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The Announcement
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The wine was a Malbec, Tom's choice, poured before I'd even sat down. A good sign. He had his pleased-with-himself face on, the one that meant he'd done something he expected me to thank him for.

I picked up my glass and waited.

"Hawaii," he said. "Two weeks. I booked it this afternoon."

The smile came without effort. Fourteen years of practice and my face knows what it's supposed to do. I felt it arrange itself — the surprise, the delight, the soft widening of my eyes — while underneath, the count had already started.

Fourteen days.

One room. One bed. Tom four feet away at every hour he wasn't working, which on a vacation would be all of them.

"Hawaii," I said. "Tom."

"Maui, actually. The resort you mentioned two years ago, remember? I wrote it down."

He had written it down. That landed somewhere warm and real, and I let it. The warmth was genuine. Tom at his best, attentive in the way he was attentive — slow, stored, delivered late. I reached across the table and squeezed his hand.

"When?"

"Three weeks from Saturday. Two full weeks."

"The flights?"

"Direct from O'Hare. I got us an ocean view room." He was enjoying this, parceling it out. "Breakfast included."

I nodded and took a sip of wine and let him read it as enthusiasm.

Fourteen days at close quarters with a man who knew my face better than anyone, in a room where there was nowhere to go when my body started making its demands, which it would, and soon, and without asking my permission.

The old me would have been grateful for two weeks alone with Tom. She'd have been tired and easy and completely fine. There had been nothing in her that needed hiding because there had been nothing in her that moved like this. Now there was. And the question sitting quiet under every warm feeling about the trip was the same one it always was when the walls closed in: could I hold the shape of myself together long enough that he didn't start to wonder what was underneath it.

Tom had never once looked at me and seen anything I didn't show him. I didn't think badly of him for that. It was just the truth of us, twenty years of it, comfortable and known. But I had changed inside that truth without telling him, and fourteen days was a long time to stay unchanged on the outside.

He asked if I was happy about it. The question was genuine, a little hopeful, the way Tom got when he wanted to have done something right. And I was happy. That was the complicated part, the part that had no clean edge to it. I loved him in the steady, worn-in way you love someone who has been beside you through everything. The trip was thoughtful. The fact that he'd written down the name of a resort I'd mentioned once, two years ago, and then gone and booked it — that was real.

I just also needed to figure out how to be alone with my own body for fourteen days in a room with him.

He cleared the plates with the goodwill of a man who has delivered and knows it, moving between the table and the kitchen with his shirtsleeves rolled and his shoulders easy. I sat with my wine and watched him and thought about fourteen days.

Not fear. Fear about this had been gone a long time. What sat in my chest now was something more like concentration, the same focused stillness I'd learned to hold over my face at dinner parties, at school pickups, in any room where my body was running at a frequency no one around me could hear. I had gotten good at stillness. I had gotten good at the shape of a woman who was fine.

Two weeks. One room. Tom, who knew my face.

Tom ran the tap over the dishes and the kitchen filled with the small domestic sound of it. His back to me. Comfortable. Happy.

I turned my wine glass in my fingers and sat with the question, and didn't yet have an answer, and found that for now that was enough.

He reached for me in the dark, his hand finding my hip the way it always did, certain of the geography after twenty years. I turned toward him.

His mouth found my neck first. That had always been his move and it had always worked, and it worked now, his lips pressing into the soft skin below my ear while his hand slid up my waist and cupped my full breast with a familiarity that held no hesitation. He knew what I liked. He had always known.

"Hi," he said, against my skin.

"Hi."

His thumb moved across my nipple and I pulled him closer. My body was already running fast underneath his hands, the way it always did now, but his hands were good hands and they knew exactly where to go. He took his time. His mouth moved down my throat to my chest, his tongue circling my nipple slowly, and the sound that came out of me was real.

He worked his way down. His hands pushed my thighs apart and his mouth found me and I arched up off the mattress.

He was thorough. Patient in a way that used to feel like a luxury and now felt like something I needed the way I needed air. His tongue moved against my clit in the slow, precise rhythm he'd learned years ago and never forgotten, and my hands went into his hair and my hips rolled up into his face and my thighs trembled on either side of his head.

"Don't stop," I breathed. "Right there, don't stop."

He didn't stop. His hands gripped the soft curves of my hips and held me steady and kept going until my back lifted off the bed and my thighs clamped around his head and the orgasm broke over me in a long, shaking wave. I came with my fist pressed to my mouth, my whole body tight and then flooding loose, my full hips grinding down into his face as the last of it moved through me.

He kissed his way back up. His cock pressed against my thigh and I reached for him, still shaking.

He slid inside and the fullness made me gasp and my legs wrapped around him and pulled him deep. His forehead dropped to mine.

"God," he said. "Maggie."

We moved together and it was good. It was genuinely good, his cock filling me on every thrust, his weight pressing my breasts flat, his breathing ragged in my ear. I came again before he did, quieter this time, my fingers digging into his back, my face turned into his throat.

He finished with a long groan and collapsed against me and I held him and stroked his back and felt the warmth of him spreading inside me and thought: yes. That. Exactly that.

His breathing slowed. His body went heavy. The hand at my waist loosened by degrees until it lay slack across my stomach, and within four minutes his chest was rising and falling in the long even rhythm of a man completely gone.

I stared at the ceiling.

The satisfaction was real. It had been real. Two orgasms, both of them genuine, the kind that moved through your whole body and left your legs soft afterward. Tom had done that. Twenty years and he still knew exactly how to take me apart.

The problem arrived quietly, the way it always did. Not a crash, not a sudden hunger. Just a low warmth beginning to rebuild somewhere below the satisfaction, patient and certain, like a tide that doesn't care that you've only just dried off.

I lay still and listened to Tom breathe and felt it coming back.

It had been twenty minutes since he'd made me cum twice. The need was already at a four and climbing, soft and steady, and I had nowhere to put it, and his arm lay across my waist warm and oblivious, and the ceiling held nothing in the dark above me.

Four. Then five.

I waited another ten minutes, my eyes on the ceiling, Tom's arm across my stomach, his breathing the only sound in the room. The warmth kept building. It had no interest in what had already happened tonight, no awareness of the two orgasms that were supposed to have settled it. It just rose, the way it always rose, indifferent and patient and entirely mine to deal with.

His arm was the problem. Deadweight across my middle, warm and oblivious. I moved it with both hands, slow, lifting and shifting until it lay at his side, and he made a small sound and turned his face deeper into the pillow and kept sleeping.

I lay still for thirty seconds and listened.

Long, even breaths. The occasional small shift of his shoulders. Gone.

My hand moved under the sheet.

The concentration required for this was its own particular skill, one I'd gotten good at without meaning to. Every movement calibrated to the depth of his breathing. Shoulders still. Face still. The sheet moving as little as possible, just my wrist, just my fingers finding exactly where the need was loudest and staying there. Breathing through my nose in long slow pulls while everything from the waist down tightened and built.

His face was six inches from mine in the dark. Slack and easy, the way it got when he was deep under. I watched it while my fingers worked and kept my own face empty.

The orgasm built slowly, which was fine, which was what the silence required. I took it one careful increment at a time, my body pulling hard toward my hand, my jaw tight, my thighs pressing together around my wrist. When it arrived I pressed my teeth together and let it move through me in one long, controlled wave, my hips rocking up the smallest possible amount, my breath going out through my nose in a thin stream.

Tom slept through it without moving.

I lay still in the aftermath and waited. Thirty seconds. A minute. The satisfaction settled over my body like warm water and I thought: there. Done. Sleep.

The warmth started coming back at two minutes.

I closed my eyes and felt it and didn't argue with it. Arguing had never worked. The need didn't respond to reason or to what had already happened or to the perfectly sensible fact that it was past midnight and I had two orgasms from my husband and two more from my own hand and any normal body would be finished by now.

My body was not a normal body anymore.

I turned my head and looked at Tom's face again and then I looked back at the ceiling and let my hand move back under the sheet.

This time I let my mind go where it wanted.

It went fast and certain, the way it always did when I stopped holding it back. The back seat of a car, a Thursday afternoon, a man's hand in my dark hair pulling my full hips back onto his cock while the windows fogged and his breath came ragged and loud. The specific weight of a stranger's hands on my breasts. The particular sound a man made when he lost himself completely, that unguarded low groan that meant he was gone, that meant I'd taken him somewhere he hadn't expected to go.

My fingers moved faster. The sheet shifted and I didn't care.

The orgasm that built this time had no patience in it. My thighs fell open and my back arched off the mattress and I caught the sound in my throat and held it there while my whole body clenched and released and clenched again, longer and harder than the first, my hand working through every last pulse of it until my wrist ached and my legs were shaking and the breath came out of me all at once in a long silent rush.

Silence.

Tom's breathing. Unchanged. The room exactly as it had been, the dark ceiling, the strip of streetlight at the curtain edge. As if nothing had happened in it at all.

My body went quiet. Fully quiet, the particular stillness that only came after the second one, when the need finally ran out of arguments and lay down. I felt it the way you feel the absence of pain — not good exactly, just the relief of something stopping.

I pulled my hand free and lay with my arms at my sides and looked at the ceiling.

Fourteen days.

No anger in the thought. No dread. The feeling that sat underneath it was something closer to the way I felt looking at a complicated calendar — the kind with too many moving pieces that needed rearranging before a trip. Not impossible. Just a thing that required handling.

I had learned a great deal in the past eighteen months about handling things.

Tom shifted in his sleep, his hand moving across the sheet until his fingers found my hip, loose and automatic, and rested there. I looked at his hand on my hip in the dark.

The warmth was already a two.

Fourteen days in a new place. A large resort, he'd said. Right on the beach. The image of it sat in my mind and I turned it slowly and looked at it from different angles the way you'd turn a stone over in your hand, and I didn't yet know what the shape of it would be, only that I had managed every hard thing this life had handed me for the past year and a half, and the woman lying in this bed was not the woman who would have been frightened by any of this.

The ceiling held the dark above me. Hawaii waited, patient and warm, three weeks away.
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The Plane
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The neck pillow was out before we reached cruising altitude. Tom pulled it from his carry-on, fitted it around his shoulders, opened his thriller to the dog-eared page, and that was that. I watched him settle. I noted the time.

Two hours. Maybe less.

The armrest between us was already his, the way armrests on planes had always been his, without discussion or decision, the way a lot of things had always been. I pulled my blanket across my lap and looked out the oval window at the dark below. Chicago had given way to nothing. Black, and the distant scatter of lights that could have been anywhere.

The flight attendant came through with drinks. I took a water and held the cool plastic in both hands and watched Tom not look up.

The need arrived somewhere over Iowa. Low and patient, the way it always arrived when there was nowhere to put it. Not urgent yet. A four. I noted it and I noted my husband and I noted the slow drag of his eyes across the page.

He turned it without looking up.

The cabin lights had gone to half an hour into the flight. Most passengers had done what passengers do on overnight flights: blankets pulled up, earbuds in, heads tipped at angles that would hurt by morning. The woman across the aisle had her sleep mask on. The man in front of Tom had reclined all the way back without asking.

The flight attendant at the rear moved in a slow circuit. Galley to the last rows, a check of the overhead bins, the return. Unhurried. Regular.

Twelve rows back. I counted.

His circuit ran every eight minutes. The lavatory sat between the galley curtain and row thirty, a narrow door with a thin occupied sign that no one on a dark overnight flight had any reason to watch.

The four climbed to a five.

Tom's breathing had gone long and even. The thriller listed in his hand, pages loose. His neck pillow had pushed his chin forward in the way that meant he was completely gone, his mouth slightly parted, one knee pressed against mine with the automatic ease of a man who had slept beside me for twenty years.

I reached over and took the book from his fingers. Set it in the seat pocket. He didn't move.

The five became a six.

I looked at the dark aisle. Looked at the rear of the cabin. Looked back at the window and the nothing outside it. The flight attendant had just started his return circuit, which meant I had seven minutes before he came back through.

I unfastened my seatbelt.

Tom breathed beside me, neck pillow and slack jaw and four thousand miles of dark air outside his window. I set my blanket aside and stood and smoothed my dress over my full hips and told myself I was stretching.

The lock clicked and the occupied light came on and the white fluorescent strip above the sink threw everything flat and shadowless.

My fingers were already moving before I had found a grip on the edge of the sink. My dress rode up easily, my underwear pushed aside, and the need that had been sitting at a six for the past hour jumped straight to a seven at the first touch. My full breasts pressed against the wall of my forearm. My hips angled forward.

Then the PA crackled.

"Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain." Calm, unhurried, the particular professional neutrality that means the opposite. "We're entering an area of moderate turbulence. Please return to your seats and ensure your seatbelts are fastened."

I went still for one breath. Then I kept going.

The message was a warning. A warning was not turbulence. Turbulence was minutes away, maybe more, and I was already at an eight and I was not going back to that seat and sitting beside Tom's slack jaw and the long empty hours that would follow.

The knock came.

Three clean raps. Not aggressive. Practised.

"Ma'am. We need all passengers seated at this time."

Male. Young. Completely neutral, the way voices got when they had said the same sentence a hundred times and intended to say nothing beyond it.

My heart was loud in my ears. The need was loud everywhere else, furious and going nowhere.

The second knock came quieter than the first.

"Ma'am."

Just that. Two syllables and then nothing. The pause that followed carried something the first knock hadn't. The slight delay before it instead of after. The fact that he had knocked a second time at all, and the specific quality of the quiet he left behind it.

He knew.

I pulled my underwear straight. Smoothed my dress over my full hips. Pressed both palms flat against the sink and looked at myself in the mirror for one second. Hair undisturbed. Face level. Nothing showing.

The bolt slid back.

He stood in the aisle with his hands loose at his sides, nothing in them, the cabin secured and quiet behind him. His face was composed, professionally blank, somewhere in his mid-thirties, his eyes meeting mine for exactly as long as required and not a fraction longer.

He said nothing.

I held his gaze for one flat second.

Then I moved past him into the aisle and walked back through the dark cabin. The floor shifted under my feet, a low rolling shudder, the turbulence arriving exactly when the captain had promised it would. My hand caught the top of a headrest. A woman in a window seat stirred but didn't wake.

Tom's neck pillow was visible from four rows out.

I folded myself into the seat. Pulled the blanket across my lap. Stared at the seat-back in front of me.

The need sat at an eight and showed no interest in the inconvenience it had just caused.

The seatbelt sign clicked off and I was already moving.

Tom had not stirred through any of it. His chin was still tipped forward into the neck pillow, his mouth slightly open, his thriller listing in the seat pocket where I had put it. The overhead lights were still dimmed. The cabin was still quiet, the particular held-breath quiet of two hundred people asleep over the Pacific at three in the morning.

The need was at a nine.

Not a demanding nine. A patient one, which was worse. The kind that had stopped arguing and was simply waiting, settled deep and specific and very certain about what it wanted.

I watched the rear of the cabin. The female attendant had moved toward the forward galley two minutes ago. The curtain had swung shut behind her and stayed shut.

I knew which one was back there.

I set the blanket aside and stood.

The aisle was empty. Fourteen rows to the rear, the carpet dark under the low lights, every seat I passed full of someone sleeping or close to it. The lavatory door was closed, the vacant sign showing green.

I pushed it open and stepped in and reached back to pull it shut.

The door stopped.

A hand closed around the edge, firm, coming from outside, and for one second I just stood there with my fingers on the inside handle and his on the outside and the door open between us. I turned.

His eyes were on my chest.

Hungry. Not pretending otherwise. They moved up to my face a beat later and what was in them was the same thing that had been in the quality of that second knock, and that was all I needed.

I stepped back. He came in and the door swung shut and the bolt turned and the occupied light blinked on, and then his mouth was on my throat before I had fully registered that he was already this close.

His hands found my neckline and yanked it down and my full, heavy breasts spilled out and he dropped his head immediately, no pause, no consideration of anything above the collarbone. His mouth closed over my right nipple and sucked hard and my fingers drove into his hair and my back hit the wall.

His hands cupped both breasts from underneath, lifting their weight, pushing them together, thumbs pressing the nipples up toward his mouth. He moved between them without any urgency about getting anywhere else. His tongue circled my left nipple slowly and then his teeth closed over it and my jaw clamped shut around a sound that wanted to be very loud.

My hips were rolling forward looking for something his mouth was not providing and his hands stayed exactly where they were, squeezing my full breasts, kneading them roughly, dragging his thumbs back and forth across both nipples until they were stiff and swollen and every pass of his tongue sent a direct line of sensation straight down through my stomach.

One hand finally left my breast and shoved my dress up around my full hips and pulled my underwear aside and two fingers drove in without any announcement at all.

My head went back into the wall.

His mouth stayed at my breasts. His fingers worked fast and deep and his thumb ground my clit in hard circles and his lips moved between my nipples, sucking one and then the other, his teeth grazing each peak, his tongue pressing flat against them in slow deliberate strokes that contradicted entirely the pace of what his hand was doing.

The combination was not fair.

His fingers pulled out and his hands gripped my hips and spun me around and my palms slapped flat against the wall above the sink. He yanked my underwear to mid-thigh and I heard his zip and the blunt head of his cock pressed against me and I pushed back hard before he moved at all.

He pushed in. Not carefully. Not slowly. All of it in one hard stroke and my forehead hit the mirror and my mouth opened and his hand covered it before the sound could go anywhere.

His hips drove forward and mine drove back and the rhythm was immediate and rough and the impact shuddered through my full breasts on every stroke, swaying heavy and loose beneath me, nipples dragging the cool air. My fingers scrabbled at the wall.

His free hand came around my hip and found my breast. He gripped it hard, full fistful of it, and his mouth came down on the back of my neck and his cock drove deeper and his palm ground my nipple against his fingers and the sensation stacked on top of everything else and my thighs started shaking.

He switched breasts. Gripped the other one just as hard, kneading it roughly, pulling the nipple between two fingers, and his rhythm shortened and deepened and his mouth moved from my neck to my shoulder and bit down soft enough to be deliberate.

The orgasm had no patience left in it.

It hit without warning. My cunt clamped down in long hard pulses, my back arching, my hips grinding back onto him through every wave, and the sound he held against his palm came out in a long muffled rush of breath through my nose. His hand stayed at my breast through all of it, squeezing, holding, the rough pressure of his fingers on my nipple dragging every last pulse out until my legs were shaking and my wrists ached from the wall.

He kept moving. Thirty seconds, hard and short, and then his hips drove forward and stayed and a low, swallowed sound pushed out of him against the back of my neck. The warmth of him spread deep inside me and his hand tightened once around my breast and then went slack.

A beat of stillness. Both of us breathing.

He stepped back. His zip went up. He tore a paper towel from the dispenser and set it on the edge of the sink without looking at me in the mirror, and I took it, and he unlocked the bolt and eased the door open an inch and checked the aisle and walked out.

I stood at the sink. Cold water over my wrists. My full breasts still out, still flushed, nipples swollen and dark in the cool recycled air.

I pulled my dress back up. Straightened my underwear. Looked at my face.

Level. Clear. Nothing showing.

I turned off the tap and walked back up the aisle.

Tom had not moved.

The neck pillow still held his chin forward, his mouth still slightly open, one hand loose in his lap. The thriller was where I had put it hours ago. His breathing was the long, even rhythm of a man who had not been anywhere near the rear of the cabin, who had no idea what the rear of the cabin had just been used for, who would wake in two hours and ask if I had slept and accept whatever I told him.

I folded myself into the seat.

The blanket was where I had left it. I pulled it back across my lap and settled into the headrest and let the quiet of the cabin come in around me. The engine noise was steady and low. A child three rows up shifted in its sleep and went still. Somewhere behind the forward curtain a cabinet opened and closed, small and domestic.

My body was quiet.

Fully quiet, the particular stillness that only arrived when the need had been met all the way to the bottom of it, not managed or taken the edge off but actually answered. Every muscle from the waist down had gone soft and loose and warm. My full breasts were tender under the fabric of my dress in a way that felt entirely satisfying. My wrists still held the faint cool trace of the sink water.

I turned to the window.

The Pacific was black and enormous and completely indifferent. No coastline, no lights, nothing to tell you where you were in it. Just the dark and the faint reflection of the cabin in the oval glass and somewhere far below the surface of all that water, nothing that had anything to do with me.

I looked at it for a long time.

Tom's hand lay open on the armrest between us, slack and warm, the hand that had found my hip in the dark two nights ago with the automatic ease of twenty years. I looked at it. I felt nothing complicated about it. He was my husband and he was asleep and his hand was there and all of that was simply true.

Fourteen days.

The thought arrived without any of the weight it had carried at the dinner table. No calculation, no cold inventory of logistics and margins and how to hold the shape of myself together. Just the words, sitting clean and simple in my mind, and underneath them something that felt almost like anticipation.

A large resort, he had said. Right on the beach.

My eyes went back to the window. The black Pacific held steady outside it, vast and patient, carrying us west at five hundred miles an hour toward something warm and wide open and full of strangers who did not know my name or my face or the woman I had become inside my own marriage.

The need was gone.

For now the need was completely gone, and that was enough, and I closed my eyes and let the engine carry me the rest of the way there.
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The room was on the fourth floor, ocean-facing, and Tom had the sliding door open before the porter finished setting down the bags.

"Look at that," he said. "Maggie, come look at that."

The Pacific stretched wide and flat, darkening toward the horizon in layered bands of blue. I looked at it the way he wanted me to and let the warmth in my chest be genuine, and it was. Tom at his best, parceling it out: the complimentary fruit basket, the turned-down beds, the small folded card explaining the breakfast hours. He read the card out loud. I took in the balcony railing, the angle of the neighboring unit, how the warm air moved in off the water and filled the room in one slow breath.

"This is good," I said. "Tom. This is really good."

His face did the thing it did when he had delivered correctly. I crossed to him and put my arms around his waist and pressed my cheek against his shoulder and meant all of it.

We took the complimentary wine to the balcony before dinner, Tom in the low chair talking about the golf course layout he'd read about on the flight. The sun was going down behind the island. Salt in the air, and something flowering from the gardens below, low and warm. His voice had lost its working-week tension. His shoulders sat differently, the slight forward set of a man bracing against a day gone somewhere he didn't need it anymore.

I watched him talk and felt something uncomplicated and let it be exactly that.

Dinner was on the open terrace, white tablecloths, the ocean audible from every table. Tom ordered a second bottle before the main course arrived and told the waiter it was our anniversary trip, and the waiter brought two small complimentary desserts at the end, which made Tom genuinely light with it. I ate without hurrying. The food was good. His knee pressed against mine under the table and stayed there, and the evening had the quality of a thing that had been planned carefully and gone right.

The need had been sitting low since the plane. Not loud. A two, maybe a three, the kind that stays patient for hours without asking for anything. I was aware of it the way you are aware of a sound that never quite rises above the level of the room.

We walked back through the resort corridor hand in hand, Tom still talking, his thumb moving across my knuckles. Chlorine from the pool. Something tropical from the garden-facing vents. A couple passed us going the other way, sunburned and laughing, and Tom squeezed my hand.

Back in the room he brushed his teeth with the bathroom door open, talking around the toothbrush about the catamaran tour advertised in the lobby, whether Thursday or Friday made more sense. His reflection moved in the mirror. Unhurried. Happy.

"Thursday," I said. "Leave it free."

"Yeah." He rinsed. "Yeah, that makes sense."

The need had climbed to a four by the time he came back out. Still quiet. Still not asking. I lay on top of the sheet and looked at the ceiling and listened to the ocean moving through the open balcony door, the curtain lifting and settling in the warm air.

The lamp clicked off.

Tom's hand found my hip in the dark.

His mouth found my neck first. Twenty years and he still went there first, his lips pressing into the soft skin below my ear, his hand sliding up from my hip to cup my full breast with a certainty that had never once hesitated. He knew exactly what he was doing. He had always known.

His thumb moved across my nipple and my hand went into his hair and pulled him closer.

He took his time going down. His mouth dragged from my throat to my chest, slow, his tongue circling my right nipple, then his lips closing over it, and the sound that came out of me was real and unhurried and he heard it and didn't rush. His hands pushed my full thighs apart and his mouth found my clit and I arched up off the sheet.

He was patient. The slow, precise rhythm he'd learned years ago and never once forgotten, his hands gripping my wide hips, holding me steady and level while my fingers drove into his hair and my thighs closed around his head and the whole length of my body pulled tight toward his mouth.

"Don't stop," I breathed. "Right there."

He didn't stop. My back lifted off the mattress and I came hard, long and shaking through my whole body, my full hips grinding down into his face until the last of it moved through me and left my legs soft and loose.

He kissed his way back up. His cock pressed against my inner thigh and I reached for him, still shaking, and pulled him forward.

He pushed inside and I gasped at the fullness of it, my legs wrapping around him, pulling him deep. His forehead dropped to mine.

"God," he said. "Maggie."

His weight pressed my full breasts flat against his chest and his hips drove forward and mine rose to meet them and the rhythm came fast and easy, the way it did when a body has twenty years of the other body memorised. His cock filled me on every stroke. His breathing went ragged in my ear. I came again with my fingers digging into his back and my face turned into his throat, quieter than the first, my whole body clenching around him in long slow pulses.

He finished with a low groan, his hips driving forward and staying, his face pressed hard into my neck. The warmth of him spread deep inside me. He held that for a moment and then went heavy and slack across my body, his chest dropping to mine, his breathing already beginning to slow.

I held him. My hand moved across his back in long strokes and I felt the tension go out of him by degrees, the particular loosening of a man who has arrived somewhere he intended to arrive. His weight settled. His hand at my waist went slack.

It was good. It had been genuinely good.

The warmth started its quiet rebuild at four minutes.

I lay still and did not argue with it. Arguing had never worked and I knew better by now than to expect it to be done just because I was. Tom's arm lay across my stomach, heavy and warm. His breathing had found its long, even rhythm, the kind that meant he was completely under.

I waited another few minutes and listened to the ocean through the open door.

Then I moved his arm, slow, lifting and shifting until it lay at his side. He made a small sound and turned his face deeper into the pillow and kept sleeping.

My hand moved under the sheet.

The concentration this required was its own particular skill, one I had practised in this bed and in hotel beds and in the dark of a hundred ordinary nights. Every movement calibrated to the depth of his breathing. Shoulders still. Face still. Just my wrist, just my fingers finding exactly the right place and staying there, working with a focus that had nothing patient in it anymore.

I came with my jaw locked and my thighs pressed hard around my wrist, the sound held flat behind my teeth while my hips rocked the smallest possible amount.

Tom slept through it without moving.

I lay still in the quiet after and waited. The satisfaction settled warm through my legs and my stomach and I thought: there. Done.

The warmth started coming back at two minutes.

I looked at the ceiling. I looked at the curtain lifting in the doorway, the warm glow of the balcony beyond it, the sound of the ocean moving through the gap.

Tom's shirt was on the floor where he'd dropped it.

I picked it up and pulled it over my head and stood.

The balcony was warm, the air sitting heavy and salt-thick off the water. No wind. The ocean moved below in long, dark swells and the sound of it filled everything.

The chair was low and wide and I dropped into it and let my knees fall open. Tom's shirt was unbuttoned and when I sat the panels fell open and slid off my full breasts and settled either side of them, leaving everything bare to the warm dark. I didn't close it.

My hand moved between my legs before I had fully settled.

Two fingers, straight in, the heel of my hand grinding hard against my clit, and the sound that pushed out of me was quiet and raw and went nowhere in the open air. No ceiling to hold it. No husband four inches away requiring calibration. My hips rolled forward off the chair seat and I let them.

My free hand closed over my left breast and squeezed hard. Not gently. The way the need asked for it when there was finally no reason to be gentle. My thumb dragged the nipple up and my palm pressed the full weight of my breast and my fingers drove deeper and I stopped thinking about the sound I was making.

A movement caught the edge of my vision and my whole body went still.

Adjacent balcony. Three feet of partition wall between us. A man stood at his railing in the low resort lighting, close enough that I could see his face clearly, and he was looking directly at me. Had been looking. Long enough that his glass was already set on the railing and his hands were loose at his sides and there was nothing casual left in his posture.

My fingers had stopped moving.

One second. Two. My heart was loud in my ears and my whole body held the particular suspended quality of something caught, and I sat there with my full bare breasts open to the warm air and my hand still between my legs and his eyes on all of it, and then the need, which had been at a nine since two in the morning, simply took the decision away from me.

My fingers started moving again.

His eyes moved from my face to my full breasts and back up, and I watched him look and I did not stop. My hand kept its grip, kneading the full soft weight of my breast, rolling my nipple between two fingers, and his eyes tracked every bit of it and his hand moved to the front of his shorts.

I opened my knees wider.

He pushed them down. His cock was thick and already flushed and his hand wrapped around it and his eyes came back to mine and stayed there.

My fingers went rougher. Deeper. The heel of my hand ground down in hard circles and my hips drove up off the chair to meet them and my free hand moved between my breasts, gripping each one in turn, squeezing and pulling and dragging my palms across both nipples until they were swollen and tight and every pass of my own hand sent a direct line of heat straight down through my stomach to where my fingers were working.

His hand moved fast. His jaw was tight. Both his hands were free now and he used them, one working his cock, the other gripping the railing, his eyes not leaving my body.

I watched his face.

That was the part. Not the looking, not the being seen, but his face doing what men's faces did when they were losing themselves and couldn't stop it. The particular slackness of a man gone somewhere past control. His mouth opened slightly. His hand moved faster and his hips pushed forward against his own grip and a low sound came across the three feet of warm air between us, swallowed, involuntary.

My fingers drove in as deep as they would go.

I came with my back arched off the chair and my full breasts in both hands, squeezing hard, grinding my palms into my own nipples while the orgasm moved through me in long clenching waves that didn't stop. My mouth opened and the sound that came out was not quiet and I didn't make it quiet. The ocean took it. The warm dark took it. My thighs shook and my hips rolled forward and I worked my fingers through every last pulse of it until my wrist ached and my legs had gone soft and the chair held all my weight.

He came a few seconds behind me. His head dropped and a rough, swallowed groan pushed out of him and his hand kept moving through all of it, his knuckles white on the railing, his body rigid and then flooding loose. I watched him. His chest heaved once. He stood with his forehead tipped down, breathing.

Then he picked up his glass from the railing.

He looked at me once more. Nothing in his face I could name. He stepped back through his sliding door and the curtain fell closed behind him and he was gone.

The ocean moved below. The air sat warm and still. My full breasts were flushed and tender, both nipples swollen and dark, and I sat bare in the chair with my hands in my lap and let the quiet come in around me.

My body was fully quiet. The specific stillness that only arrived at the bottom of the need, when it had been answered all the way down and had nothing left to say. Every muscle below my waist had gone soft and warm. My wrists ached pleasantly.

I pulled Tom's shirt closed.

The sliding door moved without sound and the room was dark and cool inside. Tom's shape lay in the white sheet, one hand loose at his side, his chest rising and falling in the long even rhythm of a man who had been asleep for an hour and would be asleep for several more.

I got into bed.

The sheet was cool against my legs. Tom's hand moved in his sleep, automatic and certain after twenty years, and found my hip and rested there.

The thought that arrived was not guilt. It had the shape of something cleaner than that, something with no ragged edges to it. I had sat in a chair on a balcony in Hawaii and handled what needed handling, and a man had watched and come undone watching, and I had watched him back, and now I was lying in the dark beside my husband with his hand on my hip and the ocean holding steady outside the door.

Thirteen days.

I closed my eyes.
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The Pool
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The pool area had two long rows of loungers with umbrellas angled for the afternoon shade. Tom had already claimed two, set the sunscreen between them, draped his towel across the chair back. He looked happy, and his shoulders showed it.

I sat down and looked at the water.

Blue and still and full of strangers going nowhere in particular. A couple at the far end, both facing away. Two older men at the steps with drinks. A woman flat on her back on the pool wall, sunglasses on, not moving. The usual geometry of people who had nowhere to be and had paid well for the privilege.

I was already horny. Had been since breakfast. Not loud about it, just sitting there under everything the way it did when the day had open space in it.

Tom settled into his lounger, opened his book, and was gone.

His shoulders had already lost the working-week tension. Two days in and the small permanent tightness around his jaw had eased. The sun caught his forearms. He turned a page.

"I'm going to get us something," he said, already scanning for the bar.

"Sure."

He set the book face-down on the lounger and walked away through the poolside heat, his broad back moving between the umbrellas.

I watched until he was gone.

Then I reached down, picked up the sarong, and spread it across my thighs.

The pool glittered in front of me and I looked at it and let my hand move under the fabric. The bikini bottom pulled aside and two fingers went in straight and I was wet enough that they drove all the way in without slowing. My full, heavy breasts sat warm in the bikini top, the sun pressing through the fabric, and I kept my hips still and my face forward and my free hand loose on the armrest.

The trick was the wrist. Smallest possible movement, just enough to keep the pleasure climbing without letting anything above the waist give it away. I had gotten good at the trick. The water glittered and I breathed through my nose and my fingers moved in slow deliberate circles.

The pool went about its business. Voices at the far end, a door somewhere behind the bar opening and closing, the low hum of the filtration running under everything. None of it was anywhere near me. My thighs pressed together around my wrist under the sarong and my jaw was soft and my face said nothing.

Then Tom's shirt came back between the umbrellas, two glasses in his hand, his face already finding mine.

My fingers went still. I pulled my hand free under the sarong and had my arm reaching toward him by the time he was close enough to hand over the glass.

"Cheers," he said, and dropped into his lounger.

"Cheers."

His book came up. His shoulders settled. I sat with my drink and the frustration of something stopped mid-sentence.

"Want to get in?" he said, already folding down the corner of his page.

The water was cold. Colder than the air by enough that I felt it move up through my chest and my full breasts tightened inside the bikini top the moment I was in.

Tom came in off the steps with a small theatrical gasp, his hands flat on the surface. His face was bright. He ducked under to the shoulders and came back up shaking water from his hair.

"Cold," he said.

"Cold," I agreed.

We stood in the chest-deep end, the sun on our faces and the chill of the water against our skin. His arm found my waist under the surface and I pressed against his side and felt the warmth of him through the cold.

My hand moved to his thigh.

He didn't register it at first. Just stood with his arm around my waist, squinting into the sun, eyes on the far end of the pool.

My hand traveled up.

His fingers closed around my wrist under the water. Not hard. Firm, and immediate, and without hesitation.

He looked at me. His ears had gone red.

"Not here, Mags."

Warm. Not unkind. The same voice he used when he wanted to say no without making anything of it. His hand held my wrist for a moment and then released it, and he looked at the far end of the pool again.

Then he pushed off the wall.

His arms pulled through the water in long clean strokes, his back breaking the surface on every third, his feet kicking a steady white line behind him. He reached the far wall, turned without pausing, and came back the same way. His face went in and out of the water. His body moved easily inside itself.

I stood and watched him.

Not hurt. I turned that over and checked it and found it was true. No hurt in it, no embarrassment underneath. Just the frustration of a body that had stopped accepting no from anyone, handed no by the one man it had no way around. Every stranger at every bar and parking lot and airplane toilet had been a yes eventually. Tom was the only no left in my life that I could not push through, could not angle toward, could not move even an inch.

He touched the far wall and turned again.

I moved to the steps and climbed out.

Water ran down my full breasts and my stomach and my thighs. I reached up and straightened my bikini top, settled my full, heavy breasts back into the fabric, and walked back to my lounger. The sarong was where I had left it. I sat down and picked up my drink and watched Tom hang off the far wall with his arms spread wide and his face tipped up to the sun.

He looked completely fine.

The frustration sat where it sat. I didn't touch the sarong. No point, not with the pool attendant doing a circuit of the loungers three rows over, not with the couple from the far end toweling off ten feet away. I held my drink and crossed my legs and let the sun press down on my full breasts above the bikini cups and waited for the afternoon to open up.

"Can I get you anything?"

The voice came from my left. The pool attendant stood two feet from my lounger, young and tanned dark from long days out here, his shirt open two buttons, his eyes moving from my face to my chest and not rushing the return trip.

His name was Kai. It was on the small badge above his breast pocket and I read it and looked back up at his face and he didn't look away.

"Just the drink," I said. "Thank you."

He didn't leave.

His eyes went to my full breasts again, slow and open about it, the way a man looked when he had decided not to pretend he wasn't looking. The bikini top held them high and full in the afternoon heat and his gaze sat on them for a long moment before coming back to my face. The smile that settled on his face was warm and certain and full of knowledge.

He crouched down next to the lounger. Eye level now, close enough that I could see the sweat at his collarbone, the unhurried quality of a man who had nowhere to be and had decided this was where he wanted to spend that nowhere. His forearm rested on the edge of my lounger. Not touching me. Just there.

My whole body went tight.

I was wet. Had been since Tom's hand closed around my wrist in the pool and he pushed off the wall and swam away. The frustration of that had sat in my cunt for the past hour and hadn't gone anywhere and now this man's eyes were moving across my full breasts with open appreciation and my thighs were pressing together on the lounger and I wanted his hand on me with an urgency that was difficult to keep off my face.

"You're here with your husband?" he said.

"I am."

"Kai."

A woman's voice, clipped and carrying, from the service path behind the bar. He glanced back once. The woman gestured at the far end of the pool. He looked at me, said nothing, and straightened up. His hand lifted the empty glass from my side table as he went.

I watched him walk away and sat with the agony of that and crossed my legs hard.

Back in the water an hour later, the cool going out of it in the afternoon heat. I stood in the chest-deep end and looked at the strangers moving around me and thought about being filled. Thought about it without dressing it up. My cunt had been empty since the plane and it wanted something in it and my fingers under a sarong were not the same thing and the afternoon was running out.

A male guest drifted close, mid-forties, broad across the shoulders, the loose ease of a man on his third poolside drink. He stood near enough that when he shifted his weight his arm pressed against mine.

Then his hand found my knee under the water.

I went very still.

His thumb moved in a slow arc across my inner knee and his face stayed pointing at the middle distance, the pool, the far wall, anywhere but me. His fingers pushed up my inner thigh. Slow. Giving me every opportunity to move away. I didn't move away. His hand traveled higher and the fabric of my bikini bottom pulled against his knuckles and I pressed my lips together and looked straight ahead and let him.

His fingers pushed the fabric aside.

Two fingers, blunt and certain, and I was so wet that they slid straight in and I made a small sound I had to swallow fast. My full breasts rose against the surface of the water. His face was still pointing at the far wall. His fingers curled, deep and slow, and my hand gripped his forearm under the water and my hips rolled forward onto his hand and I stopped thinking about whether anyone was watching.

"David."

His fingers went still.

The woman's voice came from the pool steps, impatient, already at its second try. He held still for one more second, his fingers deep inside me, and I pushed my hips forward the smallest possible amount and his jaw tightened.

Then he pulled his hand free and turned toward the steps.

"Coming," he said.

I stood in the water with my thighs clamped around nothing, his fingers gone, my cunt clenching on empty, and the frustration was so sharp and so complete that I had to put both hands on the pool wall and breathe through it.

The poolside bar caught the last of the sun. I sat on a stool and crossed my legs and pressed my thighs together and tried to take the edge off that way, which did nothing. My full breasts sat heavy above the bikini cups and my skin was tight all over and the bar was busy and loud and not one person sitting in it knew that I was this close to putting my own hand down the front of my bikini right there on the stool.

A man appeared beside me before I had finished ordering. Dark-haired, forty, an accent I couldn't place. He settled his drink, turned toward me with the directness of a man who had made a decision, and his thigh pressed hard against mine the moment he sat.

"American?" he said.

"Yes."

His hand moved from his drink glass to my knee and his mouth came close to my ear.

"Here alone?"

"No."

"That's a shame," he said. His fingers curled around my inner thigh and pushed up and I gripped the bar edge and my full breasts pressed forward against the bikini fabric and my breath came out thin and his fingers reached the hem of my bikini bottom and pressed hard against the fabric and I was so wet he had to feel it through the cloth.

"Mags."

Tom's hand on my shoulder from behind. Two drinks in his other hand, his face easy, his eyes moving to the man beside me with the mild expression of a husband arriving at a bar.

The hand disappeared.

I turned to Tom and smiled.

"Here," he said, handing me the drink.

"Thank you."

The man was already looking at his phone.

Dinner was on the terrace again, Tom ordering the catch of the day, his knee pressed against mine under the table. He talked about the golf course he'd booked for tomorrow morning. I answered him and ate and kept my voice even and sat with all three of them stacked inside me, Kai's eyes on my full breasts, David's fingers curling deep, the other man's palm hot against the wet fabric, all of it unfinished and going nowhere.

Back in the room he brushed his teeth with the door open. His voice carried through the gap, something about breakfast hours. I lay on top of the sheet and stared at the ceiling and the ocean came through the balcony door and the wanting sat thick in my cunt and had no place to go.

The lamp clicked off.

Tom's hand found my hip in the dark.

His breathing went long and even within four minutes. That was all. No move toward me, no mouth on my neck, nothing. Just the automatic reach of twenty years and then sleep, his chest rising and falling in the long slow pull of a man who had swum his laps and eaten his dinner and had no idea what he had let walk into the room beside him.

I lay still and looked at the ceiling.

The wanting was enormous. Not background noise, not something sitting quietly under the day. It was right here, in my cunt, in the skin of my full breasts, in my hands, physical and ignored since breakfast and poked at three times and given nothing. Tom's hand lay slack on my hip and the ocean moved through the open door and my cunt was still wet from David's fingers and I had never in my life wanted to be fucked as badly as I wanted it in that moment.

I moved his hand. He didn't stir.

The balcony chair was where I had left it. The night air hit my bare skin the moment I stepped through the door, warm and salt-thick. No robe. I hadn't reached for one. My full, heavy breasts moved free in the open air and I sat down in the low wide chair and my thighs fell open before I had fully settled.

My fingers drove straight in.

Not gentle. Not the calibrated wrist movement of the pool or the careful stillness of a woman lying next to her sleeping husband. Both feet flat on the balcony floor, hips rolling forward off the chair, my full breasts in my free hand and my fingers working deep and fast and the sound that came out of me went out into the warm dark and I didn't swallow it.

The first one came fast. My whole body had been cocked toward it since noon and it broke hard, my back lifting off the chair, my fingers driving in through every pulse of it, my palm grinding my clit in rough circles until my thighs shook and my wrist ached and my legs went soft and loose.

I didn't stop.

The second one took longer and I gave it the time it wanted. My free hand moved between my full breasts, squeezing each one, dragging my thumb across both nipples until they were tight and swollen and every pass sent heat straight down through my stomach. My fingers slowed and deepened and my hips rolled in long unhurried circles and I tipped my head back and looked at the stars and made noise about it.

It built from the base of my spine this time, slow and wide, spreading out through my full hips and my thighs and my stomach. My fingers curled deep and stayed there and my palm worked my clit in hard steady circles and the sound that pushed out of me when it hit was raw and open and the ocean took it.

The sliding door opened.

I heard it before I saw it. The low roll of the runner and then the curtain moving and then he was at his railing, three feet away, forearms on the rail, looking at me with a smirk on his face. The man from the first night. The same easy posture, the same glass in his hand, the same expression of a man who had heard exactly what he came out to find.

My fingers were still inside me.

He set the glass on the railing.

His shorts came down without preamble, no performance in it, just a man who had decided. His cock was thick and already hard in his hand and his eyes moved from my face to my full bare breasts and back up and stayed there.

I opened my knees wider.

His hand started moving. Slow at first, his eyes on my breasts, on my fingers working between my thighs, his jaw tight. I gripped my full breast hard and pulled the nipple and watched his hand tighten on his cock in response and felt the next one already building from where the last had barely finished.

"Let me see them," he said. Low, just loud enough to carry the three feet between us.

I lifted both full breasts in my hands and pushed them together and his hand moved faster.

My fingers drove deeper. The heel of my hand ground down and my hips drove up off the chair to meet it and my full breasts swayed heavy with the movement and his eyes tracked all of it and the sound he made was low and swallowed and involuntary and I felt it in my cunt.

"Fuck," he breathed.

The orgasm that hit was not patient. My thighs clamped shut around my wrist and my back arched and both hands gripped my full breasts hard through every wave and the sound I made was the loudest yet, carrying out above the water and into the night, my hips bucking forward off the chair, my fingers working through every last pulse until my legs were shaking and my wrists ached and I had nothing left.

He came seconds behind me. His head dropped and a rough, broken groan pushed out of him and his knuckles went white on the railing and his hips drove forward into his own fist, once, twice, and then he stood rigid and flooding loose.

A long silence.

The ocean moved below. The warm air sat still around us. My full breasts rose and fell and the tender, swollen ache in my nipples was exactly what being thorough felt like.

He picked up his glass.

One look at me, nothing in it I could name, and he stepped back through his curtain. The door rolled shut. The balcony was empty.

I sat in the quiet and let it settle all the way down.

Back inside, the room was dark and cool. Tom's shape lay unchanged in the white sheet, one hand loose at his side, his chest rising and falling in the long even rhythm of a man who had been nowhere near a balcony.

I got into bed.
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The Beach
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Tom was dressed and cheerful by eight, golf bag propped by the door, already talking about the back nine before I'd finished my coffee. I kissed him at the door and meant it, a real kiss, his hand coming up to my jaw, his aftershave warm and familiar.

The elevator closed behind him.

My underwear was wet before I reached the bathroom.

I stood at the mirror for a moment, just looking. Dark hair loose on my shoulders. Green bikini on the bed, the wide-brimmed hat on the chair. My full breasts caught the morning light and the flush was already at my throat. I pressed two fingers between my thighs and found exactly what I already knew was there.

I packed the bag without thinking about it. Sunscreen. The hat. My book. I needed air. I needed to get out of the room and walk somewhere and let the heat work on me until the worst of it passed. That was all I was doing.

The path down wound through a stand of palms before the beach opened out. White sand, the water impossibly blue, a couple of guests far up by the resort flags. The quiet end stretched away to my left, narrowing between the rocks, and I walked toward it the way water finds the lowest point, without deciding.

The breakwater jutted out from the rocks maybe two hundred meters down. A man was sitting on top of it, lean, mid-thirties, board shorts and no shirt, hands loose between his knees and his eyes on the water. I registered him the way I registered the light or the temperature. Present. There.

I spread my towel and lay down and opened my book.

Three lines. Four. The words sat on the page without meaning anything.

The sun pressed down on my full breasts and stomach. The sand was hot through the towel. My pussy was slick against the fabric and the book wasn't doing anything about it. I set it face-down and pulled the hat over my face and stared at the dark inside of the brim and tried to think about nothing in particular.

My hand moved to my stomach. Just resting there. Warm skin under my palm, the waistband of the bikini bottom an inch below my fingers.

A long breath. The ocean moved against the rocks. The heat pressed down.

My fingers slipped under the waistband.

I wasn't deciding anything. My body was simply doing what it did when it had been ignored long enough, moving without asking permission, finding the slick heat between my thighs and pressing. A slow circle. My hips shifted on the towel without my asking them to. The hat stayed over my face and the beach was quiet and I told myself nobody was watching and pressed a little harder.

The sound I made was small. Barely anything.

Sand shifted at the base of the breakwater.

Footsteps crossed toward me, unhurried, going quiet on the packed wet sand near my towel. They stopped. His shadow fell cool and sudden across my chest through the hat brim.

My hand went still.

I lifted the hat.

He was standing two feet from my towel, looking down at me. Not smiling. Just looking, with the steadiness of a man who had watched the whole thing and wasn't embarrassed about it.

My hand was still under the waistband. I pulled it free.

"Don't stop on my account," he said.

His voice was low and unhurried. American, somewhere south in it. His eyes moved from my face to my chest and back up without pretending they hadn't.

I sat up. My full breasts pressed against the bikini top and his gaze went there and stayed. My pussy was still clenching around nothing and fully aware of the difference.

He crouched down to my level. Close enough that I could see the salt dried on his shoulders, the line of dark hair below his navel disappearing into his waistband. His eyes were a light brown, patient, like he had already decided how this ended and was simply waiting for me to catch up.

"How long have you been watching?" I said.

"Long enough." His eyes moved to my hand, still resting at my hip. "You always do that on public beaches?"

"Apparently."

The corner of his mouth moved. Not quite a smile. He looked at my breasts again, slow and deliberate, making no attempt to disguise it.

"There's nobody behind the breakwater," he said.

I stood up.

He straightened and I walked past him toward the rocks and his footsteps came right behind me, no hesitation, no gap. The breakwater curved around and cut the wind and the moment I stepped into the shadow of the rock face the noise of the beach fell away. Just the water on the other side of the rocks, loud and close, and the two of us and the narrow strip of sand between the stone and the sea.

I turned around and his hands were already at my back, finding the bikini tie before I'd fully faced him. One pull. The fabric loosened and fell and my full, heavy breasts came free into the warm air.

He looked at them for a moment. Both hands came up and cupped them, thumbs brushing the nipples, and the sound I made was small and involuntary.

"Christ," he said quietly. Just that.

His mouth closed on my right nipple, hard and immediate. My head went back and my hand went to the back of his head and held him there, fingers tight in his hair. He worked it with his tongue and then his teeth and a sharp line of heat ran straight from my nipple down through my stomach. My hips pressed forward against nothing.

He moved to the left nipple and gave it the same treatment, slower this time, his hands holding both my full breasts and his thumbs working while his mouth was occupied, and I said fuck against the top of his head and gripped his hair tighter.

His hand pushed the bikini bottom aside and two fingers slid straight into my pussy.

"Fuck." Flat and involuntary.

Deep, both fingers, curled forward, and my nails went into his shoulder. My hips rolled against his hand before I had registered deciding to move them. Completely soaked, and he could feel all of it, and the low sound he made against my breast was unbearable.

His thumb found my clit and started to circle and my thighs shook and I said his name, then remembered I didn't know it, and said fuck again instead.

"Tell me what you want," he said against my breast.

"Your cock," I said. "Right now."

He stood up straight. His fingers were still inside me and I was gripping his wrist.

"Yeah?" His thumb kept circling, slow and deliberate. "This pussy always this wet or is that just for me?"

My nails dug into his wrist. "Don't make me wait."

He pulled his fingers free and turned me by the hip and I braced both palms flat against the rough rock face. The bikini bottom came down to my knees. His hand pressed between my shoulder blades, not hard, just enough. The head of his cock pressed against me and I pushed back before he had moved at all.

The first thrust knocked all the breath out of me.

"Oh god." My palms scraped the rock. "Yes. Fuck, yes."

Full. Thick and buried completely on the first stroke and my pussy clenched around him and he made a rough sound behind me and both hands gripped my full hips hard.

"Christ," he said. "Feel how your cunt grips me. Fucking soaked all the way through."

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

He moved.

Long, deep strokes, his hips slapping against my ass, the sound sharp off the rock face and swallowed immediately by the water on the other side. My breasts swayed with each thrust, nipples brushing the stone, a bright jolt of sensation each time. His right hand slid from my hip and reached around and cupped my full breast and squeezed hard and I said fuck, louder than I meant to.

"Quiet," he said. His hips didn't slow.

"Then stop doing that."

He squeezed again, thumb working my nipple in slow circles while his cock drove into me, and the sound I made was not quiet at all.

The ocean covered it. The ocean covered everything.

Both hands went back to my hips and the pace changed, shorter and harder now, driving me up onto my toes with each stroke. My pussy gripped him every time he pulled back and he felt it and swore under his breath.

"You keep squeezing my cock like that I'm going to come right now," he said.

"Don't." My voice came out ragged. "Not yet. Keep fucking me."

He pulled out.

I turned around fast. His cock was slick with me and he was looking at my face with that same steady patience and I wanted to hit him for stopping.

"On your knees," he said.

The sand was warm under my knees. His cock was at my mouth and I took him in without waiting, tasting myself on him, my full breasts pressed against his thighs. His hand went to the back of my head and his hips pushed forward and I heard the sound he made above me, rough and genuine, all the patience in it gone at once.

"Fuck." His hand tightened in my hair. "Fuck, yes. Just like that."

I worked him until his thighs were shaking and then I pulled back and looked up at him and he was already reaching for me, pulling me up by the shoulders and turning me and walking me two steps forward until my hands hit the rock again.

He pushed back inside me in one stroke.

"Nngh." The sound came out of me before I could do anything about it. Full again, thick and deep, and my pussy took all of it and asked for more.

His mouth came to my ear. "How do you want it?"

"Hard," I said. "Hard and don't stop until I come."

He gave me hard.

Both hands locked on my full hips and he fucked me against the rock face with a force that was past any pretense of patience, his cock driving into me deep on every stroke, the slap of his hips against my ass constant and loud. My breasts swayed and the rock scraped my palms and I pushed back into every thrust and reached down with my right hand and pressed two fingers flat against my clit and started to circle.

"Tell me how it feels," he said, rough against my ear.

"So good." My forehead dropped against the rock. "Your cock is so good. Harder. Right there. Right fucking there."

"Yeah?" A thrust that drove me forward. "Tell me what you want me to do."

"Come inside me." The words came out without any thought at all. "I want to feel you come inside me."

"Not yet." His teeth grazed the back of my neck and his hips kept hammering. "You come first. Come on my cock and then I'll fill you up."

My fingers worked faster. The pressure was everywhere, my thighs, my stomach, the base of my spine, all of it climbing toward the same point. My voice dropped into something I didn't recognize, a low, continuous sound that had no words in it anymore. His cock was relentless. His hands held my full hips like he owned them.

"Don't stop," I said. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't you fucking stop."

"Come on," he said, low and rough. "Come on my cock. Do it."

I came.

Hard, my back arching, my pussy clenching so tight around him that he groaned through his teeth and drove in to the base and held there. My face pressed against the rock and the sound that came out of me was long and shapeless and my fingers pressed flat and trembling against my clit and my whole body shook through every second of it.

He pulled me from the rock and down onto the sand onto hands and knees and followed me down without pulling out, both hands locking on my full hips, no patience left anywhere in him.

"I'm going to come inside you," he said. "Tell me I can come inside you."

"Come inside me," I said. "Do it."

He did. A low groan pressed against the back of my neck, both hands pulling my hips hard onto his cock, filling me in a deep, wet rush. My arms shook. My thighs shook. The sand pressed into my palms and the ocean came in and pulled back and came in again and I stayed still and took all of it until he stopped moving.

He pulled back. The stretch of him leaving me was immediate and blunt and physical.

I reached for my bikini bottom and started to pull it up.

The sand was warm under my knees. His cum was still inside me and the ocean kept coming in and pulling back and the sun pressed down on my bare back without opinion.

I stayed there for a moment, just breathing.

A deep, full quiet sat in my body, the particular stillness of a need that has been answered completely. The restlessness that had been sitting under my skin since Tom left for golf was gone without a trace.

I got up and fixed my bikini. He was sitting against the rock behind me, watching, his board shorts back on, one knee up. He looked like a man who had gotten exactly what he came for and had no complaints about it.

"Tomorrow?" he said.

I looked at him for a moment. His shoulders, the salt still drying on his skin, the easy way he sat against the rock. He had been exactly what the morning needed and he had delivered without hesitation and I meant it when I said what came next.

"I want to," I said. "Genuinely. But no. My husband's here and this was today and today was perfect. Leave it perfect."

He held my gaze and nodded once, no performance in it. "Fair enough," he said. "It was perfect."

I waded into the water from the back of the breakwater and swam around it, the ocean cold and immediate against my skin, washing everything away in one long clean pull. My arms cut through the water and I came around the far end of the rocks and put my feet down on the sand and walked up out of the surf the way anyone walks out of the surf, wet hair, water running down my full breasts and stomach and thighs, nothing on my face but the salt and the sun.

My towel was where I'd left it. The hat beside it. The unopened book.

I wrung my hair out and sat down and tipped my face up to the sky and let the sun start to dry me. The ocean was quiet from this side of the rocks. A couple of gulls crossed overhead. My body was settled and warm and the water had done everything it needed to do.

The hotel bar came into view when I gathered my things, and Tom was already there at a table in the shade, two drinks in front of him, his golf shirt slightly damp at the collar. He raised his hand and smiled when he saw me, open and pleased, the face of a man who had a good morning and wanted to tell me about it.

I crossed the sand and sat down and took the cold drink he slid toward me.

"How was it?" I said.

"Birdied the seventh," he said. "Finally figured out my grip. I think that's been the whole problem."

"That's great," I said.

He talked about the seventh hole and I let the cold glass sit against my palm and watched his face and listened and smiled at the right moments. The warmth in my chest stayed through all of it, private and entirely mine.

He reached across the table and squeezed my hand. "You look relaxed," he said. "Good beach day?"

"Perfect," I said. "Swam around the breakwater. Water was incredible."

"I might skip golf tomorrow and come down with you."

"That would be nice," I said.

It came out easy and natural. His thumb ran across my knuckles and he went back to the story about his grip and I finished my drink and let the afternoon settle around us. Tom's hand warm in mine. The sun dropping toward the water. Another man's cum washed off my thighs by the Pacific while my husband saved me a seat at the bar.

All of it mine.
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The Dinner Date

[image: ]


The restaurant had candles on every table and white tablecloths and the terrace wall open to the ocean. Tom held my chair. He was in the white linen shirt I liked, his shoulders easy, the working-week set gone from him five days now.

"You look incredible," he said.

The black halter dress was cut low across my full, heavy breasts and fitted through my wide hips, my dark hair up because of the heat, the small gold earrings he gave me three anniversaries ago at my ears. I let him look. The warmth in his face was real and I let that be real too.

My cunt had been wet since the walk over. The halter fabric against my bare, full breasts and the warm evening air off the water and nowhere to do anything about it. I picked up my menu.

Tom read his from the top, the way he read everything. His knee found mine under the white tablecloth and stayed there. The wine came.

A man at the corner table had his eyes on me when I glanced up to find the waiter. Midforties, a jacket, a glass of red and nothing in front of him to read. His gaze was steady. I noted it the way I noted the sound of the ocean through the open terrace wall, and looked back at Tom.

The food was good and Tom talked through most of it. The catamaran on Thursday, the reef, how I should have come. His face in the candlelight was open and easy, the face he got on vacation when nothing was pulling at him. Watching it I felt something uncomplicated.

"To us," he said, and lifted his glass.

The candle sat between us. His eyes were warm and certain.

"To us," I said.

His hand came across the tablecloth between the main course and dessert, his thumb moving across my knuckles, his knee pressing mine. Two hours of wet and nothing done about it. I kept my hand still under his and held all of it behind my face and smiled.

The ladies' room was at the back of the restaurant, past the bar, a short corridor that turned left. I excused myself between dessert and coffee, Tom's hand squeezing mine as I stood.

The corridor was cool and empty and I walked it without rushing.

Two stalls, both vacant. The first one, the bolt slid across, my full hips against the tank and my dress up around my waist and my fingers already moving before I had finished bracing against the wall. Two fingers deep and my thumb hard on my clit and my teeth pressed into my lower lip. Wet enough that the sound was audible in the empty room. My free hand gripped the top of the partition and my hips drove forward and the orgasm was close, was right there, was seconds away.

The outer door opened.

Heels on tile. The second stall.

I stood with my fingers inside myself and my forehead tipped against the cool painted wall and my whole body pulled tight and going nowhere. Thirty seconds. A minute. The woman moved to the sink. Water ran. A bag opened, something clicked, the particular unhurried sounds of a woman fixing her lipstick with nowhere to be.

I straightened. Pulled my underwear up. Smoothed the black halter dress over my full hips and unlocked the bolt and washed my hands at the sink beside her and looked at my face in the mirror.

Level. Nothing showing. My full breasts rose and fell against the halter fabric faster than they should have.

Tom was pouring the last of the wine when I came back. His face was easy and warm, a man at the end of a good meal with nothing asking anything of him. His knee found mine as I sat.

"Good?" he said.

"Perfect," I said.

The coffee came. His hand stayed on the table near mine and the ocean held steady through the open wall and the candle between us had burned low. My underwear was wet against my thighs. I picked up my cup and held it in both hands and kept my face where Tom needed it to be.

Tom was asleep before I had finished taking off my earrings. The wine at dinner had been three glasses at least and his eyes had been heavy in the taxi back and by the time his head hit the pillow his breathing had already begun to slow. I stood at the foot of the bed and watched his chest rise and fall and his hand lie open on the sheet where it had fallen.

I did not get in.

My cunt had been wet and unfinished since the restaurant bathroom and the room was warm and the minibar was under the desk. I crouched in front of it and took out the whisky, the small bottle, and poured it into a glass. Warm. I had registered the ice machine on the way in from dinner, the way I registered these things, first door past the stairwell, forty feet down the corridor.

The ice bucket was on the shelf above the minibar. I picked it up.

Barefoot, the black halter dress still on, the corridor quiet and cool under the overhead lights. My full breasts moved against the halter fabric when I walked. The stairwell door was propped open and the ice machine hummed behind it and I pushed through and filled the bucket and turned back.

He was standing in the open doorway of his room, jacket off, shirt open at the collar, the keycard loose in one hand. The same man from the corner table. He was looking down the corridor and he saw me before I had taken three steps and he did not look away. His door stood open behind him and the warm light from inside fell across the corridor floor.

I stopped.

His eyes went to my full breasts, the halter low and the fabric close, and then to the ice bucket and then back up to my face. He said nothing. I looked at him and my cunt took the decision out of my hands the way it always did.

I pushed past him through the open door.

The ice bucket hit the nightstand.

His hands were on my full breasts before the door had swung shut behind me, both of them, cupping their weight through the halter fabric and squeezing, not tentative, not asking.

I reached back and pulled the halter strings and the fabric fell and my full, heavy breasts dropped into his hands bare.

A low sound came out of him.

His thumbs dragged across both nipples and my head went back against his shoulder and my eyes closed. He took his time there. Both hands working, kneading the full soft weight of my breasts, rolling each nipple between his fingers until they were stiff and swollen and my hips were already rolling back against him.

"Christ," he said, against my neck. "Look at these fucking tits. So heavy, so perfect."

His mouth came down on the left nipple and sucked hard and I grabbed the back of his head and held him there. His tongue circled it slowly and then his teeth closed over it and the sound that came out of me was loud in the quiet room.

"Mmh. Don't stop. Suck them harder."

He moved to the right. His hands kept both breasts together, thumbs pressing the nipples up toward his mouth, and he worked between them with no urgency about moving lower, just his mouth and his hands and my full breasts and the wet heat building between my thighs.

One hand finally slid down. Flat across my stomach, under the waistband, and two fingers pushed inside me and his palm ground down on my clit and I gasped and my knees bent.

"Fuck," I breathed. "Yes. Finger that wet cunt deeper."

He worked his fingers deep and slow, his mouth still at my nipples. My hips drove down onto his hand. His fingers curled and pressed and his palm kept its pressure and his teeth grazed my left nipple and I gripped his wrist and pushed his hand harder against me.

"Like that," I said. "Right there. Fuck me with those fingers just like that."

The orgasm built fast, two hours of unfinished sitting behind it. My thighs clamped around his hand and my back arched and I came with my full breasts shaking in his grip, a rough broken sound pushing out of me that I did not try to hold back. His fingers worked me through every pulse until my legs were shaking and his wrist was soaked and I reached back and gripped his hip to make him stop.

A beat of stillness. Both of us breathing.

His shirt was already unbuttoned and I pushed it off his shoulders and his chest was lean and warm. My hands went to his belt and he watched me undo it, his jaw tight, his cock already pressing hard against the fabric. I pushed his trousers down and his underwear with them and his cock was thick and flushed and I wrapped my hand around it and felt it pulse.

I dropped to my knees.

"Jesus," he said.

My full breasts rested against his thighs and I looked up at him and put my mouth on the head of his cock and his hand drove into my hair immediately, gripping hard, not directing, just needing something to hold. I took him slow, as far as I could, my lips stretched around his thickness, my tongue pressing the underside on every stroke.

"Fuck." His hips pushed forward. "Look at you. Dirty little slut on your knees sucking my cock like you've been starving for it."

I pulled back and worked the head with my tongue and his grip tightened in my hair and a rough sound pushed out of him.

"Such a filthy mouth," he said. "Taking a stranger's thick cock so deep."

My cunt clenched on nothing. I took him deeper and his thighs tensed and his head dropped back and I worked him until his breathing had gone ragged and his hand in my hair had started to shake.

"Stop." His voice was strained. "Stop or I'll come down your throat right now."

I pulled off him and stood and he turned me around before I had straightened fully, both hands on my wide hips, walking me toward the bed. I sat back onto it and pulled him down.

His cock ran through the wet between my legs without pushing in and he looked at my face.

"Tell me what you want," he said.

"I want your cock buried in my pussy," I said. "Right fucking now."

He pushed in. All of it, slow and full, and my back lifted off the bed and my mouth opened and the fullness of it after two hours of nothing sat deep and specific and exactly right. His forehead dropped to mine. He held that for one breath.

Then his hips pulled back and drove forward and mine rose to meet them.

The rhythm came fast. His cock filled me on every stroke and the impact moved through my full breasts, swaying loose and heavy, and his hands came up and gripped them both, holding their weight, squeezing as his hips kept driving.

"Nngh. Your cunt's so fucking tight," he said against my throat. "Gripping me like it never wants to let go."

My fingers drove into his hair and pulled his mouth harder onto my neck. His hands kneaded my full breasts, rough and thorough, his thumbs working my nipples between strokes, and his cock kept its pace and the wet sound of it filled the room.

"Harder," I said.

His hips drove forward and the headboard found the wall and my full breasts shook with every stroke and his hands gripped them and held them and I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deeper.

"Yes," I said. "Yes. Fuck me harder. Don't you dare stop."

"You love this cock, don't you." His rhythm shortened. "Sneaking out like a needy slut to get filled by a stranger while your husband's asleep."

The words hit somewhere low and direct and my hips drove up harder onto him.

"Say it," he said. His cock drove deep and stayed. "Tell me what a dirty little whore you are."

"I'm a slut," I said. "A filthy fucking slut. Now pound me."

He moved. Fast and hard, the headboard loud against the wall, both hands full of my heavy breasts, and I stopped trying to manage any sound I was making. His cock drove into me on every stroke and my full hips rose to meet each one and the wet slap of it filled the room and his breathing went to nothing but short rough bursts against my neck.

"Fuck." His hips snapped forward. "Take every inch, you greedy cunt."

"Ugh. Yes. Give it to me. Fill me up."

The second orgasm arrived without building, my cunt clamping down in long hard pulses, my hips grinding up onto him through every one, a rough cry pushing out of me that I muffled against his shoulder. His hands tightened on my full breasts through all of it, squeezing hard, and he kept driving through every pulse until my thighs were shaking and the sheet was soaked and I gripped his hip to hold him deep.

He kept going. Slower now, long deep strokes, his forehead pressed into my neck, his cock buried to the base on every push. His hands moved from my breasts to my wide hips and gripped hard and his breathing went ragged and broken and then his hips drove forward one last time and stayed and a long, low groan tore out of him against my skin. The warmth of him spread deep inside me. His cock pulsed once, twice. His body went heavy across mine.

Neither of us moved.

His weight pressed my full breasts flat and his breathing slowed against my neck and the room held quiet around us, the ocean faint through the wall, the ice bucket on the nightstand exactly where I had set it when I came in.

I lay still and felt his cum inside me and let the particular satisfaction of it sit where it was.

His bathroom was clean and white and I stood under his shower and let the hot water run over my full breasts and down my stomach and between my thighs. His soap on my skin. The mirror above the sink when I stepped out was fogged and I wiped a clear strip with my palm and looked at my face.

Level. Clear. Hair damp at the edges where the steam had caught it. Lips slightly swollen.

I smoothed the black halter dress back over my full hips and tied the halter strings behind my neck and picked up the ice bucket from the nightstand. His eyes followed me from the bed, dark and satisfied, his chest still rising and falling.

He said nothing.

I said nothing.

The door clicked shut behind me.

The corridor was empty and cool and my bare feet were quiet on the carpet and the whisky was still in the glass in our room, warm now, the ice long since needed. I walked back without hurrying.

The room was dark and cool and Tom exactly as I had left him, one hand loose on the sheet, his chest rising and falling in the long even rhythm of a man who had not moved in an hour.

I set the ice bucket on the desk. Picked up the whisky glass and dropped two cubes in and stood in the dark and drank it slowly.

His cum was still inside me. The shower had taken the rest of it but not that, the deep warmth of it still sitting where it had been when I lay on his bed and let it settle. I was aware of it the way you are aware of a bruise, not unpleasant, just present and specific and entirely mine.

I set the glass down and slipped the halter strings and stepped out of the dress and got into bed.

Tom's arm moved in his sleep, the way it always moved, automatic and certain after twenty years, crossing the sheet until his hand found my hip and rested there. His fingers were warm and slack. His breathing did not change.

I lay still and looked at the ceiling.

The anniversary dinner had been real. The candle between us and his hand over mine on the white tablecloth and the warmth in his face when he lifted his glass, all of it real, none of it performance. Twenty years of him and the best of it still landed exactly where it was supposed to land.

The man two doors down was already somewhere I would not think about again.

That was the particular architecture of it, the thing I had stopped examining and simply lived inside. Both things true at once, both things fully themselves, neither one touching the other. Tom's hand on my hip in the dark and a stranger's cum still warm inside me and the ceiling holding steady above both.

The ocean moved outside. The curtain lifted once in the warm air off the water and settled back.

My body was quiet. Fully quiet, the specific stillness that only came when everything had been answered all the way down. Tom's thumb moved once across my hip in his sleep and stilled.

Nine days left.

The thought arrived without weight. Not a problem to be solved, not a calendar to be managed. Just the number, sitting clean in the dark above me, and underneath it something that felt nothing like dread.

I closed my eyes and listened to Tom breathe and let Hawaii do what it was doing.
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Rain
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The rain came in at breakfast.

Not a gradual build. One moment the terrace was sharp with morning light, and the next the sky dropped everything it had, white and loud and total. Tom looked up from his eggs and his face fell.

"Oh, that's a shame," he said. He watched it for a moment, the way it erased the pool and the beach and the ocean in one grey sweep, and then he picked up his fork. "Well. Nothing for it."

My coffee cup was halfway to my mouth.

He shrugged once, the particular shrug of a man who has decided not to spend energy on things he cannot change, and went back to his eggs. By the time breakfast was done he had his book out and his reading glasses on and the armchair claimed, and his disappointment had dissolved the way his disappointments always did, quietly and without residue. He was not happy about the rain. He had simply stopped being unhappy about it.

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at the room.

One door. The bathroom behind it. The corridor beyond the main entrance, nothing in it. The balcony, grey and wet outside the sliding glass. Tom in his armchair with his thriller and his easy acceptance of a lost day.

I had woken up wet. Not gently. The kind of wet that means the morning was already gone before it started, my clit swollen and throbbing and my underwear useless before I had even moved the sheet back. Seven hours in this room with nowhere to go.

I got up and told Tom I needed a shower.

He did not look up from his book. "Mm."

The bathroom door locked with a small clean click. My bare, full breasts caught the mirror as I passed and I did not stop. I sat on the edge of the tub and drove two fingers straight in before I had fully settled. My pussy clenched around them immediately, slick and tight and already desperate, and my free hand gripped the towel rail and my hips rolled forward and I worked fast, my thumb grinding my clit in hard circles, everything in my body pulling toward my hand.

Three minutes in, Tom's voice came cheerful through the door. Three clean knocks.

"Mags. Do you know if they brought tea or just coffee?"

I pulled my hand free.

One breath. Two.

"Just coffee, I think," I called. "Check the service card."

"Right, right." Footsteps moving away.

I sat on the edge of the tub with both hands on my knees and looked at the tiles.

Out at the desk I found the service card and rang down for a tea tray, heard myself use my normal voice, easy and clear, and hung up. Tom thanked me from his armchair without lifting his eyes from the page. I sat on my side of the bed and opened my book and my clit throbbed against my underwear on every pulse and I read the same sentence four times.

Mid-morning he announced he was going to rest his eyes. He lay back in the armchair with his glasses on his chest and was asleep within six minutes. His breathing settled long and slow.

The shower ran on full heat this time. I stepped in before the water had warmed, leaned back against the tile, and used all eight minutes. Three fingers, deep, my palm flat against the wall, my full breasts flushed and heavy under the spray. I came once, hard enough that my knees softened and I had to hold the rail. It took the edge off. Just the edge. My cunt still ached when I stepped out, still pulsed when I towelled dry, still wanted more the moment I stopped giving it something.

The room was quiet when I came back out. Rain against the glass. Tom's chest rising and falling in the armchair, his book face-down in his lap, his glasses sliding slowly toward the arm.

I sat on the bed. I picked up my book.

I read the same sentence four times.

Tom ate lunch without complaint, made a small joke about a holiday spent reading novels, and was asleep in the armchair again by half past one. His arm lay across his eyes. His mouth went slack within four minutes.

My pussy had been throbbing since the shower.

One orgasm in two attempts, and my body had been counting the deficit since ten o'clock. I stood at the sliding door and looked at the rain. It was coming down in full sheets, warm and loud and absolute, the kind of downpour that swallowed every sound the resort made and replaced it with one long roar. The balcony was soaked. The tiles dark. The railing streaming.

I pulled the door open and stepped out.

The rain hit me immediately. My sundress was soaked through in seconds, the thin fabric going transparent across my full breasts, my nipples hard and dark and completely visible through the cloth. The wet dress clung to every curve and barely pretended to cover any of them. I stood in it and braced both hands on the rail and let the rain do what it was going to do.

I reached back and pulled the door to without closing it all the way.

My fingers pushed the hem of my dress up and drove in hard and my clit was swollen and urgent under my thumb and the sound that came out of me went nowhere in all that rain, swallowed before it reached the door. My full breasts swayed heavy and flushed under the soaked fabric, the wet dress plastered against them, my nipples tight and visible with every movement. My hips rolled forward off the rail. I stopped being careful about how much I moved.

I already knew he was there before I looked.

He was standing at his side of the partition in the same spot he always found, bare-chested, close enough that I could see his face clearly. No drink this time. No pretence of having stepped outside for any other reason. His eyes moved over the wet dress, my full breasts transparent under it, my hand between my legs, and he crossed to the partition without waiting.

My fingers slowed but did not stop.

His hands came through the bars first. Both of them, reaching for my full breasts, gripping them through the soaked fabric, thumbs dragging hard across my nipples. I arched into his hands. He kneaded them roughly, the wet dress providing nothing, my nipples grinding against his palms through the thin cloth, and I kept my fingers working between my thighs and let him take his time with them.

His hands found the neckline.

He pulled it down, both sides at once, and the dress dropped to my waist. The warm rain hit my bare breasts and he gripped them again, skin on skin this time, squeezing and pulling, rolling my nipples between his fingers until I had to press my lips together hard against a sound that wanted to be very loud.

I looked at him through the bars.

His shorts were already showing exactly what was happening on his side of the partition. I looked at that and looked back at his face and took my hand from between my legs.

My knees hit the wet tile.

His shorts came down and his cock was right there, hard and flushed, and my hand closed around it and I took him in deep. His hand came through the bars and found my wet hair and his hips pressed forward against the railing and I worked him slowly first, tongue circling, my fist tight around the base, feeling the weight of him. The rain drummed on my bare shoulders, ran down my back, pooled between my full exposed breasts and dripped from my nipples onto the soaked tile.

He tightened his grip in my hair.

I worked him harder. His breathing broke apart above me, rough and uncontrolled, his other hand white-knuckled on the railing bar. The partition pressed into his hips as he drove forward. My lips stretched tight around him and my throat opened and the low sounds coming from behind his teeth told me exactly where he was.

"Nngh." Bitten off. Almost desperate.

His hips stuttered and he came hard, his cock pulsing against my tongue, his fist clenching in my wet hair. I swallowed and kept my hand moving and felt him shudder through every last pulse of it until his grip in my hair went slack and his forehead dropped against the bars.

I sat back on my heels, the rain still full on my bare shoulders, my full wet breasts flushed and heavy in the warm air.

He looked down at me with his face completely open and we had still not said a single word to each other.

My clit was screaming.

He pulled his hand free, stepped back, pulled his shorts up, and was through his sliding door in three seconds.

I rose and pulled the dress back up over my bare breasts and put both hands on the railing and drove my fingers in hard and my cunt took everything I gave it without delay. The rain covered the sound I made when I came, full and shaking and long, my full breasts straining the soaked fabric, my thighs clamped around my wrist, the orgasm rolling out in long waves that I worked to the very bottom of before my legs went soft and the rail held all my weight.

I stood in the rain a moment longer.

The door slid open without sound. The room was cool and dim inside, Tom's book still face-down in his lap, his chest rising and falling in the long even rhythm of a man who had not moved.

I towelled off in the bathroom and put on dry clothes and lay down beside him on the bed.

The rain kept coming down against the glass. My body was quiet. I looked at the ceiling and let my pulse slow to something ordinary and rested my eyes.

Tom woke at three. He stretched both arms overhead, found his glasses on his chest, and smiled at me from the armchair.

"Good sleep," he said, as if reporting useful information.

"You were out for a while."

"Rain'll do that." He looked at the window, still grey and streaming, and seemed genuinely content. "What did you get up to?"

"Balcony for a bit. Then I lay down."

He nodded. Picked up his book. The afternoon settled around us, ordinary and unhurried, and I sat on the bed with my dry clothes and my body quiet for the first time all day.

Two hours. That was something.

Tom made tea from the room kettle and asked if I wanted a cup and I said yes and he brought it over and sat beside me on the bed and we watched twenty minutes of a wildlife programme with our shoulders touching. His thumb moved across my knuckles once, absent and comfortable. Twenty years of that gesture and it still landed somewhere real.

By five o'clock my cunt had other ideas.

Not loud yet. Low and steady, a pulse that had been building for the past forty minutes. I shifted against the headboard. My thighs pressed together. Tom turned a page.

By half past five I had stopped reading entirely, holding the book open at the same page and thinking about the room service menu on the desk.

I got up and fetched it.

Tom looked over. "Hungry already?"

"Famished. Rain does that."

He took the menu and considered it with his glasses pushed up his nose, his finger tracking down the options. My clit throbbed steady and insistent and I sat with my knees together and waited while he deliberated between two things that were nearly identical.

"The burger," he said finally.

"The pasta for me."

I called it in. The woman on the desk said forty minutes. I thanked her and set the phone down and Tom had already relocated to the couch, found a film, resettled his cushion and his feet on the coffee table, fully absorbed.

Forty minutes.

The television filled the room with noise and Tom's shoulders dropped into a comfortable ease and I sat on the bed and my cunt throbbed and I watched the door and counted the minutes the way you counted them when counting was the only thing left to do.

The film ran. Rain kept at the glass. Tom laughed once at something on screen and I made the right sound back without looking up.

Thirty minutes. Then thirty-five.

My underwear was damp. My full breasts felt tight and heavy and the mere act of breathing had become something I was aware of. I pressed my thighs together on the bed and thought about nothing useful and watched the door.

The knock, when it came, was two clean raps. Standard. Professional. My cunt heard it differently.

"I'll get it," I said.

Tom did not look up from the screen.

He was young. Mid-twenties, resort uniform, a cart with a white cloth draped over it. Dark eyes that came up to my face and stayed there while I held the door.

I did not step back.

My nipples had been stiff for the better part of an hour and the thin fabric of my dress hid nothing. His eyes moved down, slow and undisguised, my full breasts, my hips, the dress, and I stood in the doorframe and let him finish looking.

"Room service."

"Mm." I dropped my eyes to his chest, his hips, back up, taking my time the same way he had. "I've been waiting."

His jaw shifted. A small thing. His hands tightened on the cart handle.

I stepped aside at the last possible moment and he rolled it in, and as he passed the warmth of his arm brushed my full breast through the fabric and I did not move away. He felt it. His breath caught for half a second.

Tom looked up from the couch. "Brilliant. Right there is fine."

He set the plates on the coffee table and when he straightened I was close enough behind him that he had to turn carefully. His eyes came straight to mine. I looked up at him through my lashes with my lower lip caught between my teeth and watched the composure leave his face one layer at a time.

"Anything else?" His voice came out lower than he intended.

I glanced down at the front of his trousers and back up. "I'm sure I can think of something." A pause. "Later."

His throat moved.

Tom reached for the burger. "Smells incredible."

"Enjoy," the young man said, to me, not to Tom.

I smiled and closed the door.

Beside Tom on the couch I picked up my fork and ate and said the right things and laughed at the right moments and my cunt throbbed through every bite of it. The film ran. Tom finished his burger and leaned back full and content, his shoulder against mine, his feet on the table.

An hour later the knock came. Two raps.

"Collecting," Tom said, eyes on the screen. "Can you?"

I got up and opened the door.

He stood in the corridor with the trolley and this time there was nothing neutral in his face at all. His eyes went straight to my nipples, visible and stiff through the thin fabric, then up to my face, and he held my gaze with the particular focus of a man who had been thinking about this for the past hour.

I stepped aside. He came in and collected the plates from the coffee table without a word, and Tom said thanks without looking up, and the cart went back out into the corridor and I followed it and pulled the door to behind me.

He stopped walking.

The corner of his mouth moved. "Everything to your satisfaction?"

"Not quite." I stepped closer and his eyes dropped immediately to my full breasts and I let them stay there as long as they wanted. "I've been thinking about you for the past hour."

"Yeah?"

"Wondering what your hands feel like." I held his gaze. "Properly."

He pushed the trolley down to the alcove by the service door without another word and I followed.

His hands found my full hips and turned me and my palms hit the wall and my dress came up and his fingers drove straight in, no preamble, and I was so wet that a low sound came out of him against the back of my neck.

"Christ." Just breath. "You're soaked."

"I told you I'd been thinking about you."

His fingers worked fast and deep, two of them, curling forward, and my cunt gripped them and my hips rolled back and the sound I made was quiet and raw against the wall.

"More," I breathed. "Don't be careful with me."

A third finger drove in and my forehead hit the wall and my thighs shook. His thumb found my clit and pressed down in hard circles and my full breasts dragged against the wall with every push of my hips and I stopped thinking about the sound I was making.

His fingers pulled free. His zip went fast. The blunt head of his cock pressed against me and I pushed back hard before he moved at all.

He drove in.

Full and deep and all of it at once and I dropped my chin to my chest and breathed through the stretch, the corridor empty around us, his cock buried to the hilt, his hips pressed flush against my full arse.

"Fuck." The word came out of him rough and genuine.

"Yes," I said. "Like that. Don't stop."

He moved. Hard and short, his hips driving forward in a tight controlled rhythm, his cock hitting deep on every stroke. His hands left my hips and shoved straight up under the front of my dress and his palms closed over my full bare breasts and squeezed. Both hands. No hesitation. His fingers dug in and his thumbs dragged my nipples up and the sound that came out of me hit the wall six inches from my face.

"Mmph. Yes."

He kneaded them roughly, groping and squeezing in time with his hips, my full breasts filling his hands completely, my nipples trapped between his fingers on every stroke. The ache spread all the way across my chest and my cunt clenched hard around him and my hips drove back to meet each thrust.

"Harder," I breathed into the wall. "Squeeze them harder."

His grip tightened until my full breasts bulged between his fingers and the pleasure and the ache blurred into one thing and my legs started shaking.

"You like that." Not a question. His mouth at my ear, low and rough.

"I like that." My voice came out wrecked. "Don't stop. Fuck, don't stop."

His cock drove deeper. His palms mauled my breasts without any gentleness left in them, groping and pulling, grinding my nipples against his fingers, and his breathing broke apart against the back of my neck and his hips worked faster and shorter and the orgasm arrived without further notice.

Long and clenching. My cunt gripping him in hard pulses, my full tits crushed in his hands through every wave of it, my teeth jammed together, my forehead grinding into the wall. My hips drove back onto his cock and my own voice came out in a thin muffled rush that I pressed into the back of my hand.

"Nngh. Fuck. Yes."

His hands tightened once more, both of them, squeezing my full breasts hard through the last of it, and a low swallowed groan pushed out against my neck and the warmth of him spread deep and his hips drove forward and held.

One beat of stillness. Both of us breathing.

He stepped back. His hands slid free from under my dress. The zip went up. My dress fell back into place and I turned and smoothed it down over my full hips with both hands and his face was composed, collar straight, nothing showing that would mean anything to anyone.

He loaded the last plate onto the trolley and moved it toward the lift without a word.

I walked back and pushed the door open.

Tom looked up from the film. "All sorted?"

"All sorted," I said.

I sat back down beside him. His hand found my knee, absent and warm, the same hand that had found the same knee a thousand evenings in a thousand rooms, and on screen someone was running across a rooftop and the rain kept going at the glass and my cunt was finally, fully quiet.

I picked up Tom's hand and held it in my lap and let the evening run all the way to its end.
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The previous day's rain had locked everything down. One stretch on the balcony in the downpour and a room service encounter that ended too quietly and too fast, and I had woken up already wet and already needing to come. Tom had announced the market at breakfast with the satisfaction of a man who had solved something. He had checked the opening time twice the night before. I had let him feel useful about it.

The corridor ran between two rows of open stalls. Fabric, jewelry, ceramic pieces, framed prints. A bright overhead covering threw the sunlight in from both ends and turned the air golden. Tom moved through it loose and easy, hands in pockets, pausing here and there, nowhere to be.

A sarong display occupied the first stall on the right. Cool silk, a dozen colors on a low rail. I stopped and started moving my fingers through them, and while my fingers moved I let my eyes move across the corridor.

A man stood at a rack of framed prints on the opposite stall. Early forties, a white linen shirt open two buttons at the collar, dark hair silvering hard at the temples. The kind of tan that came from a full week of actual sun. Wide through the shoulders, easy in his posture, both hands resting on the rack while his eyes rested on me. Not a glance. A full settled look, and when I caught it he didn't reassign it anywhere else.

I turned back to the sarongs.

The reach to the back of the rail pressed my full breasts against the thin cotton of my sundress. I let the lean hold a beat before straightening and going back to running my fingers across the silk.

He was still looking when I came back up.

Tom had found the photograph stall three spots down and was crouching over the table with his whole attention locked onto something. The rest of the corridor did not exist for him. It never did, in markets. I had about ten minutes.

The man crossed over.

No urgency in it. He stopped to my right, not too close, and picked up the edge of a folded sarong at the far end of the rack. His eyes went to the fabric for exactly one second.

"The green one's better," he said. American. Boston or somewhere near it.

The green one was already in my hand. "I know."

The smile came up at the corner, unhurried. "Staying at the resort?"

"Yes." I kept my eyes on the silk. "You?"

"Same floor, I think. I've seen you from the bar."

The sentence landed where he meant it to. My fingers kept moving through the fabric. "When?"

"Yesterday. Before the rain came in." His voice was low, easy, and close enough to be only for me. "You were on the balcony."

The balcony. I had been on the balcony in the downpour with my hand between my own legs. A pulse of arousal moved straight down through my stomach.

"Couldn't sleep," I said.

"You looked comfortable enough."

My eyes came up to his. His face was straight, the same settled patience in it, and I held the look for a long moment and let the silence work.

"How long are you here?" he asked.

"Four more days."

"Us too." His knuckles shifted on the rack until they rested against mine. Not accidental. Deliberate and still.

Down the corridor Tom's voice lifted, aimed at the vendor, something about the framing. I did not look.

The man's hand left the rack and settled on my lower back.

The full flat warmth of it came through the cotton before I had finished processing the movement. Not gripping. Placed there, patient and certain, the way you put a hand somewhere you have already decided belongs to you. My breathing stayed even. I got wetter.

His palm traveled from my back to my hip. Fingers spread wide across the full soft curve of it, thumb low at my spine. The fabric of my sundress was thin and his hand was warm and I felt every degree of the difference.

Two stalls down a vendor called out to a passing couple in Hawaiian. Sandals on stone. The bright corridor noise moved around us and covered us at the same time.

His fingers found the hem at my outer thigh.

The deep coral sarong stayed in my free hand. I kept my eyes on it, on the tight weave, the individual threads catching and releasing the light.

His hand went under the hem and pressed his fingers against my underwear. Flat and steady, no movement yet, just the full warm pressure of them against my pussy.

A slow breath out through my nose.

Then he moved. Slow deliberate circles, two fingers, the damp fabric pressing against my clit wherever he pushed it. My hand closed around the sarong rail. I had been wet and wanting to come since before breakfast, and his fingers were patient and exact, and the combination was turning my knuckles white on the rail and closing my throat around a sound I could not make here.

The circles narrowed. My weight shifted forward onto the balls of my feet.

"Mags." Tom's voice, closer now. "Come look at this one."

The hand withdrew in one clean motion. Out from under the hem, away, his own space. No hurry in any of it. I released the rail. Both palms smoothed the front of my sundress. My underwear was soaked and my pulse sat loud in my chest and none of it showed on my face when I turned.

Tom was holding a large framed watercolor of the coastline. Pleased with himself. Waiting.

I walked to him. I did not look back.

"I love it," I said. "That's the one."

Tom paid for the print and had it wrapped in brown paper and was happy for the rest of the morning.

We walked the remainder of the corridor together, his hand in mine, swinging lightly, and I smiled at the right moments and looked at the right stalls and kept my breathing even while my underwear stuck to me with every step.

The market opened onto a terrace at the far end. Tom wanted coffee. We sat in the shade and he unwrapped the print slightly at one corner to look at it again and wrapped it back up, satisfied.

My eyes moved across every face on the terrace.

He wasn't there. I drank my coffee and let Tom talk about where to hang the print at home and noted the specific quality of sitting across from my husband while another man's fingerprints were still warm on my inner thigh.

An hour later Tom went up to the room to change for the pool. I told him I wanted to browse the beach bar and would meet him there. He kissed my cheek and took the wrapped print under his arm and went.

The beach bar was open on three sides, the ocean straight ahead, a long polished counter to the left. I found a stool at the far end and ordered a lime soda and watched the water.

He came in from the terrace side five minutes later.

His eyes found me before he had fully cleared the entrance. The same linen shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows now. He moved through the scattered stools and stopped beside mine and did not sit down, just stood there with one forearm on the counter and looked at me with the same settled patience he had brought to the sarong rack.

"Your husband find what he was looking for?" he said.

"He always does." I took a slow sip of the lime soda. "He's very good at markets."

His eyes moved over my face and down to the neckline of my sundress and back up. My full breasts pressed against the cotton when I set the glass down, and his eyes stayed there a moment before coming back to mine.

"I didn't get to finish what I started," he said.

"No," I said. "I noticed."

A beat of silence, both of us clear about what was in it.

"Storage corridor behind the equipment shed," he said. "South end of the bar."

I looked at him.

"Two minutes," he said, and pushed off the counter and walked toward the south end without looking back.

I finished the lime soda. Set the glass down straight. Stood up and smoothed the front of my sundress and walked after him.

The corridor was narrow and dim, concrete walls, the smell of chlorine and salt and a faint diesel undertone from somewhere deeper in the building. Stacked pool chairs on both sides, a trolley of towels, a locked cage of water sports gear. The bar noise reached back here softened to a warm indistinct blur.

He was waiting six feet in. Arms loose, watching the entrance until I cleared it and then watching me instead.

I stopped in front of him and his hands came to my waist and he walked me back three steps to the opposite wall and my shoulders touched the concrete.

His mouth went to my throat. His teeth pressed into the skin below my ear and the sound that came out of me was short and swallowed fast.

Both hands moved to my breasts and gripped them through the cotton, full and slow, thumbs working my nipples until they pushed hard against the fabric.

"Fuck," he said quietly, his mouth still at my throat. "These fat slutty udders — every man at this resort staring, dying to get their mouths on them, and your husband's too fucking blind to see it."

The word landed in my chest and shot straight down. A shudder moved through me hard, my cunt clenching around nothing, fresh wetness slicking my thighs before I had processed a single thought.

His hands slid the neckline down. My breasts came free, heavy and full in his palms, and he looked at them with open appreciation before his mouth closed over my left nipple and pulled hard.

He bit down and lifted his head.

"Does he even touch them right?"

"Barely," I said.

"Barely." He said it like it confirmed everything he needed to know about Tom. His hand moved up my inner thigh, the hem of my dress riding with it, fingers pushing my underwear aside. Two pushed inside me immediately and my back came off the wall.

"Christ, look how fucking soaked you are. I did that — got this greedy cunt dripping like a whore just from getting her tits out. What a horny little slut you are, still this wet for me right now."

"Yes."

"Sitting there sipping coffee with your clueless husband." His fingers curled and stroked deep. "While I've got you leaking all over my hand again."

"Yes." The word came out wrecked already.

"Filthy little cheat," he said, approvingly. His thumb pressed my clit in slow flat circles. "He has no fucking clue what a greedy slut he married, does he."

"No."

"No." His mouth went back to my breasts, tongue and teeth working between them. "That's why she spreads for strangers in back corridors while he waits like a good little cuck."

His fingers drove deeper.

"Tell me he's waiting for you right now."

"He's upstairs changing," I said. "He'll be at the pool in ten minutes."

A low rough sound came from his chest. "Waiting for his perfect wife." His thumb tightened on my clit. "Who's in here getting her tight pussy fingered raw by a man she doesn't even know the name of."

My hands found his shirt and gripped it.

I got them to his belt. Buckle, button, zip, the full warm weight of his cock in my palm, already hard and thick. One stroke and his breath left him in a controlled push.

"Turn around," he said.

I turned. Palms flat on the concrete wall, rough surface against my bare breasts, sundress bunched at my waist. His hands gripped the full soft curves of my hips and spread them slightly.

"Jesus Christ," he said, looking. The head of his cock pressed against my pussy from behind and I pushed back against it without waiting.

He pushed in.

"Oh fuck." The words came out too loud. His hand came around and covered my mouth and I breathed through his fingers and took the full length of him as he seated himself completely.

A beat of stillness.

Then he started moving and bent his mouth to my ear.

"You're going to walk back to your husband with my cum leaking out of your cunt," he said. Long hard strokes from the start, no warming up. "You hear me? Gonna sit next to him at the pool, legs crossed, feeling it drip down your thighs while you smile and pretend."

I pressed my forehead into the wall.

"He's going to ask how your morning was." Harder now, the sound of it loud in the narrow corridor, his hips cracking against my ass. "And his dirty fucking wife is going to say it was nice while my load's still warm inside her."

"Nngh." Low and involuntary from somewhere in my chest.

"Say it," he said.

"He won't know," I said, into the wall.

"What won't he know, specifically."

"That I got fucked." My voice came out raw. "That I took your cock deep while he was changing his fucking shorts."

"Good girl." Rough and satisfied in my ear.

His hand came around and his thumb found my clit and pressed it in tight fast circles, and the combination hit the base of my spine and climbed fast and broke through me in a long wave that came out of me as a sound crushed hard into my own forearm.

He kept driving. Four more strokes, deep and punishing, and then he buried himself to the hilt and held there, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of my hips.

"Taking every drop like his good little cheating wife," he said, and came inside me in a long warm pulse that I felt spreading through me with every beat.

Neither of us moved.

His forehead dropped to the back of my neck. Breath ragged and hot on my skin. My palms still on the concrete, my full breasts pressing into the rough wall, his cock still inside me. His cum sitting warm and deep.

The bar ran on ten feet away. Laughter. A stool scraping. The ocean behind all of it, steady and indifferent.

He pulled back slowly and I felt him leave me and felt the immediate warm drip of him run down my inner thigh. I straightened my underwear. Pulled the sundress down. Turned and adjusted the neckline up over my full breasts and smoothed the fabric flat with both palms.

He was watching me put myself back together. Shirt untucked, belt hanging open, color high in his face. Undone in a way that I was not.

"Tom will be at the pool," I said.

He nodded slowly.

I walked back toward the light.

Tom was at the pool bar with two drinks already waiting.

Good spot. Shade from the overhang, the ocean past the line of sunbeds, a clean sightline across the terrace. He looked up and smiled the smile of a man who had decided it was a good day and had no information that suggested otherwise.

"Got you a sparkling water," he said. "Figured you'd want something cold."

"Perfect."

The stool was warm from the sun. I sat down and crossed my legs and took the glass and his cum shifted inside me with the movement. I drank and looked at the water.

Tom talked. The print, the hallway at home versus the study, the framing. Good problems. The problems of a man whose morning had produced exactly what he came for and who had no reason to look at anything too carefully.

I gave him enough. A nod, a word, a smile placed correctly. My body had gone quiet and loose and the afternoon sun was warm on my shoulders and Tom's voice ran on beside me like a radio left on in another room. Comfortable. Familiar. Requiring nothing I couldn't give him from here.

He reached over and put his hand on mine on the bar top.

"Having a good time?" he said.

"Really good," I said. "Today was perfect."

He squeezed my hand and looked back out at the water, satisfied.

His cum was still warm inside me. The fabric of my underwear was damp against the stool. Both of those things were true at the same time as his hand on mine, and the three of them sat together in my chest without pulling against each other.

"I booked us something," Tom said. He had the particular tone of a man about to present a gift. "For tomorrow morning. The couples spa. Four hours, the full package. Massages, some kind of scrub, a soak. The woman at the desk said to book early or you can't get in."

Four hours.

The number landed before the rest of the sentence finished.

I kept my face exactly where it was.

Four hours on a table in a warm dim room, a stranger's hands moving over my body, working my back and my thighs and the full length of me, and Tom six feet away behind a curtain the whole time. No slipping out. No corridor, no five minutes of cover. Just me on my back or my stomach in a towel while trained professional hands touched every part of me that was already asking for something they were not going to give.

By tomorrow morning I would already be at a six just from sleeping.

"That's so thoughtful," I said.

"Anniversary treat." He was pleased. "Figured we deserved it."

I smiled at him and meant it and underneath the smile the specific arithmetic of it was already running. Four hours of hands on my body with nowhere to take it and no way to finish. The low-grade pull I was sitting with right now would be a hard eight by the time anyone touched my thighs, and there was not one thing I would be able to do about it on that table with my husband breathing slow and easy six feet away.

Tom was still talking, something about the mineral soak, whether to eat before or after. I tracked it well enough to respond. The sun moved a degree lower and the light on the water turned from white to pale gold and Tom pointed at it and said something about the color out past the reef.

He was right. I looked at it.

Tomorrow was going to be its own specific kind of problem.
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The door was heavy and slow, and the air behind it changed at once. Cool, dark-scented, eucalyptus first and then something warmer underneath, something oiled and close. Tom stepped through ahead of me and his shoulders dropped before he had finished moving.

I followed him in and read the room.

Amber lighting sat low across every surface. Water ran somewhere behind the walls, a steady sound pressing softly against the quiet. Music filled the space without any distinct shape to it, slow and textureless, designed to make the body go passive. A girl at the reception desk held a clipboard out toward Tom and her smile was warm and practised.

Tom took the clipboard and his pen moved across the form. I stood beside him and looked at the two corridors leading off the reception area, a door at the end of one marked with a small sign. The couples room.

One room. A curtain between two tables. Tom on one side with his eyes closed and his body passive, and my body on the other side doing what it had been doing since day three of this trip.

I took the clipboard when Tom passed it to me and signed my name.

The corridor was short and the amber deepened as we moved through it, the sound of water growing. She pushed open a door at the end and the room confirmed everything I had been thinking about since breakfast. Two tables set parallel, a floor-length curtain hanging between them on a ceiling rail. Linen folded on each headrest. Oil trolleys positioned and ready.

Tom crossed to the far table, picked up the card propped on his pillow, and read it.

"There's a hot stone add-on," he said.

"You should get it."

"Yeah?" He set the card down and pulled his shirt over his head. "You getting anything added?"

"Deep tissue," I said.

She nodded and stepped out to arrange it.

Tom lay face-down and a long breath pushed out of him, his whole body settling heavy into the table. I stood in the amber light and thought about the next four hours.

I had woken up wet. That was the honest version of the morning. Wet before the sheet was off, before coffee, before Tom had said anything at all. Four hours of a man's hands pressing into every part of me was not going to make that better.

The fear was specific: the table, and what lying on it was going to make visible. My full thighs. The backs of my legs worked open and slow. Three meters of fabric on a ceiling rail was not a door. Tom would be six feet away with nothing solid between us.

No corridor here to slip into. No storage room at the back of a pool bar. No balcony with the ocean below to take the sound.

The door opened and both therapists came in together. A woman crossed to Tom's side and a man came to mine. Broad hands, thick forearms, his face holding nothing beyond the task. He moved to the trolley, uncapped the oil, and said nothing.

The drape went across my full hips and I lay face-down on the table.

Both his hands settled warm on my upper back and the first long stroke pressed the full length of my spine.

The first strokes ran shoulder to lower back, long and firm, his palms pressing into the muscles either side of my spine and releasing. Professional. Thorough. The kind of pressure that expected nothing back.

On the other side of the curtain Tom's therapist spoke in a low voice about the hot stones, whether the heat was right, whether Tom wanted more pressure along the trapezius. Tom said yes to both. His voice was loose already, the particular ease of a man two minutes into something he had been looking forward to all week.

My hands lay flat under the headrest and I breathed through the strokes and kept my hips still.

He worked down to my lower back, both thumbs pressing in along the ridge of muscle above my pelvis, slow circles, the heel of each hand bearing down and releasing. My hips wanted to press into the table and I let them, small enough to read as nothing. The rhythm was even and unhurried and entirely controlled, and my body ran fast beneath all of it and said nothing.

His hands moved to my ass.

Full palms, both of them, working through the drape at first and then lifting it aside. The air in the room was warm and the oil was warmer, his hands pressing deep into the muscle, thumbs tracing inward in long deliberate arcs. No part of it was careless. He took his time and the time he took was not the time of a man who was only thinking about muscle.

Then his hands moved to the backs of my thighs.

Long strokes first, the same rhythm he had used on my back, his palms running from my calves to the tops of my hamstrings and back down. I stared at the floor through the headrest opening and kept my breathing even. The stroke came again and slowed on the return, his thumbs dragging the inside of each thigh, pressing inward with each pass, a centimeter closer each time, and then stopped.

A pause. One breath, maybe two.

He knew. The wet was on the inside of my thighs and it was not ambiguous and he had his hands in the middle of it and there was nothing I could do about that and nothing I did.

His thumbs moved inward.

Slow and light, the pads of both thumbs tracing the outside of my pussy lips through my underwear, one pass from back to front and then still. No push. No urgency. The specific patience of a man finding out what he has to work with and deciding he has time.

Tom's therapist asked him something about his lower back.

Tom answered in full sentences, his voice carrying through the curtain with the relaxed drift of a man going nowhere for the next three hours.

My thighs did not close.

His thumbs moved in slow circles against my pussy, the fabric thin between his hands and my skin, the pressure just enough to feel the lips part slightly under each pass. My fingers pressed flat against the headrest and I breathed through my nose and made no sound.

His hands moved back to my ass. Both palms, working the muscle, taking his time, and on each downward pass the heel of one hand pressed lower, and lower, until it was not my ass he was pressing anymore and I had not moved away from any of it and he had registered that.

Tom made a low sound of contentment on the other side of the curtain. His therapist murmured something. Tom laughed softly at whatever she said.

"Turn over for me."

His voice was level and quiet. The voice of a man who had done nothing at all.

I turned.

The drape settled across my chest and his hands came to my shoulders, thumbs pressing into the muscle below my collarbone, working down toward my sternum in slow circles. I stared at the low amber ceiling and kept my face still and let his thumbs move inward and said nothing.

Through the linen, both thumbs pressing slow passes across my nipples. Not rough. Not hurried. The kind of pressure that could be called professional by someone who needed it to be called that. My nipples were already hard and his thumbs tracked that and slowed further, each pass more deliberate than the last.

Tom's therapist asked whether Tom wanted the warm compress on his neck.

"Yeah," Tom said. "That sounds good."

The drape came down.

Both his hands settled on my full bare breasts and the weight of them filled his palms completely. He stood over me and looked at them for one unhurried second and then his hands moved, lifting their heaviness, fingers pressing into the soft outer curve and releasing, thumbs tracking the underside of each breast and pressing upward. My nipples sat dark and stiff and his thumbs circled them without touching them directly, tightening the circles with each pass until the anticipation was a physical thing sitting in my chest.

His mouth came down on my left nipple.

A slow pull first, his lips closing warm and firm around the tip, drawing it in and holding. My jaw pressed together. His tongue circled, flat and deliberate, pressing the nipple back against the roof of his mouth on each pass, and his hands cupped both breasts from underneath, pushing their full weight upward toward his face. A sound sat in the back of my throat and I swallowed it.

His teeth grazed the tip.

Not hard. Careful. The specific pressure of a man who knew the difference between what caused pain and what caused everything else. My back pressed flat against the table and my hands gripped the sides of it and the line of sensation ran straight down from his mouth through my stomach and arrived exactly where his thumbs had been twenty minutes ago.

He moved to my right nipple.

His tongue pressed flat against it, dragged upward, circled the tip, and his hands pushed my full breasts together so that both nipples sat close and he moved between them, lips pulling one and then the other, his tongue working each in turn. His thumbs pressed the undersides of my breasts upward and his mouth worked slow and thorough and his saliva sat warm on my skin in the cool air of the room and every pass of his tongue dragged another sound up through my chest that I turned into a long controlled breath through my nose.

Tom's therapist said something soft. Tom responded. His voice was distant and comfortable, the voice of a man who had gone somewhere pleasant and fully arrived there.

The man's right hand moved down my stomach.

Flat and slow, palm pressing my skin, fingers trailing, and the drape slid aside and his hand found my pussy and two fingers pressed in without hesitation. Deep and precise, curling forward on each stroke, filling me completely, his knuckles pressing against my lips on the forward drive. His thumb found my clit and circled it in firm slow passes.

His mouth stayed at my breast.

Lips pulling my right nipple in deep, tongue circling, teeth closing over the tip with a pressure that matched exactly the pressure of his thumb below, and his fingers drove forward and curled and his mouth worked and the two things together built something that had no patience in it and I pressed the back of my head into the table and breathed and held the rest completely still.

The hand at my breast lifted away.

A sound, small and close. Fabric moving. A zip drawn down one careful inch at a time. His hand closed around my wrist and guided it, not roughly, just a clear direction, and my fingers found his cock before the thought caught up with what my hand was doing.

Thick and hard and already wet at the tip, the full length of him heavy in my palm. His hips pressed close to the edge of the table and his mouth never left my nipple and his fingers never slowed inside me.

My fingers wrapped around him and his cock pulsed once in my hand.

The curtain hung three feet away and on the other side of it Tom breathed in the long, slow rhythm of a man lying perfectly still with warm stones on his back. His therapist moved in quiet steps around his table. The room held its amber quiet.

My hand moved on him, slow and firm, thumb pressing the underside of the head on each upward stroke, and his thumb ground down harder on my clit and his fingers drove deeper and his mouth bit down soft on my nipple and a sound came up through my chest and hit the back of my teeth and stopped there.

My mouth wanted him.

The thought sat clear and direct and I turned my head toward the edge of the table and his cock was already there, close, his hips angling without either of us having said a word about it.

My lips opened and he pressed forward and I took him in.

The stretch of him filled my mouth completely, the head pressing the back of my throat on the first stroke, his hips making one short forward push that he caught and controlled. His hand moved to my hair, fingers loose against my scalp, not directing, just resting there. My lips sealed around his shaft and my tongue pressed flat along the underside and I drew back to the tip and pushed forward and the low sound that moved through his chest was not a sound at all, just a change in the quality of his breathing, a tightening that he locked down immediately.

His fingers went deeper inside me.

Three of them now, the stretch sudden and full, his thumb circling faster, and my mouth worked him steady and slow and the angle pulled tight in my neck and I did not care about the angle. My lips dragged to the tip and my tongue pressed the slit and tasted the wet there and pushed back down and his cock pulsed hard in my mouth and his hand in my hair tightened for one second and released.

Tom said something to his therapist.

Low and easy. Something about the view of the garden through the window, whether she thought the weather would hold for the rest of the week.

My throat moved around the man's cock on the next stroke.

His hips made a short involuntary push and he stopped it and his fingers curled hard inside me and his thumb pressed down in one long grinding pass and the orgasm that had been building since his thumbs found my inner thighs gathered itself into something with no patience left.

My cunt closed around his fingers. My lips sealed tight around his cock. My hips rocked up off the table in the smallest arc I could hold to and the sound that pushed up through my chest went into him, swallowed and gone, nothing escaping into the room but a single thin thread of breath through my nose. He felt it, the clench of me around his fingers, and drove them forward and held, his thumb grinding slow circles through every wave.

My full breasts shook with each pulse and his mouth dropped back to one of them, lips closing over the nipple, pressure firm and steady, and he held that through all of it, the heat of his mouth anchoring me while my thighs shook and my hips rolled and the last of it moved through me in long slow contractions.

His fingers slowed and stilled.

His cock pushed once into my mouth, twice, short deep strokes, his hips pressing close to the table edge, and then the hand in my hair went rigid and a sound came out of him that was barely sound at all, breath forced through a closed throat. His cock swelled and his hips drove forward and held and the warmth hit the back of my mouth in long pulses. My hand gripped the base of him and held him there and my throat moved, swallowing, slow and complete.

His hand released my hair.

Neither of us moved for a moment.

Water ran behind the walls. Music played its quiet shapeless song. Tom's therapist asked Tom in a low voice if he wanted a few minutes before the compress was removed.

"Yes please," Tom said. "I'm absolutely fine right where I am."

The man straightened.

Both hands returned to my shoulders the way they had started, thumbs pressing into the muscle at the base of my neck, long and even strokes moving down toward my collarbone. His face held nothing. His breathing was steady. His zip sat closed and his whites sat straight and the trolley beside him was exactly as he had left it.

My full breasts lay bare on the table and he covered them with the drape, smoothing the linen flat, both palms pressing down once and then lifting away, and he moved to the foot of the table and began working my calves with the same careful professionalism he had brought to the very first stroke.

On the other side of the curtain Tom breathed long and loose and completely satisfied.

The shower cubicle was small and the water ran hot and the eucalyptus soap sat in a white dish on the shelf and I stood under the stream and let it run across my shoulders and down my back and did not hurry.

My hands moved over my own body the way they always did in the quiet after. Checking inventory. My full breasts still tender at the nipples, the skin flushed and sensitive under my palms. The inside of my thighs where his thumbs had stopped and then not stopped. My jaw where I had held it locked for the better part of forty minutes.

Everything present. Nothing showing. The hot water ran and the steam filled the cubicle and I stood in it and thought about the curtain.

Tom had been six feet away. Tom's breathing had not changed once. His voice had drifted through that fabric six or seven times, easy and warm, the voice of a man in a warm room with nowhere to be and nothing on his mind. His therapist had asked him questions and he had answered them and the whole time he had been lying face-down two meters from his wife with her mouth full of another man's cock.

The curtain had done all the work.

I pressed both palms flat against the tiles and let the water run over my neck and thought about that. Not with guilt. The thought sat clean and specific and I turned it over once and set it down.

The water went off and I took the towel from the rail and dried slowly, my hands moving across my body, pressing the linen into my skin. The changing room was warm and amber-lit, a row of hooks along one wall, a wide mirror above the bench. I dressed without rushing and stood in front of the mirror when I was done.

Level. Clear. The green eyes that Tom had looked into over breakfast this morning, the same face he would look at across the dinner table tonight. Nothing in it that had not been there before I lay down on that table.

Eighteen months of practice and the face had become reliable.

I picked up my bag and walked out.

The reception area opened up ahead, low lighting, the sound of water behind the walls, the same girl at the desk. Tom stood with his back to me at the counter, shoulders loose, his wallet already out.

The man stood on the other side of the desk.

Whites pressed and straight. Trolley gone, hands free, a small appointment card held out toward Tom. His voice was level and warm, the professional cadence of a man discussing rebook options, whether the deep tissue or the hot stone combination would suit better for a second visit.

Tom said something about Thursday.

My feet carried me across the reception floor and Tom turned at the sound of my steps, his face open and easy, the particular contentment of a man who has been well looked after.

"There you are," he said. "I was just booking us in again."

My eyes moved to the man.

One second. His gaze met mine across the desk, flat and direct and holding nothing I could name. His hand extended the card toward Tom and he thanked us both by name, his voice smooth and entirely without weight.

Tom tucked the card into his shirt pocket and reached for my hand.

The heavy door swung open and the warm resort air came in and Tom walked us through it and the door settled shut behind us and the eucalyptus and the amber and the curtain and all of it stayed on the other side of it.

Tom squeezed my hand.

"We should have done that on day one," he said.
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Tom found his lounger by ten-thirty. He had his thriller, his sunscreen, his beer already cold in the cup holder, and the particular settled quality of a man with nowhere to be until dinner. His shoulders were loose. His eyes were already on the page.

I came through the pool gate and stopped at the edge of the deck for a moment. His back was to me, broad and easy in the poolside sun, and I could tell by the way he was sitting that he was gone. Not to golf, not to the catamaran. Just gone into his book, into the quiet, into the deep untroubled rest that came to him on vacation.

I walked over and put my hand on his shoulder.

"I'm going to take the beach," I said. "Quiet end. I'll be back before dinner."

He reached up and covered my hand with his, warm and automatic. His eyes came up from the page and found my face and the look in them was easy and fond and entirely untroubled.

"Take the good sunscreen," he said. "The SPF fifty."

"Already in the bag."

He squeezed my hand once and went back to his page. I leaned down and kissed the top of his head. His hair was warm from the sun. He smelled like the resort soap and the faint trace of the beer.

The pool path ended at a low gate and beyond it the beach opened wide and flat and white. A family up by the flags, a mother building something in the sand with a small girl, a father at the waterline with his arms crossed and his eyes on the horizon. Two women on loungers with matching hats. The usual afternoon arrangement of people filling space without asking too much of it.

The last resort flag stood at the north end of the beach, orange on the pole, past the row of blue umbrellas. I walked past it without slowing. The sand changed past the flags, fewer footprints, the tideline cleaner. The noise from the pool bar dropped behind me and the ocean came forward to fill the gap.

A dune curved in from the right where the beach narrowed between the rocks. The sand on this side of it was flat and warm and empty, the water running all the way to the horizon with nothing between me and it. I shook the towel out and spread it and sat down.

My full breasts were warm in the bikini top from the walk down. The salt was already in the air and my skin was tight from the heat and the low steady pressure that had been sitting in my body since yesterday. The spa had taken the edge off cleanly, the way it always did, and then the night had rebuilt it, the way it always did. This morning at breakfast I had sat across from Tom while he talked about the catamaran tour and held a polite face over a need already running at a seven.

It was past a seven now. My thighs pressed together on the towel and I felt the wet against the bikini fabric.

I opened my book. Page one forty-seven, where I had left it three days ago. The words sat on the page. I read three lines and my eyes went to the water.

Long slow swells rolling in from far out, breaking white on the sand and pulling back. No one swam at this end. No one walked the tideline. The dune curved behind me and the rock face beyond it cut the sight line from the main beach, and the quiet was total and warm and pressing in from every direction.

I set the book face-down.

The sun pushed down on my full, heavy breasts and my bare stomach and the tops of my thighs. The afternoon had nothing in it. No Tom coming back across the pool deck with two drinks, no corridor, no curtain, nothing closing in from any side. Just the sand and the heat and the sound of the water.

My hand moved to my stomach.

Just resting there at first. Warm skin under my palm, the sun pressing through my fingers, the waistband of the bikini bottom two inches below.

The ocean moved. A gull crossed the far edge of the sky without making any sound. The dune curved behind me and I had checked it when I sat down and not checked it since and the beach was empty and the afternoon was wide open and going nowhere.

My fingers slipped under the waistband.

The bikini fabric pulled aside and two fingers went straight into slick heat and my hips shifted on the towel before I had registered moving them. Wet. More than the heat accounted for. The spa yesterday, Tom's hand on mine at the pool bar last night, the morning sitting across from him at breakfast with a need already climbing and no gap in the day to answer it. All of it was right there, banked and ready, and my fingers found it in the first two seconds.

I pulled the hat down over my face.

The dark under the brim was close and warm and the sound of the ocean filled it from every direction. My wrist moved in the small careful arc that left nothing above my waist to read. Not because anyone was watching. Because the body knew the movement and the movement worked and there was no reason to do anything differently.

Except there was no one watching. No pool deck, no sarong, no husband three feet away behind a page. The whole long quiet stretch of beach and the rock face cutting off the sight line and the water running to the horizon with nothing in it.

My wrist stopped being careful.

Both knees fell open on the towel and my hips rolled up off the sand to meet my hand and the sound I made went out into the open air and the ocean swallowed it without effort. My free hand moved to my full breast and pushed the bikini cup up and out of the way and gripped the warm, heavy weight of it, my thumb dragging slow across my nipple. The jolt of that ran straight down through my stomach.

The specific thing about being outside. No walls holding the sound in, no surface to brace against, no ceiling pressing the heat back down. Just the sky and the salt air and my full, bare breasts warm in the sun and my fingers working deep with nothing to muffle or contain any of it. My back arched off the towel. My thighs were shaking already and I had barely started and the orgasm was close, was already stacking itself at the base of my spine, asking for permission.

I took the hat off my face and looked at the sky.

Blue and flat and enormous. The sun at the top of the afternoon. My full breasts swayed with the movement of my hips and I gripped the left one hard and drove my fingers deeper and pressed the heel of my hand flat against my clit and moved in long grinding circles and said something out loud that was not a word.

The orgasm hit the edge and held there. I kept the heel of my hand grinding and my fingers curled forward and my full hips drove up off the towel in short urgent pulses and my mouth was open and the sound coming out of it was continuous and not quiet and the ocean took all of it.

My eyes went to the dune.

A habit. The same check I had made when I sat down. Empty sand, the curve of the dune, the rock face behind it, the sight line cut.

My fingers drove deeper. My full breast filled my hand. The orgasm was ten seconds away, maybe less, the pressure enormous and ready and asking for nothing but the next ten seconds of this.

Sand shifted on the far side of the dune. Footsteps. More than one set. They came around the curve and into the open and stopped.

My hand went still.

Three of them. Young, tanned, board shorts and bare chests, the easy posture of men on holiday with nowhere to be. They stood at the edge of my towel and looked at me and did not move.

My fingers were still inside me.

Three of them. Young, early twenties at most, lean and deeply tanned, the open unhurried faces of men who had been in the sun for days. They stood at the edge of the sand where the dune curved out and looked at me and none of them moved.

My fingers were still inside me.

The one in front was tall, dark-haired, his board shorts sitting low on his hips. To his left, broader across the shoulders, lighter hair, a slight smile already forming. The third one hung a half-step back, watching with his arms loose at his sides and his eyes moving from my face to my hand and back up.

They were not leaving.

My fingers started moving again.

A slow, deliberate circle. My eyes moved across each of their faces in turn, giving each one a full second before moving to the next. The tall one's jaw tightened. The broad one's smile dropped. The third one took one step forward and stopped.

My free hand reached up and pulled the bikini tie at my neck.

The fabric fell. My full, heavy breasts came loose in the afternoon sun, warm and bare, the nipples already tight and dark. The tall one breathed out through his teeth.

"Holy shit," the broad one said.

All three of them took themselves out. Young and thick and hard, and I looked at each one in turn and my fingers drove deeper and my hips came up off the towel.

"Jesus," I said. Low and genuine. "Look at those cocks."

The tall one made a rough sound and his hand started moving.

"Come here," he said. "Let us touch you."

"No."

"Are you serious." Not a question. His eyes were on my full breasts, both of them swaying with the roll of my hips.

"Very."

"You're married, aren't you." The third one. Quiet, watching my hand between my thighs. "Bet you're fucking married."

The heat that moved through me at that was immediate and total. My fingers curled deeper.

"Yes," I said.

"Fuck." The broad one gripped himself harder. "Of course you are. Look at you." His eyes went from my full breasts to my wide hips to my hand and back up. "Husband know what a slut his wife is?"

My pussy clenched around my fingers.

"No," I said.

"Let us fuck you." The tall one took a step forward. "All three of us."

"No."

"Why not? You're already touching yourself in front of us like a little whore." His voice had gone rough and low. "Your pussy's soaked. We can see it."

"You can." My hips drove up. "Stay where you are."

He stopped. His hand kept moving on his cock and his eyes dragged across my full breasts, both nipples swollen and tight in the sun.

"Dirty married slut," the broad one said, almost admiring. "How old are you?"

"Old enough to be your mother."

All three of them reacted to that. A sharp intake of breath from the tall one, a rough groan from the broad one, the third one's hand moving faster without him seeming to notice.

"Fucking MILF," the tall one breathed. "God. Look at those tits."

My free hand came up and gripped my full breast hard, thumb dragging across the nipple, and the sound that came out of me was loud and went straight out over the water.

"Beg," I said.

A silence. Just their breathing and the ocean.

"Please," the broad one said.

"Please what."

"Please let us touch you." His jaw was tight. "Let us get closer."

"No." My hips rolled. "Get on your knees first."

Nobody moved for a second. Then the tall one went down. One knee, then both, right there in the sand. The broad one followed. I looked at the third one, the quiet one, and then deliberately let my thighs fall wider.

He went to his knees between them.

Not close. Not yet. Just there, at the far edge of the towel, his cock in his hand and his eyes on my pussy and the open stretch of sand between his knees and my thighs. His jaw was set. He was looking at me the way a man looked at a door he intended to walk through.

Now all three of them were down and the power of that moved through me in a long warm wave.

"Touch them," the tall one said from my right. Composure mostly gone. "Please. Those fucking tits. Please just let us touch them."

I looked at him for a long moment. His cock was flushed dark and his knuckles were white and his eyes were desperate in a way that sent heat straight up through my stomach.

"Hands only," I said. "You don't fuck me."

The two on either side moved at once. Four hands found my full breasts, gripping and squeezing and palming the full warm weight of them, thumbs finding both nipples simultaneously and working them in rough insistent circles. A hand from the right pushed mine aside from between my thighs and two thick fingers drove straight into my pussy, deep on the first stroke, and the sound that tore out of me went over the water without asking permission.

"Fuck," I said. "Fuck, yes."

"So wet," the broad one said against my ear. His fingers curled forward and my hips bucked. "Dirty girl. Husband has no idea, does he."

"No." The word came out broken.

"Bet he thinks you're a good wife." His fingers drove deeper. "Bet he has no idea his wife gets her pussy out on the beach for three strangers."

My hand went back to my clit. My fingers worked fast alongside his and my full breasts swayed in the hands gripping them and the tall one's thumbs ground into both my nipples at once and I arched off the towel and said something that had no shape to it.

The third one had moved. Both knees forward in the sand, slow and deliberate, closing the gap between his knees and the bottom edge of my towel one shuffle at a time. His eyes were on my pussy, on the broad one's fingers working inside me, on my hand at my clit. His cock was in his fist and his breathing had gone shallow.

"That's it," he said. Barely a voice. "That's it, keep going."

"Please." The tall one's face was inches from mine. "Please let me come on you. Right now. Please."

"Please," the broad one echoed, his fingers still curling deep. "Dirty married slut. Please. Let us come on you."

The third one was close now. His knees were at the edge of the towel, his cock pointing directly at my pussy, his thighs pressed against the insides of mine. Not inside me. Close enough that I could feel the heat of him.

"Please," he said. The quietest of the three. The most wrecked. "Right here. Please let me come right here."

The orgasm broke. My back came off the towel and my full hips drove forward and I said yes and the broad one's fingers hammered deep one last time and the tall one came across my full breasts in long hot pulses and I pressed my palm flat through every wave of it. The broad one followed a second behind, his groan rough and broken against my shoulder, his cum striping across my ribs and my stomach.

The third one pressed forward the last inch and came directly onto my pussy, his cock pulsing in his fist, the heat of it landing where my fingers were still working, and I ground my palm flat and the last wave of the orgasm hit so hard my thighs slammed shut around his wrist and a sound came out of me that was not a word and went a long way over the water before the ocean caught it.

I lay still. My full breasts rising and falling, marked and warm. His cum cooling against my pussy. The sky flat and blue and enormous above all of it.

Three men in the sand. Hands loose. Breathing.

The third one sat back slowly on his heels, his eyes still on my face.

"Jesus," he said quietly.

I looked at the sky and said nothing. The ocean moved below the rocks. The afternoon sat around all of us without asking anything.

They left the way they had come. Around the dune, one after the other, board shorts pulled up. The tall one laughed first, low and disbelieving, shaking his head as he walked. The broad one grabbed his shoulder and said something and they both laughed, the easy loud laughter of young men who had just had something extraordinary happen to them and couldn't quite believe it had been real. High on it. Loud about it. The tall one punched the air once with his fist, an actual fist pump, and the broad one shoved him and they were still laughing when the dune took them.

The third one was last. He stood for a moment at the curve of the dune with his eyes on me, nothing performative in it, just a last look. His mouth moved in something that wasn't quite a smile and wasn't quite not one. Then the sand took his footsteps and he was gone.

Their laughter carried back over the dune for a few seconds and then the ocean swallowed it.

The beach was empty again.

I lay in the sun and let it press down on me. My full breasts warm and heavy, the cum drying slowly in the afternoon heat. My thighs loose and open on the towel. The particular stillness that settled into my body after a need had been answered all the way to the bottom, nothing left restless, nothing left asking. The ocean came in and pulled back and came in again and I listened to it and looked at the sky and felt the sun on every inch of my bare skin.

The thought that arrived was not complicated.

Three strangers on their knees in the sand, begging. Three young, thick cocks in three young fists, all of it aimed at me, all of it mine to direct. My full breasts in four hands at once. Their laughter going over the dune like they'd won something. Tom at the pool bar with his book and his cold beer and his entirely peaceful face. The specific arithmetic of that sat in my chest and I turned it over and found no ragged edges on it anywhere.

I stayed until the sun moved.

Then I pulled the bikini tie back up and fixed the cups over my full breasts and stood. My thighs were sticky and my skin was salt-tight and the towel had sand pressed into one corner. I shook it out and rolled it under my arm and walked to the far side of the dune where the rock face dropped down to the water.

The ocean was cold. The first wave hit my thighs and my stomach and I kept walking until I was in to my waist and then I went under all at once, the cold immediate and total, the Pacific doing what it always did. It took everything in one clean pull. I surfaced and pushed my hair back and trod water for a moment, the swell lifting and dropping me, the rocks a dark line against the sky. My full breasts floated in the bikini top and the cold pressed against my skin and my body was settled and quiet in the specific way it only got when it had been given everything it asked for.

I swam back to the shallows and walked up out of the surf. Water ran down my full breasts and my stomach and my thighs. The towel took most of it. I wrung my hair out and walked the path back up through the palms toward the resort, the heat closing back in as the beach fell behind me.

The shower in our room ran cold first and then hot and I stood under it with my face up and my eyes closed and let it run until the water on the tile was clear. I dried my hair. Put on the white sundress, the flat sandals. The mirror was level and clear and the woman in it looked easy and warm and pleasantly tired from an afternoon at the beach.

Tom was at the pool bar. His thriller was face-down on the stool beside him, his second beer just arrived by the look of it, his shoulders carrying the loose unhurried set they got by day five of a holiday. He saw me come through the gate and his face opened into a smile, warm and unguarded, the smile of a man who was genuinely happy to see his wife.

"You look incredible," he said.

His eyes moved across my face and my bare shoulders and the white dress and back up, open appreciation with nothing complicated behind it. He meant it fully. I let it land.

"The beach was perfect," I said.

I sat down on the stool beside him and he slid his hand across and covered mine on the bar top and turned back to the water. The sun was dropping toward the horizon, the light going gold across the pool and the ocean beyond it. His thumb moved once across my knuckles, automatic and warm.

Another man's cum had been on my thighs an hour ago. Three men had knelt in the sand and begged me, then walked away laughing like they'd won a prize. Tom's hand lay over mine and his face was easy and the evening opened up ahead of us, dinner and wine and the walk back through the warm dark, and I sat in the middle of all of it and felt completely, quietly myself.

I picked up his beer and took a sip and put it back.

"Hungry?" I said.

"Starving," he said. He hadn't moved his hand.
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The last full day arrived clear and hot, the sky absolute and blue above the palms.

Tom had his crossword folded open across his knee, a pen behind his ear, his feet propped up on the edge of the sun lounger. He was happy. Fourteen days in Hawaii and the man had found his groove: coffee at eight, crossword at ten, pool bar after noon, bed by ten-thirty. Routine, even in paradise.

My phone was open in my lap and the search bar was waiting.

I had typed parts of this search before. Pramipexole side effects. Dopamine agonist women. Each time I had closed the screen before anything loaded. Not because I was busy. Because I was not ready to see it written down in clinical language, confirmed and categorised and filed under a heading. As long as I hadn't read it, there was still a version of events where this was just me. A phase. Something that would settle on its own without a name attached to it.

Fourteen days had not settled anything.

I typed pramipexole impulse control disorder and hit search.

The results loaded fast. A clinical review. A medical journal summary. A patient forum with forty-three pages of replies. I opened the journal first. The language was flat and clean and precise, the kind built to contain difficult things without spilling them. Dopamine agonist therapy. Behavioural side effects in a documented subset of patients. Hypersexuality as a classified symptom. Compulsive sexual behaviour, the clinical definition of it, in twelve careful sentences with citations attached.

I read it three times.

I scrolled to the patient forum. Women, mostly. A woman who had lost her job because of a coworker. A woman whose husband had found her phone. A woman who wrote, in a long post, that she had not recognised herself for two years and now that the medication was gone she did not recognise herself either. They all wrote around the actual thing rather than at it.

I had no trouble writing directly at it.

"Seven letters," Tom said. "Consequence."

He turned the crossword toward me, pen tapping his knee.

"Sequela," I said. I was still reading.

"How do you spell that?"

"S-E-Q-U-E-L-A."

He wrote it in and went back to his grid. I went back to the forum.

I had gone into this search looking for horror. Some part of me had expected the clinical language to reach in and locate whatever was left of who I had been before the first pill and shake her awake. I scrolled through a woman's account of her marriage ending. I read another woman's list of places and people she could not account for. I sat in the Hawaiian sun with my full, heavy breasts pressing against the inside of my bikini top and I waited for shame to arrive.

Shame didn't arrive.

What came instead was heat. Deep and specific and building from low in my stomach, moving outward through my thighs. It had nothing to do with the sun. It climbed while I read about destroyed marriages and women who had not been able to stop. My thighs pressed together on the lounger fabric. The heat kept climbing.

I turned the phone face-down on my stomach and looked at the pool.

The water was still. A child splashed at the far end. The pool attendant worked his skimmer across the surface in slow arcs. Tom crossed out a letter and wrote something new. An ordinary afternoon. My body was not interested in ordinary.

I turned the phone back over.

One thread had a title: Did anyone ever not want to go back? The replies ran to three pages. Most of them said yes. Several described the taper: the flatness, the grey, the sense of a door closing. One woman wrote that she had not told her therapist how much she missed it.

I thought about the woman I had been before the first pill. Organised. Careful. She sent birthday cards on time and did not look at men in parking lots and thought about sex approximately never. I could describe her. I could list her habits and her routines. I could not find her anywhere in this body, and I had stopped looking.

The heat had moved past building. It was sitting low and tight and specific and the lounger was too warm against the backs of my thighs.

I set the phone on the side table and swung my feet to the ground.

"I'm going to find the bathroom," I said.

"Resort bar is closer," Tom said.

He didn't look up from his grid.

The pool fell away behind me. The path curved through the palms and the ocean opened up past the pavilion roof, flat and bright in the afternoon light. My hips moved as I walked. The bathroom door was visible through the trees and my body had already decided everything before my mind had finished forming the sentence.

The pavilion bathroom was single-occupancy. Concrete floor, a narrow stall, a window of horizontal slats near the ceiling that let in a stripe of bright air and the full sound of the ocean. Coconut sunscreen and salt. I locked the door and stood with my back against it for a moment, the cool of the wood against my shoulder blades.

My bikini bottoms were damp before I got them down.

I didn't ease into it. There was nothing to ease into. Both hands, the right one working between my thighs and the left pressed flat against the wall for balance while my hips pushed forward and my full, heavy breasts swayed free of the bikini top. The tile was cold against my palm. My body had been building since the first search result and it took almost no time before the first orgasm cracked through me, hard and short, my thighs clamping around my own hand and my teeth pressing together against the sound.

I stayed standing. My body wasn't done.

The second one took longer and was better for it. My fingers worked slower, deeper, my full breasts pressing against the tile now, the cold a specific shock against my nipples that pulled the sensation tighter. Sweat at the small of my back. My hips moving in a rhythm that had nothing careful in it. The ocean came through the slats steady and indifferent and my body climbed until it went over the edge again, longer this time, a low shudder that started in my thighs and moved up through my stomach and left me breathing hard against the wall with both palms flat on the tile.

I stood there until my legs steadied.

The mirror above the sink was small and cracked at one corner. I turned the tap and held my wrists under the cold water and looked at myself. Flushed across the chest, my dark hair loose around my face, my full breasts still bare. I looked like a woman who had just had sex. I did not look like a woman who had just read the clinical documentation of her own condition. I thought those two things should have looked different on a person.

I put my bikini top back on and leaned closer to the glass.

The research was still sitting in my phone on the lounger table beside Tom. Forty-three pages of forum replies. Women describing the taper in careful, grieving language. Women who missed it. Women who were grateful to be back to normal, who described normal with such relief that it had read, on the screen, as something close to performance. I had read all of it looking for the version of the story where the right answer was obvious. I had not found it.

The tap ran cold over my wrists and I thought about what stopping would feel like. Not the theory of it. The actual morning after the last pill. Waking up beside Tom with an ordinary body. Wanting coffee, not a cock. Going through a full day without the weight of it sitting in my hips every hour. Going to the gym and actually working out. Walking past a man without reading him first.

I turned the tap off.

I could describe that life. I could see it clearly, the way you can see a house from the outside and account for all its windows. I couldn't feel it from here. The body I was standing in had no memory of wanting less than this.

I fixed my bikini top and ran my fingers through my hair and unlocked the door.

The path back to the pool was bright and warm, palm shadows crossing the tiles in long bars. The ocean sat flat and enormous past the beach. A couple walked the shore with their feet in the surf, slow and easy and not touching. My hips moved as I walked and my body was quiet now, fully quiet, the specific quiet that only came after and never lasted as long as I wanted it to.

Tom was still at the lounger, pen moving across the grid.

I stopped at the bar and ordered two drinks without being asked what I wanted. The bartender was young and broad-shouldered and he smiled when I leaned across the counter and I did not register it as anything other than a smile. My body was quiet and I was capable, in these windows, of being entirely normal.

I carried the drinks back and set one on Tom's side table and folded myself onto the lounger with mine.

My phone was still face-down where I'd left it. I didn't turn it over.

The sun was lower now, the pool going gold at the edges. Tom's pen scratched across the paper. A laugh carried over from the bar. I sipped my drink and the ice clicked in the glass and I sat with the fact of what I'd just read without trying to make it into anything. Documented. Classified. A side effect in a subset of patients. My whole life for the past fourteen months, compressed into nine words in a clinical journal.

The quiet in my body was already softening at the edges. Not urgent yet. A low, background awareness that it would build again within the hour and that I would need to manage it or find somewhere to put it, the way I always did.

Tom set his crossword down on his stomach and looked at the pool. He looked relaxed and sun-warm and pleased with the afternoon in the uncomplicated way he had been pleased with most of this trip. I watched his profile and felt something that was not quite tenderness and not quite guilt, somewhere between the two, soft and unresolved.

"You know what we should do," he said. He turned his head and smiled at me.

I raised my eyebrows.

"Proper dinner tonight. Somewhere nice. Last night, we should do it right."

He reached over and put his hand over mine on the armrest.

"Just the two of us," he said. "Nice bottle of wine. The works."

His hand was warm and familiar and I turned mine over and held it and said yes. The word came out steady and I meant it.

My phone lay face-down on the table and the forum threads sat unread behind the locked screen and the quiet in my body ticked, very softly, toward something else.

The restaurant was on the upper terrace of the resort, open to the ocean on three sides, candles on the tables, the kind of place where the staff refold your napkin when you stand up.

Tom had dressed up. Dark shirt, the one I'd packed for him without telling him it was the good one. He'd shaved. He pulled my chair out and poured my wine without asking and looked at me across the table with the uncomplicated warmth of a man who was happy and knew it.

I had worn the black halter dress. Low in front, my full breasts pressing against the fabric, the neckline a clean V. Tom's eyes went there when I sat down and he didn't pretend they hadn't.

"You look incredible," he said.

"So do you," I said, and I meant it.

We talked through the whole meal. Not about anything consequential: the kids, the flight home, whether to drive straight from the airport or stay overnight in the city. Easy talk, the kind that fills a table without demanding anything. His hand found mine between courses and he held it loosely, his thumb moving across my knuckles.

The arousal had been building since the pool. It climbed through the shower, through getting dressed, through the walk to the restaurant. It sat with me now through the wine and the fish and Tom's voice, a low constant pressure that the candlelight could not touch. I held his hand and smiled at the right moments and was completely present and completely elsewhere at the same time.

He ordered dessert. I watched him read the menu and thought about the research still locked on my phone back in the room. Then I stopped thinking about it.

The walk back was slow, his arm around my waist, the resort paths lit with ground-level lights that turned the palms amber. He talked about the view. I kept my hips even and my breathing steady and held the pressure inside my chest without letting it show.

He unlocked the room door and stood aside to let me in.

I set my bag on the chair, stepped out of my heels, and turned around. Tom was still near the door, jacket in one hand, loosening his tie with the other. I crossed the room and took the jacket from him and dropped it on the chair and put both hands flat against his chest and pushed him backward onto the bed.

He landed with a short sound of surprise. I was on him before he'd finished making it.

I got his trousers open and pulled them down and his cock was already hardening in my hand. I stroked him slowly, deliberately, watching his face change. His eyes closed and his head went back and his hips lifted slightly off the bed. I kept going until he was fully hard and his breathing had shifted into something shallow and uneven.

I reached back and unclipped the halter and let it fall.

His eyes opened and went straight to my full, heavy breasts and stayed there. His hands came up and cupped them, both of them, his thumbs moving across my nipples in slow circles. I let him. The touch pulled a low sound out of me and my hips pressed forward involuntarily.

"God," he said softly. He squeezed my full breasts in his hands, lifting them slightly, his thumbs still working. "You're so beautiful."

I positioned myself over him and pushed down and the sound he made was not quiet.

My thighs gripped his hips and I started to move. Not fast yet. Slow rolls first, finding the depth, my full breasts heavy in his hands while he held them and I worked my hips in long deliberate strokes. His fingers tightened on my breasts every time I pressed down fully onto him. His cock filled me completely at this angle and I took my time with it, feeling every inch.

"Mags." His voice was rough. "Christ, you're like a teenager. Where does this come from?"

"Don't ask questions," I said.

His hands slid from my breasts to my hips and gripped. I leaned forward, palms flat on his chest, and the angle shifted and sharpened and slow was finished.

My hips found a hard rhythm and I drove into it without any gentleness, my full breasts swaying forward with every thrust, my body locked entirely onto the thing building fast at the base of my spine. His hands gripped my hips and pushed me down to meet each stroke and the slap of it was loud in the quiet room. His breath came in short punched-out bursts beneath me.

"Fuck," he said. "Maggie. Fuck."

"Mmh." My hips snapped forward. "Don't stop."

His hands moved back to my full breasts and grabbed them hard, both of them, fingers pressing deep into the soft weight of them, and the sharp pressure of it pulled the orgasm up fast and sudden. My thighs locked around him and my back arched and the sound I made was not quiet, a raw broken cry I did not try to muffle, my body shuddering from the hips outward in long uncontrolled waves, my hands pressing into his chest while the shaking moved through me and kept moving.

I stayed on top of him while it finished. My thighs trembled. His hands stroked up and down my sides, slow and gentle now, completely at odds with what we had just done.

"I love you," he said. His voice was quiet and entirely unguarded.

Something moved in my chest. Not guilt. Something older and more complicated than guilt.

"I love you too," I said.

I meant it. That was the part I had no easy place to put.

He came shortly after, both hands back on my hips, pulling me down hard against him. I held still and felt him finish and stayed there until his grip loosened and his hands fell open at his sides.

I rolled off and lay on my back beside him, breathing hard, staring at the ceiling fan turning slow above us. The trembling in my thighs and stomach took a while to settle.

Tom's hand came up and touched my face. His thumb moved along my jaw.

"That was," he started, and didn't finish.

I turned my head and looked at him. His face was open and pleased and a little undone. I smiled at him and it was a real smile.

He pulled me close and I put my head on his chest and his breathing slowed and deepened over the next ten minutes and then he was gone. His arm lay heavy across my waist.

My hand moved to myself in the dark. Quietly, without urgency. His chest rose and fell against my cheek and the ocean came through the balcony door in a low continuous sound and I worked slowly and came soft and almost gently and lay still after with my fingers resting and my eyes open at the ceiling.

The clinical language came back now that my body was quiet enough to let it in. Documented in a subset of patients. Impulse control disorder. I had read those words six hours ago at the pool and felt nothing except the heat climbing. Now, in the dark, with Tom's arm across my waist and his slow breathing against my hair, I let myself feel the other thing underneath.

I did not want this to be what I was. I wanted there to be a different explanation, something the research had missed, something specific to my dosage or my chemistry that Reeves could look at and reframe. I wanted to sit across his desk and watch his expression and hear him say the forum threads were outliers. That this was manageable. That I was not the thing the journal described.

I didn't know if I believed that was possible.

I knew I needed him to tell me either way.

The prescription bottle was on the bathroom shelf. White plastic. My name on the label. I would call his office in the morning from the airport and book the first available appointment.

Tom breathed slow and even against my hair. The ocean held the room in a low, constant sound. I closed my eyes and the last thought before sleep was not a decision. It was a question I was not ready to answer alone.
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“What Now, Doctor?”
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The suburb came back in layers.

Concrete and cut grass warming in the early sun. The particular quiet of a house that has been shut for two weeks and is now deciding whether to be a house again. Tom set the bigger bag by the stairs, checked his phone, checked it again. His suit was already laid out on the bed from the night before, his briefcase open on the chair.

He kissed my cheek at the door. His mouth pressed into the skin below my ear, warm and automatic, the same kiss he had given me at this door for nineteen years.

"Back to it," he said.

"Back to it," I said.

The door closed. His car reversed out of the drive and the engine sound thinned and disappeared and the house settled into its own quiet around me. I stood at the kitchen counter and held my coffee.

Twenty minutes. That was all it took.

My body started before I had decided anything. Wet and aching, a four climbing to a five, my hands setting the mug down on the counter with a small careful sound.

The bedroom still smelled faintly of suitcases. Fabric and sunscreen and the specific staleness of a room that has been waiting. I lay back on the bed and my hand moved under my waistband before I had formed a single complete thought, fingers finding the slick heat and pressing. No sheet to hold still. No husband six inches from my face requiring calibration. My full breasts shifted against my shirt as my back arched and the sound that came out of me went straight up to the ceiling and I did not try to make it smaller.

I came fast and hard, my thighs locking around my wrist, my hips grinding up off the mattress in a long rolling wave.

My cunt was pulling back toward it inside three minutes.

The shower got me through the second one. Hot water and no particular urgency, both hands, the glass fogging, my forehead pressed to the tile at the end with a rough sound going out into the steam. I stood under the spray until my legs steadied and the water started to cool.

By eleven I was at the kitchen counter again. One hand gripping the edge, the waistband of my jeans shoved down, my fingers working between my thighs, my full heavy breasts swaying loose under my shirt. The orgasm was short and sharp and left the inside of my jeans damp when I pulled them back up.

Three before noon. The neighbor's sprinkler made its slow arc across the lawn and the suburb went about its business and the house held its quiet around all of it.

I made fresh coffee and opened the laptop.

The research was where I had bookmarked it in Hawaii. Clinical review. Medical journal summary. Forum thread, forty-three pages. I had read it all on a sun lounger with Tom's legs crossed over mine and the ocean going flat and blue past the resort flags. Here it sat the same, flat and clean on the screen, the same twelve sentences about pramipexole and dopamine agonists and a documented subset of patients. No sun. No Tom. Just the text and the kitchen and the coffee maker ticking as it cooled.

I opened the forum.

The woman who had lost two years was in the third post from the top. Her husband had found the hotel receipts, the deleted messages, three credit card statements in a shoebox. Her follow-up was six months later, two sentences: Divorced. Starting over. Don't wait as long as I did.

The woman below her had a daughter who called the pharmacy. Below her, a man who lost his job. Fourteen months of entries from people who had sat in front of the same clinical language and waited for the horror to arrive at the right volume.

The horror had not arrived at the right volume for me either.

I read the last entry twice. Set the laptop down. Picked up my phone.

My contacts opened. Reeves, Dr. J. I had not pressed his name for four months, not since the last refill, not since I had started telling his receptionist everything was fine and making the call fast. My thumb rested on the screen.

I was soaked through. A six and climbing. That was simply true, the way the time on the clock was simply true.

I pressed call.

It rang twice.

"Clearwater Medical, how can I help you?"

"I need to book an appointment with Dr. Reeves," I said. "Patient review. It's been a few months."

Keys clicked on her end. Two weeks out, a Thursday at two-thirty. I said that was fine. She read back my date of birth and confirmed the address and told me to call if anything changed.

The call ended and the screen went dark and the house was quiet and the coffee was cold.

Two weeks.

Tom came home at six with Thai food and a good mood, his commute apparently forgiving, his shoulders carrying the particular looseness of a man returned to a routine he finds comfortable. He talked about the backlog and a colleague who had covered well and whether we needed to have people round now that the trip was done.

I sat across from him and ate and listened and smiled when he needed me to smile, and his voice moved around the kitchen the way it always moved around the kitchen, filling it without asking anything of the filling.

"Good to be home?" he said.

I looked at his face. Easy and open, the face of a man who had asked a simple question and expected a simple answer, a man who had come home to find his wife exactly as he had left her.

"Yeah," I said. "Good to be home."

He reached for more rice and the evening held its shape and he never once looked at me like a man who thought he should look harder.

Two weeks move differently when you're waiting for something.

Tuesday, the gym. The corridor past the weight floor, a man I'd been nodding to at the water station for four months without his name. Fifteen minutes in the disabled stall with my leggings at my ankles and his cock driving up into me and his palm flat over my mouth. My body had carried me there without consulting me. One minute I had a water bottle in my hand and the next his eyes had caught mine and held, and there was no gap between those two things where a decision had been made.

His hands on my full breasts, kneading them through my sports bra, his thumbs pressing the nipples hard through the fabric while he fucked me against the wall. No words. No names. When it was done he stepped back and straightened his shorts and I pulled my leggings up and we walked out two minutes apart.

Tom asked how the gym was that evening.

"Good," I said. "Getting back into it."

Thursday afternoon, Tyler. His back seat, a parking structure off Madison, my thighs spread across his lap and his cock filling me while his hands gripped my full hips and dragged me down onto him in slow hard pulls. He talked while he fucked, specific and without self-consciousness, and the things he said into my neck had their reliable effect. He came with his face buried in my hair and I finished against his knuckles with my forehead on his shoulder.

Hawaii had been strangers. No history, no pattern, no man who knew which angle made me louder. Home was different. Home was men who had learned what I responded to and used it without asking permission. The anonymity was gone and something more efficient had replaced it.

Tom moved through the two weeks with the ease of a man whose home life had settled back into something comfortable. One evening he put his arm around me in the kitchen while I was chopping vegetables and pressed his chin into my hair.

"You seem like yourself again," he said. "After the trip. Settled."

I kept chopping.

"Hawaii was good," I said.

"Did you good, I think." He squeezed my shoulder and went to pour himself a drink.

Late nights, after he was asleep, I read the forum on my phone with the screen brightness all the way down. New entries since I had last checked. A woman in Ohio whose therapist had put it together before she had. A man in his sixties who had lost his marriage in month three and hadn't known what was happening until month eleven. The dates on the entries, the arithmetic of how long people had waited before doing something.

I was not going to wait.

The morning of the appointment I stood in front of the bathroom mirror with my wet hair and looked at my face.

The wrap dress. Black lace underneath, the good set, the one that sat high on my full hips and lifted my breasts with intent rather than habit. The lipstick I reserved for specific occasions, a deep red I had bought eight months ago and used exactly four times. Heels I could walk in without thinking about them.

The full-length mirror in the bedroom held all of it. Full breasts high under the wrap, the red of my lips, my dark hair falling loose past my shoulders. A woman driving to her doctor's appointment on a Thursday at two-thirty.

The drive took eleven minutes. The clinic parking lot was half-full, the morning patients already gone, the afternoon block quiet. I turned the engine off and sat with my hands in my lap.

Whatever was going to happen in that room, I was going to walk in knowing exactly what I wanted to walk out with.

I picked up my bag and opened the car door.

His name was on the frosted glass in plain black letters. Dr. J. Reeves. The waiting room held two other patients, an older man with a magazine and a woman filling out a form on a clipboard. Antiseptic and recycled air and the particular stillness of a room where people sit with things they haven't said yet.

The receptionist looked up when I gave my name. She found me in the system, confirmed the two-thirty, told me to take a seat.

I sat with my bag on my knees and looked at his door.

He came out at two-forty, which was typical, his white coat open over a grey shirt, his reading glasses pushed up into his salt-and-pepper hair. He looked the same. Lean, unhurried, the practiced ease of a man who had been walking patients from waiting rooms to consulting rooms for twenty-five years.

"Maggie." His voice was warm and neutral in the same breath.

I followed him in.

The room smelled like every other time. Clean surfaces and something faintly chemical underneath. His desk, his computer, the examination table with its long pull of paper down the center. Two chairs across from the desk, the patient chair and the one he kept empty for spouses or questions. I sat in the patient chair and crossed my legs and set my bag at my feet.

He sat down, opened my file on screen, and looked at me over the desk with his reading glasses still up in his hair.

"So," he said. "It's been a while. How are we doing?"

"That's what I'm here about," I said.

He picked up his pen. His face held its professional attentiveness, the expression built for exactly this kind of opening.

I told him enough. Not everything. The shape of it: the compulsive thoughts, the pattern of behavior that had started six months in and had not stopped, the research I had found and read. I kept my voice level and my hands still in my lap. His pen moved across the notepad in short, steady strokes and then, at a certain point, it stopped.

He looked up from the pad.

"How long has this been going on?"

"Since month six," I said. "Roughly."

He set the pen down. His hands folded on the desk, a specific gesture, the one that preceded something careful.

"Maggie, what you're describing is a documented side effect. Impulse control disorder, particularly hypersexuality, affects a small but significant subset of patients on dopamine agonists." His voice had shifted, precise and considered now, the warmth still in it but further back. "It's serious. And it's directly attributable to the medication."

I looked at him and waited.

"The right course of action," he said, "is to taper."

The word sat between us.

"I want to walk you through what that looks like," he said. "We'd reduce the dose over eight to twelve weeks, allowing your dopamine system to recalibrate. The behavioral symptoms typically resolve within the first few weeks of tapering." He turned to his screen and his eyes moved across something. "There may be a return of the original restless legs symptoms during the withdrawal phase, and we'd manage that with an alternative protocol."

His voice went on. Measured, thorough, the specific competence of a man who was good at his job. I watched his face while he talked and I listened to every word.

"The other side of this," he said, and he said it with the particular care of someone about to offer something they expected to be welcome, "is a return to baseline. Your own neurological baseline. The compulsive thoughts stop. The behavior patterns stop. Patients consistently describe it as a significant relief."

He held that a beat.

"A return to who you were before the medication."

The room was quiet. The ventilation moved somewhere above the ceiling tiles. Outside his frosted glass the waiting room held its soft, uninvested hush.

I sat with it. His face was open and attentive, waiting for the response a patient was supposed to give here. Gratitude, probably. The easing of a long-held breath. He had laid out a clean solution and he expected it to land like one.

I looked at his desk. His pen, his notepad, his folded hands. The reading glasses still pushed up into his hair. His eyes on my face, professional and steady.

A return to who you were before the medication.

I thought about the woman I had been before the first pill. I could describe her. I knew exactly what she looked like from the outside. I had simply stopped being able to find her from the inside.

I stood.

Three steps to his side of the desk.

He watched me come around it with his hands still folded and his face holding its professional shape, the shape that had held through the whole appointment, through everything I had told him. His stool rolled back one inch. Just one, his body making a decision before his mind had finished forming it.

I closed the remaining distance.

"Maggie." His voice had changed. Still careful, still his, but something had gone out of the steadiness of it.

"I've read everything you just told me," I said. "I've read all of it."

He looked up at my face. His hands had unfolded and lay flat on his thighs, a man recalibrating his posture without knowing he was doing it.

"I know what the taper looks like," I said. "I know what's on the other side of it."

"Then you understand why I'm recommending—"

"I understand exactly what you're recommending."

My hand went to his collar. One button, just the top one, my fingers resting against the fabric without pulling. His breath came out through his nose in a long, controlled stream and his eyes went to my hand and came back up to my face and what was in them now was not the thing he had trained them to hold.

He said my name again. Quieter.

My fingers moved to the second button.

His hand came up. I felt it before I saw it, his palm against my waist, and for one full second it simply rested there, neither pushing nor pulling, a hand that had not yet decided what it was doing on my body. Then his fingers tightened.

He did not move me back.

The wrap dress had a single tie at the side. I found it with one hand and pulled and the front panels fell open and his eyes went straight to my full breasts in the black lace and the sound that came out of him was quiet and involuntary and had nothing medical in it.

I reached back and unclasped the bra.

His hands found my breasts before the bra had cleared my wrists. Both of them, palms pressing the full warm weight, thumbs dragging across my nipples in the slow automatic motion of a man whose body had taken over the meeting. A rough, swallowed sound pushed out of him. His thumbs moved again, harder, and my nipples stiffened under them and my back arched forward pushing my breasts deeper into his hands and his grip tightened.

"Maggie." A different register now. Not a warning. A man saying a name because it was the only word left.

I stepped back toward the examination table.

He stood. He did it without deciding to stand, the stool rolling back on its wheels, his white coat still open, his eyes on my full breasts as I sat back onto the table and the paper crinkled under my weight. The sound of it was loud in the clean quiet room. He crossed to me and his hands found my breasts again immediately, cupping them from underneath, lifting their weight, and his mouth came down on my right nipple.

His tongue circled it slowly. Then his lips closed over it and he sucked, and the sound I made went up toward the ceiling tiles and I did not try to manage its volume.

His mouth moved to my left nipple. His hands kept working, kneading my full breasts with a thoroughness that had no professional restraint left in it, his thumbs pressing the undersides up, his fingers pulling gently at the nipples each time his mouth moved off them. The transgression of the room was doing something to him. The clean surfaces, the framed certificates on the wall behind him, his name on the frosted glass. His hands were shaking slightly and he either didn't know it or had stopped caring.

"Both," I said.

His hands pushed my breasts together and his mouth moved between them, tongue dragging from one nipple to the other, lips closing over each in turn while his palms held the full warm weight of both pressed close. My fingers drove into his salt-and-pepper hair. My hips rolled forward on the crinkling paper.

My free hand found his belt.

He pulled back an inch, just his head, just far enough to look down at my hands on his buckle. His chest was moving fast. His reading glasses had fallen somewhere, the desk probably, neither of us had noticed.

"This is—" He stopped.

"I know what this is," I said.

The belt came open. My fingers found his zip. He was already hard, fully hard, his cock thick and pushing against the fabric, and when my hand closed around it through his trousers a low broken sound came out of him.

"Fuck," he said. Low. Almost to himself.

His hips pressed forward into my hand.

The certificates on the wall behind him held their neat frames. Dr. Jonathan Reeves, Board Certified, twenty-five years of practiced ethical distance, and his hips were rolling into my grip and his hands were back on my full breasts and his mouth had found my throat, lips pressing into the skin below my ear with an urgency he had stopped trying to contain.

I pulled his cock free.

His forehead dropped to my shoulder.

His cock was thick and flushed and his hand wrapped around mine where I held it, not directing, just holding, his fingers over my fingers, his forehead still on my shoulder and his breathing loud in the quiet room.

I pushed him back by the chest.

He stood in front of me with his trousers open and his white coat hanging and his eyes on my full bare breasts, and the man who had folded his hands on that desk and said the word taper in his careful considered voice was simply gone.

"Lie back," he said.

"Not yet," I said.

I slid off the table and turned and put both hands flat on the paper surface and looked back at him over my shoulder. The wrap dress was still around my waist. I reached under it and pulled my underwear down and stepped out of it and pushed the dress up over my full hips and left it there.

The sound he made was not a word.

His hands found my hips and gripped them and his cock pressed against me and he pushed in slowly, the full length of him, and my fingers scrabbled at the paper and tore a long ragged line through it and I didn't care. The room's acoustics were exact and unkind, every sound returned from the hard walls, and the wet sound of him pushing inside me and the gasp that came out of me went everywhere.

He pulled back and drove forward and his hands tightened on my full hips.

"Harder," I said.

His hips snapped forward. The table shifted an inch on the floor. His cock drove deep and the impact shuddered through my full breasts, swaying heavy and loose beneath me, nipples dragging the cool air on every stroke. One hand left my hip and came around my front and closed over my right breast and gripped it hard, full fistful, kneading it roughly while he fucked me, his palm grinding against my nipple.

"Mmh." Low and involuntary, pushed out of me on a hard thrust.

His rhythm shortened. Deeper, faster, his hips slapping against my full ass and the sound of it sharp in the clean room. His hand moved to my other breast, gripped it just as hard, pulled the nipple between two fingers and squeezed while his cock drove in and the combination made my thighs start shaking.

"Both hands," I said. "On my breasts."

He put both hands on my breasts.

His cock kept moving, his hips finding the angle without his hands to guide them, and his palms pressed the full warm weight of both breasts and his fingers worked my nipples in slow rolling pulls that contradicted entirely the pace of everything else. My back arched. My hips pushed back onto him.

"Like that," I said. "Don't stop."

"Christ," he said into my shoulder blade. "Maggie."

The orgasm was building from the base of my spine, slow and wide, the kind that needed the full length of him and his hands exactly where they were and nothing changed. My fingers clawed at what remained of the paper. My thighs were shaking continuously now and my full hips drove back onto his cock in hard rolls and his breathing had gone ragged and desperate against my back.

"Harder," I said again.

"Nngh—" He drove in with his full weight and both hands crushed my breasts and his mouth came down between my shoulder blades and bit soft and deliberate and the orgasm broke.

My cunt clamped down in long hard pulses and my back arched and my mouth opened and the sound that came out was loud, clean, going nowhere near quiet. His hands worked my breasts through all of it, squeezing hard, thumbs driving against my swollen nipples, his cock buried deep and still while I clenched around him in wave after wave. My hips ground back onto him through every pulse until my arms were shaking and my wrists ached and the last of it moved through me in a long loose shudder.

He was still hard inside me.

"Turn around," he said. His voice had nothing left in it.

I turned around and he lifted me back onto the table with both hands under my full hips, urgent and past careful, and my legs wrapped around him and pulled him back inside and the fullness made me gasp into his hair.

His forehead dropped to mine. His eyes were open and dark, looking straight into my face, and what was in them had no professional distance left to it, no measured competence, nothing he had built over twenty-five years in this room.

My hands went to his chest.

"Look at me," I said. "Stay here."

His hips drove forward. Mine rose to meet them and the rhythm came fast and unsteady, his cock filling me on every stroke, his hands gripping my full hips and pulling me down onto him in hard rolls. His mouth found my throat. His lips pressed into the skin below my ear and his breathing was ragged and loud and completely unguarded.

"Fuck," he said into my neck. "Fuck, Maggie."

"I know," I said.

Both his hands came to my breasts. He buried his face against my throat and his hands worked my full breasts with the desperation of a man who had run out of reasons to hold back, squeezing and kneading and dragging his thumbs across my swollen nipples while his cock drove into me and the paper tore further under my weight and neither of us were near caring about the paper.

The second orgasm hit without warning. Sharp and deep and my cunt clenched hard around him and a rough broken sound pushed out of me and my nails went into his shoulders and my hips ground down onto his cock through every pulse of it.

"Ah—" He choked it off.

His hips stuttered. Drove forward hard once, twice, three times, and then a low broken sound tore out of him, unswallowed, going straight into the clean air of the room, and his hands crushed my full breasts and his cock drove in and stayed and the warmth of him spread deep inside me in long, shaking pulses. His whole body shuddered. His hands went slack on my breasts and his forehead dropped heavy to my shoulder and his breathing came in rough, unsteady pulls.

Stillness.

The ventilation moved in the ceiling. Somewhere past the frosted glass a phone rang twice and stopped.

His hands slid from my breasts and he stepped back on legs that were not entirely steady and his back met the cabinet behind him and he sat down onto the floor. Not a controlled descent. His legs had simply decided. His white coat pooled around him, his trousers still open, his cock wet and going soft, his reading glasses on the floor two feet away where they had landed at some point neither of us had tracked.

He stared at the ceiling.

I sat on the edge of the table. My full breasts were flushed and tender, both nipples swollen and dark. Torn paper hung off the table's edge. His desk sat four feet away with its notepad and its folded hands geometry and the word taper sitting somewhere in his careful notes.

I looked at him on the floor.

His chest rose and fell. His eyes stayed on the ceiling. The composure that had carried him through twenty-five years in this room was not in his face. Not behind his eyes. Not anywhere in the room that I could find it.

He had the expression of a man taking a full inventory of what had just happened and finding the numbers did not add up to anything he recognised.

His mirror was on the back of the door.

I stood in front of it and clipped my bra and pulled the wrap dress closed and tied it at the side. Smoothed the fabric over my full hips, both hands, front and back, until the dress sat the way it had when I'd checked it in my bedroom mirror three hours ago. My lipstick had held better than expected. A small touch at the left corner with my fingertip and it was back.

My face in the glass was level and clear. Hair still down. Nothing showing.

He hadn't moved from the floor.

I turned around and looked at him. He had pulled his trousers up at some point but his white coat was still around him in a pool and his back was still against the cabinet and his eyes had come down from the ceiling and were on me now, watching me cross the room with the particular look of a man who has not yet located the version of himself that knows what to say.

I picked up his notepad from the desk.

"Keep me on the medication," I said.

Quiet. No performance in it. Three words sitting in the air of the room the same way his word had sat earlier, except his had been an offering and mine was not.

His mouth opened. Closed.

"Maggie, I can't—" He stopped. Started again. "What just happened is already—I have obligations, there are board guidelines, if anyone—"

"I know what your obligations are," I said. "Keep me on the medication."

The room was silent. The phone past the frosted glass did not ring. The ventilation moved its quiet air.

He got up from the floor. Straightened his coat, buttoned his trousers, ran one hand back through his salt-and-pepper hair. The composure came back in pieces, the way a man rebuilds it when he has no other option, each piece fitted over what was underneath without quite covering it.

He sat down at his desk.

His screen woke when he touched the mouse. His hands were steady. He stared at the screen for a moment and I watched him find the language he needed, the clinical framework he could hang this on, the story a twenty-five year career could carry if it was told carefully. Monitoring a complex case. Patient presents with atypical response. Continued observation warranted before dose reduction.

His fingers moved on the keyboard.

"I'll need to see you in six weeks," he said. His voice had found most of its register. "To assess the situation and adjust the protocol as needed."

"Six weeks," I said.

He opened his desk drawer and took out a prescription pad. His pen moved across it in the same steady strokes it had used on his notepad at the start of the appointment. He tore it free and held it out across the desk without standing.

I took it from his fingers.

He booked the follow-up himself, his eyes on the screen, his receptionist bypassed. Six weeks, a Thursday, two-thirty. He printed the appointment card and slid it across the desk and I put it in my bag beside the prescription.

"Thank you, Jon," I said.

He looked at his screen.

I walked out through the waiting room. The older man with the magazine was gone. The woman with the clipboard was gone. The receptionist looked up and I gave her a small smile and she gave me one back, professional and unaware of anything at all, and the door swung open onto the parking lot and the afternoon light came in flat and warm.

My car was where I had left it.

Tom was on the couch when I got home, his work laptop open on the coffee table.

"How'd it go?" he said without looking up.

"Fine," I said. "He's happy with everything. Just a routine review."

"Good." He scrolled something. "You look nice, by the way."

I went upstairs and changed and came back down and made dinner and we ate and he talked about the week ahead and I listened and the evening held its shape the way evenings did.

At nine I told him I was going out for a drive. He said okay.

The highway was dark and wide, the suburbs thinning out behind me in the rearview, the road ahead holding nothing but its own length. Window down, warm air, the engine steady at sixty-five. My bag sat on the passenger seat with the prescription inside it.

My body was already at a five.

The road opened up ahead and I pressed the accelerator and let it.
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