

BREAK ROOM CONFESSION


A HUSBAND HANDS HER TO HIS BIG BLACK COWORKER


CLAIRE ATTARD



CONTENTS

Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Epilogue



Break Room Confession

Copyright © 2026 Claire Attard

All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, businesses, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is entirely coincidental.

All characters depicted in sexual situations in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older.

This book contains sexually explicit material and is intended for adult readers (18+) only.

Cover image licensed via Depositphotos.


1




The break room at Ridgeline was the same every morning at ten. The coffee machine that never got fixed, the hum off the vending unit, the strip light that had flickered since spring and stayed unreported. Half the picking crew squeezed onto two benches that were too small for us, and the smell of the loading dock coming in through the propped door, diesel and cardboard and cold air. I'd worked that shift for six years and I could've set my watch by any of it.

I had eleven minutes left and a coffee I wasn't going to finish, and I was thumbing through my phone, barely looking, when Marcus caught my screen.

"That your wife?"

He sat across from me, big shoulders curled over a protein shake, looking at my lock screen. It was a photo of my wife from July, sitting out on the back deck with a glass of wine, laughing at something I'd said and forgotten. I'd taken it while she wasn't watching. It was the best picture I had of her.

"Yeah. That's Claire."

"She's got a proper laugh on her." He said it easily, matter-of-fact. "You can tell she means it."

I looked at the picture like it was new to me. He was right about the laugh. It was most of the reason I'd married her.

One of the lads down the bench leaned over for a look and said she was miles too good for me, and the table laughed, and Marcus told him to behave himself. My heart was thumping anyway.

"Seven years," I told him, for no good reason.

"Get away." He shook his head slowly. "You did alright there, mate."

I did alright there. I sat with my dead coffee and turned that over, and something old shifted in my chest. Because Marcus was a big man. He worked the dock, loading, and it showed on him even under a hoodie, the width of his back, the size of his hands closed round that little bottle. He'd come to Ridgeline a couple of years back and he was genuinely easy to be around, one of those blokes who'd remember your kid's name if you had one, which we didn't. His fiancée had walked out a few months earlier, after six years together, and he'd told the whole crew about it one Friday at the Anchor without a scrap of drama. He'd just laid it out and let us stand him a pint. He lived alone across town now. Everybody liked him.

And there I was, quietly picturing him with my wife.

It came on all at once, while the bad light buzzed over us. His black hands spread over her pale skin. Him huge over her, her small and soft under all that weight, taking him. My face went hot and I kept my head down over the table until the worst of it passed.

I'd carried that fantasy longer than I'd carried Claire. Years before her it already had a shape, a want I couldn't explain and didn't much like about myself. When she came along it went quiet, as I'd hoped it would. But it never really went away. It just sat there, waiting. And now it had a face on it. A real one, sitting an arm's length away, drinking a strawberry protein shake and telling me I'd done alright.

"You in Friday?" he asked, twisting the lid back on.

"Overtime. Funding the holiday. She's decided it's Portugal."

"Good for her, man." He stood, and he cleared most of us by a head going out, and clapped Dale on the shoulder as he passed, and Dale started in about a container running late, and the break was done. I turned my phone face-down on the table and went back to work.

The picture stayed stuck in the back of my head the whole afternoon while I picked orders. I clocked out at three feeling like I'd done something wrong.
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Claire got home a little after six. I heard the Corolla turn in — we shared the one car, and Thursdays she had it for her class after work — then her keys going into the bowl and her bag onto the chair, and then her voice, coming down the hall.

"Do not start me on the gutter," she said, coming through. "I saw it from the car. It's grown a plant, Greg. There is a living plant in the roof of our house."

"It's character."

"It's botany." She kissed me on her way past to the fridge, quick, hardly looking, the same kiss as every other evening. She'd come straight from the practice in her work things — the soft grey top, the dark trousers, the name badge still clipped on, CLAIRE and under it the daft little cartoon tooth that Dr. Osei made all the front-desk girls wear. She pulled her hair free of its clip and shook it out, and it fell dark and wavy past her shoulders, and she stood in the fridge light deciding against everything in there.

I watched her as I'd watched her a thousand ordinary evenings and usually spared no thought at all. She was thirty-one and pretty in an easy, girl-next-door way. Dark brown hair with a soft wave through it. Warm brown eyes that creased at the corners when she really laughed. She was on the short side, and soft in the places I liked her softest. Full, heavy tits she kept in plain good bras and made nothing of. A round arse her gym class had firmed up over the years, a small belly, a scatter of moles down one flank she hated and I loved openly. And she never seemed to realise how good she looked.

"Priya's leaving," she said into the shelves.

"The dentist?"

"The hygienist, Greg, honestly — she cleans teeth, she's not the dentist." She gave up on the cold shelves and grabbed two beers instead and jerked her head at the back door. We took them outside — the evening had turned soft, and the curry was forty minutes out anyway. The deck still held the day's heat. She dropped into the chair she'd been laughing in when I took that shot, tucked her feet up under her, and told me the entire saga — Priya and the practice manager and the rota and, of all things, a car-park space.

"So she's actually going over a parking space," I said.

"She's going over the principle of the parking space." She pointed the neck of her bottle at me. "There's a difference, and if you ever get management you'll learn it the hard way."

"I'm never getting management. I drive a forklift."

"You'd be a wonderful middle manager. You'd remember everyone's birthday and cry at the Christmas do."

The holiday came up after that, as it kept coming up lately. Portugal in September, just the two of us, nobody else's rota to bend around. She'd found an apartment online with a little tiled balcony and a slice of sea if you leaned out far enough, and for weeks now she'd been feeding my overtime into a jar on the kitchen windowsill with PORTUGAL biroed onto the lid in her appointment-book handwriting. She talked about which beach, whether we'd bother hiring a car, whether I'd finally get dragged somewhere with actual culture in it or hold out for the pool and a paperback.

"You'll last a day at the culture," I said.

"I'll last a morning, and then I'll want the pool." She laughed, and I felt a rush of love for her that tangled straight into the other thing — Marcus, the bulk of him, the picture that had followed me home from work. I sat there wanting her and wanting that at the same time, and I couldn't honestly have separated the two anymore.

She caught me staring. "What are you looking at?"

"You," I said. "Just you."

"Weirdo." But she said it fondly and stretched a bare foot across to press against my leg, and we sat there while the light went orange and the neighbour's telly started up through the fence, and I nearly said it. I had the words right there — a man at work saw your picture today, and I haven't stopped thinking about it since. Then she asked whether I wanted the peshwari or the plain naan, and I said both, obviously, and the moment passed. I told myself I'd say it some other time, and finished my beer.

We ate on the sofa. She dropped off against me before the second episode was through. I sat under the warm weight of her with the telly murmuring and her breathing slow at my side, and I let the picture back in. Him kneeling between her thighs, that soft body of hers spread open and taking a black cock that size. I went half-hard in my jeans over it — my own wife asleep on my arm, and me stiffening at the thought of somebody else having her.

I woke her at half ten with a hand in her hair and steered her up the stairs. She grumbled with her eyes shut, leaning her whole weight on me on the landing so that I had to hold her upright while she pretended to sleepwalk. She brushed her teeth half asleep. I stood in the bathroom doorway watching her in her knickers and one of my old shirts, half-hard again just looking at her, picturing a big black man bending her over the sink, and I promised myself that tonight was not the night to say it.
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It got hold of me properly later, in bed.

She turned out to have plenty left in her. She reached over, palm flat and sure on my belly and then lower, wrapping her fist round my cock before I was even fully hard, and I rolled to her already stiffening in her hand. She knew how to work me. Slow, her thumb dragging over the head, never quite enough, until I was leaking and pushing up into her grip. Her top came off over her head and I got my mouth onto her tits, big and soft and spilling to the sides as she lay back, sucked a nipple up hard until she hissed and shoved my head down her belly. I settled my mouth on her cunt. She was already wet, slick and hot on my tongue, and she swore and wound a fistful of my hair and ground herself up onto my face. I licked her open, worked her with my tongue, and she started riding my mouth, thighs clamped round my ears.

And Marcus came in on top of it. Not a thought I reached for — it just landed, the wet of her on my chin and my wife moaning under me and that big black man from the dock somewhere behind all of it, his hands, his weight, what he'd do to her, and my cock throbbed hard against the mattress. I couldn't have said which one had me that worked up. I worked two fingers up into her pussy and she was soaking, running down my knuckles, and I pressed my thumb on her clit and she bucked and grabbed my wrist to keep it there.

"That's it," she breathed. "God, right there, don't you dare stop."

"You're dripping," I said, wet to the wrist. "Christ, Claire, feel how wet you are."

"Then do something about it." Her hand found my cock again and guided it to her, blunt and certain, notching the head against her. "Come on. I want your cock in me. Now."

I pushed in and she gasped and I felt her take the whole length of me, gripping, wet, and it was good, almost too good, and half of me was still out on that loading dock. I fucked her slow and deep and she hooked her legs up high round my back and took every inch.

"You're miles away," she said, not hurt, half-laughing, breathless, her nails set into the back of my neck. "Where've you gone?"

"Right here," I lied, and drove into her harder to sell it, watching her tits jump with it, and she arched and quit asking. I braced over her and imagined, just for a second, that it wasn't me at all — that it was him fucking her like this, splitting her open while I watched. My balls drew up tight and I came, pumping into her deep with my face jammed in her neck. She went over a moment behind me, clenching hard round my cock, milking the last of the cum out of me, heels dug into my arse, saying my name into my hair.

Afterwards we lay in the tangled sheets getting our breath back. Her head was in the crook of my shoulder, her hand drifting over my stomach, tracing nothing in particular. The room was black and warm and still, and she'd gone heavy and slack against me, half asleep already.

"Claire."

"Mm."

"I have to tell you a thing, and I need you to let me get all the way to the end before you say anything back." She went still under my hand. "It's not bad. I really don't think it's bad. It's just… it's big, and I've never once said it out loud, and if I put it off now I'll bottle it forever."

"Okay." She was awake now, and careful. "You're frightening me a little, love."

"I know. Sorry." I stared up at a ceiling I couldn't make out, my heart going like I'd sprinted for a bus. "There's a thing I've had for a long time. Longer than us, which is the part I can't work out how to… it's not about you, it's not that you're not enough for me, God, you're more than…" I made myself slow down. "There's a fantasy I have. About you. About watching you with somebody else… another man. Wanting to see you with somebody bigger than me."

The silence after that seemed to go on forever. She stayed where she was, her cheek pressed to my chest, and I lay there in it, wishing I could see her face.

"And today…" I pushed on, because stopping now would have been worse. "There's a bloke at work. Marcus. He caught your photo, the lock screen, you on that chair on the deck, and he said something kind about you, nothing over the line, he's a genuinely good man, and it… it did something to me. I've carried it round all day. And it's him, Claire. Behind everything, all day, it's been him. That's the honest reason I'm telling you tonight and not some other night."

She lay very still against me. Her hand was flat over my heart, where she'd have felt how hard it was going. She didn't take it away. And she didn't say a single word.
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The alarm was set for half five and I was awake before it, lying there in the dark with my eyes open, and I heard the tap running downstairs and knew she was up too.

She was at the kitchen table when I got downstairs, in my dressing gown with the sleeves shoved back, the little lamp on over the cooker and a tea gone cold in front of her. Either she'd skipped bed altogether or she'd been up and given up on it. Her hair was in the loose knot she sleeps in and her face was scrubbed and tired, and she watched me come in and said nothing.

"You should've woke me," I said. "If you were down here on your own."

"And said what?" She got both hands round the mug. "I'd nothing ready to say."

I put the kettle on, just to be doing something with my hands. Behind me she stayed quiet while it climbed up to the boil and clicked off, and I made a coffee I didn't want and brought it over and sat down across from her, and that was when she started.

"How long. You said longer than me. I've been sitting here doing the sums and I don't much like where they land."

"I don't know exactly. Since I was a teenager. Before I'd have had a word for it."

She took it in, her thumb going slowly round the rim of the mug, round and round. The dressing gown had slid off one shoulder and she hadn't fixed it. I caught myself looking at the bare skin there, the soft top of her breast where the gown fell open, in the middle of the worst talk we'd ever had. And something low in me answered it, quietly, shameful and wrong, and I dragged my eyes back up to her face.

"So the whole time," she said. "The wedding. Both times I lost the plot thinking I might be pregnant and I wasn't. All of it, you were —"

"No. Not like that." I reached over and she let me have her hand but it lay there and didn't hold back. "It goes quiet for years. It went quiet when I met you, honest to God, I thought that was it done. It's not… Claire. It's never once been instead of you."

"Then what is it?" She looked up. "Because I lay up there half the night trying to work out what I did to put it in your head and I couldn't find it."

"You didn't do anything." That came out too fast and too hard and I made myself slow down. "That's the part I can't get you to hear. It's not a thing that's wrong with us. If anything it's… it only works because it's you. Because I'm not scared of losing you."

"That's a hell of a way to show it." She was tired under it, more than angry. She drew her hand back slowly, gentle enough, just to fold her arms across her chest, and I let it go.

"Why him?" she asked.

I'd known that one was coming and it still came out plain. "He caught your picture. That's all it honestly started as. He was decent about you, properly decent. He wasn't leering, nothing like that. And I sat there and it just… it landed on him. I can't tell you why him and not somebody off the telly I'll never meet. Because he's real, maybe. Because I have to look at him Monday."

"That's meant to make it better?"

"No. It's the honest answer, that's all."

She was quiet for a bit. Somewhere out the back the birds had started, that thin early racket before it's properly light, and the clock on the cooker said I had twenty minutes before I was due out the door, and I'd be clocking in late as it was.

"What do you actually picture?" she asked. "When you picture it. I want the real one, Greg, not the version where you go red and mumble."

So I told her. Some of it, enough — his cock, the size of him going into her, her stretched round something that big and taking it anyway, her wanting it, me right there letting it happen. I kept my eyes firmly on the table while I said it and my ears went hot. And I felt it stir on me under the table. In my own kitchen, at ten to six in the morning, her face grey and tired across from me — hard just from saying it out loud, before she'd said a thing back. I finished and she stayed where she was. She just sat with it, slowly turning her mug.

"In the room," she said.

"That part's not — I'm not asking for anything. I'm only telling you what's in my head because you asked."

"I know what I asked." She rubbed her face with both hands. "I'm not saying yes. I want that clear before you get a look on you. Nothing's decided." She stopped, and picked a crumb off the table that wasn't there, and set it down again on the wood. "But if I ever — if. Then it's not a thing I do behind your back like I'm some cheat. That much I know about myself. I couldn't do it and look at you after if it was a thing I did to you."

"It wouldn't be to me."

"You say that now."

"Claire." I waited till she looked at me. "You can stop this dead right now and I'll never say another word about it as long as I live. I mean that. Say so and it goes back in the drawer for good, and it stays there."

She held my eye a long moment.

"That's the thing, though," she murmured finally, slow. "I don't want it shut away. I want to sit with it a while and see. That's different, and don't you go making it into more than it is."

The clock ticked over and I had to move or I'd have my pay docked, and it was the daftest thing, to have the biggest conversation of our marriage and then have to break it off to go and drive a forklift. I got up and started sorting myself for the shift — boots by the back door, the hi-vis down off its hook, the kit bag that lived half-packed on the chair. She got up too and moved round the kitchen behind me, tipping her cold tea down the sink, rinsing the mug and standing it on the rack, wiping at a ring on the side that had been there since Sunday.

"I'll run you in," she said, pulling the bin bag out and knotting the top. "You'll be quicker with a lift, and I'm up anyway." She was already sorting the keys out of the bowl, and I could see she'd sooner be driving than sat in the house on her own with it. I took the bin out to the wheelie in the grey light in my socks, and when I came back in she'd filled my flask and screwed the lid on and was holding it out before I'd asked.

She dropped me at the gate at two minutes to six, the heater going and the radio low, and we both left the thing unsaid. She squeezed my knee before I got out and said we weren't done, that tonight we'd finish it, and then drove off with my flask still on the roof of the car, so I had to bang on the window till she braked, and we both laughed, and it was almost ordinary for a second. Then she was gone and I went in to clock on.
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The morning went the way every morning went, except that I knew where Marcus was every minute of it.

He was down on the dock when I took my first cage of stock past, hi-vis thrown over the hoodie, walking cases off the back of a curtain-sider two at a time like they were nothing. He lifted a hand at me without breaking his rhythm.

"Morning, mate."

"Marcus."

That was the whole of it, and it near enough did for me. Last night I'd said his name in my own bed, to Claire, in the dark, laid out what I wanted him to do to her — and here he was in the cold loading dock at ten past six, a case on his shoulder, saying morning like the world hadn't gone over in the night. He knew nothing. He'd about as much idea as the forklift did.

I watched him longer than I should have while I waited on Dale to sign a sheet off. The reach of him when he stretched up for the top row, the width across the back of the hoodie, his hands laid flat on a case that came up to my chest. And I was doing the exact thing I'd owned up to Claire about — measuring him, setting him beside her, wondering what he had on him under those work trousers and what his black cock would look like sliding into my wife. Something turned over low in my gut, hot and unwelcome. I went half-hard standing there on the cold floor like some kid, my own dick thickening uselessly against my zip over a man stacking cases, and I got my eyes down on the sheet before he caught me at it.

The shift only made it worse. I'd hoped the work would empty my head out, and it did the opposite, left too much of it going spare. Dale had me and a couple of the lads breaking down the Rotterdam load most of the morning, stacking it off onto pallets. Every time I came back out onto the floor Marcus was somewhere in my eyeline — up a ladder, on the pump truck, laughing with someone over by the shutters. I tried to keep my head down in the work, and it wandered back to him constantly, to what I'd asked Claire to picture the night before.

By the ten o'clock break I'd talked myself half sick. Marcus dropped onto the bench opposite with his shake and asked was I coming for one at the Anchor after, the lads were going, and I said not tonight, I was on overtime, the container from Rotterdam had come in late and Dale wanted it cleared before the weekend. Which was true, and was also the easiest lie I ever told, because the real answer, that I couldn't sit in a pub across a table from him with last night still in my mouth, was best kept to myself.

"Suit yourself." He knocked the bench with his knuckle as he got up. "Funding Portugal, aren't you? Say no more."

Dale kept me on it till gone six. I clocked out with my back aching and my head worse, and cadged a lift off one of the lads because Claire had the car, thinking the whole way home about the tonight she'd promised me at the gate.
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She'd cooked a proper dinner. Chops and the mash done right, the two of us at the table for once instead of the sofa. We talked around it the whole meal. Priya had handed her notice in over the car-park space, actually gone and done it, and the practice manager had folded and given her the space anyway, two days too late. "She's furious," Claire said, and there was real relish in it. "It's the happiest I've seen her in months." I asked after the gutter, and she told me the plant up there had flowered now, she'd clocked it from the step, and that we'd be charging the neighbours admission soon. It wasn't until the plates were stacked and she'd poured herself a glass of the wine she'd been keeping that she put her elbows on the table and finally fixed me with a look.

"I've been thinking about it all day," she said. "At work. In the queue at the Co-op. I could barely serve Mrs. Ellison her appointment card for turning it over." She turned the glass by its stem. "Say it happened. Say I actually did it. You'd be right there, feet away. You could actually sit and watch another man … have me. And you'd still be alright the next morning?"

"I think it'd be the opposite, if anything." I chose it carefully. "But the morning after, I can't promise you, Claire, because I've never done it. All I can give you is what I want going in."

"That's honest, at least." She took a sip and put the glass back down by her plate. "Right. If we do this — and this isn't a yes, it's an if — then there are rules, and they stand as they are. Each one final, and I mean it."

My heart started going. "Okay."

"One." She held up a finger, and I swear she'd rehearsed it, stood at the sink rehearsing it. "He wears something, every single time. Whatever's been said, however carried away anybody gets. No glove, no go. I'll be keeping myself out of Dr. Osei's waiting on test results at thirty-one."

"Done."

"Two. You're there. In the room, every time, and you watch — all of it, start to finish. The day you're off at the pub telling yourself you were somewhere else, it turns into an affair, and I'll be having an affair over my dead body. You wanted this. So you're there for it."

"That's — yeah. That's the whole point of it, for me."

"I know it is." Her jaw was set but her voice had gone softer under it. "Three. The second either of us says stop, it stops, and the other one wears it, no sulking. I say the word, you back me up in front of him first time of asking. You call it, I climb off, whatever it is, whoever's where. Either of us can pull the whole thing down at any point, and that's allowed, that's built in. That's the deal. Take it or we leave it here."

"That's the deal," I said. "God, Claire. That's exactly the deal."

She let out a long breath, like she'd been carrying the three of them up a hill. "Then I'll think it through properly. That's the whole of what I'm agreeing to tonight — thinking."

But her colour was up and her eyes had that shine, and when I came round the table she made room for me.

We went up before we'd meant to. She pulled her top off on the landing and left it there, which she never does. I was hard before we'd made the top of the stairs, hard from the talk, from the rules she'd laid down like she meant to use them one day. By the time I got the bedroom door shut behind us she had my belt open, her mouth on my neck, her hand already working me slow and tight, and she knows exactly what that does to me. I got her out of the rest of it and put my hands on her, on the heavy soft weight of her tits, thumbing her nipples till she caught her breath, and my cock was leaking against her hip before she'd even taken hold of it. Then she pushed me back onto the bed, climbed up over me, took me in her hand, and held me just short of where she wanted me.

"Ask me," she whispered, low and not quite steady. "The thing you told me last night. Ask me it again."

"You want him." I took hold of her hips. "You want Marcus. You want to know what his big black cock would feel like."

"…God." She sank down onto my cock in one slow slide and neither of us said anything for a moment. Then she started to move, and she was wet enough to take me easy, and she braced her hands flat on my chest and rode me steadily with her head dropped forward and her hair hanging round my face.

"Say it," I told her. "You can be filthy with me. There's just us in here."

"He's so much bigger than you." It came out of her in a rush, half-ashamed, and she made a small broken noise straight after like she couldn't believe she'd let it out. "Bigger everywhere. Down there. I've — I've thought about his cock, what a black cock that big would even look like, and I've thought about yours going all small next to it. How I'd even take something like that. Whether it'd even fit in me."

"Yeah?" I was hardly getting the word out, my cock jumping in her hand at the sound of her saying it. She'd kept a thing like that to herself all our marriage and it went through me like a current. "Say it. Say you want his black cock instead of mine. Say you want the big one."

"I want to find out." She said it clearer that time, no shame left in it now, rolling her hips down hard and taking me all the way, and then it stopped being talk. She rode me faster with her nails dug into me and her breath breaking up, wet and loud where we met, chasing it, and I got a hand between us and worked her clit while she fucked herself on me. She went tight all over. She came like that, upright and arched back with her mouth open on nothing, her pussy clamping down the length of me in pulses, and it finished me a second later. I held her down onto me by the hips and came hard up inside her, pumping helplessly into her while she shook, thinking even then, even coming inside my wife, of his big black cock filling her up instead.

She folded down onto my chest after, the pair of us wet through and breathing hard, and I stroked gently up and down her back, and we lay quiet a while. Then she turned her head, cheek flat over my heart.

"So ask him," she said quietly. "Your Marcus. If you're serious, you ask him."
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I'd been nursing the same pint the guts of an hour, waiting for the table to thin out, and it wouldn't.

It was the Anchor on a Friday, which meant half of Ridgeline was in, still in their work fleeces with the day coming off them in the heat and the racket. We had the long table down by the quiz machine, the usual lot. Dale had gone home to his tea. The talk was the talk it always was of a Friday, the football and whose round it was and who'd been a useless article that week, and I laughed in the right places and took in barely a word. I'd spent the whole week getting myself to this, and now I was in it I couldn't get the lads to leave.

Marcus sat across from me with a pint he was actually drinking, easy as you like, one big arm hooked over the back of the chair next to him. He'd come straight from home, not off the shift — a proper shirt on, dark, the sleeves shoved up thick forearms, and out from under the hoodie he lived in all day he looked bigger if anything, not smaller. The shoulders on him. He took up a chair and a half, and when he reached for his glass the whole table seemed to shift round the bulk of him. I kept catching myself looking and making myself stop, and a minute later I'd be at it again, clocking the breadth of his chest under the shirt, how thick his wrists were where the sleeves ended. I was quietly turning over the thing I'd chewed on for two weeks — that next to Claire he'd be bigger than me everywhere, his size the whole rotten point of it. I sat with a low ache starting up in me that I'd no business feeling in a pub full of the lads.

I'd told Claire I'd do it tonight. We'd landed on it across a long fortnight of not-quite-talking about it — I'd ask him, and if he didn't laugh me out of the pub, she'd drive over and meet him herself before she'd say another word either way. She'd been clear about that part. She wasn't agreeing to a stranger off the back of a photo on my phone. She wanted to sit across from him first, like a person, and make her own mind up. So she was at home with the keys and her phone face-up on the arm of the sofa, and I was down here failing to get rid of Kev and Little Ste.

It took another twenty minutes and two more rounds I didn't want. Kev's wife texted him and he went off grumbling, and Little Ste had a bus to catch. A couple of the others drifted over to the machine to feed it pound coins, and then it was just the two of us left at the end of a long sticky table, the Friday noise carrying on around us.

"Right," Marcus said, and stretched, and the shirt pulled across his shoulders. "One more, or are you off? You've been miles away all night, mate, I'll be honest."

That was the door, and I nearly didn't go through it. My heart had started going like it had in the break room that first morning, high and quick, and my mouth had gone dry as the beer mat.

"Can I say a thing," I said. "And you let me get to the end of it before you say owt back."

He looked at me properly then, the grin going careful. "Go on."

"It's going to sound mad." I turned my glass on the wet ring it had made. "It is mad, I've decided that already, so you don't have to be the one to tell me. But I've thought about it more than I've thought about anything, and I'd sooner say it wrong to your face than not say it."

"Greg." He set his pint down. "Spit it out, you're worrying me now."

So I said it. I kept my eyes down on the table for the worst of it, same as I had with Claire.

"You know Claire, you've seen her — that photo." I dragged in a breath. "There's a thing I'm into. Have been for years, long before her, and I've only just told her about it. It's… I like the idea of her being with another man. Me there, watching her with somebody else." I made myself look up. "And it's you, Marcus. When I finally said it out loud, the man in my head was you."

For a second he just stared. Then a laugh went out of him, short and disbelieving, and he sat back and rubbed a hand down his face.

"You're taking the piss." He said it half hopefully, waiting for it to turn into a joke.

"It's not a wind-up, mate."

"You are. This is one of Kev's daft —" He stopped, because I wasn't laughing, and the humour drained slowly out of his face. "You're not."

"I'm dead serious. I wish to God I wasn't, some days, but there it is."

He blew out a long breath and looked off across the pub, at the machine, at the lads hammering the buttons, at nothing. I let him have it. My pulse was banging in my ears and I picked my glass up just to have something to do with my hands and put it straight back down.

"Let me get this straight," he said eventually, low, leaning in so it stayed between us. "You want me to sleep with your wife."

"If she wants it. That's the whole of it, she has to want it, or none of it happens."

"And you'd be — what, down the pub? Giving us the house?"

"No." This was the part I'd rehearsed and it still came out awkward. "That's her one rule, before anything. I'm there, in the room, every time, start to finish. She won't have it any other way and neither will I. She says the second it's a thing that happens behind my back it stops being this and turns into an affair, and she's not having an affair." I heard how it sounded.

Marcus laughed again, but different this time, more breath than sound, shaking his head. "Christ, Greg." He turned his pint round a full circle on the table. "You know I like you. You and her both, and I've only met her off a phone. That's what's stopping me, from where I'm sat. I don't… I've had enough go wrong this year without being the bloke who wrecked a marriage."

"You'd not be wrecking it. You'd be the opposite, if you can get your head round that."

"I can't, particularly." But he wasn't saying no. I could see it in his face — he was turning it over, not throwing it out. He rubbed the back of his neck, big hand flat over it, and I thought of Claire doing the same thing at the kitchen table a fortnight back. "She actually knows you're asking me this, right now, tonight?"

"She's waiting on a text. That's how we set it up. I ask you, and if you don't tell me to do one, she comes down and you two meet, and after that it's her call. Not mine, not yours. Hers."

He was quiet a good while. Somewhere behind us a glass went over and somebody cheered, and the barmaid shouted something, and none of it touched the little corner we were sat in.

"She'd come down here now, tonight?"

"If I text her, yeah, she would."

"And I just say hello to your wife, knowing what I know?"

"You just say hello, that's all." I found half a smile from somewhere. "She's easy to talk to. You'll like her — everybody does, it's the problem with her."

He sat with it another moment, and then he did a thing I didn't expect — he looked almost shy, this big man who could walk a fridge off a lorry on his own, and he said, "She's really that into the idea. Of me." His fiancée had walked out on him not six months back, after the best part of six years together, and he'd stood in this same pub and told us all about it without a wobble.

"She's thought about you," I said, and left it at that, because the rest of it was Claire's to say if she wanted to, and not mine to give away.

Marcus nodded. Then he picked his pint up, drank about half of it in one go, set it down firmly, and said, "Text her, then. Before I get some sense back."

My hands weren't quite steady doing it. I sent the one word we'd agreed on — yes — and she must have been sitting right on top of the phone because the reply came before I'd got it back in my pocket. 20 mins. Don't let him leave.

"She's on her way down," I said.

"Course she is," Marcus said, and picked at the label on his bottle, and for once all night the easy dropped off him too, and I felt oddly better for it.
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She came in at twenty-five to nine with her coat still on and the car keys in her fist, and I watched her clock us from the door and get herself ready in the second it took to cross the room — chin up, game face, nothing showing.

I stood, and Marcus stood, and it undid me a little to watch it — he was so big coming up out of the chair, unfolding to his full height next to my wife, who barely came up to his shoulder. She put her hand out to shake and his went right round it, swallowed it, and she had to tip her head back to look him in the eye. The picture I'd carried round in my skull for a fortnight, the one I'd only ever had in the dark, was suddenly stood in front of me under the strip lights, shaking hands and saying nice to meet you, his big black hand right round her little white one. And my whole chest went tight and hot, and I went stiff and aching in my jeans, actually stiffened where I stood, three feet off and doing nothing but watching him touch my wife for the first time.

"Claire," she said. "Sorry, I know this is… God, hi. Sorry."

"Marcus." He was gentle with it, careful. "You want a drink? What're you having?"

"I'm driving, so." She held the keys up, an apology and an excuse both. "Something soft — a lime and soda. I'll get them —"

"You will not." He was already moving. "Sit down, both of you. Let me."

We took the corner table while he went up, the good one round the side away from the machine, and Claire slid in next to me and got a hand on my knee under the table and gripped it, hard, once, and let go. Neither of us said anything. We watched him at the bar, his broad back filling the gap where he leaned in, the shoulders, the width, one arm resting on the wood while the barmaid laughed at something he'd said. Claire let out a breath through her nose that was almost a laugh, and I throbbed for it, gone hard in my seat just watching her watch him.

"You didn't say he was that big," she said, under it.

"I did, actually."

"You said big. That's… Greg, that's not the word. Look at the size of him." She wasn't looking at me. She was looking at him. And I felt the whole thing turn over in me at once, the fear and the want and the daftness of it, my wife two feet away watching him carry three drinks back to the table one-handed, already somewhere I couldn't follow.

He set the glasses down without spilling a drop, her drink and my pint and a fresh one for himself, and folded back into the chair opposite, and for a bad few seconds nobody had a single thing to say.

Then Claire, being Claire, took charge of it the only way she knew how. She squared her glass on its beer mat, lined it up, and met his eye straight on.

"Right — I'm going to be a bit blunt, if that's alright, because I'll lose my nerve otherwise." She turned the glass a quarter-turn. "He's told you what he's after. I want to hear from you that you understand it's on my terms, not his. He talks like it's his idea, and it started as his idea, but if this happens at all it happens the way I say."

"That's fair," Marcus said. No hesitation on it. "Tell me the way you say, then."

"You're there. He's in the room the whole time, every single time." She held his eye when she said it, watching how he took it. Everything hung on what he said next. "I'm not doing anything I can't have my husband sat right there for. If that's weird for you, then it's not going to work, and we'll have a nice drink and no harm done."

I watched Marcus think about it. He didn't rush it, which I gave him credit for. "It's a bit weird," he said honestly, and Claire's mouth twitched. "But it's less weird than the other way round, if you ask me. Doing it behind his back, sneaking about — I couldn't. I'd rather he was there. At least then nobody's being lied to." He turned his own glass now, the same as she had. "And I'll say my bit. I don't do anything either of you hasn't asked for. Anybody wants to stop, we stop, no questions, no strop. I've been the bloke who got messed about. I'm not going to be the one who does it to somebody else."

Claire looked at him a while, weighing it. Then she picked up her drink and had a good long swallow, and I saw her shoulders come down half an inch.

The talk got easier after that, by degrees. It never got easy, exactly — there was a live wire running under all of it the entire evening, and every so often one of us would touch it by accident and we'd all three go quiet and then laugh at nothing. But it got warmer. She asked about his flat and he was funny about it, the echo in it, the ex having taken the good telly and left him the one that turned itself off. He asked what she did and went proper wide-eyed about the dentist's, said he'd not sat in a dentist's chair since school and had no plans to start. At one point she said something dry about me — how I'd cry at my own retirement do — and it caught him full in the chest and he laughed for real, head back. Claire looked pleased with herself, and I've loved that look on her for years, and I sat between the two of them wanting to laugh and wanting to be sick, both at once.

Last orders went while we were still there. The barmaid came round for the glasses and swept the spilled one off the next table and told us she'd not rush us but the doors were the doors, and we took the hint and got our coats.
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Outside the cold came at us after the fug of the pub, and the car park had mostly emptied, just the security light over the cellar door and a taxi idling for somebody who never came. Marcus walked us over to the Corolla with his hands in his pockets. His own car was down the far end. He'd not had much to drink, I noticed, not really — he'd been nursing it same as me, both of us too wound up to get anywhere near drunk.

"Cheers for coming down," I said, which was a daft thing to say to your own wife, and Claire snorted.

"He means you," she told Marcus.

"I know who he means." He rocked on his heels, looking at his shoes, then at her. "Listen, whatever you decide, no hard feelings if it's nothing. It was a good night either way. I've not had many of them lately."

"The flat," Claire said gently, picking up on what he'd let slip earlier — the ex, the good telly gone, the empty rooms.

"Yeah." He gave a short laugh. "It's grim, tell you the truth. You get used to a person and then the place is just… too big, too quiet, and you keep half expecting them round a corner." He caught himself, straightened up. "Sorry, that's not — you didn't come out to hear all that."

"It's alright," she said, and she meant it.

There came a moment then where nobody moved. The three of us stood by the car with the light buzzing over us, and I could feel it coming, and my mouth went dry all over again. Claire had gone still. She was looking up at him and he was looking down at her and they'd both run clean out of small talk.

And it was down to me. That was the deal, the one job any of this had left me — nothing happened that I didn't say could. So I got the words out somehow, even though my voice came out rough.

"You can, you know," I said. "If you both want to. It's alright. I'd like it, even."

Claire looked at me for a second, checking, needing it said out loud before she'd move. I nodded. And she turned back to Marcus and went up on her toes, and he brought one big hand up to the side of her face, carefully, his black fingers spread wide along her pale jaw and up into her hair. He near enough cupped the whole side of her head in his palm, and he kissed her.

I'd thought I knew what it would do to me. I'd been picturing some version of it for weeks. But the picture had never once got the scale of it right — her small against him, having to reach, one of her hands flat and tiny on his broad chest, his other arm coming round the small of her back and near enough lifting her off her heels. His black hand against her fair skin, his hands on her at last, not just in my head. It wasn't a peck. It went on, and on. Her fingers curled into his shirt. She let out a low moan into his mouth, the same sound I knew from our own bed, and something tore clean through me. Jealousy and want, so tangled I couldn't have picked them apart if you'd paid me. My face flushed hot and my cock throbbing hard in my jeans, stood there in a freezing car park watching my wife get kissed properly by a black man so much bigger than I am.

When they came apart she settled back down off her toes with her hand still flat on his chest a second, both of them breathing quickly, and Marcus looked over her head at me to check I was still standing. I gave him a nod. I didn't feel it, but I meant it.

"Right," Claire said, unsteady, and laughed at herself, and stepped back and found her keys in her coat pocket. "Right, that's — yeah. Goodnight, Marcus."

"Night." He backed off toward his end of the lot, still looking at us both, and lifted a hand. "Drive safe. Text me, or don't — whatever's right."

She drove us home. She was quiet with it, both hands on the wheel, sitting forward a little. I didn't push her. My own heart was still going and I was still half-hard from the kiss, truth be told, and I had the window down a crack for the cold air on my face. We went the back way, past the shut retail park, the orange lights sliding over her.

At the lights by the roundabout she glanced at herself in the rear-view and touched two fingers slowly to her bottom lip. Then the light changed and she drove on.

"His hands, Greg." She said it quietly, almost to herself, eyes dead ahead on the road. "When he had one cupped along my jaw like that. I could feel how big it was against my face. I've never in my life felt small like that, and I don't… I keep thinking about it, is the honest truth, and I've not even got out the car yet." She swallowed. "That's what you've done to me tonight."

She didn't say anything else until we turned into Marlow Street.

"I liked him," she said finally, to the windscreen, pulling in behind next door's van. "That's the trouble with it. I sat there tonight half hoping he'd be a wrong 'un so I could just say no and mean it." She put the handbrake on and turned the engine off and stayed put with her hands still on the wheel, not getting out. "And he's not — he's lovely. And now I've been kissed by him in a car park like a teenager, and I've got to go in and clean my teeth and get into bed next to you and lie there pretending I'm going to sleep."
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For a week after the Anchor nothing happened, and somehow that was worse than if it had.

We didn't schedule it. Neither of us really knew how you'd even go about such a thing, and I think we were both half glad of the excuse to leave it a few days and let the ground settle under us. But it sat in the house with us the whole while. It was there when she made the tea, and there when we watched the telly, and there when we went up to bed and lay side by side not quite touching, both of us awake and both of us pretending. I'd catch her looking at her phone on the arm of the sofa, exactly as she'd looked at it the night she waited on my text. I knew fine well who she was thinking about. She knew I knew. And neither of us once said his name out loud, not for the best part of a week.

Then on the Tuesday her phone went while we were eating. She looked at it, and I saw her go careful.

"It's him," she said.

I'd made a rule of it, the same one she'd made for me, and I meant to keep to it. "You don't have to show me."

"No, I want you to see it." She came round the table and perched on the arm of my chair and held the phone out flat between us. This was the only clean way to do it, we'd both decided — nothing behind anybody's back. His message sat there on her screen.

good to meet you the other night. no pressure either way, honest. but if you two ever fancied it come round mine sat and ill cook. proper food not takeaway lol.

She'd not answered him yet. She sat with her thumb hovering over the phone, reading it again, and I could feel the heat coming off her arm where it pressed against my shoulder.

"He can't cook," I said, for something to say.

"You don't know that."

"He lives on protein shakes, Claire. I've seen him have a shake for his breakfast and a shake for his dinner. The man's a shake with legs."

That got a laugh out of her and broke the worst of the tightness in the room. She typed a reply and showed me before she sent it.

ha. bold of you to promise proper food. what time?

His answer came back before she'd even put the phone down.

sevenish. dont bring owt i mean it. just yourselves x.

He'd been sitting right on top of his phone. The little x at the end sat there, and I looked at it, and felt the whole thing turn over in my gut. One letter.

"It's just an x, Greg."

"I know."

"He puts them on the group chat. He put one on when Dale's lad passed his test." She set the phone face-down on the table, gently, like it might go off. "Don't start reading things into an x."

But she was pink, and she knew I'd clocked it.
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She sorted the doctor's out on the Thursday. She'd rung the surgery on her lunch and grabbed a cancellation, and it landed at ten past four, which was no good. Thursday's her class night, so she had the car, and I was on till three and needed picking up, because the lads who'd normally drop me were on earlies. So there was ten minutes of the pair of us stood in the kitchen with the calendar app open, working out who had the Corolla when — she was off to the doctor's to go on the pill.

We'd not said out loud what it was for. She'd told me the night before, folding washing, not looking at me, that she thought she'd get herself sorted "properly, on top of the other thing... just so there's no daft scares," and I'd said that sounded sensible, and we'd left it exactly there. The rule still stood — he wore something, every single time, no argument. The pill was belt and braces on top of it, that was all. And if there was another reason it might matter one day, a reason that had me half-hard folding towels beside her, then that reason went unsaid and stayed unsaid, because it wasn't ours to have yet.

"I'll get the bus," I said. "Take the car, go to your thing. I'm not having you miss your class over my shift."

"You hate the bus."

"I can manage one bus, Claire, I'm not a child." I found her a smile. "Go and get sorted."

So she went and got sorted. She texted me from the waiting room:

smells like every dentist's ive ever hated but its not even a dentist's.

And then later, from the car, one line:

done. thats that then.

I stood at the bus stop in the cold and read thats that then about four times over. It was done now, and there'd be no undoing it. She'd gone and sorted it herself — in her lunch hour, on a Thursday, between a filling and her spin class.
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The strangest part of all of it was work.

Because it carried on. I hadn't reckoned on that. The world I'd blown a hole clean through got up the next morning and had me clocking in at six like any other morning. There was Marcus on the dock in his hi-vis, breaking down a load. And I had to go and be his mate for eight hours, like a man who hadn't sat three feet off and watched him kiss my wife in a car park.

He was good about it. Better than I'd have been. That first Monday back after the pub I'd dreaded it the whole drive in, but he clocked me coming across the yard and just lifted his chin, easy, and said, "Alright, Greg," same as any morning, and got on with his lift. He didn't make it a thing. Twice that week he caught me on my own — once by the pallet racking, once out by the bins on our break — and both times he dropped his voice and asked me plainly, "You still okay with all this? Straight answer." Not fishing, just checking. And both times I said yeah, and meant about half of it, and he took it at face value, because we'd struck a deal that I'd tell him if I wasn't.

But I'd started seeing him different, and I couldn't put it back. He'd reach up to a top shelf with his shirt come untucked, and I'd catch the width of his hands and think about them on my wife, on her tits, between her legs, and my mouth would go dry in the cold. He was a big lad. I'd always known that the way you know a workmate's big — heavy lifts, first pick for the five-a-side. He'd bend for a strap and his tracksuit bottoms would pull tight, and I'd clock the thick heavy weight of his black cock lying down his leg, right there through the fabric, and have to look off across the yard with my own dick stirring, hating myself for it. I'd think about what Claire had said driving home, how big he was, whether she could even take a black cock that size, and I'd go and find a box to scan before it showed on my face.

The Friday, we were stacking the last of a container off onto pallets, just the two of us, nobody near, and he said, not looking up from the box in his hands, "She's easy to talk to. On the phone. You weren't kidding." He set the box down square. "I keep thinking I'll say the wrong thing and she'll go off me and that'll be that. Then she says something daft back and I stop worrying about it."

"She likes you," I said, and it cost me something to say it, and I said it anyway. "She'll not tell you that herself for about a year, mind. But she does. She was different on the way home. Lighter."

He nodded and didn't push it, and we shifted the rest of the load in a quiet that wasn't awkward. We still stood shoulder to shoulder shifting boxes on a Friday like two blokes who only had work in common. Dale was twenty feet off signing a delivery note, none the wiser, wanting to know would we get the bay cleared by dinner.
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I drove us over on the Saturday so Claire could have a drink. She was quiet in the passenger seat with her coat done up and her knees together, giving me directions off her phone in a voice gone careful again. She'd had a bath and done her hair and put on the dark green top I like, with a bit of scent on. She'd said nothing about any of it, and neither had I. I'd clocked her getting ready out the corner of my eye and felt that low pull start up in me, hours before we'd even left the house.

"You alright?" I asked her at the lights.

"Ask me that one more time and I'm getting out and walking." But she reached over and found my hand on the gearstick and held it a second. "I'm fine. I feel about nineteen. Isn't that stupid?"

"It's not stupid."

"I keep telling myself it's only a bit of tea at a mate's." She let a breath go slowly. "And then I remember it isn't, and my stomach goes."

Marcus lived on the top floor of a low block the other side of the ring road. It was where he'd washed up after the engagement went under — starting again from a mattress and a kettle, he'd called it once at work, and I'd not thought much about it until I was stood in it. He buzzed us up and had the door open before we'd reached it, in a clean shirt with the sleeves down for once, and the smell coming out past him was proper cooking, onions and spice and something rich underneath.

"You said you couldn't cook," Claire said, going in.

"I said no such thing. That was your husband slandering me." He stood back to let us through, and up close in his own doorway he seemed to fill it, ducking his head out of habit under a frame he didn't quite need to duck under. "It's chilli. My mum's, near enough. I only bother when I've a reason, and I've not had a reason in a while, so you've done me a favour."

The flat was clean, and it was bare. There were squares on the walls a shade lighter than the rest, where pictures had hung and come down. There was a sofa with no matching chair to it anymore, and a cheap armchair that plainly didn't go with the sofa — bought on his own, I supposed, to fill the gap she'd left. Half his life was still in boxes stacked along the hall, labelled in a woman's handwriting that was never coming to unpack them. An old telly sat on a low unit with the standby light blinking, the picture far too small for the room.

"That the one that turns itself off?" I said, because he'd made a joke of it at the pub.

"Every forty minutes, on the dot. Cracking telly, that. I've named it." He handed Claire a glass of wine she'd not asked for, got me a beer and himself one, and we stood about in his kitchen while he stirred the pot. Claire looked slowly round at the lot of it — the bare walls, the boxes, the one good seat.

"It's a nice size, though," she said. "The room. You'd get a lot in here." She had a sip. "Once you'd... you know. Filled the holes in."

"That's a polite way of putting it." He tasted the food off the spoon and added something to it. "She had good taste, is the trouble. Took most of it with her and all. I'm working back up from nowt." He said it easily, no self-pity in it, but Claire's face did something soft, and she held his look a moment, and then busied herself with her wine.

He'd rolled his sleeves back to stir the pot, and my eye went straight to his forearms, the thick dark muscle of them working the spoon, and to Claire clocking them too. She had her eyes on the food, or made out she did, but her wine glass had gone still halfway to her mouth and her colour was up. I stood there with my beer and quietly did the sum. How much bigger he was than me everywhere. Hands and shoulders and his black cock especially, the length of it I'd clocked plainly through his tracksuit at work. My own dick started to fill up, right there in his kitchen with the pot going. At work I could turn my back on it. Here there was my wife two feet off him with her mouth gone soft, and me with a stiffie coming slowly on that I'd nowhere to hide.

We ate off our knees in the front room, because there was no table — spread across the sofa and the armchair with the wine and the beers — and the chilli was, annoyingly, very good. Claire told him so twice and he went daft about it both times. He'd put music on low, something old and easy, and it filled up the quiet in the corners, and for a stretch of an hour it was genuinely just three people getting on. He was funny about the dock and funnier about Dale. Claire got going on the surgery and the patients who lie about flossing, and Marcus laughed that whole-body laugh she'd earned out of him at the pub. I sat on the end of the sofa with my beer going warm in my hand and watched the pair of them get on.

And underneath the whole evening the other thing was there, and none of us said it. Every so often her knee would end up against his where the cushions ran out, and one of them would shift, and I'd feel it go straight through me, a hot pull low down that I'd no business feeling at a mate's table. He'd reach past her for the remote, his forearm thick and dark passing a foot from her face, and she'd carefully not look at it.

It was Claire who moved first. Not me, and not him. Her.

The talk had run down to nothing, one of those gaps that goes on a second too long, and Marcus had got up to change the music and come back and sat himself down in the middle this time, next to her, where I'd been. I'd taken the chair to give them the sofa. I'd told myself it was so I could see the both of them. And in the quiet, with him settled in beside her and neither of them quite looking at the other, Claire put her wine down carefully on the floor by her foot, and turned herself toward him, and looked up at him, and said not a word.

Marcus looked over her head at me.

"Greg." Low, and steady. "You want to say the thing, or shall I get my coat?"

My mouth had gone dry as a bone. My heart was up in my throat, where it had been in the break room that first morning, and I had to swallow before anything would come. But this was the bit that was mine to do, the only say I got in any of it, and I wasn't about to fluff it now she'd already turned to him.

"You can," I said. It came out rough. "Both of you. Go on. It's alright."

He looked at me a moment longer, making sure, and then he turned to her properly and brought her in against him with a hand at the back of her neck, and kissed her.

I'd seen him kiss her the once, out in the cold, quick with the shock of it. This was nothing like that. He took his time, slow and easy and sure of himself, and Claire folded into his side, the same as she folds into mine on the sofa, only there was so much more of him to fold into. He gathered her up nearly one-handed. She got a grip on the front of his shirt and hung on. And I heard her breathing go quick and shallow while I sat three feet off in the chair with my own pulse slamming in my ears.

Once the kiss had settled, his free hand finally started to move, and I couldn't take my eyes off it. It went down her side, over the green top, and came to rest gently on her thigh — and it covered her thigh nearly wrist to fingertip, his dark hand spread wide on the pale denim. She made a small sound and shifted under it. Then it slid up under the hem of her top, onto the bare skin of her waist, and his big black hand went flat against her white side. I'd never seen anything like it in my life. The dark of him laid over the pale of her, and my own chest tight enough to hurt. She turned her face into his neck and pushed up into his hand, wanting it higher, her breath gone ragged and short.

He broke off to put his mouth on her throat, and Claire's eyes came open and found me across the room.

She kept them on me while he worked at her neck, the same as she'd done in the car park. I nodded. My cock was aching in my jeans and my chest had gone tight as a fist, both at the once, wanting it and hating it, and I gave her the nod, and something in her face let go.

"Come here," she said, thick, to him, not to me. She got both hands into his shirt and worked it open, clumsy and quick, and pushed it back off one big shoulder. She laid her palm flat on his bare chest a moment, just holding it there on all that black skin, like she needed to know he was real. Then she pulled the green top off over her head herself, before she could think better of it, and let it fall down by her wine glass. And there was my wife in the good bra she'd chosen and said nothing about — pale and soft and full in it, up against the dark and the size of him. I honestly thought I might go off in my jeans like a kid, just from the look of the pair of them.

He was careful with her the whole way through. He kept checking — "This alright? And this?" — and every time she breathed yes, yes, and every time his eyes came to me after, and I'd nod, and only then would he carry on. He got the bra down and dragged his tongue over her nipple, and she gasped and grabbed a fistful of his hair, pushing her bare tit up into his mouth. Her nipples had gone hard, both of them, stood up dark and stiff, and I sat there aching at the sight of my wife's tits in his mouth. His hand went flat and huge low on her belly, and then lower, pressing up between her legs, right on her cunt through the denim, and she rocked against it and swore softly, her hips working, grinding herself on the heel of his palm. She was wet — I could see the shape of it, the way she moved — and my own cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, watching that broad dark hand of his work her.

And then she did the thing I'd never once got right in all the years of picturing it. She reached down and put her hand on him.

She palmed his cock through the denim, and it stopped her breath dead. Her hand pressed flat, then rubbed slow down the length of him where he lay fat and heavy along one leg of his jeans, hard already and huge with it, and I watched her try to take the measure of him with just her hand. Her mouth fell open and nothing came out. She'd known he was big. She'd gone on about it the whole way home from the Anchor, the bulge of him when he stood up. But she'd only seen it then. Now she had it under her hand, and I watched it hit her — her eyes losing their focus, her fingers spreading wide and pressing and still not near closing on him.

"God," she got out, barely. "Greg. His cock — I can't even get my hand round it. I can't, feel—" She dragged her fist up the whole thick length to the fat head of him straining at his fly, and gave a little wrecked laugh with no breath behind it. "He's massive. He's — Greg, he's twice you. More."

It came out of her half wild, and hearing it landed low in me, hot and shaming. My cock jerked hard at the shame of it. Gone wet at the end, aching so badly I pressed the heel of my hand down on myself to stand it. Twice you. More. My own wife, wet through and half-naked on his sofa, telling me plainly her hand wouldn't shut round him — and I'd never once in my life been as hard as I was right then.

"I know," I said. My voice came out strange, not mine at all. "I know."

She stared at her own hand on him like it belonged to somebody braver than she was. Then her fingers went to the button of his jeans. One more move and there'd be no stopping it. Claire half-undressed on a stranger's sofa, her hand at his fly while I watched from a chair three feet away, wound up past anything I'd ever known, sick with it, and unable to have said stop if you'd put a knife to my throat.

But it was Claire who stopped.

She got the button open, and there she went still, her hand resting on him, her forehead dropping against his shoulder. She breathed, and breathed again, and I saw her drag herself back off the edge of it by main force. When she lifted her head her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were wet at the corners, and her voice, when it came, was wrecked but certain.

"Not like this," she said. She said it to him, and then she said it to me. "Not tonight. Not on a sofa with your boxes in the hall and me half cut on your wine." She sat back off him and took her hand away, slowly, like it cost her. "I want it done right. I've thought about it too long to let it be a fumble because we all got carried away one Saturday night. When we do it, it's planned, and all three of us have walked in with our eyes open." She reached down without looking, found her top, and held it against herself. "And I want to be properly sorted first. Which I'm not, quite. Not yet."

Marcus didn't argue. He didn't push it a single inch. He just sat back and did his shirt up over that chest and nodded slowly, getting his own breathing back.

"Your call," he said. "Every bit of it. I told you that." He looked at her, and then at me, and he was gentle about it. "Whenever. Or never. I'm not going anywhere."

"I know." She got her top back on, pushed her hair off her face with both hands, and laughed shakily at herself. "I'm sorry. I'm not — that wasn't me messing you about. I stopped because I want it, not because I don't." She looked at him dead on saying it. And something in his face opened right up.

We didn't stay long after. You couldn't, really. He saw us to the door, and there was a second where nobody knew whether to shake hands or what. Claire solved it by going up on her toes and kissing him once on the cheek — chaste as anything, after everything that had just gone on — and telling him she'd text him. He said his goodnights, told me to drive safe, mate, and shut the door quietly. He'd be on his own again in that half-empty flat, with his mum's dinner going cold in the pan and the telly ready to switch itself off at him in forty minutes.
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She was lit up the whole drive home. She sat half-turned in the passenger seat watching me steer us back across the ring road, the streetlights coming and going orange over her, and she couldn't keep still.

"Don't say anything about how I stopped it," she said. "I know you're pleased I stopped it. Don't."

"I wasn't going to say a word."

"You've got a face on you."

"I've got the face of a man who just watched that," I said, "and drove off still able to work a clutch. Give me some credit."

She laughed, and then went quiet, and somewhere along the dual carriageway her hand came over and settled high on my thigh, warm through my jeans, not doing anything, just there, and I nearly put us in a hedge.

"His hands," she said again, like she had in the car park. "I keep thinking I'll get used to how big his black cock is, and I keep not getting used to it. I had it in my hand, Greg, and my fingers wouldn't close on it. My mouth's watering just saying it to you." She turned her head and looked at me in the dark. "I want to know what it feels like inside me. That's the truth of it. I've made my mind up. I need you to know it before we're back in the house, so it's not a thing we lie awake going round and round. I'm doing it. Properly, like I said. I just need a fortnight for the tablets to do their work. Then you sort us out a night, you and me and him, and I'm going to let him fuck me, and you're going to watch."

I kept my eyes on the road. My heart was going and I was still half hard and I couldn't have told you, honestly, whether the thing coming up through me was joy or dread. The two of them had got so tangled up in me by then I couldn't pull them apart.

"Two weeks," I said.

"Two weeks." She squeezed my thigh once and left her hand where it was. "You wanted this. Well. It's yours now. It's mine and all." She faced front again, calm as you like. "Now get us home. I want you tonight, and I want to say his name while you're doing it, and I don't want to have to ask you twice."


5




Claire stood at the foot of the bed in her towel with two bras laid out on the duvet and couldn't choose between them.

One was the plain black everyday thing she wore under everything. The other was the good set out of the drawer she kept for anniversaries and the odd Saturday when the mood took her, a dark wine red with a bit of lace to it, better than she ever gave it credit for. She stood over them with her wet hair hanging down her back, chewing the inside of her cheek. I sat on the end of the bed and watched her fail to decide.

"The red," I said.

"It's a lot, the red."

"It's the night, Claire. I don't reckon tonight's the one for plain."

That got a shaky half-laugh from her, though there was no weight in it. She picked the red one up and held it against herself in the mirror, turned side on, and put it down again. The tablets had been in her two weeks by then, and the wait had crawled by slowly, like a held breath, the two of us tiptoeing round the calendar and never once saying the date out loud, even after we'd fixed it with Marcus. Now the date was tonight — a Saturday, gone seven — and it sat in the room with us just like the confession had that first morning, only worse, because this time there was nothing left to work out, only the doing of it.

"He's seen me in a work fleece and a bobbly old cardi," she said, mostly to the mirror. "And now I'm stood here like it's prom." She let a breath go slowly. "Do I do my hair up or down?"

"Down." My voice came out rougher than I meant it. "You know I like it down."

"I'm not doing it for you either, am I." But she said it softly, and caught my eye in the glass as she did, checking I was okay, the same way she'd been checking me since the car park. I nodded back at her reflection. She dried her hair and left it loose, and put the red set on, and the dark green top over it because I like the green, and dark jeans. Then she did her face slowly at the dressing table while I sat behind her, useless, my hands between my knees — wanting her and dreading the clock, and hard already, aching against my zip hours early, just like the night at the flat. In a while she'd be under Marcus, taking his black cock while I watched.

"Stop watching me like that," she said, not meaning it, doing her mascara. "You'll set me off and we've to drive yet."

We didn't say much on the way over. I drove so she could have a glass if she wanted one, and she sat with her knees together and her hands in her lap, looking out the side window at the retail park going dark. Same road as before, only this time there was no talking herself down out loud, no I feel about nineteen. She'd gone somewhere quieter than that. Once, at the lights on the ring road, she reached across without looking and laid her hand flat and high on my thigh, just like coming home from the flat, and left it there till the light changed and I had to shift down.

"You can still call it," I said. "Both of us can. That's a rule too, remember."

"I know it is." She squeezed once and took her hand back to change the song on her phone. "I'm not calling it, Greg. I've been ready since the doctor's, if I'm honest. I've just been waiting for the tablets and my nerve to line up." She found something low and old and let it play. "They've lined up."

Marcus lived where he'd always lived, top floor of the low block over the far side of town, and I parked in the same spot and killed the engine, and neither of us moved for a second. A light was on behind his curtains up above us. He knew we were coming. He'd known as long as we had, and I sat there in the cooling car and thought about him up there, waiting on us with his heart going. And under that, lower and filthier, I pictured what he had up there waiting for her — that big black cock, how big he was next to me, what my wife was about to learn about the difference — and my cock gave a hard, ugly throb behind my fly.

"Right," Claire said, and undid her belt. "Before I think about it any harder."
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He had the door open before we'd reached it, same as ever. He'd made an effort with the place, though, and I clocked it the second we were through it. The boxes were gone out of the hall. He'd got a second proper chair from somewhere, an actual armchair that near enough went with the sofa, so there were three seats that matched for once. He'd hoovered. There was a bottle of decent wine breathing on the counter, not the four-quid stuff, and a couple of candles lit that he'd have felt daft buying and had bought anyway. He'd tidied his whole grim little flat up for the night, and it got to me, that did, more than I'd have thought — the trouble he'd gone to.

"You came, then," he said, and it came out with a crack of nerves under it I'd never once heard off him at work. He was in a dark shirt, clean-shaven, and he filled the doorway getting out of our road, ducking a frame he didn't need to duck under. "Sorry. Daft thing to say. Come in. There's wine, Claire, if you want it. Greg, I've beers in."

"Wine," Claire said. "Please. God, yes please."

He poured her one and got me a beer and himself one, and not one of us drank much of anything. We stood about in his front room and tried to have the ordinary version of the evening, and it wouldn't take, not tonight. The last time, the talk had come easy — the chilli and the dock and Dale, a whole hour of it before a hand got laid on anybody. Tonight all three of us knew exactly why we were stood there, and it lay over the small talk and flattened it dead. Claire asked about the new chair, and he told her where he'd got it, and then the pair of them ran clean out of anywhere to take it. Twice she looked over at me, and once he did.

It was Marcus, in the end, who couldn't stand it any longer.

"Look," he said, and set his beer down on the side, careful and deliberate, and that was the small talk over with. He looked at me, straight, not at her. "Greg. I'm not doing owt in my own front room till you tell me to. That's the deal, and I've kept to every word of it. So you're going to have to say it, mate. I'm not shifting till you do."

Claire had gone still over by the window, her wine held up against her chest in both hands, watching me. Marcus stood there, big and patient, waiting. My heart was slamming and my mouth had gone dry as dust.

"Go on," I said. It came out cracked, and I had to clear my throat and get it out again so it landed proper. "Go on, then — both of you. That's what we came for, and it's alright."

Marcus crossed the room to her. He lifted the wine glass gently out of her hands and set it carefully on the sill. Then he put both his big hands round her waist — they very near met round her, his fingers spanning right across her back — and lifted her half off her feet into him, and kissed her. She made a sound into it that I felt land in my own chest. Her arms went up round his neck and she came up clean off the floor against him, her toes barely brushing the carpet. He kissed her deeply, holding her whole weight one-armed like she came to nothing, his other hand sliding up under her top to spread flat on her spine.

I stood by the cold fireplace and watched her get kissed like that, all but carried in it, my cock throbbing so hard it was nearly pain, and I hadn't so much as touched myself.

When he set her back down she got her hands into his shirt and started on the buttons, quick and clumsy, going at it like she had on the sofa before, only now nobody there was going to stop her. She got it open and pushed it back off him, and there he was, stripped to the waist, and God, the size of the man. I'd seen him in a vest on the dock a hundred mornings and never let myself properly look, and now I looked. His chest was broad and deep and dark, a heavy slab of it; his shoulders were thick and round off years of walking cases two at a time; his arms were bigger round than her thighs. He carried a soft layer over the muscle of him, a working man's build and not a gym poser's, and it only made him look bigger, more solid, like a wall you could lean your whole weight on and never shift. Claire laid both her small pale hands flat on his chest and just held them there against all that black skin, and they looked like a child's on him.

Then she went for his belt.

She got his jeans open and dragged them down with his boxers in the one go, crouching to work them past his knees, and his black cock swung out heavy and half-hard right in front of her face. She'd had it in her hand through the denim on the sofa. She'd not once seen it. And the sight of his big black cock stopped her stone dead — her mouth falling open, nothing coming at all. She got a hand round the shaft, or she tried. Her fingers didn't come near closing, and were never going to. She gave a small shaky breath that was half a laugh at her own hand not fitting round him. His black cock lay thick and heavy across her pale palm, a fat vein running the length of it, the head flushed a deep purple, his balls hanging low and full beneath. Even soft, still half-soft, he was already bigger than I've ever been at my hardest — thicker, longer, more of it in every way — and she knew it, and I knew it, and Marcus stood there and let her weigh what she'd been missing off me all our marriage. She looked at it in her hand and then she looked up at his face.

"God, Marcus," she got out, barely there. "I don't — how am I even meant to —"

"You're not meant to do anything, baby girl." His voice had dropped right down, gone low and easy. He slid one big hand slowly into her hair, not pulling, only resting it there. "Take your time — nothing's happening fast tonight."

She took the head of his black cock into her mouth. She could manage the fat crown and not much past, her jaw stretched wide, and she worked the thick base with her hand while her tongue laved the head. Her eyes stayed up on him the entire time. I'd seen her suck me off a thousand times, never once like this — she wasn't doing it to get it done, she was doing it like a thing she'd wanted for weeks and couldn't credit she was allowed. She pushed her mouth further down and took more, and gagged on it, spit spilling down her chin and stringing off her lip, and her eyes ran over. She pulled off gasping, wiped her mouth on the back of her wrist, and went straight back down, drooling and choking, dead set on getting more of his black cock in her throat than she'd ever fit. Marcus groaned low above her and gently gathered her hair up off her face in his fist so he could watch.

"There she is," he said, thick. "Look at you gagging on it. That's it, baby girl — that greedy little mouth, choking on all that black cock and still going back down for more. Told you it was too much for you, didn't I? Take what you can, there's a good girl."

I'd wanted this longer than I'd known her, and none of that wanting got me ready for the sight of it — my Claire on her knees on his carpet, her jaw wedged open on a black cock she could barely fit, going at it like she'd never wanted anything so badly. She'd never once looked like that sucking me. She'd never had to work like that for me, never gagged on me, never had her whole hand stretched round something too big to hold — because there'd never been enough of me to make her. The jealousy and the want were so wound into each other I couldn't have told you where the one stopped, and under both of them, filthy and low, sat the plain fact that she was on her knees for him because he had what I didn't. I got my own hand down over the front of my jeans, just for the ache of it, my little white cock small and hard and useless in there, and watched.
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He brought her up off her knees. He walked her the couple of steps back to the sofa, unhurried, stripping the last of her clothes off as they went. The green top came up over her head, her jeans down, Claire kicking free of them, until she was down to the red set she'd stood dithering over earlier — and then out of that too. He got the bra off her one-handed and dropped it, and she stood there in front of us both with nothing on at all, flushed pink from the chest up, and let him look, and let me look. Then he laid her back onto the sofa cushions and knelt between her knees, and his big dark hands went up her pale thighs and pushed them wide open, and he looked up the length of her first.

"This okay?" he asked her.

"Yes." Barely a word in it. "God, yes, please —"

He put his mouth on her.

I'd sat down in the new armchair without deciding to, three feet off, close enough to see everything, and I saw everything. He ate her slowly and patiently. His broad shoulders wedged her thighs wide and his big black hands spread flat on the pale of her belly, holding her open, while his tongue worked up and down her wet pussy and his lips drew hard on her clit. He pushed two thick fingers into her as he sucked, and she bucked. Her back came up off the cushions. She got one hand buried in his hair and flung the other out to grip the sofa arm, and she started making the low broken sounds I knew from our own bed, only louder now, less careful, like she'd stopped minding who heard them. Her thighs shook round his head. Every little while, without lifting his mouth off her, he'd cut his eyes sideways at me in the chair, checking, and I'd nod, and he'd carry on.

She came against his mouth with her heels dug into his back and my name — not his — tearing loose from her, "Greg, oh God, Greg," her eyes screwed shut, her whole body pulled tight as a wire and then breaking, shaking. I sat there aching and undone, and stupidly, helplessly proud of her — that it was my name she said going over the edge on his tongue.

Marcus sat back on his heels and wiped his mouth with the flat of his hand, looking down at her sprawled and panting and wrecked on his sofa. Then he reached over to the arm, where he'd left a condom sitting ready in its wrapper. He'd not forgotten the rule. He tore it open and rolled it down over himself, which took some doing, and the whole night rose in my throat as I saw him do it.

He came up over her and hooked a hand under one of her knees, pushing it up and open. He took that black cock in his other hand and ran the fat head of it slowly up and down through her, nudging her open, notching it against her hole. Her breathing went to pieces just watching it — watching that thick black cock drag through her pink, wet pussy, parting her, smearing her own wetness up her belly. It looked too big to go in her at all. Then he pushed, slow, and the crown of him pressed into her, her pussy starting to stretch around it, and her whole face changed.

"Oh —" She grabbed his forearm. "Oh, oh, that's — wait, wait, that's a lot, that's —"

"I know, baby girl, I know. Big, isn't it? Tight little white pussy like yours needs a minute. Breathe for me." He held dead still, only the swollen head of him inside her, his jaw set hard with holding himself back. "You take my black cock as slow as you need. Nice and slow. You tell me — not till you say."

She breathed, slow and unsteady. I watched her stretch around the first of him, her hand gone white-knuckled on his arm. She gave a tiny nod, and he pushed again, another slow inch, and she cried out sharply and took it. Bit by bit he fed himself into her, stopping dead every time she tensed, easing on when she loosened. I was down off the chair and onto my knees on the carpet beside them without knowing I'd moved. In close now, watching his black cock disappear slowly into her pink pussy an inch at a time, her lips stretched pale and thin around the girth of him. I'd never seen the like of it. Half of him, then more than half, her pussy swallowing his black cock inch by inch. Her eyes were rolling back and her mouth had come open on sounds that had stopped being words.

"There, that's it," Marcus breathed. "You've near enough got all of me now, baby girl. Look at you, stretched right round my big black cock. Taking every inch. You alright?"

"Don't stop." She could hardly get it out. "Don't you dare stop — I'm fine, I'm fine, just fuck me, please, fuck me with it —"

I was down beside them close enough to touch and didn't touch, watching him work himself into her, watching her body take a black cock that made mine look like a joke, like something she'd been settling for. She was full in a way I'd never once managed in all our marriage. I was rock hard and leaking against the front of my denim just from kneeling there watching him give my wife what I couldn't, and I heard myself say it, rough, not like me at all: "Is it better? Tell me. Tell me how much bigger his black cock is."

"It's — God, it's so deep, Greg." She turned her head and found me right there, and something in her face gave way with relief at me being close. "He's so much thicker, Greg. I can feel all of him. He's deeper than you've ever got, oh God, I didn't know it could feel like — oh —"

He started to fuck her then, long slow strokes, drawing that black cock most of the way out and driving it back to the root, and every stroke rocked her up the cushions and dragged a fresh sound loose from her. I could see the wet of her shining on his shaft each time he pulled back, thick and slick down the whole dark length of him. He kept it gentle a good while, reading her face. And when her sounds turned off that pained edge into something greedier he gave her more, harder, fucking her properly now, his hips slamming home and his heavy balls slapping against her arse. Her legs came up round him as far as they'd reach, and she started shoving her pussy up to meet every thrust, chasing it, gone somewhere well past shy.

And then she flattened both hands on his chest and shoved, and gasped, "Stop — wait, stop a sec —" and Marcus went still on the instant, braced up on his arms over her, the worry jumping into his face.

"You okay? We can stop, we don't have to —"

"No. God, no, I don't want to stop." She was breathing hard, staring up at him, and then her eyes came round to me, and I watched a decision come up in her and land. "Take it off — the condom. I want it off."

The room went quiet, and Marcus didn't move a muscle.

"Claire." My voice came out strange. "That's your rule. You're the one who set it."

"I know I set it." She held my eye and didn't blink. "I went on the pill three weeks ago and never once told you properly what for, and you never asked, and we both know exactly why. I did it for tonight. I want to feel him. Him, not a bit of rubber." Her voice cracked but she wouldn't look away from me. "Is that alright? I need it to be okay with you first."

I ought to have felt something complicated. All I felt was want, huge and plain and simple, drowning out the small sensible voice that said the glove had been there for a reason.

"Take it off," I said to him, hoarse with it. "She wants it. It's fine. Go on."

Marcus reached down and rolled the condom off his black cock and dropped it over the side of the sofa, and God help me, I was glad it was gone. He lined the bare head up against her wet pussy and pushed home, skin to skin, sinking into her raw and slick with nothing on him now. And the sound Claire made when she felt him bare in her for the first time, nothing at all left between them — I'll hear it the rest of my life.

"Oh — oh, that's so different," she sobbed. "Oh my God, there's all of him now, skin on skin, nothing — Greg, there's nothing between us —"

"I know, love, I know." I had her hand, and she was crushing mine, and I let her. "I'm right here — I've got you. Let him feel you bare."

Marcus swore softly and dropped his forehead to hers. "Christ, she's so fucking wet," he breathed, half to himself. "No rubber, just her — you feel that, Greg? Feel how wet your wife gets on my bare black cock."

He fucked her bare then, and it was a rawer thing to watch — his cock driving steadily into her with nothing left between, the wet slap of it filling the little candlelit room. Then he sat back and brought her up with him, lifting her easily, and settled her down astride his lap with that big black cock still buried in her. Her own weight drove her right down onto it, and she wailed helplessly at how deep it went that way. She got her arms round his neck and her forehead against his, and began to ride him slowly. Working her pussy down his black cock to the root and then a bit more, greedy for it, while his big hands held her by the hips and lifted her and let her drop. I stayed down on the floor and watched my wife ride him in his lap, taking his black cock deeper than she'd ever taken mine, her body shaking with it.

"That's it," Marcus said, low against her throat, his hands guiding her down onto him. "Ride that big black cock, baby girl. Take every inch of it. Show your husband how his wife fucks a real black cock."

"I love it," Claire gasped, past all her softeners now. "God, I love how big it is, the way it stretches me open. I've never been so full, never —"

"You love his cock, don't you?" I got out, kneeling there wrecked, needing to hear her say it. "Say it. Say it's better than mine. Say you love that black cock."

She rolled her head toward me, honest and gone. "I love it, Greg — I love his black cock, I love the size of it. It's so much bigger than yours, it's not even close. I've never been fucked like this and I don't ever want him to stop."

She reached out for me then, blind, one hand groping the air till it found my shoulder, and pulled at me desperately. "Come here. Greg. Come here, I want you where I can —" and I shuffled in close on my knees right up against them. She turned her head off Marcus's shoulder and kissed me hungrily, deep and messy and out of time, riding him the whole while, moaning softly into my mouth every time she came down. My own wife, kissing me with him buried in her to the root. I'd carried that exact picture round in the dark half my life, and it had never once been a fraction of this.

"I'm close," Marcus said, low, into her hair. His hands tightened on her hips and he started dragging her down onto himself faster, harder, his black cock driving up into her. "Claire. Tell me where you want it. Your call — I'll pull out and finish on you if you —"

"No —" She got a fistful of his hair. "I want it in me, I want you to come in me, that's the whole point, don't you dare pull out —"

"Do it," I heard myself say, right there beside them, gone wild with it. "Breed her. Go on — empty your balls in her, fill my wife up with it, give her every drop."

And I couldn't tell you which of us tipped him over. She slammed her pussy down onto that black cock one last time and ground herself there, and he took her by the hips and dragged her down hard and held her and came. I watched his whole big body lock up and shudder, watched him pump his cum into her bare, his head going back and a long groan tearing up out of him. Claire held herself down onto every pulse of his cock, grinding it into herself, taking every last drop. She was gasping raggedly, "Yes — yes — oh God, I can feel it, I can feel you coming in me, right up inside me —"

When she finally lifted off him, her legs had gone to water. His black cock slipped free of her slowly, softening and slick and shining, and she half fell sideways onto the cushions with her legs still open, wrecked, laughing a shaky little laugh at nothing. And then I saw it: his cum, thick and white, welling up out of her gaping, stretched-open pussy and sliding down toward her arse. More than I've ever made in my life, a proper load of it, too much to stay inside her. I knelt there and looked at his spunk running down my wife's used cunt, and instead of the sick I'd braced for, all I felt was hunger for it. I was over her, between her open legs, before I'd decided a single thing about it.

"Greg —" she started, and then, "oh — oh, yeah —"

Because I'd shoved my cock into her, bare — straight into the slick warm mess of it, into everything he'd just pumped up her. She was so loose and open after him that I barely felt the sides of her, stretched wide and slick where he'd so recently been, and it should have shamed me and it didn't. It was the filthiest thing I'd ever done and I loved it — sliding into my own wife's sloppy, ruined cunt with another man's cum coating my cock, his spunk squelching between us with every stroke. Claire got her arms round me and held on and told me, over and over into my ear, that she loved me, while I fucked her in his mess and lapped up his leavings. I didn't last, and I was never going to. A dozen strokes into that heat and I was spilling too, pumping my own cum in on top of his, the two of us mixed up together deep inside her now, and I dropped my face into her shoulder and shook.

We lay there tangled and spent, all three of us, in the candlelight, our breathing loud in the quiet. Nobody said a word for a while. Then Marcus reached over and put a hand, gently, on the back of her head where it rested against my neck, and stroked her hair once, and said it low.

"You two alright?"
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"Yeah," Claire said into my neck, muffled, and gave a wrung-out little laugh. "God. Yeah. I think so."

He got up off the sofa, and there was something strange in watching him turn back into just Marcus, pulling his boxers on and padding off quietly through to the kitchen. He came back with a glass of water and a clean tea towel warm off the radiator, and crouched down by her, and gave her the water first, a hand flat on her back while she drank. Then he cleaned her up himself with the warm towel, gently, carefully, wiping the mess of us both off the inside of her thighs while she lay there and let him.

"There," he said. "You're okay now. Get the rest of that water down you."

He fetched her clothes over folded, and passed me the beer I'd never touched, warm now, and I drank it anyway because my mouth had gone to sand. And then we three had to work out how to be ordinary people again in a candlelit front room, which was the one part of the evening that nobody had thought to plan.

"I honestly don't know what you say," Claire said in the end, and laughed at herself.

"Not that I've ever heard." Marcus rubbed the back of his neck, sat in his new chair with his shirt on and not done up. "'Cheers for coming' feels a bit —"

"A bit much, yeah." She smiled at him, tired and soft. "Well — thank you. For all of it. You looked after me."

"'Course I did." He said it like it was the simplest thing in the world, and looked away when he said it.

He walked us down to the car in his shirt and no coat against the cold. At the bottom of the stairwell he stood about a second longer than he needed to before he pulled the door open for us. We'd drive off home to each other, and he'd go back up on his own to blow the candles out, into a flat that still smelled of my wife.

"You'll be alright?" Claire asked him, and she meant it, and he heard that she did.

"Me? Always." He gave her the easy grin, but it didn't get the whole way up his face. "Go on, text me you got home safe." He looked down at his shoes. "Or don't — whatever feels —"

"I'll text you, Marcus," Claire said, gently.

She sat close to me on the way back, not turned off toward the far window like the last time, her hand resting on my leg and staying still for once. The orange lights slid over us and neither of us tried to talk. Somewhere along the ring road she lifted my hand off the gearstick and held it in both of hers in her lap. She turned it over, pressing her thumb slowly into the middle of my palm, and I left it there and drove us home one-handed.

We didn't do much once we were in. Cleaned our teeth at the sink, not talking, catching each other in the mirror and half-smiling and glancing off, and got into our own bed. And in the dark, with her back against my chest and my arm over her and the whole enormous night finally behind us, the fear I'd been holding off since the break room came up in me at last.

"Claire." My mouth was in her hair. "We're still us, aren't we? Tell me we're still us."

She was quiet a second. Then she found my hand under the covers and dragged my arm tighter round her.

"We're more us than we were this morning," she said. "You daft man. I've never in my life felt closer to you than I did tonight, watching you let me have that. You gave me it. Nobody else would have. That doesn't pull two people apart, Greg." She pressed her lips to my knuckles.

I held onto her and felt the knotted mess of the whole night begin, slowly, to come loose.

And then, sleepy, half gone, almost to herself, she said it.

"I kept telling myself it was for you. All the way there tonight — I'm doing this for Greg. And it was, at the start." Her breathing had gone slow and heavy. "And then somewhere in the middle of it, it stopped being for you. It was just mine. I wanted it for me." She went quiet so long I thought she'd dropped off. "I'm going to want it again. I need you to know that before I'm asleep, so it doesn't come as a shock in the morning. This isn't a one-off, love. Not for me."

I lay awake a long while after she'd dropped off into a deep, even sleep, my arm gone dead under her, the two of us still sticky with him where we were pressed together, and I let myself feel every bit of it. I'd wanted this for as long as I'd been married to her, and now I'd had it, and there was no undoing it. It wasn't only mine to give anymore either. She'd told me so herself, half asleep, and lying there in the dark with her cum-warm and heavy against me I knew she was right, and I knew I wanted it as much as she did.


6




Claire had the next one sorted before I'd even clocked she was thinking about it.

It was the Wednesday after, an ordinary one, the pair of us on the sofa with the telly down low and neither of us watching it. She'd had her phone in her hand all evening like she always did, and I'd long since stopped noticing what she got up to on it. Then she set it face-down on the arm of the sofa and said, not looking round at me, "Saturday. I've spoken to Marcus. He's coming here."

I muted the telly. "Here."

"Here." She picked a bit of bobble off the blanket over our knees and rolled it slowly between her finger and thumb. "I'm not driving over to that flat again and sitting in it like I've been sent for. If we're doing this, we're doing it in our own house. In our own bed, where I'm comfortable and I know where the towels are." She flicked the bobble off into the dark of the room. "I've told him half seven. You're on the early one, so you'll be home and showered in plenty of time."

She turned the phone round and held it up so I could read it. The message she'd sent him that afternoon, while I was still on shift, not one word of it run past me first.

sat? ours this time half 7 greg's on earlies so he'll be about x

And his, under it: yeah course you sure greg's ok with it

And hers, straight back, no gap: he will be, leave greg to me x

Leave greg to me. I read it twice. Two weeks back I'd been the one on my knees on his carpet croaking go on, then, giving the permission out like it was mine to give, the only say I got in any of it. And here she was handing me my own lines back, sorting it over my head of a Wednesday teatime and telling me after. I ought to have minded more than I did. What I actually felt, sat there with her phone lit up in my face, was my heart going and my mouth going dry and the front of my joggers getting tight. She'd never once in all our marriage been this certain about anything. And it turned out certain was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen on her.

"Alright," I said.

"I know it's alright." She took the phone back and put it away, and there was a small pleased set to her mouth she didn't quite let out. "Come here and put your cold feet somewhere else."

I shifted down the sofa and she put her feet in my lap, and we watched the rest of whatever it was without taking a word of it in, and neither of us mentioned it again all week.

[image: ]


He came at half seven on the dot, which was Marcus all over. I'd watched him out the front window, coming up the path in a clean shirt with a bottle of wine held down at his side, like he wasn't sure he should have brought it. I got the door before he could knock and stop it being ordinary.

"Evening," he said. "Brought this. Didn't know if you're supposed to or not."

"You're supposed to." I took it off him. He wiped his feet carefully on the mat, a long time about it.

Claire came through from the kitchen, and she wasn't the woman who'd stood shaking over two bras the last time. She had the green top on and her hair down because she wanted it down, and she went straight up to him and up onto her toes and kissed him lightly on the mouth in her own hallway, easy, like a hello.

"You found it okay, then," she said.

"Your directions were spot on." He was looking at her like he'd not let himself look at the door. "You look..." He gave up on finishing it and just looked.

"I know." She took his hand. "Come up. Greg, bring the wine and the glasses."

And that was me told. Up we went, all three of us, up my own stairs to my own room, me last with the bottle and three glasses pinched by the stems in one hand.

She'd sorted the room while I was on shift. The bed was done with the good sheets we saved for nothing in particular, and she'd drawn the curtains and put the little lamp on instead of the big light, and she'd folded a clean towel onto the far side that she'd have thought of and I never would. She'd made it nice. She'd made our bedroom nice for him to have her in, and I stood in the doorway of it holding three wine glasses and felt the whole thing tip over into real.

"Sit down, love." She nodded at the chair in the corner, the one that usually had my work stuff slung over it. She'd cleared it and cleared me a spot to sit. "There. Where you can see it all."

I sat where I was put.

Marcus didn't wait to be told twice this time. There was none of the standing about there'd been at his flat, none of him going over the deal again, none of him waiting on my word. He knew it now. He'd had it once, and Claire had brought him into her own house to have it again. He calmly set his wine down without drinking any of it, took her face in one big black hand, and kissed her, deep and unhurried, walking her back toward the bed as he did. She went with him step for step.

He stripped her standing at the foot of it, unhurried but not asking. He peeled the green top up over her head and reached round to get her bra off deftly, one-handed, while she worked his shirt buttons. And this time she didn't stop to marvel at how big he was or try her hand round him like she had on his sofa. She knew what she'd got now. She pressed herself up against all that dark bulk of his chest, her little pale hands flat on him, and kissed him hungrily. He let her have a minute of that, and then he firmly took charge of it.

"On the bed," he said against her mouth, low and easy. "On your front, baby girl. I want that little white pussy from behind."

And she went. My Claire got straight up onto our bed on her hands and knees with her arse lifted and her legs spread, and did it quickly, wanting to. Her tits hung heavy underneath her, the nipples gone tight and hard, and her cunt was already wet and open and dripping between the pale cheeks of her arse, and she wasn't shy about showing it to him now. Marcus knelt up behind her, and the size of him kneeling over her like that, dark against her pale skin and the white of the clean sheets, near enough filled the whole width of the bed. His black cock stood up thick and heavy off him, bigger than mine has ever been, and I sat there and looked at it and knew exactly what she was about to take. He ran one big hand down the dip of her spine, from her nape to the base of her, and laid it flat and black across the small of her back, where his palm covered her very near side to side.

He didn't go slow like he had the first time. He'd been careful of her that first night, because she'd never had him. She'd had him now. He took that big black cock in his fist and rubbed the fat head of it up and down through her soaked cunt, once, twice, dragging it over her clit till she moaned, wet enough already that it glistened on him in the lamplight. Then he pushed into her, one long steady shove, the whole thick black length of him, right to the root. It was more cock than I'd ever put in her, going into my wife in one go. I watched her pussy stretch wide round the black girth of him. I watched her whole body shudder as he sank in and filled her right up. And she took it. She took every inch of him this time, and cried out helpless into the bed and shoved her arse straight back onto him, greedy for it, wanting the rest.

"There it is," he said, seated all the way in her, gone still a second to feel her round him. "Every inch. Took the whole of my black cock like a good girl. You couldn't manage that a fortnight ago."

"I know." She could barely get it out. "God, I know, I can feel you right up in my belly, you're so fucking big..."

"Bigger than him," Marcus said, easy, sure of it, and rolled his hips slow so she felt every bit of it move inside her. "Say it."

"Bigger than him," she gasped. "So much bigger, God..."

Then he got both hands round her hips, his fingers spreading over the front of them and near meeting at her middle. He started to fuck her in earnest now, setting his own pace, harder than anything he'd done over there. He hauled her bodily back onto that black cock every time he drove into her. Her tits swung underneath her with the force of it, and the wet slap of him going balls-deep in her filled the room, his heavy sac swinging up against her clit each time. I could see her stretched tight round the thickness of him each time he drove in. Her cunt clung to his black cock as he dragged it back and swallowed it again as he shoved it home, wetter each time, running slick down the inside of her thighs. Our bed knocked its headboard against the wall like it did on our own nights, only harder, faster, a sound I'd made a hundred times and never once dragged the noises out of her that he was dragging now. Claire had her face gone sideways on the pillow and her mouth wide open, moaning like a whore on every stroke, and she was not being quiet, and she was not saying my name.

"That's it," Marcus breathed, calm as anything, watching himself slide in and out. "Take that big black cock. Every fucking inch. Greedy little slut for it now, aren't you. This is what you came home for, isn't it?"

"Yes," she gasped into the pillow. "Oh fuck, yes, don't stop, don't you dare stop, fuck me..."

I sat in the corner with a glass of wine going warm in my hand, and watched that big black man fuck my wife into our own mattress. This was the part I'd not been ready for, the part all those years of picturing it had never touched. Over at his place I'd been down on the floor with them, in it, close enough to hold her hand, and she'd reached for me and said my name going over the edge. Here she'd sat me down off to the side, and she'd not looked round at me the once. She was miles off, somewhere he'd taken her that I couldn't follow, her eyes screwed shut and her fists knotted in the sheets, and I was a bloke on a chair in his own bedroom holding the drinks nobody wanted.

And I watched that big black cock working in and out of her, wet and shining with her, and I saw how far up inside her it got and how she took all of it and still shoved back for more. I'd had my whole married life in that pussy, and I'd never once been as deep in her as he was now. My own cock had done her fine for seven years. Next to what she was taking off him it was a joke, and she knew it, and so did I. It had never put that look on her face — never had her moaning like this, never got her that wet or that loud or that far gone, because there'd never been enough of me to manage it. He had what I didn't and never would, and my wife was up on her knees taking every inch of it in front of me and loving it. I'd asked for this out loud, on my knees. It had handed me exactly what I wanted, and a fair bit more besides. And now I sat off to the side in a hard chair with my little white cock straining useless in my joggers, no good to her or anybody, watching her find out plainly what she'd been settling for all the years she'd had me.

He fucked her like that a long while, deep and hard and unhurried, till the sounds she made climbed and cracked. Her pussy was a mess round him now, slick and swollen and gripping at every inch, her clit stood out red and aching where his hand had been at it. Then he drew nearly the whole length out and made her wait, deliberately, holding her open and empty on just the fat crown of him while she pushed her arse back trying to swallow him again and couldn't. He only fed it back to her when she begged.

"Please," she sobbed against the pillow. "Please, put it back in me, I need that black cock, give it me, don't make me beg for it..."

"I know what you need." He gave it her, one hard shove deep, and she wailed. "Go on. Tell him. Tell your husband what you need that he can't give you."

And she turned her head then and found me at last, her eyes half rolled back, and said it straight at me, wrecked and honest. "I need his cock, Greg — his big black cock. It's so deep in me, it's places you've never been, and I need it so fucking bad."

"I know." My voice came out thick and not like mine. "Let him give it you. Go on, love."

He hauled her up off her hands then, back onto her knees with her spine flush against his chest, his black cock still buried in her. He got one big arm right across her chest and belly, his hand spread easily over her throat and jaw, not gripping, only holding her there against him. His other hand went down between her legs to work her clit steadily while he fucked up into her from below, and she rode it, speared on him, split open, taken. She came like that, pinned upright on his black cock, and I watched every second of it. Her whole body pulled tight and started to shake. Her mouth dropped open on no sound at all, her hand flying back to grab a desperate fistful of his hair. Her cunt clamped down hard on him, and her thighs shook and ran wet down to the sheets. My wife came on his cock in our marriage bed with me three feet off and watching. She was that beautiful coming apart on him that I've never been so jealous and so hard in the same breath in my life.

He wasn't far off behind her. "Fuck, you take black cock well," he told her, no asking in it now, his voice dropped low and rough. "I'm going to come in you. Say where you want it."

"In me," she sobbed, "in me, don't you dare pull out, breed me, I want your cum right up inside me..."

He put her forward onto her hands again and took her by the hips and drove in balls-deep and held her jammed right down onto himself and came. I watched his whole broad back lock up and his head drop between his shoulders, and heard the long groan tear out of him and go through her both. He stayed buried to the root while he emptied himself. Pulsing, pumping himself up into her, holding her pinned firmly still on him by the grip on her hips. She stayed down and took the lot of it greedily, gasping, "yes, God, yes, that's it, pump it into me, all of it." And I sat and watched my wife get bred by a black man a second time, watched him empty his balls up inside her while I held the drinks. This time I never once moved from where she'd put me, because it wasn't my turn, it wasn't offered.

When he pulled slowly out of her at last, his black cock came free thick and softening and slick, and his cum came with it. It welled thick and white out of her stretched-open cunt and ran down the inside of her thigh onto the bed. She was gaping and leaking where he'd been, still held open even with him gone. There was a lot of it, and not one of us cared about the sheets. She went flat down onto her front and lay there wrung right out and leaking, one arm hung off the side of the bed.

Marcus sat back on his heels, blown, and dragged a hand down over his own face. Then he did the thing he'd done that first night. He reached over and got the clean towel she'd thought to leave folded on the side. He wiped her down with it, gently and carefully, cleaning himself off the back of her thigh while she lay and let him. Then he laid his broad hand flat and easy on the small of her back.

"You did so well," he told her, low. Then he looked over at me and jerked his head toward the bed. "Go on, mate. She wants you now. I've had my bit of her."

Claire lifted her head off the pillow and put her hand out toward me across the room, groping blindly at the air for me till I came. I finally got up out of the corner and went to my wife on the bed, and she got hold of me with both arms and dragged me down and held on tightly and wouldn't let go.

I held her and felt her heart going. And over the top of her head I watched Marcus get up off the bed and find his boxers and his shirt and start quietly putting himself back together, turning himself back into just Marcus, the bloke I stacked cases next to five mornings a week. He caught me watching and gave me a small nod. He'd have a cup of tea off us downstairs if we offered him one, and then he'd drive back over the ring road to his flat, on his own, same as ever.
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It was the Tuesday after that she told me how it was going to be from here on.

We were in the kitchen, her doing the tea with her gym bag by the door for her class after. She said it with her back to me and the spoon going round the pan, the same as she'd told me about the night off the arm of the sofa.

"I've had a proper think about how we do this going forward," she said. "So it doesn't get on top of us and we don't make a mess of a good thing."

"Go on."

"Once a month. Maybe less than that. When I fancy it, not every time you get the itch and start going quiet at me from across the kitchen hoping I'll notice." She tapped the spoon twice on the rim of the pan. "Him and nobody else. I don't want strangers, I don't want a crowd, I don't want any of the daft stuff off the internet. Just Marcus. Because he's kind and he's careful and I trust him, and so do you." She turned round and looked me in the eye then. "And you're there every single time. That rule stays. That one was always the good one. But I'm the one who says when it happens now. Not you. You had all those years of wanting it and never doing a thing about it, love, and now it's mine to sort out, and I'll sort it. Alright?"

I stood there with the knives and forks in my hand and watched my wife lay the law down over a pan of Bolognese, and the thing that came up in me wasn't the jealousy off that night, and it wasn't the shrunk-down, no-good-to-anybody feeling from the bedroom either. It was relief, clean through the middle of me. I'd carried this thing on my own for half my life, like it was something shameful shut in a drawer. She'd just reached over and taken the whole weight of it off me and made it ordinary and hers and safe. And all it had cost me was being the one in charge, which I'd never once been any good at anyway.

"Right," I said. "Yeah, that's... that's fine by me, love."

"Good," she said, going back to the hob. "Now lay the table, you're stood there like a lemon."

I'd seen Marcus at work the day before, on shift, and it had been the same and it hadn't. We broke a container down together the same as any Monday, the pair of us passing boxes down the line and slagging off the football and wondering aloud whether Dale was going to land us with the stocktake on the Saturday. Nothing said about the rest of it. And then at the ten o'clock break he asked after Claire, quietly, like you'd ask after somebody's mum who'd been poorly. I told him she was good, she was really good, and he nodded down at his tea and said, "Good. That's good, that." He'd go back to the flat on his own after. He got the best of us for an evening and then he handed it back and drove home wearily to nothing, and he never once made it our problem to carry. He was a better man than he looked, and off a bloke that big that was saying something.

The Portugal jar on the kitchen windowsill was near enough full by then. We'd been feeding it my overtime the best part of a year, and there was enough in it now for the flights and a fair bit over, and of an evening Claire had taken to leaving the laptop open on the villas with the blue pools.

"That one," she said one night, and turned the screen round to show me a low white place with the sea behind it. "Second week of July. I've put the time off in already."

"Have you now."

"I have." She turned it back and carried on scrolling, and then she said it without looking up, easy as choosing a villa. "I'll have Marcus round the Friday before we fly. Send us off properly." She looked up and caught my face, and there it was again, that little pleased tuck at the corner of her mouth she wouldn't let all the way into a smile. "That alright with you?"

Twenty years I'd have given anything to have her ask me that like it was nothing at all. I said yes like I'd said it on his sofa and said it kneeling on his carpet, only this time it came out of me easy, with none of the old dread riding in on the back of it.

"Yeah," I said. "Course it is. Send us off properly."


EPILOGUE


The break room hadn't changed at all. The strip light finally got done in the autumn, so it stopped its buzzing. But the coffee machine still short-changed you, and the benches were still too small for the crew, and the dock air came in cold through the propped door. Ten in the morning, the same eleven minutes, the same lads. I could still have set my watch by any of it.

Marcus dropped onto the bench across from me with a shake in his hand. Dale was going on down the far end about the January stocktake and who he was landing it on, and it was an ordinary Monday. I had my phone out, thumbing idly at nothing, and Marcus caught the screen the way he had that first morning the summer before.

"Go on then, show us the holiday snaps," he said. "You've had that face on you ever since you got back."

I turned it round for him. It was the new lock screen, the one Claire had made me put on the second night out there. The pair of us were squeezed onto that little tiled balcony, the white town dropping away behind, a hard blue slice of sea past her shoulder. She'd held the phone out at arm's length and got us both in, sunburnt and squinting, her laughing at me for not knowing where to look.

"That's the balcony she picked," I said. "You can see the water if you lean. She leaned the whole fortnight."

"Look at the state of you," he said, grinning down at it. "You're a right lobster there, mate."

"Factor fifty and I still went. She goes brown just thinking about it."

He handed the phone back, and he looked at the picture a second longer than he needed to before he let it go, and there was no side to it. "Good, though," he said. "You can tell. You both look proper happy in it."

"We were, yeah." I put the phone face-up on the table this time, "We still are."

He nodded and got on with his shake. One of the new lads asked was Portugal all it was cracked up to be, and I said the beer was warm and the sun wasn't, get it booked, and the table laughed and the break wound on. Marcus and I broke a container down together after, passing boxes steadily down the line, arguing the toss about the football like any Monday. He asked after Claire near the end of the shift, quietly, like he always did now. I told him she was good, she was really good, and he nodded down at his tea and said good, that's good, and neither of us made anything more of it than that.
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Claire got in a bit after six. I heard the Corolla turn in. We'd finally sprung for a second car in the new year, but she still took the little one for her class nights out of habit. Then came her keys in the bowl, and her bag on the chair, and her voice down the hall before I'd properly seen her.

"He's only been and fixed the gutter," she called through. "The landlord. After two years. There's a fella up a ladder out there scooping the little forest out of our roof, and I can't decide whether to thank him or charge him rent for evicting a tenant."

I told her I'd got quite fond of that plant, myself, and she laughed somewhere off down the hall.

"You would," she said, coming into the kitchen still in her work things, the badge with the daft cartoon tooth on it clipped to her top. She tugged the clip out of her hair on her way to the fridge. She kissed me going past, quick, hardly looking, no different from any evening. It was February and dark out and the heating was ticking on, and she stood in the fridge light deciding against the lot of it, exactly as she'd stood on a hundred other nights. I watched her stand there in her work things and wanted her, same as ever — only there was nothing shut away in it now, nothing I couldn't have said out loud in my own kitchen.

She'd left the laptop open on the table behind her. I could see over her shoulder it was villas again, a different coast this time, somewhere greener.

"Where's that, then?" I said.

"Nowhere yet, just looking." She went to shut it halfway, then didn't. "Priya reckons the north's cheaper in the spring. I've not put any money by for it yet, mind."

"We could start a jar."

She turned round at that, and there was that small pleased set to her mouth she still didn't quite let all the way out, the one I'd long since stopped being able to read as anything but hers. "We could do that," she said.

She took two beers off the door and jerked her head at the front room. We went and put our feet up while the tea did itself. She told me the whole saga of the landlord and the downpipe that was apparently somebody else's problem, and I sat and listened to her go, and didn't honestly want to be anywhere else on earth.

"Friday's still on, by the way. He asked what we're drinking these days, so he's bringing two." And it landed low in me where it always landed now, hot and known and allowed, and I went half-hard against my zip at the kitchen table, the old ache with none of the old shame on it, my wife telling me plainly what was coming to her.

Out the front the fella packed his things away in the dark and drove off, and I let her carry on talking.

That was us.
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