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Marilyn startled with nervous energy as an exuberant chorus of teenage male erupted from the basement where her son was entertaining friends. She stood scrubbing carrots at the kitchen sink, privately waging what had become a daily war against the domestic stasis that had already claimed her husband, Hal. She lately craved a life of constant, deliberate motion, driven by the fear that stillness invited aging, and aging meant surrendering to Hal's spiritual blandness. 

Only five years her senior, he seemed these days to live his life in grayscale. By seven p.m. most nights, he was settled deep into his leather armchair, sighing dramatically about imaginary ailments while poring over obscure literary articles on Civil War history or silent movie-era filmmaking. Their life together felt less each day like a shared journey and more like a predictable, comfortable coffin from which Marilyn's only hope of escape was her refusal to participate in the quiet decay. 

At age forty-two, Marilyn’s commanding frame stood approximately 5 feet 7 inches tall, a height often enhanced by the sleek, high stilettos she invariably wore. Her silhouette was statuesque, defined by a strikingly cinched middle section from which her hips flared generously, lending her a voluminous hourglass figure. The fullness of her C-cup bust complemented her dramatic physical contours. Her legs whispered of power, the firm, sculpted testimony to a youth spent in competitive running and tennis. These attributes conspired with a toned, smackable ass to make Marilyn an unrivaled head-turner among the mothers of her son's friends, a fact the other women acknowledged with varying degrees of envy and resentment.

Interrupting the mahogany smoke color of her perpetually tousled—or, as she called it, “artfully messy”— hair was a fierce shock of teal that began at the root line, and ran in a thick, vibrant streak along the length of the hair on her left side, effectively framing that side of her face; a bold, intentional manifesto against Hal’s thinning straw-colored hair. Marilyn’s glacial blue eyes resembled cut sapphires set in a porcelain face whose sharp, elegant features were marked by a single, dark speck of a beauty mark near the corner of a generous rosebud of a mouth. Her lips seemed tailor-made for languid, deliberate seduction. 

Marilyn’s predilection for curve-hugging clothes and her dynamic, witty demeanor were a stark contrast to Hal’s muffled existence. She attended regular “Sip and Paint” events with friends. She was into her second year of learning to read erotica in Italian. But the distraction to which she devoted the most time of all was cultivating with the dedication of a sculptor the title of “The Cool Mom” among the friends of her son Leo, a first-year student at the local university. 

Whenever his crew—fellow college freshmen Bodhi, Ethan, Jake, Dante, Ben, and Micah—visited, which was often, Marilyn received them with humor and affection that was absent among most parents interacting with their kids’ friends. She chatted them up about their pastimes and the latest parties they attended. She joked with them about which local dispensary sold the most palatable strains of weed. She made nigh-professionally curated appetizers and bought the group zero-alcohol beers (since despite all of them being above eighteen years old, none could claim legal drinking age) to enjoy during their visits. Her efforts had quickly earned Leo’s place the crown as their preferred hangout spot.

Catering to the young visitors distracted Marilyn from how profoundly empty her marriage felt, Hal's reliable but detached kindness an insufficient salve for her gnawing ache for passion and excitement. She liked having these young men around; proof of the continued existence of potent, careless youth—each a fresh reservoir of future and potential that Marilyn felt draining from her daily. Contriving reasons to be around them during their visits became for her an almost vampiric act of psychological rejuvenation. 

The change in Marilyn had been gradual; imperceptible at first, such that by the time she recognized its grip upon her, it was already an inescapable presence taken root inside her.

It started as admiration for their youth, but lately, the feeling blossoming in her chest was sharper, laced with genuine, uncomfortable curiosity. She found herself noticing the details: the clean lines of their jawbones, the way they smelled faintly of recklessness and sweat, the territory seemingly claimed in their slightest movements.

Her overtures grew to feel less maternal and more intentioned, more pointed. The desire for cordial engagement and social interaction soon bled across the boundary of a chaperone’s friendly hosting and into Marilyn needing to be needed by them. Her presence craved. Her closeness desired. 

One Saturday while their group sprawled watching a movie in the dimly lit basement, Marilyn brought down a fresh batch of cookies she’d baked. As she handed the plate to Ben, who was the closest to the stairs, his fingers brushed against hers. It was a fleeting contact, but it felt like a jolt of pure, reckless vitality. Marilyn stood there, watching them for what she knew to be a moment too long as they devoured the treats, returning their attention to the disaster unfolding on the television screen. In the humid darkness of the basement, the six young men seemed impossibly vibrant, pulsing with life. With vitality and potential. And with the capacity, with proper license, to deliver tireless sex.

Girl, stop it, a cold, rational voice in her mind screamed as she ascended the steps. They are children. They’re your son’s friends.

But a darker voice, one fueled by years of tepid marriage and a panicked grip on her fading sense of cool, whispered back, No; they are men now, their youth notwithstanding. And when they are here, you are seen. They see you.

As she ascended the stairs, she didn't know whether she was escaping them or escaping her own rationalizations, only that the staircase felt impossibly steep, and the ground she was standing on was beginning to give way.

Tonight the boys, were crowded around the table in the basement where they liked to game and play music or watch movies; sometimes all three at once. A complicated rulebook for a board game slipped off the table edge as she passed by. Marilyn, with a striking cobra’s quickness, lunged to catch it. Her hand met Bodhi's in a brief, solid clasp over the glossy paper as he dove for it at the same instant. 

The electric jolt of arousal that coursed through her as their skin made contact was instantaneous. Undeniable. Marilyn felt her face flush hot. She was slow to pull away, momentarily stunned by how visceral was this involuntary reaction. Her averted eyes couldn’t mask her expression melting into abject arousal. As she released the book and straightened, she saw Bodhi glance away with a conflicted expression that said he understood the illicit charge of the contact, and perhaps had felt things too that he knew were dangerous to ponder, much less act on. 

Then had come the chilling micro-expression that Marilyn had to wonder if she’d imagined: Had Bodhi's eyes flicked to Jake, who was leaning propped on his crossed arms into the game from the opposite side of the table? Had he noticed the sexual energy exchange between her and Bodhi, recognized her as she truly was just then? Not just the mom of the house, but a hungry woman? 

A terrifying rush flowed like cool water through her. If she
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