement that this conversation is happening.

"New faculty?" he says. "I don't think we've met."

"Visiting," I say. "My daughter's here. She has a full day today."

A small smile at that. Not condescending. More like the question pleased him by being wrong.

"Good," he says. "Faculty lunches are terrible."

The server refills his coffee and sets a fresh cup in front of me without being asked. The room has emptied out a little. The quiet deepens around the corner table. My knee shifts an inch closer to his under the table and neither of us mentions it.

"What do you teach?" I say.

"Philosophy," he says. "Political theory, mostly. Some ethics."

"Ethics," I say.

"Don't," he says, and the smile comes back, fuller this time.

"I wasn't going to say anything."

"Everyone says something," he says.

His eyes drop once to where the wrap dress crosses low and deep across my chest, and come back up to my face.

"What were you going to say?" he says.

"I was going to say that ethics professors are either the most principled people in a room," I say, "or the most practiced at justifying whatever they've already decided to do."

His eyebrows go up a fraction.

"And which do you think I am?"

"I've known you for twelve minutes," I say.

"Fair," he says. "Ask me again later."

The conversation moves. The gallery, his opinion of the painter, my opinion of his opinion. He is precise without being heavy, the kind of mind that cuts straight to the thing it means without dressing it up. My pussy throbs at intervals and I let it throb. His eyes come back to my mouth often enough that I stop pretending not to notice.

The bar has thinned to two other tables. A student in the corner. A woman at the far end eating alone and reading.

"Do you have somewhere to be?" he says.

"My daughter finishes at four," I say.

He glances at the clock above the bar. It is not yet two.

"Good," he says.

His knee presses against mine under the table, not moving away, not moving further, just staying there with intention. My thighs clench around the pressure of it. The wrap dress has slid an inch up my bare leg and he has noticed and hasn't looked away from my face.

"I want to keep talking," he says. "Not here."

"All right," I say.

He raises a hand for the check. No discussion, no negotiation, just the gesture and then his wallet. I don't argue. The bill is small and he covers it and stands and holds my jacket while I put it on, his hands settling it on my shoulders from behind, fingers resting there a beat longer than necessary.

The street outside is bright after the bar's interior. He walks beside me, close but not touching, hands in his jacket pockets. The campus is half a block south, the parking structure just beyond the main gates on the service road. His car is on the second level, a dark blue Volvo, mid-range and clean.

He unlocks it.

I open the back door.

He looks at the back door, then at me.

"Back seat," I say.

He doesn't ask why. He comes around and gets in from the other side and the door closes and the structure's concrete quiet folds around the car.

His jacket comes off first, tossed over the front headrest, and then his hands are on me.

No warm-up. No testing. His mouth comes down hard on mine and his hands push the wrap dress open and his palms cover my full, heavy breasts and squeeze, both of them, fingers pressing in, thumbs dragging rough across my nipples before I have finished exhaling.

He pulls back an inch, both hands still full of my breasts, thumbs still moving.

"Fucking hell," he says. "Look at these perfect fucking tits."

His eyes move over my chest, open and unhurried, taking their time.

"These have been torturing me since you walked in," he says.

His mouth drops to my breasts. Not slow. His lips close around one nipple and he sucks hard and I gasp and my fingers go into his hair and hold on.

"Ahh, nngh!"

His hand goes straight up under my skirt. No detour, no teasing, fingers pushing the underwear aside and sliding through me and the sound he makes when he feels how wet I am is low and rough and entirely satisfied.

"So fucking drenched already," he growls against my breast.

I grin against the top of his head.

"Dripping and aching for your cock," I say.

His fingers push inside me, two of them, deep and curling, and my hips buck forward into his hand.

"Fuck, yes, mmph!"

His thumb finds my clit and works it in tight circles and the orgasm surfaces immediately, right there, and I grab his wrist.

"Inside me, now, fuck, please, give it to me," I say.

He doesn't need telling twice. His hand pulls free and goes to his belt, his zip, and I'm already getting my underwear off one leg and swinging over him. The ceiling is low enough that I have to lean forward, hands on his chest. His cock pushes up against me and I bear down and take him in one hard stroke.

A sharp breath punches out of me. He makes a low, tight sound through his teeth.

His hands lock onto my wide hips and pull me down onto him to the last inch and hold me there, jaw clenched.

"Jesus, fuck, your cunt's so tight," he groans.

My hips start moving before he finishes the sentence.

The back seat gives us barely enough room and I use all of it, leaning forward, my full heavy breasts hanging in his face, swaying and jolting with every roll of my hips. His mouth closes on one nipple and bites down lightly and I clench hard around him.

"Nngh, yes, ahh!"

His hands pull me down harder. The pace builds fast, his hips pushing up to meet mine, the impact sharp and loud in the concrete quiet of the structure. His glasses get knocked sideways. He pulls them off and drops them without looking and his hands come straight back to my ass, spreading over the full curve of it, hauling me onto him.

"You're so fucking gorgeous," he says, rough and low, eyes moving over my chest, my face, back down. "This body was built to take cock."

My cunt clenches at that and he feels it and grins.

"Harder, fuck me harder," I say.

He gives me harder. His hips drive up and his hands drag me down and the seat creaks under the weight of it and I stop caring about the sound. My breasts jerk with every thrust. My clit grinds against him on each downstroke and the orgasm is stacking fast, pulling itself tight at the base of my spine.

"Don't stop, don't you fucking stop, ahh, I'm right there!"

"I feel you squeezing, fuck, greedy little pussy," he grits out.

His hand leaves my ass and comes between us and his thumb presses hard on my clit and that's all it takes.

The orgasm slams through me, my cunt clenching down on him in hard deep pulses, thighs locking against his hips, a long broken sound tearing out of me that fogs the window behind his head.

He doesn't stop. Doesn't follow me over. His jaw is tight and his hands keep hauling my hips down and he rides the whole thing out without letting go.

"Turn around, now, want to fuck you from behind," he rasps.

I swing off him and he gets me onto my knees on the seat facing the rear window, wrap dress shoved up over my hips, hands braced on the back shelf. He gets behind me and pushes back inside in one stroke and the angle is different and deeper and I press my forehead against the cold glass and groan into it.

"Nngh, fuck, ohhh!"

His hands spread across my hips and he sets a rhythm from behind, long and driving, his thighs slapping against the backs of mine on every stroke. My full breasts swing and press against the seat back with each forward pitch of my body. His fingers find my clit again and work it from behind and the combination is obscene and perfect and loud.

"Yes, yes, mmph, like that, fuck, exactly like that!"

"You walked in here and picked a stranger," he says, low and rough. "Sat down, had a conversation, and now you're bent over taking my cock in a parking structure. You do this often?"

"Often enough, ahh, fuck!"

"Goddamn," he growls, and drives harder.

His rhythm shortens and deepens, his thumb circling my clit fast and relentless, and the second orgasm and his collide. My whole body locks as he slams forward one last time and holds it, a low guttural "unngh, fuck, take it" tearing out of him, his fingers pressing hard into the meat of my hips as he comes deep and long and completely undone.

The car goes still.

Both of us breathe.

My knees ache from the seat. The rear window is completely fogged. Somewhere below a car engine starts and pulls away and the sound fades and then there is nothing but our breathing and the tick of the engine cooling.

I pull myself together. Underwear back in place. Wrap dress smoothed down. He sorts himself out beside me, zip, belt, finds his glasses wedged between the seat and the door.

He looks at me, still catching his breath.

"Your number," he says.

"No," I say. Warm, clean, final.

He nods. No argument, no sulking. I'll give him that.

The door opens and I step out into the cool concrete air and walk back to the street without looking back.

The afternoon light is low and golden across the main street. My thighs are warm and loose and the throb between my legs is quiet for now. An hour of quiet, maybe two. Then it will be back.

He was good. He knew what he was doing and he did it well and it was exactly what I needed today.

That is all it was. Another man, another back seat, another few hours of relief before my body starts asking again.

I pass the gallery on the way back to the hotel. Through the window the standing woman is still there on the back wall, honest and unposed, not asking anyone for anything.

I keep walking.
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The Library
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The evening air is cool off the campus lawns, still after the warmth of the full day. The path from the hotel cuts through the main quad and I take it without hurrying, hands in my jacket pockets. Tomorrow the car. Tonight still Lily's town, the last of it, and the good weight of the day sits solid in my chest.

My phone buzzes at the library steps.

"Still on my last source. Give me 30 more? The reading room on the upper floor is nice if you want to wait."

I text back a thumbs up and pull open the heavy door.

The lobby is low-traffic for an evening. A few students at the scanning stations, one arguing with a printer in a low urgent voice. I take the stairs. The upper floor sits behind a set of glass doors and through them the lobby noise drops away entirely. Amber reading lamps run at intervals along the carrels. The shelves sit perpendicular to the windows, deep and close-set, the light inside each row thin and self-contained. Old paper. Cold climate-controlled air. The floor is pressed and absolute in its quiet.

I stand at the top of the stairs and let it settle.

I am wet. Have been since the walk over, the arousal sitting steady and unhurried through the last hour of the evening. Good company keeps it contained. The long lunch today, Lily talking across the table for two hours straight, and it stayed manageable. An empty library floor is a different proposition. My full, heavy breasts press against the fitted top, nipples tight against the fabric, and the throb between my thighs is specific and insistent and looking for somewhere to go.

I move along the first row and trail my fingers across the spines. History, then geography, then something regional in lettering too faded to read. The stacks grow tighter toward the back, less used, the amber light failing to reach the ends of the rows. My boots are quiet on the carpet.

He is at a carrel two rows back from the window. A laptop open in front of him, a stack of printed pages beside it, a coffee cup gone cold at the edge of the desk. Late twenties. Lean in the way of someone who works too much and eats when he remembers. A good jaw. Dark hair grown past any intention. Glasses he pushes up with one knuckle without lifting his eyes from the screen.

He looks up when I come around the end of his row.

Quick and reflexive, the automatic response of someone working alone in a quiet room. Eyes up, register, return. He looks back at the screen.

I keep moving, past his row and around the corner into the next.

The spines here are older, cloth-bound, the gold lettering rubbed down to impressions of itself. I take one without reading the title and open it at a random page. The words don't reach me. The pulse between my thighs has been building since the lobby stairs and standing still in the quiet is pulling it tighter. I press my thighs together and feel how wet I am and close the book.

His second look comes when I pass back along his row.

It holds a beat too long to be a reflex. His glasses are off. His eyes follow me from the far end to the near and stay on my face when I reach the corner. Something deliberate in it. Something that knows what it is.

I stop at the shelf directly across from his carrel.

My fingers go back to the spines, moving without reading. The floor is still in every direction. The woman with the headphones sits three rows over, back to me. The sleeping student is invisible from here. The lamplight is low and amber and the far back of this floor is its own separate dark.

The pulse between my thighs is an insistence now, wet and specific, and the quiet is making it worse not better.

His footstep, when it comes, is one clear sound and then another. He comes around the end of the row with his hands in the front pockets of his jeans. He stops two feet to my left and looks at the shelves. His jaw is set. His shoulder is level with mine and the space between us is close enough that I can hear him breathe.

A long beat.

He turns his head.

The third look is nothing like the first two. His eyes drop directly to my chest and stay there, fixed on the full, round weight of my breasts pressing against the fitted top, the shape of my nipples tight against the fabric. His mouth is parted. He doesn't pretend otherwise and doesn't look away.

I close my hand around the spine I'm holding.

"You've been looking," I say.

"I know." His voice comes out low and level. "I can stop. If that's what you want."

My cunt clenches once, slow and certain, on nothing at all.

"It isn't," I say.

He doesn't touch me yet. His eyes come up from my chest to my face and the question is already answered in them but he waits anyway, two feet of quiet library air between us.

I put the book back on the shelf and step into the gap between the rows.

His hand finds the small of my back and we move. Not fast. A deliberate pace, deeper into the stacks, further from the lamps and the carrels and the woman with the headphones. The rows grow tighter back here. My shoulders almost brush the shelves on both sides. The light thins to almost nothing, what reaches us is residual and amber and coming from a long way back.

He stops me at the last row before the wall.

The shelf in front of me is close enough to touch without extending my arm. His body is immediately behind mine, chest to my shoulders, his mouth dropping to the side of my neck. His hands go to my hips and pull them back into him. He is already hard, the length of him pressing into the small of my back through the denim, and a sound comes up my throat that I catch behind my teeth.

His hands work the button of my jeans.

"Okay?" he says, very low.

"Yes," I say. "Fuck yes. Do it."

The zip comes down. His palms push the denim off my hips and down my thighs along with my underwear, the fabric catching at my knees, and the cool air of the stacks hits my bare skin. His right hand slides around to my stomach and down and his fingers find me already wet and spread open and he makes a low sound against my ear.

"Christ. Your pussy is already dripping for me."

Two fingers push in slow and deep. My forehead drops to the shelf in front of me and my palm goes flat against the spines to brace.

"Mmmph. Ahh."

The sound comes out and I press my lips together. His fingers work in and out, curling on each stroke, and my hips start to move with them before I have decided anything. His other hand pushes up under my top and finds my full bare breast, his palm warm and rough against the weight of it, his thumb dragging over my nipple.

"Nngh. Yes. Fuck, pinch it."

Too loud. I hear it land in the quiet of the floor and my whole body stills.

Silence.

The hum of the ventilation. Nothing else.

He doesn't move either, his fingers still buried in me, his hand still cupped around my breast. Five full seconds of held breath. Then a chair scrapes somewhere below us, muffled through the floor, and the sound of the lobby drifts up and away again.

His thumb moves over my nipple.

My hips push back onto his hand.

"Keep going," I breathe. "Don't stop. Fuck me with those fingers."

His fingers slide out and his cock pushes in from behind in one long stroke and my hand grips the shelf hard enough that a book shifts and I don't care, my full hips pressed back into him, taking the whole length, the stretch immediate and full and exactly right.

"Uh. Ohhh fuck. Yes."

"Move," I say. "Fuck me deep."

He moves. Deep and controlled, his hands gripping the width of my hips, driving forward and pulling back in a rhythm that sends the impact up through my full breasts on every stroke. My nipples drag the fabric of my pushed-up bra. My palm stays flat on the spines and the books shift against each other with a dry paper sound on every thrust.

His mouth finds my ear.

"You feel so fucking incredible," he growls. "This tight wet cunt gripping my cock, pulling me deeper."

"Don't stop," I say. "Just don't fucking stop. Give it to me."

His rhythm deepens, shorter travel, more pressure, his hips grinding forward and holding for a half beat before pulling back. A sound works up from my chest and I drive it into my forearm. The pleasure is stacking fast, his cock filling me completely on each stroke, his hands gripping my wide hips and pulling me back to meet each one. My clit is throbbing, untouched, and I reach down with my free hand and find it.

"Nngh. Fuck. Ahh!"

The combined sensation locks my knees. I press my whole forearm against the shelf and roll my hips back in short urgent circles and somewhere two rows over a door opens.

We both freeze.

Footsteps. One set, unhurried, moving along a row parallel to ours. The sound of a bag being set on a carrel. Silence. Then the soft click of a laptop opening.

He is still inside me, unmoving, his breath hot and controlled on the back of my neck. My cunt is clenching around him in involuntary pulses and I feel him twitch inside me in response.

Thirty seconds. The laptop keys start up, a steady quiet rhythm.

His mouth finds my ear.

"Bathroom," he says. "End of the floor. Gonna fuck you properly there."

I ease off him and pull my jeans up and we move back along the row without sound, his hand at the small of my back, the lamplight picking us up slowly as we come out of the dark. The door at the far end of the floor is plain and unmarked and he pushes it open without hesitation.

Single occupancy. A lock. Hard tile on every surface.

I go in first. He follows. The lock turns.

The bathroom is small and white and hard on every surface. A single overhead light, no dimmer, a mirror running the full width above the sink. He reaches past me and clicks the lock and turns back and his hands go straight to my jeans.

No reason to be quiet now.

The denim comes down and my top goes over my head and his mouth finds my full breasts before the fabric has hit the floor, his lips closing over my left nipple, his tongue working it in slow firm circles. My fingers go into his hair.

"Nngh. Yes. Suck both of them, fuck."

His mouth moves to the right, cupping the left breast in his palm, his thumb taking over, and the dual sensation pulls a proper sound out of me that bounces off the tiles and comes back twice as loud. My head drops back. His hands push my bra straps off my shoulders and unclasp it and my full, heavy breasts fall free and he pulls back and looks at them in the flat white light.

"Fuck," he says. Quiet and sincere.

"I know," I say. "Now get that cock inside me. Fill me up."

He turns me toward the sink. My hands find the cold porcelain and grip it and his cock pushes into me from behind in one full stroke and the sound I make is open and loud and I don't swallow any of it. The tiles throw it back at us. His hands grip the full width of my hips and his eyes find mine in the mirror and stay there.

The mirror is the whole of it. My dark hair loose around my shoulders, my full bare breasts swaying forward with each thrust, my wide hips pushed back into him, his hands gripping them. My face open and flushed and entirely present. His jaw set, his eyes fixed on mine in the glass, watching me take each stroke.

"Look at yourself getting fucked," he growls.

I am already looking. My fair skin is pink from the collarbone down, my nipples stiff and dark, my full breasts moving with the rhythm he sets. The sight of it stacks directly onto the sensation and my cunt clenches around him and he feels it.

"Uh. Don't stop. Harder. Fuck me harder. Ahh!"

He gives me harder. The impact drives me forward into my own grip on the porcelain, my breasts swinging with the force of it, the cold sink solid under my palms. His right hand leaves my hip and reaches around and his fingers find my clit and press in on either side and the sound that comes out of me is shapeless and loud and belongs entirely to the tiles.

"Nngh. Fuck. Yes. Right there. Mmph!"

"Yeah?" His fingers tighten. His hips keep driving. "Right here, baby? You like that?"

"Don't move your hand. Don't you fucking move it. Ohhh!"

He doesn't move it. His fingers stay fixed and his cock drives in and the two sensations layer over each other and my thighs are shaking and I watch my own face in the mirror going blank and bright and the orgasm breaks through hard and fast, my cunt clenching down in deep rhythmic pulses, a long open sound tearing out of me that I make no attempt to contain.

He follows close behind. Three short hard strokes and his hands grip my hips and haul them back and he pushes in deep and holds, his forehead dropping to the back of my neck, his breath broken and hot against my skin.

The room is loud with both of us breathing.

His hands ease on my hips. A long moment with his weight against my back, both of us looking at the mirror, my full breasts still rising and falling fast, his hands spread warm across the width of my hips. Then he straightens and steps back and I hear him sorting his clothes behind me.

I stay at the sink.

The mirror shows everything. Dark hair loose and displaced, a strand across my cheek. The flush sitting high and bright on my fair skin, across my chest and up my throat. My full lips slightly swollen. My large green eyes still wide and lit. I look at all of it and feel the satisfaction of it settle.

The lock clicks. The door opens and closes.

I run cold water and splash it across my face and throat. Dress slowly. Clip my bra, pull my top down, work my jeans up and button them. Run both hands through my dark hair and watch it fall back into something close to what it was. The flush will take a few minutes. Nothing to be done about that.

I turn off the light and open the door.

The floor is quiet. The woman with the headphones is still at her carrel, back to the room, shoulders moving slightly to something only she can hear. The laptop two rows over clicks steadily. The amber lamps sit along the carrels and the stacks stand dark at the far end and the floor holds its silence exactly as it did forty minutes ago.

I take the stairs down at an ordinary pace.

Lily is at her table in the reading room below, exactly where I left her. Pages spread in a wide arc around her laptop, three different pens, a stack of books with torn paper markers bristling from the tops. Her chin is in her hand and she is reading. The focused stillness of someone who has been doing this for hours and has stopped noticing the room around her.

She looks up when I reach the table.

Her face opens into a full smile, bright and easy, the particular smile she has had since she was small that takes over her whole face before she has decided to let it.

"Are you ready for dinner?" she says. "I'm completely starving and I've been too deep in this chapter to notice until right now."

She is already closing the laptop, stacking the pages, pulling a canvas tote up from the floor. Her movements are quick and certain, a student who knows exactly how to pack up and go. She pulls on her jacket and looks at me.

"You look nice," she says. "Did you go back to the hotel?"

"Just walked around," I say.

She nods, satisfied, and loops her arm through mine and steers us toward the door.

The night air outside is cold and sharp after the climate-controlled stillness of the building. Lily talks immediately, something about the chapter she finally cracked, a primary source that contradicts her supervisor's position, the specific pleasure of being right about something you've been circling for weeks. Her voice is warm and quick beside me.

The restaurant is two streets over, small and candlelit, the kind of place she chose because she has been here enough times to know the corner table stays quiet. We settle in and she opens the menu and keeps talking. The thesis, a friend's show next weekend, a weekend trip she and two others are arguing their way toward in the way that means it will happen. I ask the question that opens rather than closes and she takes it and runs.

The candle between us sits low and steady. Her face across the table is animated and fully present, the face of someone who is exactly where they want to be. I pour the wine and drink mine and listen well and mean every question.

The orgasm sits warm and settled in my body. He is already gone in every way that matters, already abstract, already just part of what the evening was. Lily's voice comes across the table and fills the space he vacated and I am completely here and glad for it.

"So what do you think?" Lily says. "Am I right about the source?"

"I think," I say, "that your supervisor should be worried."

She laughs, loud and genuine, and reaches across the table and squeezes my hand once.
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Morning comes early. The hotel room holds its stillness, the curtains doing almost enough, the pillow still warm from a night of shallow sleep and three visits from my own hand in the dark. My hips press forward into the mattress before I am fully awake. Already wet. I lie on my back, take stock of the ceiling, and let my body take stock of itself: slick between the thighs, nipples tight against the cool air, clit throbbing low and specific.

I shower. Dress without ceremony. The white maxi skirt goes on first, soft and loose, the hem brushing my ankles. Then the white linen shirt, oversized, sleeves pushed to the elbow, tied in a loose knot at the front so a strip of bare stomach shows above the waist. Gold hoop earrings. The round sunglasses from the dash. I fold what I will not wear again on this trip. The bag is lighter going home than coming south and there is something right about that.

I text Lily. "On my way. Ten minutes."

Her reply comes before I have pulled out of the lot. "I'll be at the front steps."

She is. Lily stands on the pavement in her long cardigan, dark hair loose, and she sees the car before I have parked it. She comes down the steps while the engine is still ticking. Her hug is long. Arms around my neck, holding on with a grip that has nothing performed about it, and I press my chin into her hair and hold back.

She pulls away and her green eyes move over my face. Careful, direct. Reading me the way she has always been able to read me.

"Mom."

"Hi, sweetheart."

"You look." She stops. Her eyes move down the white linen, the tied waist, the easy skirt, and back up to my face. "You look incredible. You look happy. I don't think I've seen you this happy in forever."

Something settles warm in my chest. "The road agrees with me."

"No, it's more than that." Her brow sits low with the thinking of it. Her hands are still holding my wrists. "You're glowing. Like, genuinely. I've been looking at you all week wondering what it was."

I hold her gaze. My full breasts press against the white linen and under it my nipples are already stiff against the fabric, not from the morning air. The grad student's hands braced against the library sink. Noah's mouth between my thighs in the hotel room, his cock filling me an hour later, unhurried. The three of them at the loading bay on their knees in the cold, the warmth of all of them landing on my skin. Cam and his friend and that narrow dorm bed and the wall next door knocking twice. My clit pulses once, low and sharp. I press my thighs together inside the white skirt.

"I hope it stays," Lily says. "Whatever it is. I hope it stays exactly like this."

"I intend to keep doing what I've been doing," I say.

She searches my face for a second. Then she squeezes my wrists and decides to let it sit where it is.

"I'm serious though. I've been worried about you. I don't know why, exactly. Just. You seemed tired the last time I was home. And this week you've seemed." She looks for the word. "Alive."

"I feel alive," I say. And mean it completely.

She pulls me into one more hug. Her arms go around my neck and she holds on and I hold back and the warmth for her is real and uncomplicated and has nothing to do with anything else. My daughter, twenty years old and fully herself, standing on the pavement of her own life. I came for this. Everything else I carried alongside it.

She pulls back. A full smile now, taking over her whole face.

"Drive safe. Text me when you're home."

"I will."

One squeeze of my hand. She turns, takes the steps back up, and the door closes behind her.

I sit in the car. Damp morning air comes through the cracked window. My cunt is already wet, sitting slick against the seat, the horniness high and specific and not interested in the morning's goodness. It is never interested in context. I press my thighs together and feel the fabric of my underwear soaked through and think about the trucker's rough hands gripping my wide hips behind the cab at that first rest stop, his cock driving into me from behind. The sound it made. The way the rest stop went on the other side of the truck and nobody knew.

My jaw tightens.

The indicator goes on. The road opens south.

The campus disappears from the mirror before the first exit sign. Both hands on the wheel, the skirt loose across my lap, the white linen catching the morning light. My body is not quiet. Patient through Lily's hug and the parking lot and the narrow street out of town, patient through the on-ramp and the speed building, and now the town is gone and the highway is wide and pale and there is nothing ahead for miles.

Halfway to the state highway, a brown sign on the right. CIVIL WAR MEMORIAL. Half a mile. I took this exit three days ago on the drive south, stood at the fence for ten minutes with the whole trip ahead of me. The indicator goes on without a decision behind it.

The gravel pull-off. The low fence. The bronze marker on its post. I walk to the fence and put my forearms on the top rail and the field opens out to the treeline and a pale spring sky.

Three days ago I stood here soaked through my underwear with two full weeks ahead of me. Now the weeks are behind me and my full, heavy breasts press against the white linen and my cunt is wet and the field is still just a field.

Five minutes. A bird crosses the far treeline.

Back in the car. Belt on. The gravel shrinks in the mirror and the highway opens up and the speed builds and the white skirt pools across the seat around my thighs.

The first rest stop sign appears at the crest of the rise.

Four miles.

My clit pulses hard.

The exit ramp curves wide and drops into a flat concrete lot. Trucks along the back fence, four or five cars in the middle row, a family minivan near the building with its side door open. The rest stop building is low and grey, the same one on every highway. Vending machines visible through the glass. Fluorescent light bleeding out through the propped door into the pale morning.

I park, cut the engine, and sit for a moment with both hands in my lap. The ache between my thighs has been building since the on-ramp, sharpening with every mile, and four miles of highway with nothing to do about it has not improved matters. The white skirt pools around my legs. I breathe once and get out.

The morning air is cool and smells of diesel and damp tarmac. I walk toward the building without hurrying, the skirt moving loose around my ankles, the linen shirt catching the breeze. A man leaning against the far vending machine watches me cross the lot. Forties, work jacket, a paper cup. His eyes follow me all the way to the door and I don't look back.

Inside, the light changes. Fluorescent, flat, the kind that flattens everything it touches. Vending machines along the left wall. A corridor ahead, the amenities sign pointing right. The floor is the buffed grey concrete of every building like this.

The unisex bathroom is at the end of the corridor. A single door, no symbol, just a small laminated card in the holder. I push it open.

Cold tile. Immediately cold, the kind that comes up through the soles of shoes. A single fluorescent tube overhead, buzzing on a low steady note that fills the whole room. Two stalls along the right wall. A long row of sinks along the left, a mirror running the length of them, water-spotted and bright. No window. No softness anywhere.

No doors on the stalls. Not broken, not ajar. Gone entirely, the hinges still bolted to the frames with nothing hanging from them, the openings wide and flat and fully exposed to the room.

I stand in the doorway and look at that for a moment.

My clit pulses hard.

I take the far stall. Sit on the closed lid. Reach under the hem of the white skirt and hook my underwear and pull it down to mid-thigh. Anyone who walks through that door will see me immediately. The mirror on the opposite wall will show them everything before they have even turned their head. There is no angle in this room from which I am not visible.

That is what my fingers find when they arrive: everything sharp and ready, wound tight from the drive and tighter now from the open frame of the stall and the mirror and the specific fact of what I am doing in full view of a rest stop corridor.

The sounds come out low and clear and go straight off the hard tile walls.

I don't try to contain them.

The outer door opens.

One set of footsteps. They come in, turn toward the sinks, and stop. The mirror shows him before I have looked up. Fifties, flannel shirt, a man who has been on the road since early. His eyes find me in the reflection and go still. Not leaving. Not moving. Just taking in what the room is offering him.

I hold his gaze in the mirror and keep going.

He turns from the sinks and puts his back against the wall opposite, arms loose at his sides, and watches.

The door opens again.

This one sees me before the door has fully swung shut. Younger, thirties, a cap pushed back on his head. His eyes go wide and then settle, and he reads the room the same way the first one did, and he steps to the side and stays.

My hips are rolling forward on the closed lid, the white skirt bunched at my waist, thighs spread, fingers working. Two men standing in flat fluorescent light watching me and the door is right there and the corridor beyond it is right there and the mirror has all of it, every angle, and the exposure of it climbs my spine like heat.

My jaw tightens. “Nngh. Fuck.”

The door again. A third man, then almost immediately a fourth. The room fills in increments, each arrival reading the two before them and choosing to stay, each one adding another degree of it. The cold tile. The open stall frame. The buzzing tube throwing hard white light on all of us.

A fifth steps through and lets the door swing shut behind him.

Five of them along the opposite wall and at the sinks, all watching, the mirror doubling the room so I can see every face without turning my head. None of them know my name. None of them know my town or my car outside or my daughter who hugged me on a pavement an hour ago. They know what the room has shown them and nothing else.

My fingers slow. I take my time.

"Come closer," I say.

I stand up from the stall and walk out of it.

The open floor between the stalls and the sinks is wider. More room for all of us. I put my back against the tile wall at the far end, away from the door, the mirror running the full length opposite. I reach down and step out of the white skirt, dropping it to the tile behind my feet. Then I pull my underwear the rest of the way down and step out of that too. From the waist down I am bare, my wide hips and full thighs and the dark hair between my legs all of it visible to the room and to the mirror behind them.

Both hands go to the knot at my waist. I pull it loose and push the linen shirt open. It stays on my shoulders but falls wide, and my full, heavy breasts settle against my ribcage, bare under the fluorescent light, nipples already stiff and dark.

Five men go very still.

My fingers go back between my legs.

They move toward me. The flannel shirt first, two steps forward, then the others closing in behind him and to the sides, spreading in a loose arc until all five of them are arranged around me in a semicircle, close enough that I can see the specific attention in each face.

"Closer," I say. "I want to see all of you."

The semicircle tightens. The flannel shirt takes the centre, directly in front of me, close enough that I can see the specific crease between his brows. Forties, broad across the chest, the kind of face that has spent years in weather. His eyes move over me with a deliberateness that has nothing hurried about it, starting at my face, dropping to my full bare breasts, lower, finding my hand between my thighs and staying there.

On his left, the one with the cap. Younger, thirties, lean through the shoulders. He pushed the cap back when he came in and it has stayed that way, his eyes dark and wide and fixed on my breasts. On the flannel shirt's right, the tall one. Quiet, arms folded at first, the last to fully commit to being here. His eyes meet mine once and he unfolds his arms.

The fourth and fifth fill the arc on either side.

"Get them out," I say. "All of you."

The flannel shirt moves first, unhooking his belt with the ease of a man who is not embarrassed about anything, getting his cock out and wrapping a hand around it. Already hard, thick, his fist moving in one slow stroke. The cap follows immediately. Long and curved, his hand working it with short tight strokes, his free hand going flat against the wall behind me. The tall one, unhurried, his grip loose at first, just holding it, watching me. The fourth and fifth together.

My fingers work my clit in slow deliberate circles and I look at each cock in turn, heavy lidded, taking my time. The mirror doubles all of it behind them. My own face between their shoulders, dark hair loose, mouth soft and open, the white shirt hanging off both shoulders, back flat against the cold tile.

"Look at her," the cap says, low, almost to himself. "Look at that slut playing with her wet cunt right in front of us."

I say nothing. My hips push forward off the wall.

"She just walked out here, stripped naked, and started touching herself," the fourth one says, his voice tight. "No fucking shame at all."

My free hand goes to my breast, cupping the full warm weight of it, thumb dragging across the stiff nipple. Three rhythms stutter and speed up at once.

"Fucking hell," the flannel shirt says. "What a dirty little tease."

My eyes move to his face. I hold it there and keep going.

The cap's knuckles graze my bare hip on each stroke of his fist.

"Look at those fat tits bouncing," he says. "She's dripping. Look how fucking soaked she is just jerking off for us."

The tall one says nothing. His eyes are on my breasts, tracking every shift of their weight with each push of my hips.

My two fingers push inside and the heel of my palm grinds against my clit and I tip my head back against the cold tile. Heavy eyes on the buzzing tube above us. The specific tightening starts deep and spreads outward and my full breasts rise and fall faster.

"She's a filthy fucking whore," the fourth one breathes. No judgment in it. Pure reverence. "A real rest-stop cock-slut letting us all watch her finger that greedy pussy."

"Don't stop," the flannel shirt says, his rhythm tight and fast. "Keep stroking, boys. Don't any of you fucking stop."

My fingers move faster. I say nothing. My gaze moves slow across the arc, left to right, landing on each face in turn, heavy and unhurried, while my hips chase my own hand.

"She's staring right at us while she fucks herself," the cap says. "Crazy bitch doesn't care who sees. She loves it."

"God," the fifth one says, his voice coming out wrecked. "Those heavy tits bouncing like that. Fuck, look at them shake."

The tall one takes a half step forward. His free hand lifts toward my breast and stops there, waiting.

I hold his gaze. My eyes drop once to his hand and come back up.

His palm closes over my full breast, warm and firm, cupping its weight, and his thumb rolls the stiff nipple once, slow and deliberate.

"Oh fuck," someone says. "She's letting him grope her. She wants it."

"Completely depraved," the cap says, his voice unsteady now, his knuckles hard against my hip. "Filthy fucking girl letting strangers feel her up while she rubs one out."

"Don't any of you finish," I say. The first full sentence I have given them in minutes. "Not yet."

The flannel shirt's jaw goes tight.

"Still bossing us around with her cunt full of her own fingers," he says.

"She can tell me to do whatever the fuck she wants," the fourth one says.

My fingers are tight and urgent now, the orgasm gathered and heavy, and I keep my eyes open, moving across every face, watching five men come apart in a fluorescent-lit rest stop bathroom while I take myself to the edge on my own hand.

"She's right there," the tall one says, his thumb pressing my nipple harder. "Look at those hips bucking. Gonna come all over her hand."

"Come on," the cap breathes. "Come on, you dirty girl, soak your fingers for us."

"Beautiful filthy slut," the flannel shirt says, soft and reverent and completely wrecked. "Gorgeous little cum-whore."

The orgasm breaks open.

It breaks deep and clenching, my cunt gripping around my own fingers in hard rhythmic pulses, my thighs snapping together around my wrist and the tall one's hand still cupped over my full breast, his thumb pressing the nipple flat. My head drives back against the cold tile. A long sound tears out of me and goes straight off every hard surface in the room and comes back.

"Fuck," someone says. "Fuck, look at her coming all over her hand like that."

I don't stop. I work through it, every wave, my fingers steady on my clit while the orgasm moves out through my thighs and up into my belly and my full breasts and all the way to my fingers and toes. My hips rock forward in short urgent pulses, chasing it to the last possible edge of it. The tall one's thumb keeps moving. His eyes are on my face. His rhythm has gone short and tight and his breath is loud in the hard room.

My legs go.

Not a collapse. A slow give, the tile wall at my back taking my weight as I slide down it, my bare feet finding the floor, my knees falling open as I sink onto the cold tile and end up sitting against the wall with my legs spread and my back straight and my fingers still working because the orgasm is still moving through me in hard rolling waves and I am not done with it.

"Fucking hell," someone breathes.

The five of them close in without a word from me. No instruction needed. They read the room the way they have been reading it since they walked through the door, and what the room is showing them now is a woman sitting bare-assed on a rest stop bathroom floor with her legs apart and her back against the wall and her fingers buried between her thighs and her full, heavy breasts loose in an open linen shirt, and not one of them needs to be told what to do with that.

The flannel shirt steps forward first. His fist moves fast, his breath already punching out in short hard bursts, and he finishes across my full breasts in two long warm pulses, striping from the left nipple across to the right. The sound he makes is low and completely undone.

The warmth of it lands on my bare skin and my fingers jerk hard against my clit and a second orgasm cracks open before the first has finished.

"Nngh. Fuck. Don't stop."

The cap is right there behind the flannel shirt, not waiting, his cock close and his hand moving fast. He finishes across my breasts and stomach with a sharp broken sound through his teeth, his hips snapping forward, his eyes fixed on my face as the warmth spreads across my skin.

My back arches off the wall. The second orgasm is deeper than the first, broader, moving through my belly and my thighs and my full breasts all at once.

My free hand grabs the tall one's wrist where he is still standing over me and I press his palm harder over my breast. He groans and his rhythm goes to nothing and he finishes there, over my chest and throat, his thumb grinding my nipple as he goes still.

"Christ," he says. His voice is wrecked. "She's coming again. Look at her."

"I see her," the fourth one says.

Already forward, his whole body shaking, he finishes across my stomach and thighs in hard pulses and makes a broken high sound and stands there swaying.

The fifth, the quiet older one, is the last. He takes his time even now, looking down at me on the floor, at my full breasts and bare thighs and working hand, all of it marked and warm and still moving, my hips rocking forward through the last waves of the second orgasm. His jaw is set hard. His hand slows deliberately, drawing it out, his eyes moving over every inch of me spread out on the tile below him.

Then his breath goes and he finishes across my breasts in one long slow stripe. He stands completely still above me with his eyes closed for a moment.

The room is very quiet.

Just the buzzing tube and five men breathing and my own heartbeat loud in my ears, and the cold tile under me, and the warmth of all of them on my skin.

I stay on the floor and let it settle. Nobody moves for a few seconds and nobody speaks. The fluorescent light holds all of it flat and exact. My full, heavy breasts rise and fall in the open shirt, marked across both of them, my stomach, my thighs. My fingers are still resting between my legs. My back is straight against the cold wall. I look at each of them in turn, heavy lidded, unhurried, and not one of them looks away first.

Then I put my palm flat on the floor and push myself up.

The row of sinks is three steps away. The mirror shows me everything. I run the water warm and take my time, my full breasts loose in the open shirt. The young one is still behind me, reflected in the glass. His eyes meet mine and slide away.

The flannel shirt buckles his belt. He looks at me once more in the mirror.

"Hell of a morning," he says.

"Yes," I say.

He pushes through the door. The others follow, one by one. The cap nods as he goes. The tall one pauses with his hand on the door and looks back once without saying anything. The door swings shut a final time and the room is mine.

I dry off at the paper towel dispenser. Step back into the white skirt, smooth it down over my wide hips. Pull my underwear up. Tie the linen shirt back at the waist. The mirror shows my dark hair loose and a flush still moving out along my throat and collarbones. Five strangers, not one name exchanged, the room already empty of everything but the buzzing tube and the chemical smell of the floor cleaner.

I pick up my bag from the far stall. Walk down the corridor and through the propped door and back into the morning.

The lot is quiet. The family minivan is gone. My car sits in the middle row, the white paint bright in the thin spring sun.

I get in. Start the engine.

I text Tom. "On the road. Home by evening."

His reply comes back fast. "Can't wait. I'll cook."

The phone goes on the seat. I pull out of the lot.

The highway opens north. Wide and pale and empty, the treeline along the right, the sky doing something slow and gold with the late morning light. My body is quiet. Not empty, it is never empty, but quiet in the way it gets after something clean and complete, a specific stillness sitting in the muscles and asking for nothing.

A lakeside town appears at the next exit. The indicator goes on. A main street, a diner with tables outside, the lake sitting grey-blue at the end of the road. I park facing the water and order something light and eat it slowly looking at the lake. The paperback from the back seat opens to the folded page. The words come easily for once. The water sits still. A bird crosses low over the surface.

Two hours pass without my body asking for anything at all.
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The back roads open up south of the lakeside town.

No highway markings, no median, just two lanes through low hills with the morning light coming in flat from the east and the odd farmhouse standing back from the verge in its own wet grass. I left the main route at the junction with no particular plan behind it. The ache was already present in the car. Back roads felt like the right kind of answer.

Both hands on the wheel. The sky is wide and pale and the radio is off and the silence sits easy.

A hand-painted sign on a stake at the roadside. FARM STAND. Arrow pointing right. A gravel apron twenty metres ahead, a timber structure with shutters propped open on chains, pots and tied bunches covering two long tables.

The indicator goes on.

The woman running it is somewhere in her sixties, a canvas apron over a down vest, grey hair in a low bun that has mostly fallen out at one side. She nods when I walk up and goes back to what she was doing.

Herbs along the right edge. Basil, rosemary, two types of thyme. The rosemary needles are cold and sharp-smelling in my fingers. I hold the bunch longer than necessary.

I don't need rosemary. I have rosemary at home. Three bunches go into the bag anyway, and a pot of basil, and a small jar of honey with a hand-stamped lid.

The woman wraps the herbs in brown paper and takes my cash and gives back coin in one smooth sequence.

"Long drive?" she says.

"Getting shorter."

She nods and presses the wrapped bundle into my hands.

"Drive carefully," she says.

The herbs go on the passenger seat. The basil smell comes through the bag before I am back on the road.

The back roads give out to a county highway somewhere around midday. The sun is high and thin, the hills flatten to farmland, the speed builds. The wet pulse between my thighs builds with it. The lakeside town and the five men and the cold tile are all still present in my body, warm and settled, and underneath all of it the low clench of wanting has already started gathering again. It is never finished. That is just the shape of things now.

A rest stop sign appears at a crest.

The lot is small. A truck along the far fence. Two cars near the building, both empty. The space at the far end of the row goes untaken and I take it, away from the building, away from everything.

The seat reclines. The angle drops and the linen shirt goes loose across my full chest and the white skirt pools over my thighs. My hands settle in my lap and I close my eyes and feel the warmth of the car.

A car turns into the lot.

It comes slow down the row and takes the space directly across from mine, nose-forward. The engine cuts. The driver stays inside.

My hand moves under the hem of the skirt.

The slick heat of myself is immediate under my fingers. My clit is already swollen and the first press draws a low sound out through my teeth.

"Nngh."

The car across from mine does not move.

My hips roll forward on the reclined seat, slow and deliberate, my full, heavy breasts shifting under the linen with each push. The skirt covers everything. From outside I am a woman reclined with her hands in her lap. From inside I am everything else.

The man in the other car gets out.

Footsteps on the gravel. They stop at my passenger window. Two knuckles, one knock.

I reach across and crack the window two inches.

"Room for one more?" he says.

Forties. Brown jacket, hands that have done actual work. His eyes go to where my hand sits under the skirt and come back up to my face without any performance around it.

"Passenger side," I say.

He comes around. The door opens and he gets in and pulls it shut and sits with his elbows on his knees. His breathing is steady. He does not touch anything.

My fingers keep moving.

The sounds coming out of me are low and get lower as the pleasure builds, my hips rolling forward in short, tight pushes, my full breasts pressing against the linen with each one. His eyes go to my chest first, the way the fabric moves, then up to my face. He watches my face the way men do when they want to see the moment arrive.

His hand goes to his belt.

He takes himself out and starts working his cock with a slow, unhurried grip. Long and already hard, his fist moving in a steady pull from base to tip. His breathing changes.

My own fingers press harder.

"Nngh. Yes."

His rhythm speeds up at the sound of it. His eyes drop to the skirt, to the movement of my hand underneath it, back up to my full breasts and the flush climbing my throat. He makes a low, tight sound and his knuckles go white at the grip.

The orgasm comes full and clenching, my thighs snapping shut around my wrist, a long sound pushing out through my nose while I hold my mouth closed. My cunt grips my fingers in deep, rhythmic pulses and I stay there, pressed down into my own hand, until the last wave moves through.

I breathe.

He is still working himself, slower now, watching my face come back down.

My hand slides out from under the skirt. I look at his cock in his fist, the thick flushed length of it, the slow pull of his grip.

My fingers close around it just below his.

He goes still.

I take my hand up the full length of him, slow, feeling the heat and the weight of it, and his head drops back against the headrest and a rough sound comes out of him.

"Christ."

My grip tightens on the down stroke. His hips push forward into my fist. I work him in long, full pulls for a minute, feeling him get harder, feeling the tension gather in him, and then I lean across the centre console and take him in my mouth.

"Oh, fuck." His voice comes out wrecked.

My lips close around the head of his cock and my tongue presses up along the underside and I take him in as far as I can go and feel the blunt pressure of him at the back of my throat. He tastes clean and salt and warm.

His hand goes to the back of my head. Not pushing. Just there, fingers spread through my dark hair.

I work him slowly at first, long pulls with lips and tongue, my full lips stretched wide around his shaft. The sounds coming off him are low and uneven and his hips push up in short, involuntary movements every time my throat takes the full depth.

His other arm reaches across my back.

Fingers find the hem of the white skirt and push underneath, working the fabric up over my wide hips. He feels along my inner thigh and finds me slick and swollen and one long sound rolls up through my chest around his cock.

"Mmph."

Two fingers push inside.

My thighs spread on the reclined seat and I push my hips back onto his hand. He curls his fingers on each stroke, slow and thorough, his thumb pressing circles around my clit. The sensation stacks on top of what I already worked myself through five minutes ago and the clench starts low in my belly immediately.

My mouth goes faster.

His breathing has gone ragged. Both his hips and his hand are moving now, the fingers inside me picking up the same rhythm his cock is chasing, deep and steady and building.

"Going to cum," he says. "Don't stop."

I take him deeper and hold it and swallow around the head of him.

"Nngh, fuck. Don't stop, don't stop, right there—"

His cock kicks once and then he is pouring down my throat in long, rolling pulses, his fingers driving deep and pressing up hard from inside, his thumb grinding my clit in tight circles and my own orgasm breaks at the same moment, my cunt clenching hard around his fingers, my thighs shaking against the seat.

I stay on him through all of it. His hand holds my head gently, not directing, just resting, while I swallow everything he gives me and his fingers work the last waves out of me until my hips finally still.

The car is quiet.

He pulls his hand from under the skirt and sits back. I sit up and wipe my full lips with the back of my wrist and look at him.

He looks like a man who needs a minute.

"Alright," he says.

"Alright," I say.

He tucks himself away and straightens his jacket and gets out and pulls the door shut without a word beyond that. His car starts and pulls out of the lot.

The seat lever clicks and the seat comes forward. The mirror goes down. Both hands go through my hair and the flush sits high across my throat and collarbone and my full lips are swollen and my dark eyes are bright.

The phone buzzes from the cupholder.

Tom's voice comes through warm and a little eager.

"How far out are you?"

The herb bundle on the passenger seat. The pale road south. The suburb at the end of it with him in the doorway not knowing he is waiting.

"Couple of hours," I say. "Maybe less."

"I've got dinner on."

"Save me some."

His laugh. The comfortable weight of it in the warm car. I pull out of the lot and the county highway opens and the light is already thinning toward afternoon gold and the low, satisfied pulse between my thighs is quiet for now

The suburb arrives in pieces.

A familiar exit number, then the overpass, then the gas station on the corner that has been there since before the kids were born. The streets narrow and the trees thicken over the road and the houses start showing up with their familiar proportions. Twenty minutes of this, each block tightening something in my chest in a way that is not unpleasant.

I know this drive. Every turn of it.

Our street appears and I take it at the same slow speed I always take it and the house sits at the end of the block exactly where it has always been, the garden still winter-thin, Tom's bird feeder catching the last of the afternoon light.

He is in the doorway before I have pulled fully into the drive.

Hands in the pockets of his khakis. He is trying to look casual and not managing it, the pleased set of his shoulders giving him away. He lifts one hand when the car stops, a small wave, and his face does the thing it does when something he has been waiting for has arrived.

I cut the engine and get out.

He comes down the two front steps and across the path and his arms go around me before I have said anything. The hug is warm and full, his hands pressing flat against my back, his chin coming down to the top of my head. He smells like the kitchen. Onion and rosemary and the particular warmth of someone who has been cooking in a heated house.

I press my face into his shoulder and hold on.

His arms tighten once. He is solid and familiar and real and something releases in my chest that I had not known was held.

He steps back and looks at me. His eyes go across my face, my hair, down and back up.

"You look incredible," he says.

"Agreed," I say.

His mouth shifts. He takes the bag from my shoulder without asking and turns back toward the house.

The kitchen is warm and the windows are fogged at the corners from whatever is on the stove. Two pots. A chopping board with the remnants of garlic and a lemon half squeezed dry. A glass of red already poured and sitting at my end of the counter.

I sit on the stool I always sit on and wrap both hands around the glass and watch him move between the stove and the board. The particular ease of a man in a kitchen he knows by feel. He tastes something from the wooden spoon, adjusts, puts the lid back on.

"How were the roads?" he says.

"Fine. Quiet once I came off the main route."

"You took the back roads?"

"For a while."

He nods and stirs something. The kitchen fills with the smell of it, garlic and white wine and something herby and good.

The glass is good too. I drink and sit and feel the warmth of the room come in through my shoulders.

The dining room table is set. Properly set, with the good placemats and the candle he has already lit. Something tightens in my chest again, the same release as the hug.

Dinner is slow and easy. He serves and we sit and he pours more wine and asks about the route, about the drive, about whether the back-road towns have anything worth stopping for.

"One farm stand," I say. "I bought rosemary I don't need."

He laughs. "How much rosemary?"

"Three bunches."

"We'll manage."

The food is good and the wine goes down and I start talking about the true parts and they come out easily because they are all true. The antiques market on the first morning, the woman with the box of postcards and her views on pressed glass. The way Ethan stands now, the weight easy on both feet, the particular grin he has had since he was seven. The placement he is working toward, his hands moving while he talks.

Tom listens. He asks a question about the placement and I answer it and he nods and his face carries the same pride I felt sitting across the table from Ethan in that dining hall.

Lily's thesis. The ceramics studio. The way she hugged me at the end of every day, long and unhurried, the hug of someone who has been waiting for it.

"She's good?" he says.

"She's really good."

He is quiet for a moment, turning his glass by the stem.

"You needed this trip," he says.

"I did."

Both of those things are true in ways he cannot fully reach from where he is sitting, and the warmth of the dinner and the wine and his uncomplicated face across the table make that fact sit easy rather than sharp.

He gets up to clear and I carry my own plate and we move through the kitchen together in the old familiar way, him rinsing, me stacking, the candle burning low in the next room. His shoulder is warm against mine at the sink.

His hand finds the small of my back.

His hand stays at the small of my back and I turn from the sink and his mouth comes down to mine before either of us has said anything about it.

The kiss is warm and unhurried. His hands move to my hips, the familiar width of his palms, and I press into him and feel his cock already half-hard through his khakis and a sound comes out of me into his mouth.

"Hey," he says, pulling back an inch.

"Hey," I say, and pull him back by the collar.

We move to the couch without breaking. He sits and I get my knee over his lap and settle my weight down and his hands push up under my shirt and find my bare waist and work upward. His palms fill themselves with my full, heavy breasts and he squeezes their weight, his thumbs dragging slowly across my nipples, and my back arches into his hands.

"Nngh."

"God," he says. "You feel good."

His mouth drops to my throat, my collarbone, and I reach between us and get his belt open and his zip down and take his cock out fully hard and stroke him once from base to tip. His hips push up into my fist.

"Maggie."

My underwear goes to the side and I sink down onto him in one slow, full movement and the stretch is immediate and deep and good and a long sound comes out of me that I press into the side of his neck.

He grips my wide hips and holds them still for a moment, just the fullness of him seated deep inside me, both of us breathing.

Then I roll my hips and he lets out a rough exhale and his grip tightens.

The rhythm starts slow. Deep rolls of my hips, taking the full length of him on each one, my full breasts swaying forward with each push. His hands move between gripping my hips and filling themselves with my breasts, squeezing and releasing, his thumbs working my nipples until they ache. His mouth finds my chest and his tongue drags across one nipple and I clench hard around his cock.

"Don't stop," I say. "Right there."

His mouth stays. His lips close around the nipple and he sucks, his tongue pressing flat against it, and my hips jerk forward on their own.

"Nngh. Fuck. Both of them."

His mouth moves to the other. His hands grip the full, soft weight of my breasts and push them together and his tongue works across both nipples in slow passes and my thighs are shaking against his and I am already close and he has barely moved.

"You're going to make me cum just from that," I say.

"Yeah?" His voice is low against my chest.

"Keep going. Don't you dare stop."

His hips start pushing up to meet mine, the rhythm building, short upward drives that meet each roll of my hips at the depth. I press my hands flat on his chest for leverage and work myself on him in tight, focused circles, grinding my clit down against him on every stroke.

"Uh. Yes. Like that."

"Tell me what you want."

"Harder. Give me harder."

He plants both feet and drives up into me and the impact shudders through my full breasts and I cry out into the quiet house without caring about it.

"There," I say. "Right there. Like that."

His hands lock around my wide hips and he takes the rhythm over, pulling me down to meet each thrust, the wet sound of it filling the room. His cock drives in and the full stretch of it on every stroke is exactly what two weeks of back roads and rest stops have not been able to fully satisfy and my cunt clenches around him hard on the thought of it.

"Harder," I say again. "I mean it. Don't be careful with me."

Something shifts in him. His jaw tightens and his grip on my wide hips goes tight enough to mark and he drives up into me with his full weight behind it, the couch moving under both of us, a low, solid impact on each thrust.

"Uh. Uh. Yes."

"You feel incredible." His voice has gone rough. "Christ, you feel incredible. So wet."

"Don't stop. Don't slow down."

His right hand releases my hip and slides between us and his thumb finds my clit and presses in hard circles and my whole body locks.

"Oh god."

"Right there?"

"Yes. Right there. Don't move your hand. Don't stop."

"I'm not stopping." His hips keep driving, short and deep, his thumb working tight circles, his cock filling me on every stroke. "Cum for me. Come on."

The orgasm breaks in a long crashing wave, my cunt gripping him in deep rhythmic pulses, my thighs clamping hard around his, a sharp cry going into the warm quiet of the house and staying there. His thumb stays on my clit through all of it, firm and steady, drawing every pulse out until the sensation turns bright and sharp and my hand shoves his away because I cannot take any more.

He drives up twice more, hard, and finishes with a low, torn sound pressed into my neck, his hands hauling my wide hips down onto him, his cock pulsing deep.

We stay there.

His heart pounds against my chest and slows. His arms come around my back and I stay with my face in his neck and feel the warmth of him and mean it entirely.

"Missed you," he says, into my hair.

"Missed you too," I say.

He laughs once, low and spent, and the sound of it sits warm in my chest.

We move upstairs loose-limbed. The bedroom is dark and familiar. The routine carries us through it: bathroom light, teeth, his side of the bed pulled back, my clothes on the chair. The ordinary machinery of twenty years running without instruction.

His arm goes around me in the dark.

He is asleep in under three minutes.

I lie still and listen to the room settle. His breathing levels into something long and even. The arm across my waist rises and falls with it. Outside the window the suburb sits quiet.

The ache starts before his breathing has fully deepened.

Low at first. A warm pulse sitting between my thighs, tender from the couch and already asking again. I press my legs together and feel how swollen I still am, how slick, and the pulse sharpens immediately at the pressure.

My cunt wants more cock.

Not in an hour. Now. The specific, hollow clench of not being full, of having just been full and already missing it, is immediate and sharp and completely indifferent to the fact that Tom's arm is across my waist and his heart is still slowing from what we just did on the couch twenty minutes ago.

I lie still and let it build because there is nothing else to do with it.

The ache spreads. Up through my belly, into the tight peaks of my nipples against the sheet, back down through my thighs. My hips shift forward without instruction, a small involuntary push into nothing, and the emptiness answers back.

This is what it is now. This is what it has been for months.

Tom's cock is three inches from my hip and I have already had him twice this evening and my body is asking for a third round the way a person who has missed a meal asks for food, with no interest in what is reasonable. The orgasm on the couch gave it proof of itself and now it just keeps going, louder than before, the way it always does.

My hand moves under the covers.

Two fingers push inside and my back arches off the mattress and my jaw goes tight on the sound that tries to come out.

His arm rises and falls across my waist.

I work myself slowly in the dark and feel exactly how much my cunt wants and understand, fully and without any room left for argument, that Tom will never be enough. No single man will ever be enough. The body has made its position clear on this question over two weeks of back roads and rest stops and dorm rooms and library bathrooms and this afternoon's reclined seat, and it is not going to change its answer because we are home now and the suburb is quiet and my husband is asleep three inches away.

The orgasm comes quiet and clenching, my thighs pressing together around my own wrist, my fist tight against my mouth.

Tom breathes.

His arm is warm and heavy across my waist and the room is dark and still and I lie in the middle of all of it and stare at the ceiling and know exactly what I am.

I close my eyes.
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