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            A slut is someone,  usually a woman,  who's stepped outside of the very narrow lane that good girls are supposed to stay within. Sluts are loud. We're messy.  We don't behave.  In fact, the original definition of "slut" meant "untidy woman. " But since we live in a world that relies on women to be tidy in all ways,  to be quiet and obedient and agreeable and available (but never aggressive),  those of us who color outside of the lines get called sluts.  And that word is meant to keep us in line.
Jaclyn Friedman
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A Call In The Dark
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The call was already crackling in her helmet when she took the curve too fast for a sane person on a gravel county road. The storm stacked on the horizon like a bruise, lightning flickering inside it, the low rumble vibrating in her chest under the motor. Her thighs hugged the big black bike, weight loose and easy, hands steady on the bars as the front tire kissed the edge of the ditch and came back. She had blood in the saddlebags, gloves, lube, chains, ropes, everything that might be needed if the night went bad in a barn. She liked it better when it went bad.

"She’s down again, Doc, she’s pushin and nothin’s comin," the farmer shouted over the line, his voice thin with panic, engine noise and insects clawing at the gaps in his truck phone.

Maya dipped her head closer to the mic in her helmet.

"Keep her on her feet if you can. Do not let her roll on that side again. You hear me?"

"I’ll try, I’ll try."

"You already tried. Now you do it."

He went quiet on the line except for his breathing. That was better. She opened the throttle a touch. The bike answered with a raw, throaty roar, the kind that made people turn their heads when they saw a woman her size throw it around like it weighed nothing.

Heat lay on the road even this late, the kind that came up off the blacktop and crawled under her jeans, sweat sliding down the line of her spine. The air smelled of hot dust, wild onion from the ditches, distant rain that had not broken here yet. Fireflies sparked and blurred past her peripheral vision. Trees pressed in close, then fell away into open pasture, the dark shapes of cattle bunched along fence lines, heads up, watching her light sweep over them. This stretch of nowhere was hers now. These roads, these fences, these men who called her in the dark.

The corner of her mouth ticked when the first scent of wet hay hit under the other smells. Old memory, ugly and sweet. Eighteen and standing in a different barn with the doors half open, listening to the slick, wet sound of stallions mounting in the breeding stocks, breathing through it, pretending she was only interested in bloodlines and angles. The same tight ache low in her belly now, the same sharp curiosity about exactly how much weight a body could take and still want more.

She shut it down with a small shake of her head, ponytail sticky against the back of her neck. That girl had blushed and gone back to the house. This one rode the call. The present needed her hands, not her nostalgia.

The mailbox flashed in her headlight, white paint peeling, their name half unreadable. She downshifted, engine growling under her like an animal, and turned in. Gravel popped under the tires. The drive cut between two pastures, fence wire humming faintly in the wind. A wide porch squatted ahead, one light over the door, bug halo thick around it. Two trucks sat side by side, one newer, one older, both dusty, both with enough dents to tell her these people worked their own land.

She rolled off the throttle and let the bike idle slow as she came up the last stretch. A shape moved in the front window, gone again. The barn behind the house threw a long black shadow, one sliding door already cracked, yellow light leaking out in a thin stripe. She could hear shouting, too jumbled to make out words, just the pitch of men who knew something was wrong and had run out of tricks. Good. That meant they would listen.

Maya swung the bike around so the nose pointed back toward the road, habit as deep as muscle memory. Never box yourself in. She set her boots solid in the gravel, heavy leather scuffed and dark with old stains, and rocked the machine upright with her hips alone. The engine thumped under her thighs for one more breath, then she flicked the kill switch and the world dropped into night sounds. Crickets. A dog barking somewhere behind the barn. The slap of wind against loose tin.

She pulled off the helmet and her hair came with it in a messy, damp knot, the night air wet on her face. Her sleeve rode up as she unfastened the chin strap, wolf ink and fox ink catching the porch light in sharp black lines on her forearm. She saw the barn door jerk wider at that, a tall younger silhouette framed there, frozen for a second like he had never seen anything like her walk into his yard.

"Doc?" a man’s voice called from inside, older, ragged with relief and fear.

"Right here," she answered, already moving, boots crunching on gravel as she left the bike and headed for the open barn, the smell of blood and manure reaching out to meet her.

The barn light hit her like a slap after the dark yard. It smelled like every bad night she had ever worked, hot manure and coppery blood and sour sweat, old hay and fear. Boards sweated under the heat lamps. Flies crawled frantic along windowpanes and light cords, blown sideways by the fans.

"Back here," the older man called, boots thudding along the packed dirt.

She followed the sound, vision cutting through the clutter, past a tractor, a stack of feed sacks, a row of halters hanging in a crooked line. Her body had already gone into its own groove, checklist unspooling for a hard calving that had already gone on too long. Gloves. Lube. Chains. Calcium if this cow was crashing. She could feel the shape of urgency in the air, not confusion, just the heavy drag of a birth that needed her weight.

They broke into the last stall and the noise sharpened. A cow, big and sweaty, sides heaving, slammed her head against the rail with a hollow crack. "Mhhhhn," she bellowed, frantic and thick, drool roping from her mouth. Her flanks twitched with each contraction.

The farmer, late fifties, sunburnt neck, ball cap dark with sweat, had a rope around her head, trying to hold her straight. On the other side, the younger man from the doorway was braced against the panel, both hands white-knuckled on the boards. He had the same jaw as the older man, just cleaner, less worn down. His T-shirt clung to a lean chest, damp and streaked with dirt. His eyes cut to her and stayed there for a beat too long. Awe, fear, relief, all tangled.

"She went down twice," the older man said. "We got her back up. She’s been pushin and I ain’t seen nothin but a little bit of red. I think it’s wrong, Doc."

"It is," Maya said. She did not waste time reassuring him yet. That could come later if the calf was alive. "You, keep her head up," she told him, nodding at the rope. "You, get out of that corner and bring me that bucket. The blue one. Move."

The son jumped to obey. His boots slipped in the straw and shit. He caught himself on the edge of a gate and flushed under the streaks on his face. She watched him while she snapped open her kit on an overturned feed sack. He watched her hands.

She peeled a long plastic glove up her arm, the material whispering and then snapping tight over her biceps. Wolf and fox vanished under cloudy plastic, only the dark lines of ink faint beneath. She scooped lube into her palm, thick and cold, and smeared it over the glove. The cow lurched against the boards. The rope creaked. The son flinched as a splatter of shit hit his boot and pant leg.

"Hold her," Maya said. Her voice cut like a knife through the animal noise. The farmer leaned back with his weight on the rope, boots digging in. The cow rolled her eye at Maya, white showing.

Maya stepped into the space at the back end, boots sinking a little in the churned mess. Her whole focus narrowed to the swollen vulva, dark and straining, nothing presenting but a rim of tissue and a slick smear. That was bad. She needed to know how bad.

"Deep breath," she told the cow under her breath, more for herself than for the animal. Then she pushed her hand in.

Heat and pressure clamped around her forearm. "Hh," she hissed between her teeth, not from pain but from the sheer squeeze of muscle on bone. She slid in past the wrist, past the elbow, feeling for the hard smooth line of a leg, a skull, anything that made sense. The uterus gripped and convulsed around her, trying to spit her back out. She braced one shoulder against the cow’s rump and leaned her weight in.

"Jesus," the son muttered.

She heard every note in it. Not blasphemy. Not judgment. Pure shock at how far she went, how the muscles of her arm bunched under the plastic, how casual she looked with half her limb swallowed.

"Bucket," she reminded him, forcing calm into the moment. "Right side, by the gate. You still movin, or you froze?"

He jerked, grabbed the bucket, bumped into her hip as he brought it close. She felt his body heat through her jeans, the tremor in his thigh. He smelled like sweat and cut hay and cheap soap. He set the bucket down and stepped back, but not far. She could feel his gaze on the back of her neck now.

Inside the cow, everything was wrong. A leg folded back, another twisted, the head shoved to the side. Breech and tangled. She mapped it in her mind, piece by slippery piece, fingers walking along bones in the dark.

"All right, girl," she murmured. "You tried. Now let me fix your mess."

To the farmer she said, louder, "She’s got a backwards baby in there. Maybe still alive if we work. You let her fall again, we lose both. You hear me?"

"I hear you," he panted. His arms shook on the rope.

Maya hooked one knee up on the rail for leverage, the position ungraceful but effective. Her tank top slid up her lower back, cool air hitting damp skin, the mountain lion on her spine half revealed above her jeans, stalking up her vertebrae. She felt the change in the son’s stare as it landed there, the catch of his breath, then the way he forced his eyes away, ashamed of looking when his cow was in trouble.

"On three she’s gonna push. We use that," she said. "I’m bringing a leg around first. When I tell you, you pull the tail head toward you. Do not let her go down."

She counted them through the contraction, "One, two, three," and the cow slammed down on her arm with a hard grunt, "Mhhhhn," the sound ugly and desperate. Maya shoved against it, teeth bared, hauling the hidden leg forward until the hoof caught her palm. She curled her fingers around the tiny ankle and dragged it up into position. Slick fluid gushed out around her arm into the straw, hot against her thighs.

"Good girl," she said again, breathless now. "Again."

Two more contractions and she had both hind legs lined up, hooves pointing the right way, the calf’s hips freed. She stripped her arm out of the cow with a wet sucking sound, "schlkk," and elbowed the son. "Chains. Bottom of the kit. You see them?"

He knelt by the open box, fingers fumbling until he lifted the metal lengths.

"Here," he said.

He held them up with both hands, eyes big, like a kid offering up some holy thing at church. The links rattled against his wristbone.

"Good," she said. "Hook them above the fetlock, not on the joint. Like this."

She let him see every move as she looped the chain, her hands fast and sure, then guided his fingers into place on the second leg so he felt where the pressure should land. His fingertips brushed the back of her gloved hand and he flinched, then steadied.

"Now we pull with her," she told both of them. "Not before, not after. With."

The next contraction hit like a wave. The cow roared again, body tensing around the calf and Maya’s grip. All three leaned back, Maya and the boy on the chains, the father on the rope. She could feel the boy’s effort through the line, the tremor in his shoulders, the way he dug his boots into the straw to match her stance, to match her strength.

"Come on," she growled through her teeth. "Come on, you stubborn little shit."

The calf slid, resisted, then popped free over the lip of the pelvis in a rush of fluid. They all stumbled back as a wet, heavy body hit the straw with a slap. The barn seemed to exhale.

For half a second there was only the sound of all their breathing. Then Maya dropped to her knees in the mess and went straight to work, clearing the nose and mouth, rubbing hard along the slick rib cage.

"Come on," she muttered. "Breathe. Breathe."

A shudder. A twitch. Then a thin, wet gasp, "khh," and a weak bawl that grew louder, angry at the world.

"There you go," she said, satisfaction burning through the fatigue. She rocked back on her heels and looked up.

The farmer had his forearm over his face, shoulders shaking with relieved laughter that sounded almost like sobbing. The son was not looking at the calf. He was looking at her.

Maya sat there in the straw, glove dripping, tank top stuck to her chest, predator ink and sweat and birth fluid all over her. His gaze ran over her bloody arm, up the curve of her shoulder, lingering on her throat, her mouth. He did not even hide it now.

He caught himself a beat later and jerked his eyes away, cheeks burning under the dirt. Too late. She had seen it. She held that knowledge in the same calm place she kept the feel of the calf’s tiny heartbeat against her palm.

"Get some towels," she said to him, voice mild again. "Let’s clean your new baby up before your mama sees what a mess we made."

The kitchen smelled like coffee burnt on the warmer, bleach from a half cleaned counter, and birth. The thin metallic tang rode under the rest of it, on her hands, in the damp line of her sleeves. Fluorescent tubes hummed overhead. A wall clock ticked loud in the quiet.

She stood at the sink and watched pinkish water spiral down the drain. Dried shit and blood clung in the seams of her knuckles where the scrub brush had not reached yet. She liked that. A little proof, carried home under her nails, that the night had been worth the call. The faucet squeaked when she turned it off. Her reflection in the dark window over the sink showed a tired woman with wild hair smashed under a helmet and sweat shining along her collarbones, predator ink ghosting under the thin cotton of her tank. She grinned at herself once, quick and crooked, then looked away. This was not for her.

Mugs hit the table behind her with soft ceramic clinks.

"Milk and sugar’s there if you want it," the farmer said. His voice came from the far side of the room, near the fridge. "You take it black, I’m guessin."

"You guess right," she said.

She turned and wiped her hands on the dish towel, then tossed it over the back of a chair. The older man moved slow now that the worst was over, shoulders sagged with the comedown. He poured coffee with stiff hands and did not quite look at her, eyes still wet at the corners from that crash of relief in the barn.

"You saved our ass," he said. "Again."

"Your girl did most of the work," Maya answered. "I just untangled what she started."

He huffed something like a laugh and shook his head.

"You make it sound easy."

"It was not easy," she said. "You are paying me for that."

He liked that. She saw it in the way his mouth twitched, in the way he reached for his wallet before he even sat down. He set a folded check on the table, heavy with more zeroes than she had asked for last time.

"You sure?" she asked, fingertip on the edge of it.

"You come out for us middle of the damn night, you get what you get," he said. "Besides, you probably gotta replace that shirt now."

She glanced down at herself. The tank top had a brown smear near the hem and a streak of something wetter along her ribs. The hoodie hung open and useless over it.

"Occupational hazard," she said. "I got worse in my truck right now."

He made a face at that and pushed his chair back.

"I’m gonna go check on her one more time, then hit the shower before I scare my own wife," he said. "You eat. He’ll fix you somethin."

He jerked his chin toward the doorway where his son leaned, half in and half out of the room.

The kid straightened like he had been caught.

"Yeah," he said. "Whatever she wants."

Maya watched the older man go, boots thumping down the hall, bathroom door closing with a hollow click. The sound of pipes started a second later. The house was old enough that every flush and shower announced itself. Useful.

She shifted her weight and let her attention land on the son fully now. Up close in the softer light, he looked early twenties, maybe twenty two. Strong in the loose way of someone who had only ever done physical work, forearms corded, hands nicked. His T shirt was streaked with dried muck from the stall, and there was a smear of birth fluid on his jaw he had missed when he washed up. His eyes kept bouncing between her face and the curve of her shoulder where the wolf tattoo disappeared under cotton.

"You all right?" she asked.

"Yeah," he said too fast. "Yeah, just, uh. Never seen it like that. In person."

"The calving or the arm part?"

His ears went hot red.

"Both," he said.

She let the edge of a smile touch her mouth and did not help him out of it.

"Coffee?" she asked. "I can pour my own, but if your daddy said you would fix me something, I might let you play host."

He grabbed the pot with a small clatter against the burner and moved around the table to her side, close enough that she could feel the heat off his body. His hand shook just enough that some of the coffee sloshed onto the saucer when he filled her mug.

"Shit, sorry," he said.

"It is a farm kitchen," she said. "You think this table has not seen worse than a coffee ring?"

His gaze dropped to the stain on her tank again, then lower. She watched his throat work as he swallowed. Her own body relaxed into the familiar shape of it, the way nerves and gratitude made people soft around her, open. It was there already, that little tremor of curiosity she hunted, even if he had not named it for himself yet.

She took a slow sip of the coffee and made a small approving sound, mostly for the way his shoulders unclenched.

"Good," she said. "Your mama teach you that or you figure it out to keep yourself alive in this house?"

He laughed, quick and surprised.

"Bit of both," he said. "She works nights at the hospital, so I do more of it now. We try not to burn the place down while she is gone."

"She is not here at all tonight?" Maya asked.

"She took a double," he said. "Be back tomorrow morning."

There it was, simple and clean. No extra parties. No female eyes to walk in on this and narrow at her. The hallway hummed with shower noise, water hitting tile. She could imagine the older man scrubbing off the night, counting his luck that the vet had picked up the phone.

Maya pushed away from the sink and crossed to the table. She sat, letting her legs stretch under the chair, boots planted wide on the worn linoleum. The movement dragged her tank up a fraction more, exposing a strip of damp skin and the bottom edge of the mountain lion on her back when she leaned forward to set the mug down. Ink as bait, as always.

"You sit too," she said. "You look like you are about to bolt."

He obeyed, dropping into the chair opposite hers. His knee bounced under the table. He wrapped both hands around his own mug to hide the shake.

"Long night," he said. "Sorry if we called too late. Daddy, he waits sometimes, thinks he can fix it himself."

"You called when you needed me," she said. "If you had waited another hour, we would be burying two. So good job ignoring his pride."

That landed. His jaw set like he liked being told he had done the right thing.

"I tried to tell him," he said. "Soon as she laid down the second time I said we needed you. He said we would give it another hour."

"And you overruled him," she said. "Brave move."

He snorted.

"More scared than brave," he said. "I did not want to be the one who lost that calf. She was my 4-H heifer. The mama. I mean."

"Then you did the right thing for your girl," she said.

He blinked at that, and something in his face softened.

"You always talk like that about them," he said. "Like they are, I do not know. People."

"They are not people," she said. "They are animals. They are honest about what they want. Bleed, fuck, eat, keep breathing. People dress it up more."

His mouth opened a little at the blunt word.

"Sorry," she added without heat. "You squeamish about language after what we just did in your barn?"

"No," he said fast. "No, I just, you say it like it is nothing."

"It is nothing," she said. "It is the job."

The shower cut off down the hall. Pipes rattled, then went quiet. Time tightening again.

She let a breath out and stood, chair scraping soft against the floor.

"Show me where you keep the clean towels," she said. "Before I ruin this one completely."

He jerked to his feet.

"Yeah, uh, here," he said.

He stepped ahead of her to the cabinet by the back door, reaching up to the top shelf. The move lifted the hem of his shirt, showing a strip of taut, pale skin and a faint line of hair disappearing under his waistband. She watched his back muscles shift as he grabbed a folded towel and turned.

When he faced her, she was closer than he had expected. She had stepped into that space while he reached up, so now her chest nearly brushed his, the wolf and fox on her arm sharp against the white of the towel between them.

"Thanks," she said, fingers grazing his as she took it.

She did not step away.

He froze, eyes dropping once, fast, to the line of her cleavage where the tank gaped, then lower, to the damp smear on her ribs. His breath shortened, as obvious as a spooked foal’s.

Maya hooked one boot on the rung of a chair behind her and lifted her leg, setting her heel on the seat so she could run the towel down the back of her calf. The move dragged her jeans tight over her thigh and pulled the fabric just high enough that, if he looked, he would see the first fierce curve of the coyote ink on the outside of her leg before it vanished up under denim.

"You good?" she asked, voice mild, not looking at him yet.

"Yeah," he said, but it came out rough, low, the word scraped raw.

She heard what it was, not reassurance, but surrender starting to crack through.

She made the choice while he was still trying to breathe right, still trying not to stare. Adult, willing, hers for the taking. The equation landed clean in her head. She dropped the towel and grabbed the front of his belt with one hand, his jaw with the other, and kissed him hard enough that he made a shocked little noise, "nngh," into her mouth.

His hands came up to her waist, clumsy and startled, gripping too tight like he thought she might disappear if he did not hold on. She bit his bottom lip, not gentle, and felt the shudder roll through him. When she pulled back just enough to breathe, his eyes were glassy and his chest heaved.

"You sure?" he whispered.

"I do not ask questions I already know the answer to," she said. "Move."

She walked him backward across the kitchen, one hand still fisted in his belt, the other sliding up under his shirt to feel the hard plane of his stomach, the way it twitched when her nails dragged over skin. His back hit the edge of the table with a dull thud and his hands scrambled for purchase on her hips, her ass, anywhere he could reach.

"My dad," he started.

"Is in the shower," she finished. "And you are wasting time."

She kissed him again, deeper this time, her tongue in his mouth, tasting coffee and panic and want. He groaned into it, low and helpless, and when she pulled his shirt up he lifted his arms so she could strip it off him. It landed somewhere on the floor. She shoved him down so he sat on the edge of the table, legs spread, and stepped between his thighs.

"Jesus," he breathed, staring up at her.

"Not even close," she said.

Her hands went to his belt buckle and the button of his jeans. He watched her undo them both with quick, sure fingers, then drag the zipper down. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and tugged, jeans and boxers together, yanking them halfway down his thighs so his cock sprang free, already hard and flushed dark.

"Fuck," he hissed.

She wrapped one hand around him, firm and tight, and he jerked against her palm. His head tipped back, throat exposed, a ragged sound tearing out of him. She stroked him once, slow, watching his face twist, then let go and dropped to her knees on the linoleum.

"Wait, you do not have to—"

She took him in her mouth and his words dissolved into a choked gasp, "ah, fuck," his hips bucking forward before he could stop himself. She braced one hand on his thigh and held him down, taking him deeper, tongue working along the underside, tasting salt and pre-come. His fingers tangled in her hair, not pulling, just gripping like he needed something to anchor him to the earth.

She sucked hard once, hollowing her cheeks, and felt him throb against her tongue. Then she pulled off with a wet pop and stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"You are not coming like that," she said.

He stared at her, dazed and wrecked, chest heaving.

"What?"

"I want you inside me," she said. "That clear enough for you?"

"Yeah," he rasped. "Yeah, Jesus, yes."

She peeled her tank top up and off, no ceremony, tossing it on top of his shirt. Her sports bra followed a second later. His eyes went wide at the sight of her breasts, full and soft, nipples tight from the cool air and the heat pooling low in her belly. She kicked off her boots, popped the button on her jeans, and shoved them down just far enough, past her hips, underwear tangled in with them.

"Scoot back," she told him.

He obeyed, sliding his ass further onto the table, jeans still bunched at his knees. She climbed up after him, one knee on either side of his hips, straddling him. The table creaked under their weight. She did not care.

"You got a condom?" he asked, voice cracking.

"IUD," she said. "And I am clean. You?"

"Clean," he said. "I swear, I have not—"

"Good," she cut him off. "Then shut up and touch me."

His hands landed on her waist, then slid up to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples. She hissed through her teeth, grinding down against his cock where it pressed hot and hard between them. He made a strangled sound and gripped her tighter.

She reached down between them, wrapped her fingers around him again, and lined him up. Then she sank down slow, taking him in one long slide, and the stretch of it punched a gasp out of both of them.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, head falling back. "Oh my god."

She gave him half a second to adjust, then rolled her hips, grinding down hard. The angle sent sparks up her spine. She braced her hands on his shoulders and started to ride him, lifting up and dropping down, the wet slap of their bodies loud in the quiet kitchen, "slap, slap, slap."

His hands roamed everywhere, her breasts, her ass, the curve of her waist, like he could not decide where to touch first. When she leaned forward to kiss him again, messy and open-mouthed, he saw the full expanse of ink across her back, the mountain lion stalking up her spine, and his breath caught.

"Fuck, you are so," he tried, but whatever he meant to say dissolved into a moan when she clenched around him.

"Harder," she told him, biting the word against his throat. "I am not going to break."

He gripped her hips and thrust up to meet her, and the force of it made her gasp, "ah," a sharp spike of pleasure that had her nails digging into his shoulders. She set the pace, faster now, chasing the heat building low in her belly, using his body the way she wanted it.

"Like that," she said. "Just like that, do not stop."

He was making small desperate sounds with every thrust, "hh, hh, hh," his control unraveling fast. She could feel him getting close, the way his rhythm stuttered, the way his fingers bit into her hips hard enough to bruise.

"I am going to," he gasped. "I cannot, I am—"

"Not yet," she said, voice rough. "Hold it."

She ground down hard, angling so he hit just right inside her, and the pressure spiked white-hot. Her thighs shook, her breath coming in short ragged bursts, and then the orgasm slammed through her like a wave. She bit down on his shoulder to muffle the sound, her whole body clenching tight around him.

He broke with a choked shout, "fuck," and came hard, hips jerking up as he spilled inside her, his whole body shaking under hers.

For a few seconds there was nothing but the sound of their breathing, harsh and uneven, and the faint creak of the table settling.

Then the pipes in the bathroom shut off.

Maya was off the table and yanking her jeans back up before he had finished catching his breath. Her thighs were sticky, a mix of come and the faint smear of dried birth fluid she had never fully cleaned off. She grabbed the dish towel from earlier and ran it quick between her legs, efficient, no embarrassment. The son sat slumped on the table edge, jeans still half down, staring at her like she had just rewritten every assumption he had ever carried about women and veterinarians and what happened in his own kitchen.

"You good?" she asked, balling the towel and tossing it into the sink.

"Yeah," he said, voice still rough. "Yeah, I just, thank you. I mean, not just for—"

"Do not do that," she said, pulling her tank top back over her head. The fabric clung to her damp skin. "Do not thank me like I fixed your truck."

His mouth opened, closed. He looked lost.

"You wanted it," she said, gentler now. "I wanted it. That is all it was."

He nodded, slow, but she could see the shape of what this would become for him later, the story he would tell himself or not tell anyone, the way he would replay it alone in his bed and still not quite believe it had been real. That was fine. She had seen that look before.

She tugged her sports bra into place under the tank and shrugged the hoodie back on, not bothering to zip it. Her boots went on fast, laces still loose. The whole process took maybe thirty seconds. He was still sitting there, half naked, watching her erase the evidence of what they had just done.

A door opened down the hall. Footsteps, slow and heavy, padding toward the kitchen.

The kid's eyes went wide. He scrambled off the table and hauled his jeans up, fumbling with the zipper, nearly tripping as he shoved his legs back into the denim. Maya stayed calm, leaning one hip against the counter, arms crossed. She licked her bottom lip once, tasting salt, then let her face go easy and professional again.

The farmer appeared in the doorway, hair wet, T-shirt clean, looking ten years younger than he had in the barn. He glanced between them, took in his son's flushed face and the way the kitchen smelled faintly of sweat and something heavier, but his expression did not shift. Either he did not notice or he chose not to see it.

"You still here, Doc?" he said. "Thought you would have cleared out by now."

"Just finished my coffee," Maya said, nodding at the mug on the table. "Your boy here kept me company."

"Good," the older man said. "He has manners when he remembers to use them."

The son made a choked sound that might have been a laugh.

Maya pushed off the counter and scooped the check off the table, folding it once and sliding it into her back pocket.

"Calf looks strong," she said. "Keep an eye on the mama for the next twenty-four hours. Any fever, discharge that smells wrong, you call me. Do not wait."

"Will do," he said. "You need anything else before you head out?"

"I am good," she said. "Long ride, and I got another call at sunrise if this storm does not knock the power out first."

That was a lie, but it sounded true enough. It gave her an exit that looked like work instead of escape.

The father walked her to the door, his son trailing a few steps behind, silent now. She could feel the kid's eyes on the back of her neck, on the way her hips moved in the low-slung jeans, on the ink that disappeared under her collar. She did not turn around.

At the door she paused, one hand on the frame, and looked back just enough to catch the older man's face.

"You did good tonight," she said. "Both of you."

The farmer nodded, gruff and pleased. The son just stared, jaw still slack, pupils still blown wide.

She stepped out into the thick night air and let the screen door slap shut behind her.

The storm had slid east without breaking here. The air hung wet and heavy, lightning still flickering in the distance, thunder a low growl that vibrated under her boots. Crickets screamed in the grass. The porch light made a halo full of moths and beetles, their bodies ticking against the bulb.

Her bike sat where she had left it, chrome catching faint light, patient and waiting. She swung her leg over and settled into the seat, the leather warm under her thighs. The helmet went on, chin strap snapping into place. She thumbed the ignition and the engine turned over with a deep, satisfying rumble that drowned out every other sound.

She sat there for a second, hands loose on the bars, letting the vibration travel up through her wrists and into her chest. Emergency, blood, awe, fucking, money, road. That was the pattern now. That was her life, the one she had built on purpose out of the crooked foundation that farm summer had poured years ago. She was good at it. She liked it. And tonight had gone exactly the way she had wanted it to.

Maya rolled the throttle and the bike surged forward, gravel crunching and spitting under the tires. She did not look back at the house or the lit kitchen window or the shape of the son standing there watching her disappear. She just opened it up on the county road, leaning into the first curve, the wind hot and wild on her face, and rode toward the next dark stretch of nowhere.
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Nowhere, Off the Interstate
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The highway stretched flat and brutal under the afternoon sun, heat shimmering off the blacktop in waves that made the horizon dissolve into nothing. Maya had been riding for forty minutes, maybe more, past the edge of her usual territory and into the kind of Oklahoma that looked the same in every direction. Cattle pastures. Billboard for a casino. Another for Jesus. Exit ramp leading to a town she had never worked and never would.

She wanted it that way.

The big bike thrummed between her thighs, engine noise swallowing everything except the wind and her own thoughts. Her tank top stuck to her back under the open hoodie, sweat pooling where the seat pressed against her ass and the tops of her thighs. The ink on her left arm caught the light every time she adjusted her grip on the bars, dark lines against skin already browning from too many calls in open fields.

Three emergency calls this morning, all local, all ending the same way. Grateful handshakes. Long stares. A lingering touch on her shoulder from a farmer who had watched her save his mare and then watched her walk back to the truck with a different kind of hunger in his face. She could feel the weight of it building, the way small towns collected information and turned it into currency. Who called her. How long she stayed. Whether the lights in the barn stayed on after the work was done.

At home she was a story people were still writing. Out here she was just another rider with a loud motor.

The thought landed clean and easy in her chest, something close to relief.

A semi blew past in the left lane, the backdraft rocking her slightly. She leaned into it without thinking, letting the bike correct itself, her body already knowing what to do. The road was muscle memory now. The calls, the adrenaline, the sex, the ride home. She had built this life on purpose, every piece of it chosen, and most days she loved it.

Today she just needed distance.

The memory hit without warning, the way they always did. Not the whole thing, just a flash. Aunt Carmen stepping out of the breeding barn eight years ago, sundress wrinkled and crooked, her hair wild, her face flushed and satisfied in a way eighteen year old Maya had not understood yet but her body had responded to anyway. That look. The one that said she had just taken something she wanted and did not plan to apologize for it.

Maya saw that same look in her own mirror now. After the farmer's son on the kitchen table. After the mechanic in her bed. After every man she chose and used and left.

She wondered if Carmen had ever felt trapped by it, or if she had just been better at managing the gossip. Carmen and Uncle Earl still had their thing, their marriage solid and easy even with everything else Carmen did on the side. Maya had seen it that summer, the way they moved around each other in the kitchen, the genuine affection underneath Carmen's other appetites. Maybe that was the trick. Keep the home base clean and hunt everywhere else.

But Maya did not have a home base. Just a rental house and a practice and a town that was starting to feel too small.

A green sign flashed past on the right. Truck stop, next exit, fuel and food. She did not need gas yet but her stomach was empty and her throat was dry and the idea of sitting somewhere no one knew her name pulled hard.

She took the exit without hesitating.

The off ramp curved down and fed into a feeder road lined with nothing, then everything all at once. A massive truck stop complex rose out of the flat land like a mirage. Diesel pumps in long rows, chrome and paint gleaming under the sun. A diner attached to one side, windows tinted dark. Semis lined up in the lot beyond, drivers sleeping or eating or checking their loads before the next haul.

Maya rolled through the entrance and found a spot near the diner, away from the fuel islands. She backed the bike in, habit and practicality, always nose out. The engine thumped once more under her before she killed it, and the silence that rushed in felt huge and strange after the highway roar.

She pulled off her helmet and her hair came loose, damp and wild, sticking to her neck and temples. The heat pressed down immediately, thick and wet, the kind that made breathing feel like work. She shook her head, ran her fingers through the mess, felt the shift happen in her body as she stood and stretched.

On the bike she was movement and muscle. Off it she was something else. Bait and predator both.

She hooked the helmet on the bike and walked toward the diner doors, boots crunching on gravel and broken asphalt. Her jeans sat low on her hips, her tank top riding up just enough to show a strip of damp skin above her waistband. Two truckers stood near the entrance smoking, older men with sun damaged skin and ball caps pulled low. Their eyes tracked her from the bike to the door. She felt their stares like hands on her skin but did not look back.

Inside, the air conditioning hit like a wall. She stopped just past the threshold and let it wash over her, goosebumps rising on her arms, her nipples tightening under the thin cotton. The diner smelled like grease and burnt coffee and pie, the jukebox in the corner playing something old and country. Booths lined the windows, tables scattered through the middle, a long counter running the length of the back wall.

Half full. Travelers and drivers, road worn and quiet, everyone minding their own business in that unspoken highway code.

No one here knew she was a vet. No one knew about the kitchen table or the barn or the mechanic waiting on her porch. No one knew her at all.

She smiled, small and private, and started scanning for a seat.

Maya chose a corner booth with a view of the parking lot and her bike. The vinyl seat was cracked and patched with duct tape, the table scratched and sticky under her forearms. A laminated menu stood propped between the salt shaker and a bottle of ketchup with a crusted cap.

A waitress appeared, fifties, bleached hair, name tag that said Deb. She poured coffee without asking, the stream dark and steaming into a thick ceramic mug.

"Know what you want, hon?"

"Burger, medium, fries," Maya said. "Extra pickles."

"You got it."

Deb disappeared toward the kitchen. Maya wrapped both hands around the mug and let the heat soak into her palms. The coffee was bad, bitter and burnt, exactly what she expected. She drank it anyway.

The diner hummed with low conversation and the clatter of plates. A family in the booth across from her, kids fighting over crayons. Two men at a table near the door, work clothes and tired faces, not talking. And at the counter, a man sitting alone with his back to her, broad shoulders stretching a faded blue work shirt, salt and pepper hair cut short against a thick neck.

She noticed his size first. The way he took up space without trying, his forearms resting on the counter, hands wrapped around his own mug. Big hands. The kind that knew how to grip something and hold it.

He turned his head slightly, saying something to Deb as she passed. Maya caught his profile. Late forties, maybe pushing fifty. Weathered skin, the deep lines that came from years of sun and wind. A beard, mostly gray, trimmed close. Strong jaw. The kind of face that did not smile often but looked good when it did.

He glanced toward the windows, checking something in the lot, and his eyes swept past her booth. Then came back.

Their gazes locked for a beat. Two. His expression did not change but something in his eyes sharpened, a flicker of interest he did not bother hiding.

Maya held the look, let the corner of her mouth lift just enough, then turned back to her coffee.

Her pulse kicked up, steady and familiar. The first move made. The question asked without words.

She felt him watching her even after she looked away. Felt the weight of his attention like pressure on her skin. She shifted in the seat, reaching for the sugar packets in the little caddy, and her sleeve rode up, exposing more of the ink on her forearm.

When she glanced up again, he was still looking. This time his gaze dropped to her arm, tracked the lines of the tattoo, then came back to her face.

He stood. Picked up his mug. Walked toward the counter section closer to her booth and settled onto a stool three down from where her booth ended. Close enough to talk if either of them wanted to. Far enough to pretend coincidence.

Maya poured sugar into her coffee, stirred it slow. She could see him in her peripheral vision, the bulk of him, the way his shoulders filled the space.

This is what that summer taught her. How to read hunger in a man's eyes. How to know when someone had already decided to break their own rules and was just waiting for permission.

"That your bike out there?" His voice was deep, rough at the edges like gravel under tires.

She looked up, met his eyes again. "Yeah."

"Thought so." He took a drink of his coffee. "Not many women ride something that size."

"I am not most women."

His mouth twitched, almost a smile. "I can see that."

"You ride?" she asked.

"Used to. Long time ago. Sold it when my daughter was born." He gestured at the lot with his mug. "Got the semi now. Not the same."

She noticed the ring then, plain gold band on his left hand, worn thin from years of wear. Married. Of course he was.

He caught her looking, saw where her eyes had landed. He did not move his hand or make excuses. Just held her gaze, steady and unashamed.

"Where you headed?" she asked.

"East. Little Rock, then Memphis. You?"

"Nowhere specific. Just riding."

"Nice way to spend a day."

"Better than some."

Deb appeared with Maya's burger, set the plate down with a clatter. "Need anything else, hon?"

"I am good."

The waitress refilled both their mugs and left. Maya picked up the burger, took a bite. Grease and salt and the snap of pickles. She was hungrier than she thought.

The man watched her eat, not leering, just looking. She let him.

"You always ride alone?" he asked after a minute.

"Always."

"Dangerous, out here by yourself."

She swallowed, wiped her mouth with a paper napkin. "I can handle myself."

"I bet you can."

The way he said it, low and certain, sent heat curling through her belly. She set the burger down, licked salt from her thumb, and saw his eyes track the movement.

"You should eat before your food gets cold," she said, nodding at the plate Deb had set in front of him at some point.

"Probably should."

Neither of them moved. The air between them felt thick, charged, the space collapsing even though they had not gotten any closer.

He reached for the check the waitress had left by his plate. At the same moment, Maya reached for the coffee pot on the counter warmer near his elbow. Their hands almost touched, close enough she could feel the heat off his skin.

She pulled the pot back to her booth. Filled her mug. Set it down.

"Safe travels," she said, her voice even.

He nodded once, slow. "You too."

Maya dropped bills on her table, enough to cover the meal and a decent tip, and slid out of the booth. She walked past him toward the door, close enough that her arm almost brushed his shoulder. She did not look back.

Outside, the heat slammed into her again. She crossed the lot to her bike, swung her leg over, and settled into the seat. The engine turned over with a satisfying growl.

As she backed out, she glanced toward the diner window. He was standing now, coffee mug still in hand, watching her through the glass.

She held his gaze one more time, then rolled the throttle and pointed the bike toward home.

The sun dropped lower as Maya rode back east, the sky bleeding orange and pink behind her. The highway felt different now, the anonymity peeling away with each familiar exit sign. She knew these towns. Had worked half the farms between here and home.

The freedom from the truck stop was already fading, replaced by the weight of known territory.

She passed the turnoff for the Hendricks place, where she had pulled a calf two weeks ago in the middle of the night. The eldest son had followed her back to her truck afterward, nervous and eager, and she had fucked him against the tailgate with his jeans shoved down to his knees, his hands shaking on her hips, his breath hot and fast against her neck. He had come in under three minutes, groaning her name like a prayer. She grinned remembering it, the raw need in him, the way he had looked at her after like she had just rewired his entire understanding of what women could be.

Three miles later, the Parker ranch. The old man always paid in cash and touched her shoulder too long when he handed it over. Last month she had let him do more than touch, let him push her back against the hay bales in his barn and slide his rough, calloused hands under her shirt. She had ridden him slow, watching his weathered face go slack with disbelief and pleasure, his cock hard inside her despite his age. He had looked at her like she was a miracle. She had loved every second of making him feel twenty again.

A blue Ford pickup sat in the parking lot of a feed store up ahead. She recognized it before she got close, the dent in the tailgate, the window decal. The cattle farmer who had bent her over that same tailgate after she stitched up his dog, his belt buckle digging into her lower back, his thick fingers gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. He had fucked her fast and rough, grunting with each thrust, and she had come with her cheek pressed against the cold metal, her cunt clenching around him, pleasure slamming through her so hard she had seen stars.

She throttled past without slowing but she saw him standing by the truck bed, saw his head turn to watch her go by.

The web was tighter here. Every road connected to someone who knew her, had called her, had seen her with her hands inside their animals or her body wrapped around theirs. The gossip moved slower than she did but it moved, accumulating like dust, settling into the cracks.

She wondered if it had felt like this for Carmen. The slow tightening. The realization that every choice left a mark someone else could read.

The memory hit sharp and sudden, the way a rock hits water. She was eighteen again, crouched outside the breeding barn in the dark, her shorts damp between her legs, her heart slamming in her chest. The sounds pouring out of that barn had unraveled something in her, pulled a thread she had not known existed. She had been wet and ashamed and unable to stop listening, unable to leave, her hand pressed against her cunt through her clothes while Aunt Carmen gasped and moaned with someone who was not Uncle Earl.

She had thought she was broken. Twisted. Wrong in some fundamental way that could not be fixed.

Now she knew she was just built different. Built the way Carmen was built. Hungry in a way that did not fit neatly into the shapes people expected.

The memory dissolved as fast as it had come. The road straightened. The last of the daylight bled out of the sky, leaving behind a dusky blue that made everything softer.

Her exit appeared and she took it, the off ramp curving down into county roads and gravel. Five more miles to her place, the small rental farmhouse she had leased when she opened the practice. Nothing fancy. A bedroom, a kitchen, a porch that sagged on one side. But it was hers and it was private and that was enough.

She turned onto her road, the bike's headlight cutting through the gathering dark. Her house sat back from the road, a single light burning on the porch. And in the driveway, parked next to the space she always left for the bike, a familiar truck.

Gray Chevy. Dent in the driver's side door. Tool rack in the bed.

The mechanic.

Maya killed the engine and sat there for a moment, helmet still on, watching the shape of him move past the front window. He had a key. She had given it to him months ago, back when it seemed convenient to have someone who could let himself in and wait when she was running late on calls.

Now it just felt like another thread in the web.

Out there at the truck stop, she had been a stranger with a loud bike and ink and a body men wanted to touch. No history. No context. Just appetite meeting appetite.

Here, she was the vet who fucked. The one everyone had an opinion about. The one whose truck was recognized at a glance, whose schedule people tracked without meaning to.

Carmen would understand this trap better than anyone. The difference between hunting free and hunting in a cage you built yourself.

Maya pulled off her helmet, shook out her hair, and swung off the bike. Her legs ached from the ride, her ass sore from the seat. She was tired and the thought of the mechanic waiting inside, easy and available and already assuming she wanted him there, made something in her chest tighten.

But she walked toward the house anyway. Boots on gravel, then on wood as she climbed the porch steps. The screen door creaked when she pulled it open.

Inside, the mechanic looked up from the couch and smiled.

Derek left just after midnight. He kissed her at the door, slow and sweet, like they were building toward something more than this. Like she might ask him to stay. Like this was the start of a story instead of just another chapter in the same repeating loop.

"See you soon?" he asked, his hand lingering on her hip.

"Yeah. I'll call you."

She would not call him. He would call her. And she would probably answer because it was easy and he was good at what he did and the alternative was riding into town to find someone new, which came with its own complications.

He smiled like he believed her and walked to his truck. The engine turned over, headlights cutting across the front of the house, then he was gone.

Maya locked the door and stood in the dark living room for a moment, listening to the silence. Her body still hummed from the sex, satisfied and loose, but her mind would not settle.

She walked to the bathroom and turned the shower as hot as it would go. Steam filled the small space, fogging the mirror, condensing on the tile. She stepped under the spray and let the water beat down on her shoulders, her back, washing away the sweat and road grime and the smell of Derek's skin.

She scrubbed her hair, her body, watching the water swirl down the drain. When she finally shut off the tap and stepped out, the mirror was completely fogged. She wiped a hand across it, clearing a streak, and her reflection appeared in pieces.

Her face, flushed from the heat. Her shoulder, the dark lines of ink disappearing under the curve of her arm. The predators she had chosen deliberately. Wolf and fox and coyote and mountain lion. Every one of them picked because of what they meant. What she had learned she was.

The talons on her inner thigh were hidden from this angle but she knew they were there. The grip. The hunt. The kill.

That summer at Carmen's farm had unlocked something in her. Not broken her, but shown her what she was capable of. What she wanted. What her body could take and give and demand. At the end of that first summer she had emailed her parents from Carmen's kitchen, told them she wanted to stay longer. Figure herself out before college.

They had not understood but they had let her. Two years of long summers and extended stays, two years of hunting every delivery driver and farmhand and passing stranger she could get her hands on. She had fucked her way through that territory with the same appetite Carmen had, and she had loved every second of it.

When she finally went to vet school, she had gone knowing exactly who she was. A slut for cock. A woman built to hunt. Someone who would never accept being tied down to just one man because the idea of it made her feel like she was suffocating.

She had stayed wild through school. Through her first jobs. Through the decision to open her own practice in this small Oklahoma town.

Carmen had taught her it was possible to live like this. To be married and settled and still take what you wanted on the side. But Carmen had something Maya did not. A home base that mattered. Uncle Earl. A marriage that was solid enough to hold the weight of everything else.

Maya had no interest in that kind of balance. She wanted the hunt without the anchor. The freedom without the compromise.

Maya toweled off and walked naked to her bedroom. The sheets still smelled like sex, like Derek, like the life she had built here. She pulled them off the bed, tossed them in the corner, and grabbed clean ones from the closet.

She made the bed quickly, efficiently, smoothing out the wrinkles. Then she climbed in and lay on her back, staring at the ceiling.

The mechanic was safe because everyone already assumed. Another name on a list people were keeping whether she wanted them to or not. The sex was good but it was known. Mapped. No surprises left.

The trucker was dangerous. Anonymous. A wedding ring and a long haul route and hands that looked like they could break her or hold her or both. He was the kind of risk that made her pulse kick up just thinking about it. The kind that reminded her why she loved this in the first place.

She wanted that. Wanted dangerous the way Carmen had wanted it. The way that summer had taught her to want it.

Her phone sat on the nightstand, screen dark. She picked it up, opened her calendar, scrolled to tomorrow. A supply run into Tulsa was already marked for late morning. She could push it earlier. Leave at dawn. Take the long way. Stop at that truck stop on I-40 and see if the trucker was still there, or if another one just like him was waiting.

The contrast between the two made her grin. Local territory where every fuck left a trail. Highway territory where she could be anyone. Both had their pleasures. Both fed different parts of her hunger.

She set the alarm for five in the morning, plugged in her phone, and turned off the lamp. The darkness settled over her, warm and complete.

Her thighs ached from the bike and the sex. Her body was tired. But her mind was already on the highway, already chasing the next hunt, already tasting the freedom of being unknown.

She smiled into the dark and let sleep take her.
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The Old Predator
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The water beat down hot on her shoulders, steam thick in the small bathroom, her head tipped back under the spray. Maya stood with her eyes closed, letting the heat work into her neck and spine, washing off morning sweat and the faint chemical smell of disinfectant from the clinic. Her muscles felt loose and heavy, the kind of tired that meant she had worked hard and done it right.

The phone buzzed on the counter. Once, sharp and insistent against the tile. She ignored it.

Soap ran down her ribs and between her breasts, over the curves of her hips, slicking the ink on her thighs. The coyote and rattlesnake looked darker when wet, the lines sharper. She ran her palms down her legs, rinsing away suds, and the buzz came again.

Twice. Someone wanted her.

She grinned under the water and kept rinsing.

The third time it rang for real, a long vibrating rattle that did not quit. She sighed, shoved the curtain aside, and stepped out onto the bath mat in a rush of cooler air. Water dripped off her in heavy streams, pooling at her feet, her hair plastered dark and slick down her back. She grabbed the phone without bothering to towel off first.

"Yeah," she said.

"Doc?" The voice was older, gravelly, calm even under the worry threading through it. "It's Harlan Webb. Out past the Crowley place?"

She knew him. Older rancher, late sixties maybe, lean and weathered, the kind of man who still did his own work and paid in cash folded into a worn wallet. She liked him. No bullshit, no lingering stares that pretended to be something else. Just good manners and a handshake.

"I know you, Harlan," she said. "What's wrong?"

"My mare," he said. "She's down with colic. Been rolling, sweating bad. I got her up but she keeps trying to go back down. Had her twenty years, Doc. I don't want to lose her tonight."

Maya wedged the phone between her ear and shoulder and grabbed the towel off the hook, swiping it down one arm, then the other. Water still dripped from her hair onto her chest.

"How long's she been like this?" she asked.

"Hour, maybe. I called soon as I knew it wasn't passing."

Smart. That bought time.

"Keep her on her feet if you can," she said. "Walk her slow. I'm on my way."

"Appreciate it," he said, relief breaking through the steady tone. "I'll have the barn ready."

She hung up and tossed the phone on the counter, toweling off fast now, rough and efficient. Her thighs, her stomach, between her legs, under her breasts. The ink on her back caught her eye in the fogged mirror, the mountain lion stalking up her spine, dark and wet. She ran the towel over her face and grinned at her own reflection.

Easy work. Good man. Cash job at the end of a long day.

She loved her life.

Maya pulled on a sports bra and a clean tank top, both clinging a little to her damp skin, then yanked her jeans up over bare hips. Her boots went on without socks, laces pulled tight. Hair still wet and dripping down her back, she grabbed her keys and headed for the door.

The truck ate gravel and dust, windows down, hot wind whipping her damp hair across her face and neck. Maya drove fast on the county roads, one hand loose on the wheel, the other draped over the door frame. Pasture rolled past on both sides, cattle bunched under trees for shade, fence lines running straight into nothing. The sun sat heavy and orange above the horizon, still brutal this late in the day.

Harlan's place sat at the end of a long private drive that cut through open land for half a mile before anything showed up. No neighbors. No other houses visible from the road. Just his ranch, neat and well kept, barns painted white, fences tight, everything squared away the way old ranchers did it when they still had the strength and the pride.

He was waiting by the barn when she pulled in, standing in the wide door with his arms crossed, ball cap pulled low. Lean and sun damaged, shoulders still broad under a faded work shirt, jeans worn pale at the knees. Late sixties but moving like a man who had never stopped working. His face was tight with worry, but his hands were steady when he lifted one in greeting.

She killed the engine and swung out of the truck, boots hitting dirt, already reaching into the bed for her kit.

"She's in the back stall," he said, voice rougher in person than over the phone. "Still up, but barely."

"Let's see her," Maya said.

The barn smelled like old hay and manure and something sharper, the sour tang of an animal in distress. Flies buzzed lazy near the rafters. The light inside was dim and golden, dust motes hanging thick in the air. Harlan led her past empty stalls and a tack room to the back where a chestnut mare stood with her head low, sides heaving, dark sweat streaking her neck and flanks.

Maya dropped her kit and stepped into the stall. The mare's eyes rolled white when she approached, ears pinned flat.

"Easy, girl," Maya murmured, low and calm. She ran her hand down the mare's neck, feeling the tremble in the muscle, the heat radiating off her.

Harlan stood just outside the stall, hands gripping the rail. "She tried to go down twice more after I called you."

Maya pressed her palm against the mare's belly, firm and slow. Tight as a drum. Bloated and hard. She put her ear to the flank and listened. Silence where there should have been gurgles and movement. Bad sign, but not the worst yet.

"I'm going to tube her," she said. "Get some oil in, see if we can get things moving."

"Whatever you need," he said.

She worked fast, no wasted motion, pulling the tube and bottle from her kit, prepping the mare's nose. Harlan moved in beside her without being asked, one hand steady on the mare's halter, his voice low and soothing in her ear. The mare fought a little when the tube went in, tossing her head, but Maya kept pressure and slid it down smooth.

Oil went in slow and thick. The mare shuddered, blew hard through her nose.

"Now we walk," Maya said.

They led her out into the barn aisle, Harlan at her head, Maya at her shoulder. The mare stumbled once, then steadied. They walked her in slow circles, boots scuffing on packed dirt, the mare's breathing loud and labored in the quiet.

Maya's tank top stuck to her back and chest, damp from the shower and fresh sweat layering over it. The thin cotton clung to the curves of her breasts, her nipples visible through the fabric and sports bra when the light hit right. She kept her focus on the mare, on the rhythm of the walk, but she felt his gaze shift. Not on the horse anymore. On her. On the way her body moved, the soft bounce and sway of her chest with each step.

She glanced up once and caught him looking. His eyes jerked away fast, guilty, but the flush crept up his neck.

She smiled, small and private, and kept walking.

Ten minutes. Fifteen. Then a low rumble from the mare's belly, a wet gurgle that sounded like salvation.

"There it is," Maya said.

The mare's ears came forward. Her head lifted. Another rumble, louder this time, and she passed gas in a long, rattling burst that echoed in the barn.

Harlan laughed, sudden and relieved, the sound cracking in his throat. "Jesus, that's the best thing I've heard all week."

The mare took a long, shuddering breath and shook her whole body, head to tail. Crisis breaking.

Maya handed him the lead and stepped back, wiping her palms on her jeans. "Keep walking her another twenty minutes. If she wants water, let her have a few sips, not the whole bucket. Call me if she goes down again."

"I will," he said. Then his hand landed on her shoulder, warm and heavy, just for a second. "Thank you, Doc. I mean it."

His gratitude sat solid and real between them, no performance, no angle. Just a man who loved his horse and knew what she had just saved.

"You're welcome," she said.

The kitchen was old and clean, the kind of room that had seen decades of use and still held its shape. Afternoon light came through the window over the sink in thick golden bars, dust floating lazy in the warmth. Harlan pulled two glasses from a cabinet and set them on the scarred wooden table, then reached into a higher cupboard for a bottle of whiskey, the good kind, amber and smooth looking.

"You drink?" he asked.

"I do," Maya said.

He poured two fingers in each glass, no ice, and slid one across to her. She pulled out a chair and sat, stretching her legs out under the table, boots crossed at the ankle. Her body felt loose and satisfied in the way it always did after a good save, adrenaline fading into something calmer and sweeter.

Harlan sat across from her and lifted his glass. "To you showing up when it matters."

She clinked hers against his and took a swallow. The whiskey burned clean and warm down her throat, better than anything she kept at home.

"That's good," she said.

"Don't break it out for just anybody," he said. A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth, shy and testing at the same time.

She leaned back in her chair and watched him over the rim of her glass. He was looking at her again, that same gaze from the barn but steadier now, less guilty about it. His eyes traced the line of her collarbone where it showed above her tank top, down to the damp fabric clinging to her chest, then back up to her face.

"You're tougher than half the men I know," he said. "Hell, tougher than most of them."

"Most men don't have to be tough anymore," she said. "They got machines for that."

He laughed, low and genuine. "Fair point."

She took another sip and let the silence sit between them for a beat, comfortable and charged at the same time. He was still watching her, appreciation plain in his face, but careful too. Like he thought looking was all he was allowed.

"You like what you see?" she asked.

His hand tightened on his glass. "I do."

"Just looking, or you want more than that?"

The air in the kitchen shifted, thickened. His breath caught, audible in the quiet. He set his glass down slow, eyes locked on hers.

"I'm an old man, Doc," he said. "Don't know what you'd want with me."

She stood, the chair scraping soft against the floor. His gaze followed her as she came around the table, stopping between his knees where he sat. She was close enough now that her thighs brushed his legs, close enough to feel the heat coming off him.

"You're not that old," she said.

She reached down and took his hand, rough and weathered and strong, and placed it on her hip. His fingers curled there, hesitant at first, then firmer when she didn't pull away.

"Maya," he said, and her name sounded like a question, like disbelief.

She leaned down and kissed him.

He groaned into her mouth, a deep shocked sound, mmh, and his other hand came up to grip her waist. She tasted whiskey on his tongue when she licked into his mouth, felt the tremble in his shoulders when she bit his bottom lip. His hands tightened on her, pulling her closer, and she stepped in between his legs fully, her breasts pressing against his chest.

She pulled back just enough to see his face, his eyes dark and stunned, his mouth wet from her kiss. His hands were still locked on her waist like he was afraid she would disappear if he let go.

"Stand up," she said.

He obeyed, pushing the chair back with a scrape, rising to his full height. He was taller than her by a few inches, broad through the shoulders even with age wearing him down. She liked that. Liked the way he looked at her, hungry and disbelieving all at once.

She worked the buttons of his shirt open, one by one, her fingers steady while his breath came fast and shallow. The fabric parted to show his chest, pale skin marked with old scars and sun damage, a thatch of gray hair between his pecs. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders and let it drop to the floor.

"Bedroom," she said.

He nodded, wordless, and took her hand. His palm was rough and warm, his grip careful like she might break. She grinned at that and squeezed back harder.

The bedroom was small and plain, a double bed with a faded quilt, a dresser, a window with thin curtains glowing orange in the late sun. He stopped at the foot of the bed and turned to face her, uncertainty creeping back into his expression.

She pushed him down onto the mattress and he sat hard, eyes wide.

"Relax," she said. "I'm not going to hurt you."

"I know," he said, voice rough. "Just been a long time."

"Then let me remind you how good it is."

She straddled him, one knee on either side of his hips, settling her weight onto his lap. He sucked in a breath when she ground down against him, feeling the hard ridge of his cock through denim. His hands came up to her thighs, gripping tight.

She grabbed the hem of her tank top and pulled it up and over her head in one smooth motion. The sports bra followed, peeled off and tossed aside, and then she was bare from the waist up, her breasts full and heavy, nipples tight in the cooler air.

"Jesus," he breathed.

His gaze roamed over her, taking in the ink that covered her arms and back, the mountain lion stalking up her spine, the wolves and foxes winding down her forearm, the predator animals rendered in black and shadow. His hands lifted, hesitant, then settled on her ribs just below her breasts.

"You're so goddamn beautiful," he said.

She leaned down and kissed him again, slower this time, letting him taste her while his hands explored. His palms slid up to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples, and she gasped into his mouth.

"That's good," she said. "Keep doing that."

He obeyed, rolling her nipples between his fingers, rougher now, more confident. She rocked against him, grinding down on the bulge in his jeans, feeling the heat and pressure build low in her belly.

"Off," she said, tugging at his belt. "Get these off."

He fumbled with the buckle, hands shaking, and she helped him, popping the button and dragging the zipper down. She climbed off him long enough to yank his jeans and boxers down his legs, pulling them off completely and dropping them on the floor.

His cock stood hard and flushed, thick and curving slightly upward. Older man, but his body hadn't forgotten.

"Look at you," she said, wrapping her hand around him. He jerked in her grip, a choked sound escaping his throat, ahh.

She stroked him once, slow and firm, watching his face twist with pleasure. Then she let go and stood to peel off her own jeans, shimmying out of the denim and kicking it aside. No underwear. She stood naked in front of him, ink and curves and bare skin, and his eyes went glassy.

"Lie back," she said.

He lay back on the bed, head on the pillow, chest heaving. She climbed over him, straddling his hips again, reaching down between them to line him up. The head of his cock pressed against her, slick and hot, and she sank down slow, taking him in one long slide.

"Fuck," she hissed, the stretch and fullness punching through her.

"Oh god," he groaned, hands flying to her hips, gripping hard. "Oh god, Maya."

She gave herself a second to adjust, then rolled her hips, grinding down. The angle sent sparks up her spine. She braced her hands on his chest and started to move, lifting up and dropping down, setting a rhythm that made them both gasp.

He felt good inside her, thick and solid, hitting deep with every stroke. She rode him harder, faster, her breasts bouncing with the motion, her thighs burning with the effort. His hands roamed over her, gripping her hips, her ass, sliding up to cup her breasts again.

"You like this?" she asked, breathless. "You like watching me fuck you?"

"Yes," he gasped. "God, yes."

"Tell me," she said. "Tell me how it feels."

"So good," he choked out. "So tight, so wet, I can't, fuck, I can't believe—"

She clenched around him deliberately and he shouted, his hips bucking up to meet her. The bed creaked under them, rhythmic and loud, the headboard tapping against the wall.

"Touch me," she told him. "Put your fingers on me. Right there."

His thumb found her clit and she moaned, low and hungry, the pleasure spiking hot and sharp. She ground down harder, chasing it, using his cock and his hand to get what she needed.

"That's it," she said. "Don't stop, keep going."

He rubbed her in tight circles, his other hand bruising on her hip, and she felt the tension coil tighter, her thighs shaking, her breath coming in ragged bursts.

"I want you over me," she said suddenly. "I want to see your face when you come."

She lifted off him and he made a desperate sound at the loss. She lay back on the bed, legs spread, and he moved over her, settling between her thighs. He pushed back inside her with a groan, deeper from this angle, and started to thrust.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in, her hands gripping his shoulders. His face was right above hers now, flushed and open, every ounce of pleasure written across it.

"Harder," she said. "I'm not going to break."

He gave it to her, hips snapping forward, driving deep, and she cried out, ah, ah, the sound raw and unfiltered. His rhythm faltered, his breath ragged in her ear.

"I'm close," he gasped. "I can't hold it."

"Then don't," she said. "I want to feel you come inside me."

That broke him. He thrust hard twice more and then groaned deep, his whole body going rigid as he spilled into her, hips jerking with each pulse. The feel of it, the heat and the way he shook above her, pushed her over the edge. She clenched around him, gasping his name, pleasure rolling through her in waves.

For a few seconds there was nothing but their breathing, harsh and ragged, tangled together in the fading light.

He lifted his head and looked down at her, grinning wide and dazed. "I'll be damned."

She laughed, still catching her breath. "Told you."

He pulled out slow and rolled onto his back beside her, chest still heaving. She lay there for a moment, sated and loose, then sat up and started gathering her clothes.

"You don't have to rush," he said.

"I'm not rushing," she said, pulling on her sports bra. "Just got things to do."

He watched her dress, that same wondering look on his face, like he was memorizing every detail. When she was fully clothed again he pushed himself up and reached for his wallet on the dresser.

"How much do I owe you?" he asked.

She told him the usual rate for an emergency call. He counted out bills and handed them to her, then added three more on top.

"For everything," he said.

She took the bills, separated out the extra, and handed them back.

"I don't fuck for money," she said, meeting his eyes. "I fuck because I like it."

His face went still, then softened into something warmer. He took the bills back and nodded, respect clear in his expression.

She leaned down and kissed him once more, soft and easy.

"Call me if she has any trouble," she said.

"I will," he said. "And Maya? Thank you."

She winked at him and walked out.

The truck rumbled to life under her hands, the engine settling into a steady purr. She rolled down the driveway as the sun dropped low and orange, painting the pastures gold. Her body felt alive and satisfied, humming with the good kind of tired.

She grinned at the empty road ahead, windows down, warm air rushing in.

This was exactly the kind of day she lived for.
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The farm supply lot smelled like diesel and feed dust and sun baked asphalt, heat already climbing at ten in the morning. Maya rolled the bike between two dusty pickups and killed the engine, the sudden quiet making space for other sounds. Truck doors slamming. A forklift beeping somewhere behind the main building. Male voices, young and loud, coming from the cluster of vehicles near the auction barn entrance.

She pulled off her helmet and shook her hair loose, damp at the roots, sticking to the back of her neck. Her tank top clung to her ribs, the thin cotton already damp with sweat. She hooked the helmet on the bike and stretched, boots planted wide, feeling her spine pop and her thighs unclench after the ride.

The voices went quiet.

She did not look yet. She grabbed her work bag from the saddlebag, slung it over one shoulder, and started toward the barn office. The supply run was quick, just meds and a herd health check on the auction horses before they moved through tomorrow. Easy money, good excuse to get out of her usual radius for a morning.

The group of young guys tracked her from their trucks. Six of them, leaning against truck beds and tailgates, ball caps and work boots and T-shirts stretched over farm built shoulders. All of them just old enough to think loudness was the same as confidence.

One of them, taller than the rest with a patchy beard and a smirk that needed correcting, said something she was absolutely meant to hear.

"That the vet everyone's talking about? Damn. Bet she's wild as hell."

His buddies laughed, nervous and excited. He puffed up a little, feeding off it.

Maya changed direction mid-stride and walked straight at him.

His smirk faltered. She watched it happen in real time, the way his eyes widened and his weight shifted back against the truck like he suddenly wanted the metal for support. She stopped close enough that he had to tilt his head back to meet her gaze, close enough that her chest nearly brushed his, close enough to smell the cheap body spray and sweat on him.

"Wild," she repeated, voice low and sharp. "You have not seen wild until you are buried balls deep in it, boy. And you are not man enough to handle that."

His mouth opened. Nothing came out.

"Your cock is leaking through your jeans right now," she continued, quieter now, just for him. "Standing here trying to figure out if the rumors are true, if you are brave enough to do anything besides talk shit where you think I cannot hear you. But I heard you. And now you are shaking."

His face went red, then white. His breath came short and shallow.

She let her gaze drop, slow and deliberate, down his chest, his stomach, the obvious bulge straining against his jeans. When she looked back up, his pupils were blown wide and his hands were clenched into fists at his sides like he did not know whether to bolt or beg.

Maya reached out and wrapped her fingers around his wrist, thumb pressing against his pulse. It hammered under her touch, rabbit fast.

"There it is," she said softly.

She held his stare for three long seconds, let him feel exactly how much control he did not have, then let go and stepped back.

His friends had gone completely silent. One of them coughed. Another looked away like he had just witnessed something he was not supposed to see.

Maya turned and walked toward the barn office, bag swinging against her hip, a small satisfied smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. Behind her she heard someone mutter, "Holy shit," and another voice, shaky with laughter, saying, "Dude, you good?"

She did not look back.

She loved this. The hunt, the test, the exact moment they broke. This was her life, and it was exactly what she wanted.

Maya finished the herd check in twenty minutes, moving through the auction barn pens with her clipboard and stethoscope, marking down vitals and tagging the few horses that needed a closer look before tomorrow's sale. The work was straightforward, routine, the kind she could do half asleep. Her mind was already elsewhere, tracking the shape of the morning, the way the kid outside had looked at her with his mouth hanging open and his hands shaking.

She locked the last pen gate and headed back toward the office to drop off the paperwork and grab her meds from the supply counter. The building was older, cinder block and corrugated metal, the kind of place that smelled like manure and leather cleaner no matter how many times they hosed it down. The front office sat adjacent to a narrow exam bay they used for smaller livestock, mostly sheep and goats waiting to go through.

The door to the office stood half open. She pushed through and stopped.

The kid from outside was leaning against the counter, pretending to look at a flyer for mineral supplements. His truck keys were in his hand, his shoulders tense, his gaze snapping to her the second she walked in.

"Truck trouble?" she asked, voice flat.

"Uh, yeah," he said too fast. "I mean, no. I just, uh. Wanted to say sorry. For earlier. That was, I should not have said that."

He could not hold eye contact for more than two seconds. His gaze kept dropping to her mouth, her chest, the line of her collarbone where sweat had dried in a faint salt streak. His hands fidgeted with the keys, metal clinking against metal.

Maya set her clipboard on the counter and leaned one hip against it, arms crossed under her breasts. The move pushed them up slightly, and his eyes tracked the shift before he jerked his gaze away, ears going red.

"You are not sorry," she said. "You are scared you pissed me off and now you are wondering if you fucked up your shot."

His throat worked as he swallowed.

"I do not know what you mean," he said, voice cracking.

She laughed, low and sharp.

"Yes, you do."

She pushed off the counter and stepped into his space. He had nowhere to go, the wall at his back, her body close enough now that he could feel the heat coming off her skin. His breath stuttered. His keys clattered to the floor.

"You followed me in here," she said, quieter now, her voice dropping into something softer and more dangerous. "You made up some bullshit excuse about your truck. You are standing here shaking because you want something and you do not know how to ask for it."

"I, I do not—"

She grabbed the front of his T-shirt and pulled him down into a kiss, hard and sudden, her teeth catching his bottom lip. He made a choked sound, "ngh," his whole body going rigid with shock before his hands came up to grip her waist, clumsy and desperate.

She pulled back just enough to breathe, her mouth an inch from his.

"You want me to fuck you," she said. It was not a question.

"Yeah," he rasped. "Yeah, fuck, yes."

Maya grabbed his wrist and dragged him toward the exam bay door.

"Then move."

The exam bay was small and cold, concrete floor and metal rails bolted to the walls, a padded table in the center meant for restraining sheep. Maya shoved the door shut behind them and flipped the bolt. The click echoed loud in the narrow space.

She turned and the kid was already on her, hands grabbing at her hips, her ass, his mouth sloppy and eager against her neck. She let him have it for three seconds, let him think he had some control, then grabbed a fistful of his hair and yanked his head back.

"No," she said. "You do not get to touch me until I tell you to."

His eyes went glassy.

"Okay," he whispered. "Okay, fuck, whatever you want."

"Good boy."

She released his hair and went straight for his belt, fingers working the buckle open with quick, practiced movements. He stood frozen, chest heaving, hands hovering uselessly at his sides like he did not know what to do with them. She popped the button on his jeans, dragged the zipper down, and shoved the denim and his boxers down his thighs in one rough pull.

His cock sprang free, already hard and flushed dark, the head slick with precome. He hissed through his teeth as the cool air hit him.

"Jesus," he breathed.

"You are already leaking," she said, wrapping her hand around him. He was thick in her palm, hot and throbbing, and when she gave him one slow stroke from base to tip he made a broken sound, "ah, fuck," his hips jerking forward into her grip.

"Sorry, sorry, I—"

"Shut up," she said. "And do not come yet. You come when I say you can."

He nodded, frantic, biting his lip so hard she thought he might draw blood.

Maya let go of him and stepped back. She pulled her tank top up and off, tossed it onto the metal rail. Her sports bra followed. His eyes went wide at the sight of her breasts, full and soft, nipples tight from the cold air and the heat pooling low in her belly. She kicked off her boots, popped the button on her jeans, and shoved them down just far enough, past her hips, underwear tangled with them.

"On the table," she told him. "Now."

He scrambled to obey, half tripping over his jeans bunched at his knees. He sat on the edge of the padded table, legs spread, cock standing hard against his stomach. She could see the tremor in his thighs, the way his hands gripped the edge of the table like it was the only thing keeping him upright.

Maya stepped between his legs and pushed him back flat with one hand on his chest. He went down easy, staring up at her with his mouth open and his pupils blown so wide his eyes looked black.

"You are going to come fast," she said. "I know that. But you are going to make me come first. You understand?"

"Yeah," he rasped. "Yeah, I will, I promise, I—"

She climbed onto the table and straddled him, one knee on either side of his hips. The position put her above him, his face level with her chest, his cock pressing hot and hard against her thigh. She reached down between them, wrapped her fingers around him again, and lined him up.

Then she sank down in one long, slow slide.

"Oh fuck," he choked out, hips bucking up as she took him all the way to the base. "Oh my god, oh fuck—"

She clamped a hand over his mouth.

"Quiet," she hissed. "Unless you want everyone in the office to hear you."

He nodded, eyes rolling back, and she felt him throb inside her, thick and stretching her in a way that made her breath catch. She lifted up slow, feeling every inch of him drag against her walls, then dropped down hard. The slap of their bodies was loud in the quiet bay, wet and obscene.

She set the pace, riding him fast and brutal, her thighs burning as she lifted and dropped, grinding down on every stroke. His hands came up to grip her hips, then her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples, and she let him touch her now because he was making those desperate little sounds with every thrust, "hh, hh, hh," his control unraveling fast.

"Harder," she told him, leaning forward, bracing her hands on his chest. "I am not going to break."

He gripped her hips with bruising force and thrust up to meet her, and the angle sent a sharp spike of pleasure up her spine. She gasped, "ah," and clenched around him, chasing the heat building low in her belly.

"Like that," she said, voice rough. "Just like that, do not stop."

He was shaking under her, his whole body tensing, his rhythm stuttering.

"I am going to, I cannot, I am—"

"Not yet," she growled, grinding down hard, angling so he hit just right inside her. The pressure spiked white hot, her thighs trembling, her breath coming in short ragged bursts. She rode him harder, faster, using his body exactly the way she wanted it, and then the orgasm slammed through her like a fist.

She bit down on her own hand to muffle the sound, her whole body clenching tight around him, pleasure rolling through her in sharp, vicious waves.

He broke with a strangled shout, "fuck," and came hard, hips jerking up as he spilled inside her, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave marks.

For a few seconds there was nothing but the sound of their breathing, harsh and uneven, and the faint hum of the fluorescent lights overhead.

Maya lifted off him slow, feeling him slip out of her, a warm rush of come and slick dripping down her inner thigh. She grabbed a roll of paper towels from the supply shelf and cleaned herself up, efficient and unbothered. The kid was still sprawled on the table, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling like he had just been hit by a truck.

She pulled her jeans back up, fastened the button, and tugged her sports bra and tank top on. Her boots went on last, laces still loose from before. The whole process took maybe thirty seconds.

When she looked back at him, he was sitting up now, jeans still half down, watching her with dazed, worshipful eyes.

"You good?" she asked.

"Yeah," he said, voice wrecked. "Yeah, I just, thank you, I mean—"

She stepped close and cupped his jaw with one hand, thumb brushing over his bottom lip.

"You did good," she said. "Now pull yourself together before someone comes looking for you."

She let go, grabbed her work bag, and unlocked the door.

Outside, the office was still empty. She could hear voices from the supply counter in the front, the distant clatter of a forklift. She walked through without looking back, picked up her meds from the counter clerk who barely glanced at her, and headed for the exit.

The kid stumbled out of the exam bay five minutes later, hair wild, shirt untucked, walking like his legs did not quite remember how to work. She was already halfway to her bike.

Maya walked through the main office, bag slung over her shoulder, hair still wild from the helmet and the fuck. Two staffers stood behind the counter, a middle aged woman with reading glasses on a chain and a younger guy in a feed store polo. They had been talking when she came through the exam bay door, their voices low and easy.

They stopped the second they saw her.

The woman's eyes tracked her from head to toe, lingering on the damp spots on her jeans, the faint flush still visible on her chest, the way her tank top sat crooked. The younger guy looked away fast, ears going red, like he knew exactly what he was looking at and did not want to be caught staring.

Maya walked to the counter and picked up the box of meds she had ordered, the one with her clinic name printed on the label.

"Thanks," she said, voice easy. "Charge it to my account."

The woman nodded, slow, her mouth pressed into a thin line.

"Already done, Dr. Reyes."

Maya smiled, small and unbothered, and turned toward the exit.

Behind her, she heard the woman lean toward the younger guy and whisper something sharp and low. She did not catch the words, but she heard the tone. Judgment wrapped in curiosity wrapped in something that might have been envy.

She pushed through the glass door into the heat and light, the sun hitting her like a physical thing after the dim fluorescent chill of the office. The lot was busier now, trucks pulling in and out, a couple of trailers backing up to the loading dock. The group of young guys was still there, clustered near their trucks, but the energy had shifted.

They were watching the door.

The kid stumbled out a few seconds after her, hair sticking up in every direction, shirt untucked and wrinkled, his jeans refastened but sitting wrong on his hips. He walked stiff, his gait uneven, like his legs had forgotten how to coordinate. His face was flushed and his eyes were glassy, and when he looked up and saw his friends staring, he froze.

One of them started laughing first, a low, disbelieving sound that spread through the group like wildfire.

"Dude," another one said, loud enough for Maya to hear. "You look fucked."

"Literally," someone else added, and the laughter got louder.

The kid's face went scarlet. He tried to say something, mouth opening and closing, but nothing came out. His buddies crowded around him, slapping his back, shoving his shoulder, voices overlapping in a mess of questions and jokes and barely concealed awe.

Maya did not look at them. She walked to her bike, set the box of meds in the saddlebag, and fastened the straps. Her movements were calm, efficient, unbothered. She could feel their eyes on her, all of them now, the kid's friends and the kid himself and the handful of other men scattered across the lot who had pieced together exactly what had just happened.

Let them look. Let them talk. This was who she was.

She threw a leg over the bike and settled into the seat, the leather warm under her thighs. Her helmet went on, chin strap snapping into place. She thumbed the ignition and the engine roared to life, the sound swallowing everything else.

As she backed the bike out and turned toward the exit, she caught movement in her peripheral vision. A woman, older, standing beside a silver sedan near the far end of the lot. Her arms were crossed, her mouth tight, her eyes locked on Maya with a look that said she had seen everything and was already deciding what it meant.

Maya held her gaze for half a second, then rolled the throttle and pulled out onto the county road.

The whisper network had just clicked up another notch. She knew it. Felt it settle over her like a second skin, heavier than before but not heavy enough to slow her down.

Not yet.
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More Ink
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The bike ate up I40 like it was hungry for distance. Maya leaned into the curve where the highway bent north toward Tulsa, her thighs gripping the seat, her hands loose on the bars. The engine growled under her, that deep throaty sound that made people turn their heads when she opened it up. Wind tore at her hair under the helmet, hot and wild even this early in the morning. The sun climbed behind her, painting the blacktop gold and turning the flat Oklahoma landscape into something that looked like freedom.

She grinned inside the helmet. No calls today. No emergencies. No farms, no blood, no work at all. Today she was riding two hours north to get ink and nothing else mattered.

The small town shrank in her mirrors. The feed store, the livestock auction, the diner where everyone knew her name. All of it disappearing behind her with every mile. Out here she was just another rider on a big bike with a lot of tattoos. Anonymous. Clean. She loved that feeling almost as much as she loved the opposite, being known, being called for, being needed.

Her back itched under her tank top, the mountain lion calling for more detail. She had been planning this session for weeks, circling the date on her calendar like a kid counting down to Christmas. Shading for the ridgeline near her shoulder blades, deepening the shadows where the cougar stalked forward along her spine. Sloan would make it perfect. Sloan always did.

The thought of Sloan's hands on her skin sent a pulse of heat low in Maya's belly. She shifted on the seat, the vibration of the engine suddenly more noticeable between her thighs. They had been dancing around this thing for months now, every session getting heavier, touches lingering a fraction too long, eyes meeting and holding while the needle buzzed. Today felt different. Today felt like the moment one of them would finally push.

The city rose up ahead, sprawling and messy compared to the clean lines of pasture and highway. Tulsa spread out in all directions, buildings stacking on top of each other, traffic thickening as the exit ramp fed her into surface streets. She navigated through it easily, her body remembering the route from a dozen trips before. The tattoo district sat on the east side, old warehouses converted into studios and galleries, murals covering brick walls, motorcycles and custom cars parked along the curbs.

She found a spot near Sloan's studio where she could see the bike from inside. Backed it in, habit and practicality, always ready to leave. The engine thumped one last time before she killed it. The sudden quiet felt strange after two hours of highway roar. She pulled off her helmet and shook her hair loose, damp and wild against her neck. Her arms flexed as she swung off the bike, the wolf and fox ink catching morning light.

The studio door stood propped open, cool air spilling out into the heat. Maya hooked her helmet on the bike and walked in, her boots loud on the concrete floor. The space smelled like antiseptic and ink, clean and sharp. Sloan looked up from her workbench where she was prepping equipment.

Dark eyes locked on Maya's and held. Sloan was tall and lean, her undercut fade sharp and fresh, natural hair cropped close on the sides and longer on top. Her arms were sleeved in black and gray ink, geometric patterns mixed with organic shapes that flowed like water. She wore a black tank top and jeans, simple and functional, her brown skin gleaming under the studio lights.

"You're early," Sloan said. Her voice was low and amused.

"I was motivated," Maya answered.

Sloan's mouth curved into a slow grin. "Yeah? Let me see what we're working with."

Maya crossed the studio and turned her back to Sloan, lifting her tank top up and hooking it under her sports bra so the whole piece was exposed. The mountain lion sprawled across her skin, dark and predatory, the ridgeline rough and unfinished near her shoulders where the shading still needed depth.

Sloan's fingers traced the edge of the existing work, clinical and assessing. But her touch warmed Maya's skin in a way that had nothing to do with the temperature. "This is going to look incredible when we're done."

"I know," Maya said. She turned back around, letting her shirt fall. "That's why I keep coming back."

Their eyes met again. Something unspoken passed between them, a recognition that had been building for months and was finally about to break.

"Let's get you set up," Sloan said.

Maya stripped off her tank top and sports bra, tossed them on the chair by the window. Her full breasts swung free for a moment before she climbed onto the padded table and settled face down. A clean white sheet covered the cushion, cool and crisp against her skin, her nipples hardening where they pressed into it. She turned her head to the side, her cheek against the headrest, and watched Sloan in the angled mirror mounted on the wall.

Sloan snapped on black nitrile gloves, the sound sharp in the quiet studio. She moved around the table, her hands confident and professional as she wiped down Maya's back with antiseptic. The cool liquid made Maya's skin prickle. Sloan's fingers traced the mountain lion, mapping where the new shading would go, her touch firm and purposeful.

"Ready?" Sloan asked.

"Always," Maya said.

The buzz of the tattoo machine filled the air, a steady electric hum that vibrated through Maya's bones. Then the needle hit her skin and the pain bloomed sharp and hot between her shoulder blades. She hissed through her teeth, her fingers curling against the edge of the table. The burn settled into a rhythm, each pass of the needle dragging fire across her back.

She watched Sloan in the mirror. The way her dark eyes narrowed in concentration. The way her tattooed arms flexed as she worked, geometric patterns shifting with each precise movement. Her full lips pressed together, focused and intense. Beautiful and controlled and so close Maya could smell her, clean sweat and something earthy underneath.

The pain deepened. Maya's breathing slowed, her body sinking into it, welcoming it. The needle carved shadows into her skin, shaping the ridgeline, making the cougar more real with every burning stroke.

The memory hit without warning.

Eighteen years old and leading a stranger into the equipment shed at the farm. A man whose name she never learned, just a hired hand helping with fence repair, mid twenties with rough hands and hungry eyes. She had walked past him three times that afternoon, each pass closer, each one making her intentions clearer until he followed her without a word. The shed had smelled like diesel and dirt. He had pressed her against the wall, his cock hard through his jeans when she reached for him. You're a helpful girl, aren't you? he had said, his voice rough with want. She had nodded, already wet, already aching. He had fucked her standing up, one hand over her mouth to keep her quiet, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. Fast and brutal and anonymous. She had come on a stranger's dick and felt something click into place inside her, the understanding that this hunger was hers to feed however she wanted.

Sloan's thumb dragged across Maya's spine, wiping away excess ink. The touch lingered, warm and deliberate, pulling Maya back to the present. Their eyes met in the mirror.

"You need a break?" Sloan asked. Her voice had dropped lower, rougher.

"No," Maya said. Her pussy throbbed, wet heat gathering between her thighs. "Keep going. It feels good."

Sloan's mouth curved into a knowing grin. "Yeah. I can tell."

The needle started again, biting deeper, and Maya closed her eyes and let the pain and the want tangle together until she couldn't separate them anymore.

Sloan peeled off her gloves and set the machine down. "All done."

Maya's back sang with fresh pain, hot and alive. She stayed still while Sloan smoothed protective film over the new ink, sealing it against her skin. The wrap pulled tight, clinical and careful, Sloan's fingers pressing along the edges to make sure it held.

"You can sit up," Sloan said.

Maya pushed herself upright, her breasts swaying as she moved. She didn't reach for her bra. Just sat there on the edge of the table, bare from the waist up, her nipples tight and hard in the cool air. Sloan's eyes dropped to them, then back up to Maya's face.

"Let me clean up," Sloan said. Her voice had gone rough.

She walked to the front of the studio, flipped the sign from open to closed, twisted the lock. The sound echoed in the quiet space. Maya watched her move back to the workbench, wiping down surfaces, capping ink bottles, her movements efficient but charged with something else now.

Maya slid off the table, her boots hitting the concrete floor with a soft thud. She picked up her bra, held it in one hand, walked toward Sloan. Her full breasts moved with each step, heavy and bare, the wolf and fox on her arm vivid in the studio lights.

Sloan set down the antiseptic bottle. Turned to face her. They stood three feet apart.

"You done pretending?" Maya asked.

Sloan's mouth curved into a slow, dangerous grin. "Are you?"

Maya closed the distance and kissed her. Hard and hungry, her free hand fisting in Sloan's tank top, pulling her close. Sloan's hands went to Maya's bare waist, fingers splaying across her skin, gripping tight. The kiss deepened, tongues and teeth, tasting each other for the first time after months of wanting.

Maya's bra hit the floor. Her hands yanked Sloan's tank top up and off, breaking the kiss just long enough to strip it away. Sloan's breasts were smaller than Maya's, firm and high, dark nipples already hard. Maya's palms covered them, squeezed, felt Sloan gasp into her mouth.

"Couch," Sloan said. "Now."

They stumbled backward together, still kissing, hands everywhere. The leather couch sat against the far wall, low and wide. Maya pushed Sloan down onto it, followed her, straddled her hips. Sloan's hands grabbed Maya's ass through her jeans, pulled her down hard, grinding them together.

"Fuck," Maya breathed. Her back throbbed under the wrap but she didn't care. She leaned forward carefully, keeping her spine arched, and kissed Sloan again, slower this time, deeper, learning the taste of her.

Sloan's fingers found the button of Maya's jeans, popped it open, dragged the zipper down. "Get these off."

Maya stood long enough to peel off her boots, her jeans, her soaked underwear. Naked and flushed and aching. Sloan stared up at her, eyes roaming over every inch, lingering on the coyote ink wrapping Maya's thigh, the hidden talons high on her inner leg.

"Jesus Christ," Sloan said. She sat up, stripped off her own jeans and underwear in one smooth motion, kicked them aside. "Get back up here."

Maya climbed onto the couch, knees on either side of Sloan's hips. Sloan's hands ran up Maya's thick thighs, over her hips, cupping her full breasts. Her thumbs brushed Maya's nipples and Maya's breath hitched.

"Turn around," Sloan said. Her voice had dropped to a growl. "I want your pussy in my face while I eat you."

Heat flooded through Maya's body. She shifted carefully, turned so she faced Sloan's feet, her ass now hovering over Sloan's face. She looked down and saw Sloan's pussy, wet and dark and swollen, right there in front of her.

"Fuck yes," Maya breathed. She leaned forward onto her hands and knees, keeping her wrapped back arched to avoid pressure, lowering herself down.

Sloan's hands gripped Maya's ass, pulled her down the rest of the way. The first touch of Sloan's tongue made Maya's whole body jerk. Nngh. Hot and wet and sure, licking up through her folds, circling her clit.

Maya dropped her head and returned the favor. She licked through Sloan's pussy, tasting salt and musk, her tongue exploring every fold before finding her clit. Sloan moaned against Maya's cunt, the vibration sending pleasure sparking through her.

They found a rhythm together. Maya's tongue circling Sloan's clit while Sloan's worked hers, both of them learning what made the other gasp and moan. The couch creaked under them. The studio filled with wet sounds and breathless noises, the smell of sex thick in the air.

Sloan sucked Maya's clit into her mouth and Maya cried out, muffled against Sloan's pussy. She did the same, sealing her lips around Sloan's clit and sucking hard. Sloan's hips bucked up, grinding against Maya's face.

"Fuck," Sloan gasped, pulling back just enough to speak. Then two of her fingers pushed inside Maya, curling up to hit the perfect spot.

Maya moaned, ah, fuck, and slid her own fingers into Sloan. Tight and wet and hot. She pumped them while her mouth stayed on Sloan's clit, matching the rhythm Sloan was using on her.

Sloan added a third finger, stretched Maya wider, fucked her harder. Her tongue flattened against Maya's clit, then flicked fast and light. Maya's thighs started to shake. She was close, the pressure building low and tight in her belly.

She curled her fingers inside Sloan, found the spot that made her whole body arch. Pumped faster, sucked harder, chasing Sloan's pleasure as much as her own.

"Oh god," Sloan groaned. Her fingers moved frantically now, pumping into Maya, her mouth sloppy and desperate on her clit. "I'm gonna come."

"Me too," Maya panted against her pussy. "Don't stop."

They didn't stop. Both of them working each other higher, tongues and fingers and ragged breathing. Maya's entire focus narrowed to the taste of Sloan in her mouth and the incredible pressure of Sloan's fingers inside her, the wet heat of her tongue.

Sloan came first with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Maya's fingers, her thighs squeezing Maya's head. The sound and feel of it pushed Maya over the edge. Her orgasm hit hard and fast, ah, fuck, yes, her whole body going rigid as she came on Sloan's face, grinding down against her mouth and fingers.

They rode it out together, prolonging each other's pleasure until they were both shaking and oversensitive. Maya collapsed forward onto her hands, breathing hard, Sloan's face still buried between her thighs.

After a moment Maya carefully shifted, turned herself around, collapsed beside Sloan on the couch. They were both flushed and sweaty, breathing like they'd run miles. Maya's back throbbed under the wrap but it felt good, the pain mixing with the afterglow.

Sloan turned her head, grinned at Maya. Her face was wet with Maya's come, lips swollen. "Fuck, that was good."

"Yeah," Maya said. She was grinning too, loose and satisfied. "That was overdue."

Sloan's hand found Maya's hip, traced lazy patterns on her skin. "You know you can come back anytime you need more work. Or anything else."

Maya laughed, warm and easy. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." Sloan's fingers walked up Maya's side, careful around the wrapped back, then down to trace the wolf on her arm. "I like the way you hunt."

"Takes one to know one," Maya said.

Sloan shifted closer, her dark body pressed against Maya's lighter brown skin, their legs tangling together. Her fingers kept exploring Maya's ink, following the fox down her forearm, tracing the thorns and branches.

They stayed there while the light outside shifted, golden and late, neither in a hurry to move. Maya felt gloriously satisfied, her body humming with pleasure, no performance or games or hunting. Just two predators who recognized each other and took what they both wanted.

"I should probably get on the road eventually," Maya said after a while. But she didn't move.

"Probably," Sloan agreed. Her hand slid to Maya's breast, cupped it lazily. "Or you could stay a while longer."

Maya's nipple hardened under Sloan's palm. She turned her head, met those dark eyes. "I got time."

Sloan grinned and kissed her again.

They stayed on the couch until the light outside turned orange, then Sloan pulled Maya up and backed her against the workbench. Her hands were everywhere, hungry again, and Maya laughed into her mouth and let herself be taken one more time. Sloan's fingers inside her, Maya's leg hooked over her hip, both of them panting and urgent until they came together in a tangle of ink and sweat.

Afterward Maya dressed slowly, her body pleasantly sore, her wrapped back pulling tight when she reached for her bra. Sloan leaned against the doorframe watching her, still naked and gorgeous, dark skin gleaming.

"You sure you have to go?" Sloan asked.

"I got calls tomorrow," Maya said. She pulled on her tank top, zipped her jeans. "Animals don't wait."

"Neither do I, usually." Sloan pushed off the doorframe, walked over, her hands sliding around Maya's waist. "But I'd wait for you."

Maya kissed her for that. Deep and slow, tasting everything they'd done, her fingers threading through Sloan's short hair. When they finally broke apart both of them were breathing hard again.

"Come back soon," Sloan said against her mouth.

"I will," Maya promised.

One more kiss, then she forced herself to step away, to grab her helmet, to walk out into the cooling evening. The bike ride home blurred into muscle memory, highway and curves and darkening sky, her mind still full of Sloan's hands and mouth.

Her driveway appeared in the dusk. No one waiting. Just her house, quiet and dark. She parked the bike and went inside, the silence wrapping around her like a blanket.

In the bathroom she peeled off the wrap carefully, turned to see the new ink in the mirror. The shading was perfect, the ridgeline deep and dangerous, the mountain lion prowling up her spine with new life. She touched the tender skin, felt the heat of it, and grinned at her reflection.

This was hers. The ink, the day, the freedom to ride two hours for sex and art and come home satisfied.

She rewrapped the tattoo loosely, pulled on an old tank top, crawled into bed. Her sheets were cool and clean. Her body settled into the mattress, every muscle loose and content. She could still taste Sloan, still feel the echo of her fingers.

Tomorrow meant work. Calls and farms and the life she'd built in this small county. Tonight meant this, alone in her own bed, buzzing with fresh ink and good sex, loving every piece of what she'd made for herself.

She fell asleep smiling, her hand resting on her wrapped back, already looking forward to the next time she'd need Sloan's needle. Or her mouth.
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The bar was already loud when she walked in, music up, voices higher, the air thick with spilled beer and fryer grease and the sweet bite of cheap perfume.

She slid onto a barstool like she owned it, thighs bare in cutoff denim shorts, crop top showing a band of tanned stomach, predator ink bright on her arms under the neon beer signs.

She felt good. Worked hard all week, fucked well, rode miles. Her body hummed with that clean tired that meant she had earned every drink she was about to put in it.

"Whiskey, neat," she told the bartender.

The glass hit the wood with a clink. She wrapped her fingers around it, liked the way the cold rim bit into her warm hand, liked the way a couple of men at the far end of the bar cut their eyes her way when she tossed the first swallow back without flinching.

She did a slow scan of the room. Habit. Hunt.

Couples hunched over tables. Ranch hands in caps and pearl snaps, a few she had already broken in other barns and truck bays, who pretended not to stare now that they knew exactly what her mouth felt like.

Then him.

Leaning against the far end of the bar, one boot hooked on the rail, gray T shirt stretched over a hard chest, sleeves shoved up to show strong forearms dusted with dark hair.

Mid thirties, maybe. Short beard, clean line along his jaw, smile already sitting at the corner of his mouth like he knew he looked good and did not apologize for it.

His left hand rested on his beer bottle. There was a pale band of skin on that ring finger, clear as a road sign. No ring.

She clocked it, filed it, did not care yet. Men left marks on themselves when they cut loose. Sometimes that was all it meant.

He was watching her. Not the casual once over she got everywhere, but a steady, curious look, like he was already imagining how she would feel under him, how far those tattoos went.

She let him. Turned a fraction on the stool so her hip angled toward him, the shorts riding high enough to flash the fierce curl of the coyote ink wrapping her outer thigh.

His gaze dropped. Came back up slower.

There.

She picked up her glass and walked down the bar, each step loose and easy, boots solid on the sticky floor, the noise of the place bending around her.

"You going to keep staring from over there," she asked when she was close enough to smell his beer and the clean soap on his skin, "or you want to say hi like a civilized person?"

He laughed, low and warm, the sound sliding right down her spine.

"Hi," he said. "Name's Grant."

"Maya."

"I know," he said. "Hard to miss the vet on the big black bike."

Her mouth tipped up. He said it like a compliment, not gossip. Just a fact. Just her.

"You complaining?"

"Not a chance." He shook his head, eyes making another slow pass over her ink, lingering on the strip of bare skin between her crop top and the low slung waistband of her shorts. "Place looks better when you roll in. Louder too."

"That your way of saying you like the engine, or you like what is on top of it?"

"Both." He did not flinch. "Mostly the second part."

Good.

The bartender drifted their way, wiped a ring of beer from the wood.

"You good, Maya?"

"Top me off," she said, tapping her glass. She jerked her chin at Grant's bottle. "You?"

"I am set," he said. "Pace myself. Weekend off. Finally alone at the house. Trying not to burn through all the fun in the first hour."

Alone at the house. That landed clean.

"Big weekend plans?" she asked.

He shrugged, that lazy confident roll that said his body worked for a living and knew it.

"Grill. A little whiskey. Maybe bad decisions if I'm lucky."

"Those do not make themselves," she said.

His eyes met hers, dark and intent.

"Figured that out about the time you walked in."

She laughed, whole body in it, shoulders and chest and the shake of her breasts under the thin fabric. She saw his gaze catch there for a second, then drag back up like he was trying to play it smooth.

"Where's this magical empty house?" she asked. "You talk like it's around the corner."

"Ten minutes out," he said. "Off the east county road, near the creek. I rent the old McCord place."

She knew it. A neat white farmhouse tucked back from the road, pastures on both sides. Good sight lines. Enough privacy you had to mean it to show up.

He watched her weigh that.

"You live alone?" he asked.

"Yeah." She took another sip of whiskey, let it burn sweet. "Clinic out by the highway. Farmhouse a couple miles off. No roommates. No husband. No boyfriend I am supposed to pretend to respect."

"Same," he said. A quick flash of teeth. "No one waiting up. House to myself all weekend. Finally free."

"Finally free from what?"

He hesitated just long enough to register.

"Long story," he said. "Short version, I have got the place to myself and nobody to answer to."

Ring tan, long story, finally free. She could hear the edges of it, but he was standing here alone in a bar on a Friday night telling her he was available. That was the part that mattered tonight.

"You sure you want to spend that freedom leaning on a sticky bar?" she asked.

His gaze dipped to her mouth.

"Depends," he said. "You offering a better use of it?"

She stepped closer until her hip brushed his thigh, until she had to tip her head back half an inch to keep his eyes. The bar noise faded around the tight pocket of space between them.

"I am thinking," she said, "you should show me that empty house you are so proud of."

He exhaled, sharp, like he'd been holding the breath waiting for that.

"Yeah," he said. "Yeah, I can do that."

"Finish your beer." She tipped her chin at the bottle. "I will settle up."

He drained the rest in two long swallows, throat working. She watched the line of it, the flex of muscle under stubble, imagined that mouth sliding down her stomach later, hot and hungry.

She paid the tab in cash, left a tip big enough to keep the bartender from asking questions. People talked anyway. They always would. She just made sure what they said was worth the noise.

Outside, the night was warm and thick, the gravel lot full of trucks and dust and the faint sweet stink of cow shit riding in from the pastures.

Her bike sat under the security light, chrome and black and ready.

Grant whistled low when he saw it.

"Damn," he said. "You handle that thing by yourself?"

She swung a leg over, settled in the seat, boots planted wide. The shorts pulled tight across her ass and thighs, the coyote and rattlesnake ink stark against her brown skin.

"You are about to wrap yourself around my waist," she said. "You tell me."

He laughed, stepped in close, one hand finding her hip to steady himself as he swung onto the pillion. His weight landed solid against her back, thighs snug around her, chest pressed to her shoulders.

His hands hovered for a second.

"Go on," she said. "You will not fall off if you hold on tight."

His arms came around her waist, strong and sure, fingers spreading over the bare strip of skin between her crop top and shorts. She felt his breath against the side of her neck, warm and excited.

There it was. That first contact, that first clean line of his body locked to hers, his cock already thick against the small of her back through denim.

She grinned at the darkness ahead, at the empty road and the ten minutes between here and whatever they were about to do on his sheets.

She loved this. The pick, the test, the moment they crossed the line together. The way the night opened when a man said yes with his whole body.

The engine caught with a deep, hungry growl, vrrm, vibrating through both of them. His arms tightened instinctively.

"Relax," she shouted over her shoulder. "I have you."

She rolled them out of the lot and onto the county road, the bar lights shrinking in the mirrors, his house and his bed and the next part of the hunt waiting in the dark ahead.

The house was nicer than she expected. Clean lines, wood floors, furniture that matched instead of looking salvaged from three different yard sales.

She registered it in the half second it took to walk from the front door to the hallway, then stopped caring about anything except the way his hands landed on her hips from behind, pulling her back against his chest.

"Bedroom," she said.

"Down the hall," he answered, mouth already hot on the side of her neck. "Last door."

She walked, he followed, hands never leaving her body. His fingers slid under the hem of her crop top, palms rough and warm on her bare ribs, thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts.

The bedroom was dark except for the light spilling in from the hall. A big bed, unmade sheets, the faint smell of laundry detergent and male sweat. Good enough.

She turned and grabbed the front of his shirt, yanking him down into a kiss. He made a low pleased sound, "mmh," and kissed her back hard, tongue in her mouth, hands sliding down to cup her ass through the denim shorts.

"Fuck," he muttered against her lips. "You feel good."

"You have not felt anything yet," she said.

She stripped his shirt up and off, tossed it somewhere into the dark. His chest was solid, dark hair scattered across his pecs and trailing down his stomach, muscle earned from work not from a gym. She dragged her nails down his ribs and felt him shudder.

He pulled her crop top over her head in one smooth move, then reached around and unhooked her bra like he had done it a thousand times. It hit the floor. His gaze dropped to her breasts, full and heavy, nipples already tight.

"Jesus," he said. His hands came up to cup them, thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she hissed through her teeth at the sharp spike of pleasure.

"Bed," she said. "Now."

He backed her toward it, hands still on her breasts, mouth dropping to kiss and bite along her collarbone, down the curve of one shoulder where the wolf ink started.

Her knees hit the mattress and she sat, then scooted back. He followed her down, body covering hers, heavy and warm and eager. His mouth found hers again, messy and hungry, while his hands worked open the button on her shorts.

She lifted her hips so he could drag them down, underwear tangled with them, both landing on the floor in a heap. Cool air hit her thighs, her stomach, everywhere. She was naked under him now except for her boots.

He pulled back just enough to look at her, stretched out on his sheets, ink and bare skin and the dark thatch of hair between her legs.

"Fuck," he said again, voice rough. "Look at you."

"Stop looking," she said. "Start touching."

He laughed, low and dirty, and slid one hand up the inside of her thigh. His fingers brushed over the coyote ink, then higher, tracing the curve where her leg met her hip.

"You are already wet," he said, fingertips grazing her folds.

"You just figuring that out?"

He pushed one thick finger inside her and she gasped, "hh," her hips rocking up to meet it. He added a second, stretching her, and curled them just right so sparks shot up her spine.

"There," she said, breathless. "Right there, do not stop."

He did not. He worked her with his hand, slow steady strokes, watching her face while his thumb found her clit and circled it. The pressure built fast, winding tight in her belly, her thighs shaking.

"You going to come for me?" he asked, voice low and filthy.

"Yeah," she gasped. "Yeah, keep, fuck, just like that."

He pressed down harder with his thumb and she broke, the orgasm slamming through her in a hot white rush. She cried out, "ah, fuck," her whole body clenching around his fingers, hips jerking against his hand.

He worked her through it, fingers slowing but not stopping until she grabbed his wrist and pulled him away, too sensitive, too much.

"Good?" he asked, grinning down at her.

"Good start," she said.

She sat up and shoved him back so he landed on his ass on the bed. Her hands went to his belt, yanking it open, popping the button on his jeans. She dragged the zipper down and shoved denim and boxers down his thighs in one rough move.

His cock sprang free, thick and flushed dark, already leaking. She wrapped one hand around him, firm and tight, and he groaned, thrusting up into her fist.

"Condom?" she asked.

"Nightstand," he rasped. "Drawer."

She leaned over, yanked the drawer open, grabbed a foil packet. She tore it with her teeth and rolled it down his length, slow and deliberate, watching his face twist with need.

"Lie back," she said.

He obeyed, stretching out on the bed, jeans still bunched at his knees. She kicked off her boots, climbed over him, straddled his hips. His hands landed on her waist, gripping hard.

She reached down, lined him up, and sank down slow, taking him all the way in one long slide. The stretch was perfect, thick and deep, and they both groaned, the sound tangling in the dark room.

"Fuck," he hissed. "You feel, god, you feel so good."

She gave him half a breath to adjust, then started to move. Rolling her hips, lifting up and dropping back down, setting a rhythm that had both of them breathing hard. His hands roamed everywhere, her thighs, her ass, up to cup her breasts as they bounced with each thrust.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest, and rode him harder. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room, "slap, slap, slap," mixed with his rough groans and her breathless gasps.

"Touch yourself," he said, voice wrecked. "I want to watch you come on my cock."

She reached down between them, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight circles while she kept riding him. The pressure built fast again, coiling hot and tight.

"Yeah," he groaned, watching her hand move, watching her face. "Fuck, yeah, just like that."

She came with a sharp cry, "ah," her whole body clamping down around him, thighs shaking, nails digging into his chest. He thrust up hard into her, once, twice, then broke with a choked shout, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

For a few seconds there was nothing but the sound of their breathing, harsh and ragged in the dark.

She lifted off him slow, the loss of him pulling a soft sound from her throat. She dropped onto the bed beside him, boneless and satisfied.

"Jesus," he said, still catching his breath.

"Still not him," she said, grinning at the ceiling.

He laughed, rolled toward her, propped himself on one elbow. His free hand traced the mountain lion on her spine, following the line of it from her shoulder blade down toward her lower back.

"These are incredible," he said. "How long did this take?"

"Years," she said. "Different artists, different cities. Started the arm right after college. Back piece came later."

"They fit you." His fingers traced the hawk circling near her shoulder. "Wild. Dangerous."

"Dangerous," she repeated, amused. "That what you think I am?"

"I think," he said, leaning in to kiss her shoulder, "you know exactly what you are. That is what makes you dangerous."

She liked that. Liked that he saw it and said it out loud without apology.

They dozed for a while, tangled together in the sheets. She woke to his mouth on her neck, his hand sliding between her legs again, finding her wet and ready.

"You up for another round?" he asked against her ear.

"Yeah," she said. "This time you do the work."

He grinned and rolled her onto her stomach, hands gripping her hips, pulling her up onto her knees. She braced herself on her forearms, ass in the air, and felt him line himself up behind her.

He pushed in slow, the angle deeper this way, and she moaned into the pillow, "ngh," her back arching.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You look so good like this. All that ink."

He set a hard rhythm, hips snapping against her ass, one hand fisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. She pushed back to meet him, taking him deeper, the bed creaking under them with every thrust.

"Harder," she gasped. "Come on, I am not going to break."

He gave it to her, pounding into her rough and relentless, and she loved it, loved the raw physicality of it, the way he used her body and let her use his right back.

She reached down between her legs, fingers working her clit, chasing the heat building again. He felt her clench around him and groaned, his rhythm stuttering.

"You close?" he rasped.

"Yeah," she gasped. "Do not stop."

He did not. He fucked her through it, hard and steady, until she came with a muffled shout into the pillow, her whole body shaking. He followed a breath later, slamming in deep and groaning her name as he came.

They collapsed together in a sweaty tangle, both of them breathing hard.

"You are going to kill me," he said into her hair.

"You will die happy," she said.

They fucked a third time before dawn, slow and lazy this time, her on top again, grinding down on him while he sucked marks into her neck and squeezed her ass with both hands. She came quiet and shivering, and he followed with a low groan, hands gentle on her hips as he pulled her down for a kiss.

Afterward she sprawled beside him, naked and unbothered, watching the first gray light leak through the window. Her body felt good, used and satisfied, muscles loose, skin buzzing.

She liked him. Liked the way he touched her, the way he laughed between rounds, the easy confidence that never tipped into arrogance. Good body, good rhythm, no weirdness.

She could see this becoming a regular thing. Fridays at the bar, his empty house, hours of fucking without complications.

That thought sat warm and pleasant in her chest as she drifted toward sleep, his arm heavy across her waist, his breath evening out beside her.

This was exactly what she wanted. Clean. Simple. Fun.

Nothing messy. Nothing that would tighten the noose this town kept trying to slip around her neck.

She closed her eyes and let herself have it, just for tonight.

She woke to his phone buzzing on the nightstand. Once, twice, then a steady vibration that would not quit.

He grabbed it fast, squinting at the screen in the gray morning light. His whole body went rigid.

"Shit," he muttered.

Maya propped herself up on one elbow, naked and unconcerned, watching him.

"Problem?" she asked.

"Yeah." He sat up, rubbing his face. "You need to go. Now."

She blinked. No apology in his voice, just panic barely wrapped in control.

"That urgent?"

"My wife," he said. The word dropped like a stone. "She is coming home early. Like, now. I thought I had until Sunday."

Wife.

Not ex wife. Not separated. Wife.

Maya stayed calm. She had been lied to before, just not this cleanly.

"You said you were alone," she said, voice flat.

"I am. We are." He was already pulling on his jeans, movements jerky. "It is complicated. We are separated, mostly. She moved out but she still, look, I can explain later but you have to go. Please."

She swung her legs out of bed and started gathering her clothes. Shorts, crop top, boots. No rush, no drama. Just efficient.

He watched her dress, guilt and fear warring on his face.

"Maya, I am sorry, I should have—"

"Save it," she said, pulling her top over her head. "You got what you wanted. So did I. Now I am leaving."

She did not slam the door on the way out. Did not throw anything or call him names. She just walked, boots solid on his wood floor, out to where her bike sat patient in the driveway.

The morning air was cool and clean, the sky going pale blue at the edges. Birds starting up in the trees. The world did not care what happened in his bedroom.

She strapped on her helmet, thumbed the ignition. The engine roared to life, loud enough to wake the neighbors, and she did not care about that either.

She rolled out onto the county road and opened the throttle, letting the speed and the wind scrub the last of him off her skin.

The ride home was fifteen minutes of empty road and her own thoughts.

The sex had been good. Great, even. She would have done it again if he had been what he said he was.

But he was not. He was married, or close enough that it made noise. And now she was one more body in his messy story, one more thread connecting her to someone else's disaster.

Not guilt. She had asked, he had lied. That was on him.

Just irritation. The kind that sat low and persistent, the awareness that every fuck in this town left a mark somewhere, connected to someone, tangled her tighter into a web she had not agreed to spin.

Her farmhouse came into view, small and plain and hers. She pulled into the gravel drive and killed the engine.

Inside, she stripped and stood under the shower until the hot water ran cold. Washed his smell and his come and the whole night off her skin. When she stepped out, she felt clean again. Her own.

She made coffee, strong and black, and stood at the kitchen window with the mug warming her hands.

Her body still hummed. Muscles loose, skin alive, that good tired that came from being used exactly the way she wanted.

She loved this life. Loved the work, the road, the hunt, the way her body felt powerful and free. Loved fucking when and how she chose.

She was not ashamed. Not sorry.

Just aware.

The town was small. Every choice she made here echoed, connected, left marks. The hunting ground was shrinking, crowded with complications she could not control.

She looked past her reflection in the glass, out toward the highway visible in the distance. Long and empty and anonymous.

That pull was getting stronger. The idea of open road, new territory, places where no one knew her name or cared who she fucked last week.

Not yet. But soon.

She took another sip of coffee and let the morning settle around her, still feral, still strong, still hers.
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The bonfire was already roaring when Maya rolled in, the flames shooting sparks into the dark summer sky like angry fireflies. She killed the engine and the bike settled into silence under her thighs, heat from the motor mixing with the thick Oklahoma night. Music thumped from a flatbed truck someone had backed up to the pasture fence, beer cans glinting in the firelight, voices loud and loose the way they got after the sun went down and everyone forgot they had work in the morning.

She swung off the bike and stood there for a second, letting herself be seen.

The white crop top sat low on her shoulders, ruffled and gathered across her breasts, the billowy sleeves slipping down her arms to show the predator ink in full, the wolf and fox dark against her skin in the firelight. Her midriff was bare, soft and strong at once, the mountain lion on her back stalking up her spine where the fabric cut away. The long skirt hung low on her hips, dark cotton that swished around her boots when she moved, the high slit flashing the coyote and rattlesnake on her right thigh every time she took a step.

Feminine and feral, exactly the way she wanted it.

She pulled her hair loose from the helmet and shook it out, wild and damp at her neck, then hooked the helmet on the bike and started toward the fire. Heads turned. She felt the stares land on her like hands, tracking the ink, the bare skin, the way the skirt moved when her hips rolled. She grinned, small and private, and grabbed a beer from the cooler someone had dragged out near the trucks.

Colt saw her first. He was leaning against a fence post twenty feet from the fire, arms crossed, jaw working on a piece of gum, his eyes already hot when they found hers. She had fucked him three weeks ago in the back of her clinic after a late vaccine run, his hands rough on her hips, his mouth eager and clumsy until she taught him better.

Travis was closer to the flames, laughing at something one of the other guys said, but his attention snapped to her the second she stepped into the light. She had taken him a month before that, bent over the tailgate of his truck after a cattle auction, his cock thick and his stamina better than she expected.

They both knew what she was. They both wanted her again.

She watched them notice each other noticing her, the way their postures shifted, competitive and hungry at the same time. That edge between them made her stomach tighten, heat pooling low and liquid.

Tonight she was taking both.

She let them circle for a few minutes, drinking her beer, laughing at someone's joke, her body loose and easy in the firelight. Then she set the can down on the edge of a truck bed and walked toward the dark side of the property where the old machinery shed sat half hidden in the weeds, the long skirt swishing around her boots with every step.

She glanced back once.

They were both following.

The shed smelled like old motor oil and dust, the kind that settled into everything and never came out. Farm equipment hunched in the shadows, a rusted plow, a stack of wooden pallets, tools hanging crooked on nails driven into the beams. The door sat half open, firelight and music bleeding in from outside, voices and laughter muffled by distance and walls.

Maya stepped into the dark and turned, her back to the machinery, her eyes adjusting to the low light.

Colt came through the door first, shoulders filling the frame, his breath already coming faster. He stopped when he saw her standing there, the white crop top glowing faint in the dimness, her skirt pooled around her boots.

"Doc," he said, voice rough.

She liked that. The way he said it, half respect and half hunger, like the title was part of what made her dangerous. She let the word hang there for a beat, let him see the grin curve her mouth.

Travis stepped in behind him, slower, reading the room. His gaze flicked between her and Colt, realization dawning in his face. He looked at Colt, then back at her, his throat working.

"You both want this?" she asked.

"Yeah," Colt said, fast and certain.

Travis nodded, tongue wetting his lips. "Yeah. Hell yeah."

"Good," Maya said. She let the silence stretch for a beat, let them stand there wanting and uncertain. Then she laid it out clean. "I'm in charge. You do what I say. No jealousy, no bullshit, no fighting over who gets what. You both get me, and I get both of you. That clear?"

"Clear," Colt said.

"Crystal," Travis added.

"Then come here."

They moved together, closing the space between them and her, and she stepped forward to meet them in the middle. Her hands landed on their chests, feeling muscle and heat through cotton, their hearts hammering under her palms. She pushed Colt back a step, just to show she could, then pulled Travis closer and kissed him, her mouth open and dirty, tongue sliding against his. He groaned into it, mmh, hands coming up to her waist.

She broke away and turned to Colt, giving him the same treatment, biting his bottom lip hard enough to make him hiss, sss, through his teeth. His hands fisted in the fabric of her skirt, knuckles white.

"Both of you touch me," she said. "I want to feel what this is going to be like."

Their hands landed on her at the same time, Colt's sliding up under the long skirt to grip her thigh, Travis tugging the crop top down to expose her breasts. She gasped, ah, at the rush of cool air on her nipples, at the contrast of two sets of hands on her body, rough and eager and trying to figure out how to share.

"Slower," she told them. "You're not racing. Work together."

Travis bent his head and took her nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, and she arched into it with a sharp inhale. Colt's hand slid higher under her skirt, fingers brushing the edge of her underwear, testing. She spread her stance a little, giving him room, and his breath stuttered, hh, against her neck.

"Fuck, Doc," he muttered.

"Not yet," she said, grinning even as heat coiled tight in her belly. "But soon."

She let them explore for another minute, mouths on her neck and breasts, hands roaming her body, the crop top bunched under her ribs now, the skirt hiked up on one side. The sounds they made, low groans and ragged breathing, fed something hungry and bright in her chest. She loved this, the power of it, the way they were both focused entirely on her, waiting for her next command.

"Strip," she said, stepping back just enough to make them stop and look at her. "Both of you. I want to see what I'm working with."

They obeyed, yanking shirts over their heads, fumbling with belts and zippers. Boots hit the dirt with dull thuds, thmp, thmp, jeans shoved down and kicked off. In seconds they were both naked, cocks already hard and flushed dark in the low light.

She pulled the crop top off completely and let it fall, then tugged the skirt down over her hips and stepped out of it, standing there in just her underwear and boots, predator ink on full display. The wolf and fox rippled along her arm, the mountain lion stalked her spine, the coyote and rattlesnake coiled fierce on her thigh.

"Jesus Christ," Travis breathed.

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her underwear and dragged them down slow, letting them watch every inch of skin revealed, the raptor talons high on her inner thigh flexing as she moved. Then she dropped to her knees in the dirt between them, boots planted wide, and looked up.

Their cocks stood level with her face, thick and ready, and she wrapped a hand around each of them, feeling the heat and weight, the way they both jerked at her touch, sharp inhales cutting the air.

She grinned up at them, feral and satisfied, loving the way they stared down at her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered.

"Now we start."

She started with her mouth, taking Colt first because he was already trembling, his cock hot and thick against her tongue. She wrapped her lips around him and slid down, taking him deep, hollowing her cheeks, and he made a choked sound, "nngh," his hips bucking forward before he caught himself.

"Fuck, Doc," he gasped.

She pulled off with a wet pop and turned to Travis, giving him the same treatment, slow and deliberate, watching his face twist as she worked him with her tongue. His hand came up to tangle in her hair, not pulling, just holding on like he needed the anchor.

She alternated between them, keeping them both on edge, using her hands where her mouth wasn't, stroking and squeezing, spit slick and obscene in the low light. The sounds filled the shed, wet sucking noises, their ragged breathing, the low groans they couldn't hold back.

"You like watching me slut myself out for you?" she asked, pulling back to look up at them, her hand still working Colt's shaft. "Both your cocks in my mouth, making me a dirty little whore?"

"Yeah," Travis said, voice wrecked. "Fuck, yeah."

"Good," she said. "Because I'm not done with either of you yet."

She took Colt deeper this time, until he hit the back of her throat, and he swore, "ah, shit," his whole body going rigid. She held him there for a beat, then pulled off and stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"On the ground," she told Travis. "On your back."

He dropped fast, stretching out on the dirt floor, his cock standing straight up, flushed and leaking. She stepped over him, boots on either side of his hips, and sank down slowly, her hand guiding him to her entrance. The stretch was immediate and perfect, filling her in one long slide, and they both groaned at the same time, "ah, fuck."

She braced her hands on his chest and started to ride him, lifting up and dropping down, the rhythm slow and deliberate at first. Her breasts swayed with every movement, her thighs flexing, the predator ink rippling across her skin in the dim light.

"Colt," she said, breathless but steady. "Come here."

He moved to her side, his cock still hard and glistening from her mouth. She reached for him, wrapping her hand around his shaft and stroking him while she rode Travis, her body working two men at once. She leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock, tasting the salt and pre-come, then took him in her mouth while she kept moving on Travis.

"You feel so fucking good, Doc," Travis groaned under her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

She pulled off Colt's cock and grinned. "I know."

She picked up the pace, grinding down harder, chasing the heat building low in her belly. The wet slap of their bodies echoed in the shed, "slap, slap, slap," mixing with the distant thump of music from outside. Sweat slicked her skin, her hair wild around her face, and she felt powerful, alive, completely in control.

"Switch," she said suddenly, pulling off Travis with a gasp.

Colt moved fast, eager, dropping to the ground beside Travis. She straddled him next, taking him in just as deep, and the angle was different, hitting her in a new way that made her bite her lip to keep from crying out too loud.

Travis sat up, breathing hard, and she grabbed the back of his neck, pulling him close enough to kiss him hard and filthy. His hands came up to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples, and the added sensation made her clench around Colt's cock.

"Jesus, Doc, you're so tight," Colt gasped, "hh, hh," his rhythm already faltering under her.

She rode him harder, faster, using her thighs to control the pace, her body a weapon and a prize all at once. Travis's mouth found her breast, sucking hard enough to make her gasp, and the combination of sensations made her head tip back, a low moan escaping her throat.

"Fuck," she breathed. "Fuck, that's good."

She kept riding Colt, feeling him thick and deep inside her, and looked up at Travis with eyes that were pure hunger. "Travis, get behind me. I want you in my ass while Colt stays in my pussy."

Travis's eyes went wide. "Fuck, Doc, you serious?"

"Dead serious," she said. "I want both of you inside me at the same time. Think you can handle that?"

"Yeah," he said, voice rough. "Hell yeah."

She leaned forward over Colt, bracing her hands on his chest, giving Travis access. Colt's hands gripped her hips, holding her steady, his cock still buried deep inside her. She heard Travis spit into his hand, felt his fingers slick and careful at her ass, working her open with slow circles.

"Easy," she said. "Go slow at first."

He pressed the head of his cock against her, and she breathed through the pressure, the burn as he pushed in inch by inch. "Ahh," she gasped, the stretch intense and overwhelming, every muscle in her body tensing against the intrusion. Colt groaned under her, "fuck, Doc, I can feel him, you're so fucking tight."

When Travis was fully seated, all three of them stayed still for a moment, adjusting to the fullness, the tight fit. She felt split open, stuffed completely, every nerve ending on fire. The smell of sweat and sex hung thick in the shed, mixing with the metallic tang of old tools and dust. Her breasts pressed against Colt's chest, her breath coming in short gasps against his neck.

"Okay," she breathed. "Now move. Both of you."

They started slow, finding a rhythm, one pushing in as the other pulled back. The sensation was huge and relentless, pleasure spiking through her in waves that made her cry out, "oh, fuck, yes, just like that."

Travis's hands came around to grab her breasts from behind, squeezing hard, his fingers pinching her nipples while he thrust into her ass. Colt's hands stayed on her hips, guiding her movements, his own hips bucking up to meet her.

"You're so fucking full right now, aren't you, Doc?" Travis growled in her ear. "Both our cocks stretching you open."

"Yes," she gasped. "Fuck, yes, it's so fucking good."

The pace picked up, both of them thrusting harder now, their bodies working in tandem to take her apart. She was pinned between them, helpless and powerful at once, taking everything they gave her and demanding more. Every thrust sent shockwaves through her, the twin cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall separating them, creating friction that had all three of them groaning.

"Harder," she gasped. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop."

They obeyed, pounding into her from both sides, and the sounds were filthy, wet and raw, grunts and moans and the slap of skin on skin, "thwap, thwap, thwap." The shed filled with the symphony of their fucking, her breathy cries mixing with their harsh breathing and the wet squelch of her body taking them both.

Colt's mouth found her breast, sucking her nipple into his mouth and biting down just hard enough to make her yelp, "ah." Travis's teeth scraped along her shoulder, his grip on her breasts bruising as he kneaded them roughly.

"Look at you," Travis panted, his voice rough with arousal. "Taking both of us like the perfect little slut. You fucking love this, don't you?"

"Yes," she moaned. "Fuck, yes, I love it, I love your cocks filling me up."

The pressure was building inside her, not from her own touch but from the sheer fullness, the way every thrust rubbed her walls in places she couldn't reach herself, the way their cocks ground against each other and sent tremors through her entire core. She could feel every ridge, every vein, the pulsing heat of them stretching her beyond what she thought possible.

"You're gonna make me come," she gasped. "Just keep fucking me, both of you, just like that."

Sweat dripped from Travis onto her back, sliding down her spine along the mountain lion tattoo. Colt's chest was slick beneath her, his hands slipping on her hips as he thrust up harder, deeper. The angle shifted and suddenly both of them were hitting something deep and devastating inside her.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she chanted, her voice breaking. "Right there, don't stop, don't fucking stop."

Travis reached around and grabbed both her breasts again, mauling them hard while he drove into her ass with brutal force. Colt matched his rhythm, their movements synchronized now, working her like a machine designed for her pleasure.

The orgasm built like a storm, tightening and coiling in her belly, spreading through her thighs and up her spine. The fullness was unbearable, perfect, the two cocks stroking inside her creating friction that rubbed every nerve raw.

"I'm gonna come," she gasped. "Fuck, I'm gonna come so hard."

"Do it," Colt groaned beneath her. "Come on our cocks, Doc, let us feel it."

The climax slammed through her like lightning, ripping a scream from her throat, "ah, fuck, yes," her whole body convulsing between them, clenching down so hard on both cocks that both men groaned in unison. Wave after wave crashed through her, her pussy and ass spasming around them, milking them as she rode out the longest, most intense orgasm of her life.

Colt broke first, his hips stuttering as he thrust up one final time, groaning, "nngh, fuck," his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her pussy with hot come. The sensation of him coming triggered Travis, who slammed into her ass with three more brutal thrusts before he followed, "ahh, shit," his cock jerking as he emptied himself inside her.

They stayed like that for a long moment, all three of them gasping and trembling, sweat-soaked and spent. She could feel their come leaking out of her already, warm and wet between her thighs, mixing with her own arousal. The shed smelled like pure sex, musky and thick, the kind of smell that would cling to their skin and clothes.

Slowly, carefully, she moved, pulling forward. Travis slipped out first with a wet sound, "schlkk," then Colt as she lifted herself off him. She stood on shaky legs, feeling come leak down her inner thighs, and looked at both of them sprawled on the dirt floor, chests heaving, eyes glazed.

She grinned at them, feral and satisfied, her body still humming with aftershocks.

"You boys all right?" she asked.

"Yeah," Colt managed, still trying to catch his breath. "Holy shit, yeah."

Travis just nodded, speechless, his eyes tracking the predator ink on her body like he was memorizing every line.

She grabbed her underwear and pulled it on, feeling the sticky mess between her legs, then reached for her skirt. Her legs trembled slightly as she stepped into it, pulling it up over her hips. The white crop top came next, and she tugged it back into place, her breasts still sensitive from their rough handling.

Voices cut through the night outside. Close. Too close.

Laughter, footsteps crunching on gravel, someone saying something about needing more beer from the shed.

All three of them froze.

They scattered like animals, fast and silent. Colt grabbed his jeans and ducked behind the old plow, yanking them on with clumsy hands. Travis pulled his shirt over his head and slipped out the back gap in the shed wall where two boards had rotted away years ago. Maya smoothed her skirt down, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and stepped out the front door just as two guys from the party rounded the corner.

"Hey, Doc," one of them said, squinting at her in the firelight. "You seen the beer cooler? Thought someone dragged it out here."

"Nope," she said, voice steady. "Just needed some air. Too much smoke by the fire."

He looked past her into the shed, but it was too dark to see much. She stepped to the side, blocking his view with her body, and smiled.

"You want me to help you look?" she offered.

"Nah, we'll find it," he said, already losing interest. They turned and headed back toward the noise.

She waited until they were gone, then walked slowly back to the bonfire, her body still humming, come drying sticky on her thighs under the long skirt. She grabbed another beer from the cooler and leaned against a truck fender, watching the fire throw sparks into the dark sky.

A couple of the younger guys grinned at her when she passed, one of them tipping his beer in her direction like a salute. Another farmhand she had flirted with months ago caught her eye and held it, heat and question written all over his face. The energy around her was easy, appreciative, the kind of attention she loved.

But then she caught it.

Two older women stood near the tailgate of a dusty pickup, arms crossed, mouths tight. One of them was the rancher's wife whose husband Maya had patched up a colicky horse for last spring. The other was someone's mother, gray-haired and sharp-eyed, the kind of woman who ran church bake sales and kept mental lists of who was sleeping with whom.

Their eyes tracked Maya across the firelight, and when they leaned in close to each other, their mouths moved in low, clipped words. One of them shook her head slowly, lips pressed thin.

Maya did not hear what they said, but she did not need to. She knew that look. That disapproval, old and cold and certain.

It did not hurt. She was too comfortable in her own skin, too sure of what she wanted and who she was, to let a couple of church ladies rattle her. But she noticed it. Filed it away. Added it to the mental tally of how many people were starting to track her movements, count her hookups, whisper her name in ways that were not admiration.

She finished her beer and set it down, scanning the crowd one more time. Most of the faces were still friendly, still easy. The men wanted her. Some of the women liked her. But the old guard, the ones who decided what was acceptable and what crossed the line, they were watching now.

She walked to her bike without saying goodbye, swung her leg over, and kicked the engine to life.

The ride home was fast and loud, the wind tearing at her hair, the vibration of the motor steady between her thighs. By the time she pulled into her driveway, the satisfaction from the shed had settled into something quieter, steadier, laced with a thread of clear-eyed calculation.

She kicked off her boots on the porch and poured herself two fingers of whisky in a scratched glass, then padded barefoot onto the wooden deck. The night air was warm and thick, crickets screaming in the tall grass beyond the fence. Thunder rumbled somewhere far off, low and lazy, promising rain that might never come.

She sat in the old chair with her feet propped on the railing, the white crop top loose on her shoulders, the long skirt bunched around her thighs. She sipped the whisky and let it burn down her throat, replaying the threesome in her mind. The weight of two bodies on hers. The sounds they made. The way she had orchestrated every second of it and loved every filthy minute.

She grinned into the dark, private and fierce.

She took another sip and listened to the night - aware, for the first time, that she might need a new territory to hunt in if she wanted to keep living exactly the way she liked.
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Maya woke with sunlight across her face and sweat already pooling between her breasts. The fan rattled overhead, not doing much except pushing hot air in lazy circles. She stretched, vertebrae popping one by one, and grinned at the ceiling. Her body felt good, strong, used in all the right ways from the week behind her. No shame in that. No reason there should be.

She rolled out of bed naked and padded barefoot to the kitchen. The tile was cool under her feet, a small mercy against the heat already building. Coffee first. Always coffee. The machine gurgled and hissed while she leaned against the counter and scrolled through her phone, checking messages and missed calls from yesterday. Three texts from farmers about routine stuff. Her calendar showed two appointments today, both easy, nothing that required getting elbow deep in anything.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. New call. She thumbed it open and read the name twice, then laughed out loud, sharp and pleased.

Cade Holloway.

Of course. Of fucking course. The universe had a sense of humor.

Everyone in the county knew Cade. Mid thirties, ran a decent sized operation west of town, and had a reputation that preceded him like a warning siren. He cheated, he flirted, he did not bother pretending otherwise. His wife had left two years ago and taken half the herd with her, and he had shrugged and kept doing exactly what he wanted. No illusions, no apologies, no "but I am working on myself" bullshit. Just a man who liked women and did not lie about it.

Maya typed back fast. "Be there in 45. What am I looking at?"

His reply came through before she finished pouring her coffee. "Lame mare. Nothing serious. Just want your eyes on it."

She snorted. Sure. Her eyes. That was what he wanted.

She drank the coffee standing at the window, watching the heat shimmer over the gravel drive. The gossip had been building, she knew that, could feel it like pressure before a storm. People were talking. She had heard the edge in voices at the feed store, caught the looks that lingered too long. But standing here in her own kitchen with the taste of burnt coffee on her tongue and a call from the town's most unrepentant sinner lighting up her phone, she did not feel trapped. She felt hungry.

If they were going to talk anyway, she might as well earn it.

She finished the coffee, showered fast, pulled on clean jeans and a black tank top. Boots laced tight. Hair twisted into a knot that would hold under the helmet. She grabbed her kit, checked her supplies, and walked out into the furnace of morning with her keys already in hand.

The bike fired up with a growl that rattled the windows. She swung her leg over, settled into the seat, and felt the familiar hum of power between her thighs. The engine rumbled under her, patient and ready. She pulled on her helmet, snapped the strap, and rolled out onto the county road with the throttle wide open and the sun burning against her skin.

Cade's place sat at the end of a long dirt drive lined with white fence that needed paint. The barn was newer than most, metal sided and clean, the kind of setup that said he made money and spent it on what mattered. His truck was parked near the barn doors, dust thick on the hood, a cooler in the bed.

He stepped out of the barn as she killed the engine, and she took him in with one sweep. Tall, broad shouldered, sun damaged skin and dark hair going gray at the temples. Worn jeans that fit right, a faded T-shirt stretched across his chest. He leaned against the barn door with his arms crossed and watched her pull off the helmet, a grin already spreading across his face.

"Hell, Doc," he said. "You trying to make my whole week just pulling in here?"

"That easy to please?" she asked, swinging her leg off the bike. "I have not even done anything yet."

"You exist. That counts." He pushed off the door and walked toward her, eyes tracking down her body without shame. "Love the ink. Every time I see you I notice something new."

"You want to admire my tattoos or you want me to check your mare?"

"Can I do both?"

She laughed, sharp and genuine. "Show me the horse, Cade."

He led her into the barn, walking just close enough that she could smell him, sweat and hay and something clean underneath. The mare was in a box stall near the back, a pretty bay with one front leg cocked off the ground. Maya stepped in and ran her hand down the horse's neck, murmuring soft nonsense while she crouched to check the hoof.

Cade leaned on the stall door, watching. "She been favoring it since yesterday. No heat, no swelling I can see. Just off."

Maya picked up the hoof and checked the frog, the sole, the edges. A small stone wedged in near the heel, not deep but enough to bruise. She dug it out with her hoof pick and tossed it into the straw. "There. Your fifty dollar emergency."

"Worth every penny to get you out here," he said.

She stood and dusted her hands on her jeans. "She will be fine by tomorrow. Keep her in today, check it again tonight. If she is still lame, call me back."

"And if she is not?"

"Then you wasted my time for no reason."

He grinned wider. "I can think of a reason."

She stepped out of the stall and latched the door, then turned to face him. He had not moved, still leaning there with that easy confidence, the kind that came from knowing exactly who he was and not apologizing. She liked that. She liked him.

"You always this obvious?" she asked.

"Only when it works," he said. "Does it work?"

"Depends on what you are asking for."

"Beer," he said. "Cold one. I got a cooler in the truck. You thirsty?"

She tilted her head, considering him. The barn smelled like dust and leather and something sweet from the hay. The light slanted through the cracks in the siding, striping the floor with gold. He watched her the way she usually watched other people, reading intent, waiting for the crack. But there was no crack. He knew. She knew. The only question was whether she wanted to say yes.

She did.

"Yeah," she said. "I am thirsty."

He pushed off the door and walked past her, close enough that his shoulder brushed hers. "Good. Come on."

She followed him out into the white heat of the yard. He pulled two beers from the cooler and cracked them both, handed her one. She took a long pull, the cold biting down her throat, and watched him watch her.

"So," he said. "You always fuck your clients or am I special?"

She choked on the beer, half laughing, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "Jesus, you do not waste time."

"Life is short," he said. "And I already know what you are. Everyone does. You know what I am. So why pretend?"

"Fair," she said. She drank again, slower this time. "You are not special. But you are convenient."

"Convenient works," he said. "You want to come inside or you want to stay out here where someone might drive by?"

She looked at the barn, then back at him. His grin had shifted into something sharper, hungrier. She felt the answering heat low in her belly, the familiar pull.

"Barn," she said. "Office?"

"Yeah," he said. "I got one. You gonna make me regret calling you out here for a rock in a hoof?"

"No," she said. "But you are going to pay me anyway."

He laughed, deep and rough. "Deal."

The barn office was small and cluttered, a desk shoved against one wall, a rolling chair with duct tape on the seat, papers and receipts scattered everywhere. It smelled like old coffee and diesel. Cade kicked the door shut behind them and Maya set her beer down on the desk, heard it tip and did not care.

He was on her before she could turn around, hands on her hips, pulling her back against him. She felt his cock already hard through his jeans, pressing into her ass. His mouth found her neck, teeth grazing skin, and she tipped her head back with a low sound, mmm, that came from somewhere deep.

"Fuck, you smell good," he muttered against her throat.

"I smell like horse and sweat," she said.

"Yeah," he said. "That is what I meant."

She laughed and twisted in his grip, shoving him backward into the chair. He dropped into it with a grunt, hands still reaching for her, and she straddled him fast, knees on either side of his thighs. His hands went straight to her ass, gripping hard through the denim.

"You gonna take your time or you gonna make me work for it?" he asked, grinning up at her.

"You are going to shut up and let me use you," she said.

"Yes ma'am."

She kissed him, hard and messy, tongue in his mouth, tasting beer and salt. He groaned into it and pulled her tighter, grinding up against her. She could feel the thick length of him through both their jeans, the friction not enough, too much fabric in the way. She pulled back and yanked her tank top over her head, tossed it somewhere behind her. Her sports bra followed. His eyes went wide and hungry at the sight of her breasts, full and flushed, nipples already tight.

"Jesus Christ," he breathed.

"Still want to admire the ink?" she asked, rolling her hips down against him.

"Fuck the ink," he said. "I want you naked."

She stood, popped the button on her jeans, and shoved them down with her underwear in one go. Kicked off her boots. Stepped out of the pile of denim and stood there in front of him, bare and powerful. He stared like she had just appeared out of thin air.

"Your turn," she said.

He moved fast, belt buckle clattering, jeans shoved down just far enough to free his cock. It stood thick and flushed dark, already leaking at the tip. She reached down and wrapped her hand around him, firm and tight, and he hissed through his teeth, hh, his hips jerking up into her grip.

"Easy," she said. "We are not done yet."

"You keep touching me like that and we will be," he said, voice rough.

She let go and climbed back onto his lap, positioning herself over him. His hands found her hips again, steadying her. She reached between them, lined him up, and sank down slow, taking him in one long slide. The stretch punched a gasp out of her, ah, and he groaned loud, fuck, his fingers digging into her skin hard enough to bruise.

"Oh god, you are tight," he said.

"And you are big," she said. "Now shut up and let me ride you."

She started moving, lifting up and dropping down, finding her rhythm. The chair creaked under them, protesting the weight and the movement. She braced her hands on his shoulders and used the leverage, working herself on him, chasing the heat building low in her belly. He watched her face, her breasts bouncing with each thrust.

"Fuck, look at you," he said. "You are so goddamn beautiful."

"I said shut up," she said, but she was grinning.

"Make me."

She kissed him again, biting his bottom lip hard enough that he gasped. His hands roamed everywhere, her ass, her thighs, up to cup her breasts and thumb her nipples. The touch sent sparks down her spine and she clenched around him, tight.

"Shit," he groaned. "Do that again."

She did, deliberately squeezing him as she ground down, and he threw his head back, throat exposed, a strangled sound tearing out of him. She could feel him throbbing inside her, close already.

"You gonna come?" she asked.

"Not yet," he said, teeth gritted. "You first."

"Good answer."

She changed the angle, leaning back so he hit deeper, and the pressure spiked white hot. Her thighs burned, her breath coming in short ragged bursts. He gripped her hips and helped, lifting her and pulling her down harder, the wet slap of their bodies loud in the small room, slap, slap, slap.

"Come on, soak my cock with that wet pussy," he growled. "Squeeze me till I feel every fucking pulse when you come all over me."

His words punched through her. The orgasm slammed hard, her cunt clamping down on him in waves, slick flooding out as she shook and gasped, fuck, yes, nails raking his shoulders. He held her through it, still thrusting shallow, drawing every shudder out of her.

When she could breathe again she sagged forward, forehead against his, both of them panting. He was still hard inside her, still ready.

"Not done yet?" she asked.

"Not even close," he said. "You got another one in you?"

She grinned. "Try me."

He stood, lifting her with him, strong enough that she yelped and wrapped her legs around his waist. He turned and set her on the edge of the desk, papers scattering to the floor. Her ass hit something sharp, a stapler maybe, and she shoved it away without looking.

"This position work for you?" he asked, stepping between her thighs.

"Get back inside me and find out," she said.

She finished dressing while he leaned against the wall, watching her with that lazy satisfied grin. Her hair was a disaster, half out of the knot, and her tank top was on backwards. She fixed it with a laugh and shook her hair loose completely.

"You look well fucked," he said.

"That was the idea," she said. She folded the bills and tucked them into her back pocket. "Your mare will be fine. Keep me posted."

"Will do, Doc."

They walked out of the office together, the barn air cooler now, the shadows longer. Her bike sat where she had left it, chrome gleaming in the afternoon sun. She grabbed her helmet but before she could swing her leg over, he caught her arm and pulled her back against him.

"Hold up," he said. "You leaving without a proper goodbye?"

"I said goodbye," she said, laughing.

"That was not a goodbye," he said. He kissed her, slow and deep, one hand sliding down to grab her ass and squeeze. She made a pleased sound into his mouth and he pulled back grinning. "That is a goodbye."

His other hand came up and cupped her breast through the tank top, thumb brushing her nipple. She swatted him away, still grinning.

"You are insatiable," she said.

"I could get used to having you around," he said. "Regular appointments. Very regular."

"We would kill each other in a week," she said.

"Probably," he admitted. "But what a way to go."

She shook her head, amused. "We both need variety, not monogamy. You know that."

He laughed, loud and honest. "Yeah, you are right. I like the hunt too much. So do you."

"Exactly," she said. She pulled on her helmet. "So let's not ruin a good thing."

"You know people are talking, right?" he said, hands back in his pockets.

"Yeah," she said. "I know."

"Does not bother you?"

She swung her leg over the bike and settled into the seat. "Not today."

He grinned. "Good answer."

She fired up the engine, the rumble loud and satisfying between her thighs. "Thanks for the beer."

"Thanks for the house call," he said.

She rolled out onto the county road and opened the throttle, the wind hot on her arms, her body loose and humming. The bike ate up the miles, pastures blurring past on both sides, fences and cattle and the occasional truck rolling the other direction. Her hair whipped behind her under the helmet. She could still feel Cade inside her, the ghost ache of him, the wet slide of his come between her thighs.

No guilt. No shame. Just the simple animal satisfaction of being fucked well by someone who wanted her exactly as she was.

But his words stuck with her. "I could get used to having you around." So could she, maybe. Not with Cade specifically, but the idea of it. Someone to come home to. Someone who knew what she was and did not try to fix it.

Except that person did not exist. Not here. Not anywhere she had looked. She would need a man who wanted a wife with a hotwife kink, someone secure enough to let her hunt and come home satisfied and not ask questions. That was a fantasy. Real men wanted ownership or they wanted nothing.

Maybe it was time to slow down. Find something steadier. Stop adding names to the list the town was keeping.

But even as she thought it, she knew she would not. Could not. Her body was still humming, her thighs still slick, her appetite still sharp. Slowing down meant shrinking, and she had spent too many years becoming exactly this, unapologetic and hungry and alive.

She took the turn toward home too fast, leaning into the curve, feeling the bike respond under her like an extension of her own body. The sun burned orange on the horizon, heat still radiating off the blacktop. She had another appointment tomorrow, a routine vaccination run that would take most of the morning. After that, nothing. Maybe she would ride out to the highway again, see what trouble looked like outside her own territory.

Or maybe she would just go home, shower off the sweat and come, and sleep naked with the fan on and wake up ready to do it all again.
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The Wife
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The shower had washed off the last of the morning call, dirt and dried sweat spiraling down the drain, leaving her clean and loose in her own skin. Maya stood in front of the bathroom mirror in a towel, hair dripping down her shoulders, tracing the line of the mountain lion on her spine with her eyes. Three calls this week, all clean, all paid, all ending exactly how she wanted them to. Her body hummed with satisfaction, the good tired that came from hard work and harder pleasure. She loved this. The freedom, the road, the way men looked at her like she was something wild they could not quite name. She loved her life.

She pulled on an old tank top and loose cotton shorts, barefoot on the cool floorboards of the rental farmhouse, and was halfway to the kitchen when the knock came.

Sharp. Deliberate. Not the rhythm of a neighbor or a delivery driver.

Maya crossed to the front door and opened it without checking the peephole. A woman stood on the porch, mid-thirties, neat blonde hair pulled back, dressed in jeans and a pressed button down that looked too careful for a casual visit. Maya recognized her face but had never spoken to her directly. Emily. Wife of a rancher she had worked for months ago, the one with the herd check and the afternoon that had ended with his hands in her hair against the side of his barn.

Emily's jaw was set tight, her posture controlled, but her eyes gave her away. Heat and fear and something coiled underneath.

"Can I come in?" she asked.

"Yeah," Maya said, stepping back. "Come on."

Emily walked past her into the small living room, glancing around like she was cataloging the space. Maya shut the door and followed her to the kitchen.

"Coffee?" Maya offered.

"Yes. Please."

Maya poured two mugs, black for herself, set the other in front of Emily at the table. Emily wrapped both hands around it but did not drink. Her fingers tightened on the ceramic, knuckles going pale, the cup rattling faintly against the table when she set it down too hard.

Maya sat across from her, waiting.

"Everyone in town is talking about you," Emily said. Her voice came out steady but thin, like she had rehearsed this. "They say you fuck whoever you want, wherever you want. That you are a harlot. A succubus. That men lose their minds around you."

Maya took a sip of her coffee, let the bitter heat sit on her tongue. She did not flinch, did not look away.

"I know," she said. "And maybe I am."

Emily's composure cracked, just a hairline fracture, her breath catching in her throat. She looked down at her hands, then back up, and the next words came out harder, sharper.

"I know my husband cheated on me with you."

Maya met her eyes. No shame. No apology. Just the clean truth sitting between them.

"Yeah," Maya said. "He did."

Silence stretched taut across the table. Emily's chest rose and fell faster now, her pupils blown wide despite the bright afternoon light flooding through the window.

"Is that why you are here?" Maya asked.

Emily shook her head, slow, like the movement surprised even her.

"No," she said, voice breaking on the word. "I came because I can't stop thinking about you."

The air in the kitchen changed, thickened, the space between them charged like the moment before lightning struck. Maya watched Emily's throat work as she swallowed, watched the way her hands trembled against the coffee mug.

"My marriage is dead," Emily said, the words tumbling out fast now, uncontrolled. "We haven't had sex in over a year. He treats me like furniture. Like I'm just there to cook and clean and not ask for anything."

She laughed, bitter and sharp, her eyes going glassy.

"I heard the stories about you and I should have been angry. I was angry. But I couldn't stop thinking about it. About you. Lying in bed at night imagining what it would be like, what you do that makes them all lose their fucking minds."

Her voice cracked on the last word. She pressed her palms flat on the table like she needed something solid to hold her down.

"I shouldn't be here," she said. "This is insane. I don't even, I've never—"

Maya stood. The chair scraped soft against the floor. She walked around the table slow and deliberate, boots silent on the worn linoleum, and stopped close enough that Emily had to tilt her head back to look at her.

Emily's pupils were blown wide, her lips parted, her whole body vibrating with the effort of sitting still.

Maya let the moment stretch, reading every signal. The way Emily's gaze dropped to her mouth. The way her thighs pressed together under the table. The way her breath came short and shallow, her chest rising and falling under the neat button down.

This was hunger. Pure and simple. The kind Maya knew how to feed.

"You want to know what all the fuss is about?" Maya asked, voice low and easy.

Emily nodded, barely a movement, like speaking would shatter whatever fragile permission she had given herself to be here.

Maya reached down and slid her hand into Emily's hair, fingers curling against her scalp, firm and possessive. Emily's eyes fluttered closed for half a second, a small whimper catching in her throat.

Maya tugged gently, pulling her up out of the chair, and Emily rose like she had no choice, like her body answered to Maya's hands before her brain could catch up.

Maya leaned in and kissed her, slow and deliberate, claiming her mouth with lips and tongue and teeth. Emily made a shocked sound, "mmh," and then melted into it, her hands coming up to grip Maya's hips, fingers digging in hard like she was drowning and Maya was the only solid thing left in the world.

They hit the hallway without breaking the kiss.

Maya walked her backward, one hand still tangled in Emily's hair, the other sliding down to her waist, fingers finding the soft curve above her jeans. Emily bumped into the wall with a soft thud and gasped, "oh," against Maya's mouth, then chased the next kiss like she was starving.

The bedroom was already half lit, curtains open to the hard Oklahoma afternoon. The bed sat unmade, sheets twisted from the last sleep she had taken there, the faint smell of her own sweat and sex still in the room. Maya liked that. Her territory.

She broke the kiss just long enough to push Emily toward the bed.

"Sit," she said.

Emily sat, legs tight together, hands braced on the edge of the mattress like she might bolt and might beg at the same time. Her chest heaved under the button down, the neat lines of the shirt at odds with the wild panic in her eyes.

Maya stepped between her knees.

"Look at me," Maya said.

Emily did. Wide eyes, blown pupils, a flush rising high on her neck.

"This part is simple," Maya said. "You say no, I stop. You walk out, I let you go. You say yes, you are mine until I am done with you. Understand?"

Emily's breath hitched.

"Yes," she whispered. "Please."

"Good girl."

Maya's hand went to the first button on Emily's shirt. She worked them open one by one, slow, enjoying the way Emily's breathing changed with each inch of skin revealed. Freckles scattered across pale chest. A plain nude bra. Nothing flashy. Nothing to hide behind.

When the last button came free, Maya pushed the shirt off her shoulders. It slid down Emily's arms and pooled at her wrists. Emily shivered, goosebumps lifting on her forearms.

"Arms," Maya said.

Emily lifted them without thinking. Maya tugged the shirt free and dropped it on the floor.

"Stand up."

Emily stood. Her jeans hugged her hips, the denim worn and soft from work, the belt cinched tight. Maya hooked her thumbs in the waistband and tugged her closer, pelvis to pelvis.

"You ever done this with a woman before?" Maya asked.

Emily shook her head.

"Then you are going to listen when I tell you where I want you," Maya said. "You okay with that?"

"Yes," Emily said. "God, yes."

"Good."

Maya reached behind her and unhooked the bra in one clean snap. The straps slid down Emily's arms and the cups fell away, revealing full, natural breasts, nipples already tight and dark.

"Pretty," Maya said.

Emily made a strangled sound, "hh," and tried to cover herself with her hands.

Maya caught her wrists.

"No," she said. "You do not hide from me."

She pushed Emily's hands down to her sides and leaned in, mouth closing over one nipple, tongue flicking, teeth scraping just enough to make Emily choke out a shocked, "ah."

Emily's knees buckled. Maya caught her around the waist and steered her backward until the back of her calves hit the mattress.

"Lie down," Maya said.

Emily obeyed. She lay back on the bed, hair fanning out on the crumpled sheet, chest rising and falling fast. Maya stood at the foot of the bed and looked at her for a long moment, taking her in like she would a new animal, mapping responses, guessing where the weak spots would be.

"Boots off," Maya said to herself, not Emily.

She kicked off her own boots, toes sinking into the cool floorboards, then climbed onto the mattress on her knees, predator ink dark against her light tank and shorts. She crawled up Emily's body slow, one knee between her thighs, hands planted on either side of her ribs.

Emily's scent hit her, clean sweat and faint perfume and something thicker already, the first slick heat of arousal.

"You keep thinking about me," Maya said, bending to kiss along the line of Emily's jaw. "What exactly were you thinking about?"

Emily swallowed.

"You," she said, voice thin. "On your bike. In those tight jeans. The way they say you ride men. Like you own them."

Maya smiled against her skin.

"Funny," she said. "You came here thinking about me riding men and you are the one under me."

She kissed down Emily's neck, biting just hard enough to mark, then soothed the spot with her tongue. Emily gasped, "mmh," and her hands finally moved, one gripping Maya's shoulder, the other sliding into her hair, fingers tightening when Maya's mouth found the hollow at the base of her throat.

Maya shifted her weight, thigh pressing between Emily's legs. She felt Emily's muscles jump, the involuntary grind of hips seeking more friction.

"There she is," Maya murmured.

She sat back on her heels and reached for Emily's jeans. The button popped, the zipper hissed down, soft "zzzp" in the quiet room.

"Lift," Maya said.

Emily raised her hips. Maya dragged the denim down, slow, taking panties with them, exposing pale thighs, the dark triangle of hair between her legs, the shine already there.

Maya tossed the jeans aside and sat back for a second to look. Emily tried to close her knees. Maya caught them and pushed them apart again, hands firm but not rough.

"Do not hide from me," Maya said again, voice softer this time.

Emily swallowed hard and forced herself to keep her legs open. Vulnerable and spread on someone else's bed in the middle of a bright day. Her cheeks burned. Her eyes did not leave Maya's face.

"Good," Maya said. "You are doing good."

She slid her palms up the inside of Emily's thighs, thumbs tracing the softer skin closer to her center. Emily shuddered, a broken "oh," leaking out of her when Maya's fingers grazed the edge of her slick.

"You are already wet," Maya said. "All that gossip working in my favor."

Emily gave a helpless little laugh that broke halfway through.

"I hate them for talking about you," she said. "And I still, I still—"

"Want to know if they are right," Maya finished. "If I fuck like they say I do."

Emily squeezed her eyes shut and nodded.

Maya leaned down and kissed the inside of one knee, then the other, slow path inward. She peppered small bites along the sensitive skin, feeling every jerk and twitch. When she reached the junction of thigh and hip, she paused, looked up the length of Emily's body.

"Eyes open," Maya said. "I want you to see me when I do this."

Emily forced her lids up. She met Maya's gaze, wide and dark.

Maya smiled, slow and wicked, then lowered her head and licked one long, firm stripe from the bottom of Emily's slit up to her clit.

Emily's whole body arched off the bed.

"Ah, fuck," she gasped.

"That is it," Maya said against her. "Let it out."

She wrapped her lips around Emily's clit and sucked, "mmh," steady and strong, tongue working tight circles while one hand slid down, two fingers pressing at her entrance. Emily clenched around nothing, already so slick that Maya's fingers slid in easy.

"Jesus," Emily panted. "Oh God, oh God."

"Nope," Maya said. "They are men. They would not be half as good as an experienced woman."

She curled her fingers inside, finding that front wall, rubbing slow, patient strokes that made Emily's thighs tremble. Her tongue kept a relentless rhythm on Emily's clit, not too fast, not too light, just enough to drag the tension higher with every second.

Emily's hands flew down to Maya's head. Not to push her away. To hold her there. Her fingers tangled in Maya's messy hair, gripping hard enough to sting.

"Hh, do not stop," Emily whispered. "Please, do not stop."

Maya had no intention of stopping. She listened the way she listened to a laboring cow or a colicky horse, attentive to every sound, every shift. The stutter in Emily's breath when she hit just the right angle with her fingers. The broken, "ah, ah," when she flicked her tongue faster. The way Emily's hips started to move, small helpless rolls against her face.

"You are close," Maya said, pulling back just enough to speak, fingers still working inside. "You going to come for me?"

Emily nodded frantically, words dissolving into a strangled, "yes, yes, I—"

"Then let go," Maya said, and went back to her clit, sucking harder, "mmmh," tongue pressing and circling.

The orgasm hit Emily like a snap.

She cried out, "oh fuck," loud and raw, her back bowing off the bed, thighs clamping around Maya's head. Her pussy clenched hard around Maya's fingers, pulsing in sharp waves. She shook with it, every muscle gone tight, then loose.

Maya rode it out with her, easing the pressure but not pulling away until the convulsions started to fade. Then she slowed her tongue, soft little licks that made Emily twitch and whimper.

"Too much?" Maya asked, lifting her head.

Emily lay there panting, sweat beading on her chest, tears standing in her eyes.

"I did not know it could feel like that," she said, voice wrecked. "I did not know."

Maya slid her fingers out, slow, feeling the aftershocks. She wiped her hand on the sheet and crawled up Emily's body, bracing herself on her forearms so their faces were inches apart.

"That is because he never bothered to learn you," Maya said. "His loss."

Emily let out a wet laugh that turned into a sob halfway through. She reached up and cupped Maya's face, thumb brushing a smear of her own slick from Maya's mouth.

"You are a hunter," she whispered.

Maya shifted her weight, bringing one knee higher, and the movement dragged the leg of her shorts up, exposing more skin. The coyote on her thigh flashed, then higher, the edge of the raptor talons inked high on her inner thigh catching Emily's gaze.

Emily's breath hitched.

"Oh," she said.

Maya followed her line of sight and smiled.

"Yeah," Maya said. "Those. Got them for a reason."

"They look like they are grabbing you," Emily said, voice soft and awed.

"They close when my muscles flex," Maya said. "When I ride someone. When I squeeze."

Emily shivered, a fresh pulse of heat moving through her body at the image.

"You really are," Emily said. "You really are a hunter."

Maya dipped down and kissed her again, slow and deep, letting Emily taste herself on her tongue. Emily moaned into it, "mmh," hand sliding down to grip Maya's hip, pulling her closer like she wanted to be pinned there forever.

"Relax," Maya murmured against her mouth. "We are not done yet."

She rolled them, quick and smooth, until Emily ended up on top, straddling Maya's hips, her knees on either side of Maya's thighs. Emily yelped at the movement, "ah," hands flying to Maya's shoulders for balance.

"Look at you," Maya said, hands resting on Emily's bare hips. "On top of me like that."

Emily looked down at herself, at Maya beneath her, at the ink on Maya's arms bracketing her body. At the faint sheen of sweat on Maya's chest where the tank clung.

"I do not know what to do," Emily said, panic and excitement tangled in her voice.

"Good thing I do," Maya said. "You are going to learn."

She slid one hand from Emily's hip to the inside of her thigh, fingers pressing gently, encouraging Emily to rock forward. The movement dragged Emily's slick pussy along the thin cotton over Maya's lower belly, friction sharp and shocking.

Emily gasped, "oh," eyes slamming shut for a moment.

"There," Maya said. "You feel that? You can use me for that. However you want. Hunt for your own pleasure for once."

Emily opened her eyes. Something new sat there now, past the shock and the shame. A spark of greed. Of wanting.

"Show me," she said.

Maya grinned up at her, wicked and pleased.

"With pleasure," she said.
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The bedroom had gone quiet except for their breathing.

Emily lay sprawled on the sheets beside her, hair damp with sweat, chest still rising hard. The flush on her skin had started to fade, leaving her looking wrecked and soft and younger than she had on the porch. Her lips were swollen from kissing. Her thighs still trembled every few seconds, little aftershocks that made the mattress creak.

Maya lay on her back, one arm folded under her head, the other resting warm and heavy across her own belly. Her tongue still tasted like Emily, salt and slick and the edge of that first sharp orgasm. She felt good. Used in the right ways. Alive.

Emily laughed once, a short, broken sound that tipped over into a breathy, "oh God," and then she wiped at her cheeks like she had only just realized she was crying.

"I just came here to tell you how much they talk about you," she said. "How they call you names. Whore. Slut. Skank. Homewrecker."

She turned her head on the pillow to look at Maya, eyes red but clear.

"And then I did the worst thing," she said. "The absolute worst. I just handed you the ugliest secret on top of all that gossip."

Maya rolled onto her side, propped herself on an elbow so she could see Emily fully. The woman looked shaken, yes, but there was a looseness in her body now, a release that had not been there at the table.

"That was not the worst thing," Maya said. "The worst thing is staying in a bed where nobody touches you and pretending that is normal."

Emily stared at her.

"I broke my vows," she said. "I cheated."

"You walked into my house," Maya said. "He broke them first. You just decided you were done starving."

Emily flinched at that, then went still. Her gaze dropped to Maya's tattoos, the wolf on her arm, the shadow of the mountain lion under the thin tank.

"Hunting is not bad," Maya said. "Not by itself. Wanting is not bad. It only turns ugly when you lie about it, when you owe someone fidelity and sneak around anyway."

"Like he did," Emily said.

"Yeah," Maya said. "Like he did."

Emily swallowed.

"And what about you?" she asked. "All the men. All the rumors. The wives."

"I do not owe anyone fidelity," Maya said. "I take what I want from people who are old enough to choose it. I do not promise them forever. I do not sleep in their beds and call it love while I am thinking about the next body."

Emily let out a long, shaky breath. Her shoulders dropped a fraction, some old rigid line easing.

"So I am not evil for wanting this," she said. It came out half question, half plea.

"No," Maya said. "You are human for wanting this. Woman, man, whatever. Bodies want. That is what they do. You have the same right as any man in this town to enjoy sex, to enjoy being hunted and hunting back."

Emily stared at the ceiling for a moment. When she spoke again, her voice had a new edge, something steadier under the wreckage.

"So what do I do?" she asked. "Just keep sneaking around? Become another rumor they whisper about when I buy feed?"

Maya shook her head.

"You talk to him," she said. "You tell him the truth. That you want to be touched. That you are done being furniture. Maybe you two need to divorce. Maybe you need to open the marriage and see other people, clear, no lies."

Emily made a face.

"He would lose his mind," she said. "The idea of me with someone else."

"He already lived that reality," Maya said. "Only difference is, you did not know yet."

Emily winced, then nodded.

"Right," she said. "Right."

Maya watched her process it. The way her hand drifted down to rest on her own stomach, fingers splayed like she was feeling the echo of what had just happened. The way her eyes sharpened, pulling away from blind shame toward something like anger, something like clarity.

"You do not have to decide today," Maya said. "You walk out of here, you think. But do not crawl back into that house and pretend this did not happen. Do not punish yourself for wanting to be alive in your own skin."

Emily turned her head again, met Maya's eyes.

"You like your life," Emily said. "Even with all of this. The names. The looks."

Maya smiled, small and fierce.

"I love my life," she said. "I built it exactly the way I wanted it. If this town cannot handle that, I will find somewhere bigger. Harsher. Where nobody knows my name long enough to choke on it."

Emily huffed a breath that was almost a laugh.

"Of course you will," she said.

She sat up slowly, muscles protesting, and reached for her clothes at the foot of the bed. Her movements were clumsy at first, then steadier as she pulled on her panties, her jeans, her shirt. She did not button it right away, letting the fabric hang open while she found her bra.

Maya watched her, calm, amused, a little proud. The woman who had walked in rigid with moral outrage was not the same one shrugging into that button down now.

At the doorway, Emily paused and looked back. Maya lay naked in the rumpled sheets, tattoos and curves on full display, completely unbothered by her own nudity.

"Thank you," Emily said. "For... all of it."

Maya tipped her head.

"Remember what I said," she replied. "You do not owe them a dead bedroom to be a good woman."

Emily nodded once, sharp.

"I will," she said.

She buttoned the last button with sure fingers and stepped out into the hall.

Emily's truck kicked up a thin trail of dust all the way down the drive.

Maya stood on the porch and watched it shrink, sunlight flashing off the back window, engine noise fading under the buzz of cicadas in the ditch. The air was hot and still, the boards warm under her bare feet. Her body felt loose and satisfied, thighs still pleasantly sore from the way Emily had clamped down around her face, the way she had ridden out that first hard orgasm.

This was the part she liked after a good hunt. Quiet. Her own space. The knowledge that she had taken what she wanted and given more than she had promised.

Emily’s words hung in the back of her skull.

You should leave town. Not because you did anything wrong. But because they are never going to let you live free here.

Maya rolled her shoulders, felt sweat slide down her spine under the thin tank. She could already hear how this would play in the feed store and the clinic waiting room when it eventually leaked, because things always leaked. The vet on the bike. The farmers. The hands. The bonfire. The womaniser in his barn office. Now a wife.

The pattern was clear. Territory closing in, not because she was doing anything different, but because the circle around her stayed small while her appetite stayed big.

She was not ashamed. Not one inch of her. If anything, the thought made her grin, sharp and pleased. The town wanted to name her the villain in their little story. Fine. She would just take the story somewhere else.

She turned and went back inside, the screen door slapping soft behind her. The house smelled like coffee and sex and warm dust. Her phone sat on the kitchen counter where she had left it, screen dark.

She thumbed it awake and opened her calendar. Calls. Herd checks. Surgeries. All the small anchors that tied her to this patch of nowhere. All of them movable if she decided they were.

She cleared a slot three weeks out and stared at the blank space.

That would be enough time to square the books, hand off clients, sell what she did not want to haul. Enough time to say a few quiet goodbyes to the ones she actually liked. Enough time to pack her life down to what fit in saddlebags and a single duffel.

Her thumb slid out of the app and into the map. The blue line of I 40 cut across the screen, east and west, promise either way.

She traced west, following towns she knew by name only from exit signs and truck stop receipts. Bigger, harsher places. Anonymous ones. New rumors waiting to be born.

Heat curled low in her belly at the thought, the same way it did before a good call, before the first look from a man or woman who did not yet understand what they were inviting in.

She locked the phone and set it down.

"Yeah," she said to the empty kitchen. "Time to hunt somewhere else."

The decision settled in her chest clean and solid, no drag, no doubt. The territory had turned on her. So she would change territory.

She grabbed a glass, filled it with cold water from the tap, and drank deep, watching the sun burn over the pastures through the window. The bike waited in the shade of the carport, black and patient and ready.

Not today. Soon.

Soon she would roll it out, engine roaring, ink flashing in the light, and this little town and all its whispers would be nothing but another story in her rearview.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

On The Hunt
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His cock stretched her open and she loved it, the thick drag of him pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the impact punching a gasp out of her throat. Her palms pressed flat against the rough wood of the hay bale, splinters catching her skin, her jeans and underwear shoved down to mid-thigh so her ass was bare and raised high. The barn smelled like dust and animal sweat and the sharp salt musk of sex already happening.

She could see the house through the open barn door, two hundred yards across the gravel drive, every window lit warm and golden. His wife was in there making dinner. Maya had watched her move past the kitchen window ten minutes ago, apron on, completely unaware that her husband was balls deep in the vet he had been eye-fucking for six months.

The risk made her wetter.

He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, fingers digging into the soft flesh above her hipbones, and she pushed back to meet his next thrust. The slap of their bodies echoed in the quiet barn, skin on skin, wet and obscene. She fucking loved that sound.

"God, Maya," he groaned behind her, voice wrecked and breathless. "I shouldn't, we shouldn't—"

"Shut up," she said, glancing back over her shoulder at him. "You're already doing it. Stop talking and fuck me harder."

His face twisted, guilt and lust tangled so tight he couldn't separate them anymore. Early forties, fit from real work, sun-damaged skin and forearms corded with muscle. He had been circling her for months, finding excuses to call her out, lingering too long after she finished work, his eyes tracking every move she made. She had held back, let him stew in it, gave him every chance to realize what he was about to throw away. Tonight she had decided she was leaving anyway, so she might as well give him what he had been chasing all this time.

He obeyed her now because he always would have. She had known it the first time she caught him staring.

He fucked her harder.

The angle sent sparks up her spine, his cock hitting deep with every stroke, and she braced herself better against the bale, arching her back to take him exactly how she wanted. Her breasts swung beneath her tank top, nipples dragging against thin cotton, the friction sharp and sweet. She was close already, heat coiling tight low in her belly, her thighs shaking with the effort of staying upright.

"That's it," she said, breathless now, her voice rough. "Just like that, don't stop."

He made a desperate sound, half groan, half whimper, "Hh, hh," and his rhythm stuttered. One hand slid from her hip around to her front, fumbling between her legs until his fingers found her clit. She hissed when he touched her there, the pressure clumsy but good enough.

"Rub it," she told him. "Harder. Make me come on your cock."

"Jesus," he choked out, but he did it, his calloused fingers working her in tight circles while he kept thrusting, his other hand still locked on her hip like an anchor.

The barn spun at the edges. Her whole body tightened, pleasure building white-hot and inevitable, and she dropped her forehead against her forearm, biting down on her own skin to muffle the sound rising in her throat. She could feel him everywhere, inside her and on her and around her, his breath ragged against the back of her neck, his sweat dripping onto her lower back where her tank had ridden up.

"I'm gonna—" she gasped. "Fuck, I'm—"

The orgasm slammed through her like a fist. She clenched hard around him, her whole body seizing, "Ah, fuck," the sound punched out of her raw and unfiltered. Pleasure rolled through her in waves, her cunt pulsing around his cock, her thighs trembling so hard she almost collapsed against the bale.

He groaned deep when he felt her come, the sound guttural and broken, and his hips snapped forward twice more before he buried himself to the hilt and came with a choked shout. She felt him pulse inside her, hot and wet, filling her up, his fingers bruising on her hip as his whole body shook.

For a few seconds there was nothing but their breathing, harsh and ragged in the quiet barn, and the distant sound of cicadas screaming outside in the heat.

He was still inside her, softening but not gone yet, his forehead pressed between her shoulder blades like he needed the contact to stay upright. His hands gentled on her hips, almost tender now, and she could feel the shift happening in him already. The guilt creeping back in. The panic about what he had just done.

She didn't care. She felt fucking incredible.

Then the barn door slid open wider.

The scrape of metal on metal cut through the air like a blade. Maya's head snapped up and she saw her immediately, framed in the doorway with the golden light from the house behind her, a dinner bell hanging loose in one hand.

His wife.

The woman stood frozen, her face blank with shock for one long beat, eyes moving from Maya's bare ass to her husband still pressed against her back, his cock still inside her, his hands still on her hips. The tableau was unmistakable. Undeniable.

Maya felt him go rigid behind her, his breath stopping in his chest.

The wife's face shifted, shock melting into something colder and sharper. Her mouth opened, closed. The dinner bell slipped from her fingers and hit the dirt with a dull clang that rang out louder than it should have.

No one moved.

Maya held the woman's gaze, calm and steady, and watched her take it all in. The predator ink on Maya's arms and back, vivid even in the dim barn light. The way her husband was still buried inside another woman. The wet gleam on Maya's thighs. The complete lack of shame on Maya's face.

The wife's expression went hard as stone.

"Rachel," the farmer choked out behind Maya, his voice high and panicked. He pulled out of her fast, the sudden absence making her wince, and stumbled backward. She heard him fumbling with his jeans, the zipper, his belt, his hands shaking so hard the buckle rattled. "Rachel, wait, I can explain—"

"Don't," his wife said. Her voice was flat and cold, the kind of calm that meant she was already past screaming, already somewhere much worse. She looked at him for one second, then back at Maya, who was still bent over the bale with her jeans around her thighs and come starting to drip down the inside of her leg.

Maya straightened slowly, pulled up her underwear and jeans without hurry, tucking herself back together with the same efficiency she used after every fuck. She could feel both of them watching her, the farmer frozen with his shirt half-untucked and his face the color of old milk, the wife standing in the doorway like a statue carved from rage.

She zipped her jeans, fastened the button, ran her hands through her tangled hair. When she looked up, the wife was still staring at her.

"You need to leave," the wife said. Not to her husband. To Maya.

Maya held her gaze for one more beat, then nodded once. "Already going."

She walked past the farmer without looking at him, grabbed her helmet from where she'd left it by the stable door, and headed for the exit. The wife stepped aside to let her pass, her whole body vibrating with fury barely held in check.

Maya walked out into the cooling evening air, gravel crunching under her boots. Behind her she heard the farmer start to say something, his voice desperate and pleading, and then his wife's voice cutting him off, low and vicious, the words blurring together into a sound like breaking glass.

She swung her leg over the bike and settled into the seat, pulled on her helmet, thumbed the ignition. The engine roared to life, loud and satisfying, drowning out whatever was happening in that barn.

She rolled the throttle and pointed the bike toward the road, passing the lit kitchen window where she could see the wife now standing inside, arms crossed, staring out at her with a face like winter.

Maya grinned inside her helmet and opened the throttle wide.
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The feed store smelled like cracked corn and chemical fertilizer and the faint sour tang of dog food left too long in the heat. Maya pushed through the glass door with her shoulder, hands already reaching for the list in her back pocket. She needed wormer, a bottle of penicillin to restock her kit, and maybe some lead rope if they had any decent quality left.

She felt good. Better than good. Her body was loose and satisfied from last night's fuck, her thighs still a little sore in the best way. The look on that farmer's face when she had told him to fuck her harder kept replaying in her head, and she grinned every time she thought about it. The wife catching them had been a surprise, sure, but not a disaster. Just another story for the gossip mill, another reason people would talk about the vet with all the tattoos who didn't apologize for what she wanted.

She didn't care. She loved her life exactly the way it was.

The store was half full, Saturday morning crowd. A couple of older men in the back near the tack section, a woman with two kids picking through bags of chicken scratch. Maya headed for the veterinary supply aisle, boots thudding on scuffed linoleum.

Two women stood near the seed display, heads together, voices low. One of them was Sarah Holcomb, mid-forties, owned a small cattle operation east of town. The other Maya didn't recognize, younger, maybe early thirties, blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail.

Maya pulled a bottle of penicillin off the shelf and checked the expiration date. The women's voices drifted over, not quite whispers.

"I don't care how good she is with cattle," Sarah said, her tone sharp and certain. "I won't let my husband call her anymore."

The blonde woman made a small sound, agreement or shock, hard to tell.

"He can find another vet," Sarah continued. "One who keeps her hands to herself."

Maya set the bottle in the crook of her arm and reached for another, her face calm. She had heard worse. She would hear worse tomorrow, probably. The thing about small towns was they loved to talk, and the thing about Maya was she had given them plenty to say.

She walked past the women on her way to the counter. Sarah's eyes flicked to her, then away fast, her mouth tightening. The blonde stared openly for a second, gaze catching on the wolf tattoo sliding down Maya's forearm before she looked down at her shoes.

At the counter, a young woman stood with her hand on the register, early twenties, dark hair in a braid, name tag that said Becca. She looked up when Maya approached and her eyes went wide, then wider, a flush climbing her neck and spreading into her cheeks.

Maya set the supplies on the counter and met her gaze, easy and unbothered. "Morning."

"Hi," Becca said, her voice coming out a little breathless. She stared at Maya like she was trying to memorize her, gaze dropping to the ink on her arms, the way her tank top clung to her chest, the curve of her hips in worn jeans. "You're, um. You're Dr. Reyes, right?"

"That's me."

"I've heard about you," Becca said, then immediately flushed darker, like she hadn't meant to say it out loud.

Maya smiled, slow and knowing. "Yeah? Good things or bad things?"

Becca's mouth opened, closed. Her fingers fumbled with the scanner, nearly dropping it. "I don't know. Just, things."

"That's fair."

The girl rang up the supplies, her hands shaking just enough that Maya noticed. She kept stealing glances, her eyes hungry and curious and a little bit awed, like she was looking at something she wanted but didn't quite know how to name yet.

Maya pulled cash from her wallet and handed it over. Their fingers brushed in the exchange and Becca sucked in a breath, sharp and sudden.

"You okay?" Maya asked, voice mild.

"Yeah," Becca said quickly. "Yeah, I'm good. You're just, you're really—"

She stopped herself, bit her lip, looked down at the register like it might save her from finishing that sentence.

Maya took the bag and her change, leaned one hip against the counter. "I'm really what?"

Becca swallowed hard, met her eyes for half a second. "Cool," she said finally. "You seem really cool."

That was not what she had been about to say, but Maya let it slide. She could see the want written all over the girl's face, the way her pupils were blown wide, the way she kept licking her lips. Another year, another town, and Maya would have circled back after closing, would have pulled this girl into the back room or her truck and shown her exactly what all those stories were about.

But not here. Not anymore.

"Thanks," Maya said, straightening up. "You take care, Becca."

She walked out into the parking lot, the bag swinging from one hand. The sun hit her full force, bright and brutal, the heat already pressing down even though it was barely ten in the morning. She loaded the supplies into the truck bed and climbed into the cab, pulled the door shut.

Her phone buzzed in the cupholder. She picked it up and saw a text from a client she'd worked for three times in the past two months, good money, easy calls.

“Hey Doc, got to cancel next week's herd check. Found another vet closer to town. Appreciate your help before. Take care.”

Maya read it twice. The words were polite, the excuse thin. She could read between the lines easy enough. Someone had talked to him. Maybe his wife. Maybe a neighbor. Maybe he'd just heard too many stories and decided he didn't want to be part of the next one.

She set the phone down and stared out through the windshield at the feed store, the people coming and going, the dusty trucks and the sun-bleached signs. Sarah Holcomb walked out with a bag under her arm, got into her truck without looking Maya's direction.

The math clicked into place, clean and simple.

The wife from last night would talk. Sarah Holcomb was already talking. How many others were making the same calculation, weighing Maya's skill against her reputation and deciding the risk wasn't worth it?

She could fight it. Could stay and keep her head down, take only the clients who didn't care or didn't know, wait for the gossip to die down or find a new target. She could make it work if she tried hard enough.

But she didn't want to try.

She loved her life. Loved the work, loved the freedom, loved the way her body felt after a good fuck and a long ride. Loved knowing exactly who she was and what she wanted and taking it without apology. She wasn't going to shrink herself down to fit into a town that had already decided she was too much.

She could just leave. Pack up, point the bike west, find new territory where no one knew her name yet and the hunting ground was wide open.

The thought landed with the weight of certainty. No sadness. No regret. Just the clean thrill of knowing she had built this once and could build it again somewhere bigger, somewhere that wouldn't run out of space so fast.

Maya started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, turning toward home.

The farmhouse was quiet when she walked in, the kind of silence that felt temporary, like it was just waiting for her to fill it up again. Maya dropped her keys on the kitchen counter and stood there for a moment, looking around at the space she had been renting for two years. Small living room with a couch she had fucked three different people on. Kitchen table where she ate standing up more often than sitting down. Bedroom with a bed that had seen more action than sleep.

She pulled out her phone and scrolled through her contacts until she found the number for a vet two towns over, someone she had met at a supply run last year. Competent, professional, the kind of guy who would take over her client list without asking too many questions.

He picked up on the third ring.

"This is Maya Reyes," she said. "You still looking for more large animal work?"

They talked for ten minutes. She laid it out clean and simple, told him she was leaving, offered to hand off her active clients for a flat fee that was less than the list was worth but enough to make it worth his while. He asked why she was going, and she said she wanted a change of scenery. He didn't push. By the time they hung up, the deal was done.

Easy.

She walked into the bedroom and pulled her duffel from the closet, tossed it on the bed. Packing light was a skill she had learned young, back when she used to spend summers at Aunt Carmen's place and lived out of a single bag for months at a time. Clothes that layered and didn't wrinkle. Boots she could wear every day. Enough cash in an envelope to get her through a few weeks if she needed it.

The saddlebags on the bike would hold most of it. The rest she could leave behind.

She worked fast, methodical, no wasted motion. Jeans, tank tops, a couple of bras, underwear. Her good leather jacket. The toolkit she used for roadside repairs. A folder with her vet license and insurance paperwork, everything she would need to set up shop somewhere new.

There were a few things she couldn't take. A mug someone had given her with a cartoon cow on it. A blanket that had been here when she moved in and she had never bothered to replace.

She left them where they were.

Her phone sat on the bed next to the duffel. She picked it up and opened her messages, scrolled to Harlan's name. The old rancher with the mare she had saved, the one who had looked at her like she was a miracle and fucked her slow and careful in his bedroom with sunlight pouring through the window. He had been kind. He had paid her well. He deserved more than just disappearing.

"Heading out. Take care of yourself."

She hit send before she could second-guess it.

Next was Sloan, the tattoo artist in Tulsa. The woman who had put most of the ink on her body, who had fucked her on the studio couch with gloved hands and a wicked grin. That one stung a little more, not because she was in love but because Sloan had been fun in a way that didn't come with complications.

"Heading out. Thanks for everything. Keep hunting."

Send.

She thought about texting Derek, the mechanic who had kept showing up at her house like he thought they were building toward something. But he would figure it out when she didn't answer his calls. That was kinder than a goodbye that would make him think he had a chance to change her mind.

Maya zipped the duffel and carried it out to the living room, set it by the door next to her helmet. The house felt smaller already, like it knew she was leaving and had started to let her go.

She walked through each room one more time, checking for anything she might have missed. The bathroom was empty except for a half-used bottle of shampoo. The kitchen had a few dishes in the sink she didn't bother washing. The bedroom held nothing but the furniture that had come with the place.

In the living room, she pulled an envelope from her pocket and wrote a short note on the back. Keys inside. Paid through the end of the month. Thanks for the space. She left it on the counter with the house keys tucked inside.

That was it. Two years of her life packed into one bag and two saddlebags, ready to roll.

She stood in the empty living room for one long breath, letting herself feel the shape of it. No sadness. No regret. Just the clean satisfaction of knowing she had built something here, had taken what she wanted, had lived exactly the way she chose. And now she was going to do it again somewhere else, somewhere bigger, somewhere the territory wouldn't close in so fast.

She grabbed the duffel and her helmet and walked out the front door, leaving it unlocked behind her.

The bike sat in the driveway where she had left it, black and heavy and patient, chrome catching the late afternoon light. The sun hung low and orange above the horizon, the air starting to cool just enough that it didn't feel like breathing through a wet towel.

Maya strapped the duffel across the back seat and opened the saddlebags, loading in the rest of her gear with the efficiency of someone who had done this before. Toolkit on one side, clothes on the other, cash envelope tucked deep where no one could grab it at a stoplight.

She pulled on her leather jacket even though it was still warm, liking the weight of it on her shoulders, the way it made her feel armored and ready. Her tank top underneath showed the edge of the mountain lion on her back when she leaned forward to check the tire pressure. The predator animals inked into her skin seemed sharper in the golden light, wolves and foxes and coyotes prowling across her arms and legs, the talons high on her inner thigh hidden but always there.

She had chosen every one of them on purpose. Reminders of what she was. What she had decided to be after that first summer when everything cracked open and she realized she didn't have to be ashamed of what her body wanted.

Maya swung her leg over the bike and settled into the seat, the leather warm under her thighs. She pulled on her helmet, snapped the chin strap, and thumbed the ignition. The engine roared to life, loud and throaty and perfect, vibrating up through her legs and into her chest.

She sat there for a moment, hands loose on the bars, looking back at the small farmhouse one last time.

Then she rolled the throttle and pointed the bike toward the highway.

The highway opened up in front of her like a promise, flat and empty and hers. Maya leaned into the bike and opened the throttle, the engine howling beneath her, wind slamming hot against her chest and arms. The sun sat low and orange to her right, painting the pastures gold, shadows stretching long across the blacktop.

I-40 westbound. She had ridden this stretch a hundred times, knew every exit and truck stop and billboard between here and the state line. But this time felt different. This time she wasn't coming back.

The miles blurred past, fence lines and cattle and the occasional semi rolling east in the opposite lane. Her body settled into the ride, thighs gripping the bike, hands loose on the bars, letting the machine do the work while her mind drifted.

She thought about the son in the kitchen, the way he had looked at her like she was something holy and dangerous all at once, the way he had come inside her with a choked shout and then stared at her afterward like he couldn't believe it had been real.

She thought about Harlan, the old rancher, the way his weathered hands had trembled when he touched her breasts, the way he had groaned her name when she rode him slow and deliberate in his own bed.

The threesome in the machinery shed, both men sweating and desperate, her orchestrating every position, every touch, loving the power of it, the way they had both wanted to please her more than they wanted anything else.

Emily, the wife who had walked into Maya's house with a list of rumors and walked out shaking and satisfied, her whole understanding of herself rewritten in one afternoon.

And last night. The farmer bent over her in the barn, his wife's dinner bell clanging in the dirt, the look on his face when he realized what he had just lost.

Maya grinned inside her helmet.

No regret. No guilt. Just the bone-deep satisfaction of knowing she had taken exactly what she wanted, every single time, and left them all better for it. The son would remember that kitchen fuck for the rest of his life. Harlan had felt young again, even if just for an hour. Emily had finally felt what real desire looked like. The farmer had made his choice, and that was on him, not her.

She had built a life here. A good one. And now she was going to build another one somewhere the territory was wider and the hunting ground didn't run out so fast.

The thought made her laugh out loud, the sound swallowed by wind and engine noise.

She felt alive. Feral. Free in a way that made her whole body hum with anticipation.

An exit sign flashed past on the right. Truck stop, two miles. Food, fuel, showers. She wasn't hungry yet but the idea of stopping, of stretching her legs and shaking off the road dust, pulled at her.

More than that, the idea of walking into a place where no one knew her name yet, where she could be anyone, where the hunt could start fresh.

She took the exit without hesitating.

The off-ramp curved down and fed into a wide lot dominated by a massive truck stop complex, bigger than the ones she usually hit. Rows of diesel pumps stretched out under bright overhead lights just starting to flicker on in the dusk. Semis lined up in neat rows beyond the main building, chrome and paint gleaming. A diner attached to one side, neon signs in the windows promising coffee and pie and breakfast all day.

This was the kind of place where drivers coming off long hauls stopped to eat and sleep and fuel up before the next stretch. Anonymous. Transient. Perfect.

Maya rolled through the entrance and found a spot near the diner, away from the fuel islands. She backed the bike in, nose out, and killed the engine. The sudden silence felt huge after hours of wind and motor noise.

She sat there for a moment, letting her body adjust, feeling the ache in her thighs and lower back, the pleasant soreness that came from a long ride. Then she pulled off her helmet and shook her hair loose, damp and wild, sticking to her neck and forehead.

The air was cooler here, or maybe it just felt that way after being on the bike so long. She swung her leg over and stood, stretching her arms overhead, feeling her spine pop and her shoulders loosen. The leather jacket pulled tight across her back, showing the mountain lion prowling up her spine when the fabric shifted.

She hooked her helmet on the bike and walked toward the diner, boots solid on the pavement. Her body felt good, strong and loose and ready. The predator ink on her arms caught the light from the overhead floods, dark lines stark against her skin.

She pushed through the glass door and stepped into the cool blast of air conditioning, the smell of coffee and grease and pie hitting her all at once.

The diner hummed with low conversation and the clatter of dishes. Booths lined the windows, tables scattered through the middle, a long counter running the length of the back wall. Half full, mostly men, road-worn and quiet, everyone minding their own business in that unspoken highway code.

Maya did a slow scan of the room, habit and instinct, looking for what she wanted.

And there he was.

At the counter, back to her, a man sat alone with his shoulders filling the space like a wall. Massive. That was the only word for him. Broad through the chest and back, thick arms resting on the counter, hands wrapped around a coffee mug that looked small in his grip. He wore a faded gray T-shirt stretched tight across his shoulders, and even from behind she could see the solid bulk of him, the kind of strength that came from years of real work.

She watched him lift the mug to his mouth, watched the way his shoulders shifted with the movement, economical and sure.

Her pulse kicked up, steady and familiar. The first flutter of the hunt.

She crossed the diner, boots thudding soft on linoleum, and slid onto a stool three down from him. Close enough to be noticed. Far enough to make him work for it if he wanted to.

A waitress appeared, fifties, bleached hair, tired eyes. "Coffee, hon?"

"Yeah," Maya said. "And whatever pie you've got that's good."

"Cherry or apple."

"Cherry."

The waitress poured coffee into a thick ceramic mug and disappeared toward the kitchen. Maya wrapped both hands around the cup and let the heat soak into her palms. She could feel him in her peripheral vision, the sheer size of him taking up space even sitting still.

She took a sip, bitter and burnt, exactly what she expected. Perfect.

Then he turned his head, just slightly, and looked at her.

Late forties, maybe pushing fifty. Weathered face with deep lines around his eyes and mouth, the kind that came from years of sun and wind and long roads. A beard, mostly gray, trimmed close against a strong jaw. Dark eyes that didn't blink, didn't soften, just assessed her the way she was assessing him.

Their gazes locked.

For a beat neither of them moved. The air between them thickened, charged, like static before a storm.

He didn't smile. Didn't look away. Just held her stare with the calm certainty of a man who knew exactly what he was looking at and wasn't intimidated by it.

Maya felt heat flood her belly, sharp and immediate. Her nipples tightened under her tank top and leather jacket, the friction sudden and sweet. She could feel the wetness starting between her legs, that low hungry pull she knew so well.

He was dangerous. Not in a violent way, but in the way a cliff edge was dangerous. One step too close and you were falling, and part of you wanted to jump anyway.

She liked that.

The waitress reappeared with a plate of pie, set it down in front of Maya with a fork. "Need anything else?"

"I'm good," Maya said, not looking away from him.

The waitress moved on. The man turned back to his coffee, but the awareness stayed thick between them, a live wire humming in the space.

Maya picked up her fork and took a bite of pie, sweet and tart and warm. She chewed slowly, let herself settle into the moment, the diner noise fading into background hum.

After a minute, he spoke. His voice was deep, rough at the edges like gravel under tires. "That your bike out there?"

She swallowed, set down her fork. "Yeah."

"Thought so." He took a drink of his coffee, eyes still forward. "Not many women ride something that size."

"I'm not most women."

His mouth twitched, almost a smile. "I can see that."

She turned on her stool to face him fully now, one elbow on the counter, her body angled toward his. The move pulled her jacket open slightly, showing the tank top underneath, the curve of her breasts, the wolf and fox ink sliding down her forearm.

His eyes tracked the movement, slow and deliberate, taking in the tattoos, the way her body filled the clothes, the complete lack of apology in the way she sat. When his gaze came back to her face, something had shifted in it. Recognition, not of her specifically, but of what she was.

A predator looking at another predator.

"Where you headed?" she asked.

"West. Albuquerque, then Phoenix." He paused. "You?"

"Wherever the road goes."

He set his mug down, turned his body toward her. The movement made him even bigger, shoulders broad enough to block out the rest of the diner. Up close she could see the gray threaded through his beard, the way his forearms were thick with muscle and old scars, the faint pale line on his ring finger where a wedding band used to sit.

"Running from something," he said. Not a question.

"Running toward something," she corrected.

That earned her the full smile, slow and knowing and dangerous. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

The air between them crackled. Maya could feel her heart beating faster, could feel the heat spreading through her body, the way her thighs pressed together under the counter. She was wet already, slick and ready, her body responding to him the way it always did when she found what she was hunting.

He was exactly what she wanted. Big enough to break her. Old enough to know what he was doing. Calm enough that she knew he wouldn't lose his head when she pushed him.

She leaned forward slightly, closing the distance another inch. "You got plans tonight?"

His eyes darkened, pupils blown wide. "Not anymore."

Her grin was slow and wicked, the kind that promised everything and apologized for nothing. "Good."

She could see the moment he decided. The way his jaw tightened, the way his hands flexed on the counter, the way his gaze dropped to her mouth and stayed there.

"There's showers around back," he said, voice lower now, rougher. "Rooms too, if you want privacy."

"I want privacy," Maya said.

He stood, pulling cash from his wallet and dropping it on the counter. She did the same, her pie half-eaten, her coffee barely touched. None of that mattered now.

They walked out together, side by side, his bulk solid and warm beside her. The evening air hit cool and clean after the diner's recycled chill. The parking lot stretched wide and empty around them, semis lined up like sleeping animals, her bike still sitting where she'd left it.

He stopped next to a massive rig, navy blue cab with chrome detailing, the kind of truck that ate highways whole. "Give me five minutes," he said. "I'll get us a room."

Maya nodded, leaning one hip against her bike, arms crossed, watching him walk toward the main building. The way he moved, confident and unhurried, made her pulse kick higher.

She felt fucking incredible. Alive and feral and hungry in the best way. The whole ride, the whole day, the whole two years in that small town had been leading to this. New territory. New prey. No history, no gossip, no one keeping score.

Just her and the hunt and the open road ahead.

Five minutes later he came back, a key card in one hand. He jerked his head toward the side building. "This way."

She followed him, boots crunching on gravel, her body thrumming with anticipation. The room was on the ground floor, plain and clean, a bed big enough for what they were about to do.

He unlocked the door and held it open. She walked past him into the room, felt the heat of his body as she brushed his chest.

The door closed behind them with a solid click.

Maya turned to face him, her back to the bed, her heart pounding hard and fast. He stood there looking at her, his eyes dark and hungry and sure, and she could see exactly what he was thinking. What he wanted to do to her. What he was going to do to her.

She pulled off her leather jacket and let it drop to the floor. The tank top underneath clung to her chest, her nipples hard and visible through the thin fabric. She could see his breath hitch when he saw them, could see the way his hands flexed at his sides like he was holding himself back.

"Come here," she said.

He crossed the room in two strides, his hands landing on her hips, big and rough and exactly what she needed. She tilted her head back to look up at him, grinning fierce and wild, and saw the same hunger reflected in his face.

This was it. The moment before the fall. The breath before the dive.

New territory.

New prey.

Same appetite.

She grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him down to her mouth.
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