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The first floor at Fenwick went quiet when Curtis came up the stairs, and I was always among the first to feel it. I'd have my head down over the month-end numbers and I'd hear it before I saw it — the room dropping half a level, chairs squaring up, somebody's banter cut clean off halfway through. That was our regional director, come up out of his glass office to walk the floor. Every single time, without deciding to, I straightened the papers on my desk.

I'm Dan. I do accounts at Fenwick Packaging. That means boxes and films and tape sold on to trade, the dull end of the business, but it keeps a decent roof over us. I'm thirty-six, eleven years at the firm, married to Nicola for eight of them, and if you asked anyone who's known me a while to sum me up they'd land, kindly, on *solid*. Second in the class, near enough, my whole life. The kind of man a room notices second, if it notices him at all. I'd made my peace with that a long time back, or I'd told myself I had, which mostly worked out to the same thing.

That week was month-end, which meant late nights in the spare room with the laptop, chasing figures that wouldn't sit still. It also meant the one thing everyone on the floor actually cared about right then — the accounts-lead job, gone empty when Priya left and still unfilled.

Martin reached the kettle the same moment I did on the Wednesday. He's a good bloke, Martin, three years younger than me and quicker with clients, and we were both up for it and both pretending we weren't.

"You going for it, then." He said it evenly, already sure of the answer, spooning coffee into his mug.

"Thought I might."

"Course you are." He knocked the spoon on the rim. "It's yours or mine, isn't it? Nobody else even close." Easily, a grin behind it, and I liked him for that and hated the whole situation a bit all at once. "May the best man, and all that."

"Something like that."

Curtis would be the one to decide it. On paper it wasn't really his to give — two managers above him signed off whatever he put in front of them — but everyone in the building knew the job was his call, and had been from the day it came open. He ran the region, and had for years. His car sat in the same spot by the door every morning, a dark green Jaguar that made my Astra look like something you'd happily leave unlocked. When he crossed the floor, the room rearranged itself to face him. I did it too, more than most did.

The invite came through that afternoon, from Margaret. Margaret is Curtis's PA, sixty-odd, guards his diary fiercely, like it's a thing that could bite, and every meeting he holds with anyone lands in your inbox from her, never from the man himself. This one was the quarterly team dinner at Bramley's on the Friday, the back room he always books, and there was a line at the bottom I read twice.

*Partners welcome this quarter.*

That was a departure for him. The quarterly dinner had always been a work thing, the inner team and plenty of wine Curtis chose and stories about the contracts we'd won. Partners had never once been part of it.

I mentioned it to Nicola that night while she was sorting the washing on the bed, and she stilled for a second, a folded shirt in her hands.

"Friday," she said. "That's this Friday."

"He does it every quarter. First time he's asked partners, though."

"I'll have nothing to wear." She said it flatly, already moving again, squaring the shirt into the pile with the edges lined up. Nicola does everything like that. Small and neat and dark-haired, thirty-four, pale enough that she colours in the sun before anyone else on her street — and exact, exact about everything, corners and quantities and the right day for a thing. She's a dispenser at the chemist on the high street, Monday to Friday and every other Saturday, and she's very good at it in a way most people never see. I watched her once through the little window at the back, before she knew I was there, counting somebody's tablets into the tray three at a time without her lips moving. She reached the number, simply knew she was right, and tipped them into the bottle. No checking. She grew up minding a mother who couldn't mind herself, and I think she decided young that being right about small things was a kind of safety. She never grew out of it. I love her for it more than I've ever properly managed to say.

"You've got the navy one," I offered.

"The navy one's four years old." She dropped a pair of my socks on the pile without pairing them, which for her is temper. "And the Astra's making that noise again. It wants looking at before it wants a dress bought for it."

"I'll book it in."

"You won't, you'll forget, and then it'll be me stood at the school-run road with the bonnet up." We don't have kids — that road's just where the Astra likes to die — and it was an old line between us, and she half-smiled saying it, and that was the last of the dress conversation for the night. But she got it dry-cleaned on the Thursday. I found the ticket in the kitchen and left it where I found it.
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Bramley's keeps a long panelled room off the back for parties, one table down the middle that seats a dozen, and Curtis kept it every three months like a standing order. We arrived a few minutes late, thanks to the Astra and the parking. By the time we came in, the others were already seated and Curtis was on his feet at the head of it, pouring nothing himself, letting the waiter do that, moving people to their places with a hand.

He's a big man, Curtis. Fifty next spring, he'd told the floor once, though you'd have guessed younger — six foot two and heavy with it, the width of an old rugby forward gone comfortable. Black, with silver coming in at the temples and holding off everywhere else, and big dark hands. A plain open-necked shirt that looked more finished than any of us in our jackets. He'd laid the place cards himself. I knew, because he always did it — small cream cards with the names in his own careful writing, even for the six of his own team who'd have sat wherever they were put. This time the partners were on them too. Nicola's card sat two seats from his; mine was down at the far end from her.

"Dan." He caught my hand as we came round, and his closed over it and held on a moment longer than a shake needs. "And you'll be Nicola." He offered it as settled fact, like he'd already had her name confirmed. "I've put you up this end," he told her. "You don't want to be stuck listening to these two talk margins all night."

"Thank you," Nicola answered. Just that, level, and she took the chair he held out for her.

I went to my end. That was the shape of the night, more or less, from the first minute — her up there in the light of him, me down here.

He ordered the wine for the whole table without a menu, two of one and one of another to the waiter and something white for anyone off the red, and nobody thought to ask for anything else. When the bottles came he tasted none of it, only nodded, and it got poured. He gave a toast — the quarter, the accounts we'd landed, one line about Priya that was decent and true and gone before it could sour. Then he sat, and the dinner became what dinners become, forks and noise, Martin telling the Leeds story he always tells.

I watched the top of the table more than I ate. The navy dress had a few years on it but still sat well on her, snug across her chest, and I saw Curtis clock it inside a minute, one unhurried look down and back up, nothing you could take exception to, and then he set it aside and just talked to her. He wasn't performing at her the way men do. He talked to her like she was the one worth the trouble, asking about the chemist, about the alternate Saturdays. When she told him how she counts out a prescription without ever checking it twice, he laughed — a short, real laugh — and said that was a rarer thing than she knew, a person you could trust to be right and not have to check. She said something back that I couldn't quite catch, and he tipped his head to hear it properly, and she went a little pink at whatever he answered. My cock stirred against my thigh, half-hard in a restaurant chair over nothing but the sight of it. My own wife, made much of, two seats down, wanted plainly by the man I straighten my desk for.

"You're a lucky man, Dan," he said, plainly, no leer in it. "She's the best thing at this table by a distance, and I don't think she'd ever tell you so." His eyes stayed on me a second past the sentence, level, waiting, and the whole room's worth of blood climbed my neck.

"I... yeah." It came out wrong, small, a boy's answer. "I know. Thank you... Sir." The *sir* was out before I heard it coming. Nobody at work said sir to him; it wasn't that kind of place. But I'd said it anyway, down a dinner table with my wife between us, and he took it with the smallest movement of his mouth, not quite a smile.

We didn't talk much on the way home. She kept one hand high on my thigh the entire drive, still, just resting there, warm through the trousers, while the streetlights came and went across her face. Once she said, quietly, "He's very sure of himself."

"He can afford to be," I said.

She made a small sound that wasn't quite agreement, and left her hand exactly where it was.

[image: ]


She had me hard before we were properly through the bedroom door, her hand down the front of my trousers on the landing, working me through the fabric until I ached. That told me she'd been turning it over too, the whole quiet drive. But once we were in bed she took her time. She got my clothes off, then pulled her own dress over her head, the one she'd had cleaned, earning it at last, and knelt up naked in the lamplight a second where I could look at her. Small and pale, dark hair loose now, small firm tits with the nipples already gone tight, the neat dark hair between her legs I've wanted for as long as I've known her. Then she pushed me onto my back, rose up over me, and took my cock in — an inch, then a wait, then the rest of me, her pussy hot and slick and closing tight around me. She stopped there with me all the way inside her. She laid both hands flat on my breastbone and looked down at me in the half-dark.

She held still. She had my cock buried in her, wet enough that I could feel it on the tops of my thighs, her cunt giving one small involuntary clench around me that neither of us mentioned. She simply held there and watched my face. After a second I understood she wouldn't move until she had what she'd come up to bed for.

"You went off somewhere at that dinner," she said. "I watched you go. Where."

"Nowhere. Nic..." I tried to lift up into her and she rocked back off my cock, an inch, taking herself away, and I stopped, aching at the loss of her.

"Where." The same flat question at the same flat pitch, asked a second time word for word — she does that when you've dodged her once. She squeezed round me, deliberately, just once, her cunt gripping the whole length of me, and my hips jerked up on their own before my head had a thing to say. "There," she murmured, feeling it. "That. What was that."

"You had your hand on my leg the whole way home, that's what that is."

"Don't." Gently, that. She started to move then, finally, a slow grind that took my breath, her clit dragging against me at the base of each stroke, her eyes on my face the whole while, reading what her own hips did to me. "When Curtis said you were lucky. You called him sir, Dan. You went the colour of the wine." She rolled her hips again and I made a sound I couldn't help. "Was it him? Being spoken to like that, by him?" Another roll, wetter now, loud in the quiet room. "Or was it me — being looked at, up there beside him, in that old navy dress? Or was it..." and here she slowed right down, almost stopped, her cunt clenched tight and holding me, and leaned close so her weight came onto me and her mouth was at my ear, "...was it being the one whose wife a man like that wants. Which."

I couldn't answer. Or I could — the answer was right there, had been there for years, in that shadow behind everything that I never let myself look at straight. But to speak it out loud with my cock inside her felt like stepping off a ledge in the dark. My heart was going hard and my balls were already drawing up. She felt all of it, flat under her hands.

"I don't..." I started. "Nicola, it's not..."

"It's all right." And she meant it, which was the unbearable part. She wasn't trapping me; she simply wouldn't let go. She sat back up and drove down onto my cock and worked me properly now, riding me hard, her tits jumping with it. Her own breath went ragged at last, the colour climbing her throat as it always does when she's close. I got my hands on her hips and let her take it. The whole night came pouring back down through me — the *sir*, her flush under his eye, my name in his own hand on a little cream card set as far from hers as the table went. I came like that, hard, buried deep, my cock pumping up into her while she ground down to take every drop. She went over a second after me, clenching and shuddering around me with a low, satisfied sound, and wrung me dry.

Then she lay down along me with my softening cock still inside her, and rested her chin on her folded hands and looked at me. I could see she wasn't finished.

"You don't have to say it tonight," she said, easily. "But I'll want to know. Which one it was." She reached up and turned off the lamp and left me lying there with the question. I lay awake a good while, listening to her breathing go slow and even against me, knowing she'd ask again in that same flat voice on some ordinary Tuesday, and wait me out until I finally said the thing I'd never once said out loud.
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She asked me again on the Sunday after next, in the tinned aisle, the way she'd said she would. No lead-up. I had a four-pack of beans in my hand and was reading the back of it absently, and she took it off me and put it in the trolley and said, "You've had a week to think about which one it was."

"Nic," I muttered, glancing at the other shoppers.

"I'm not cross." She was already moving, checking the list against her phone. "I'd just like to know. We need chopped tomatoes, the plain ones, not the ones with herbs in."

"I don't always get the wrong ones."

"You did at Easter." She said it without looking up, and it was true, and that was the whole of her argument. We carried on and she left it, and I thought she'd dropped it. She never drops anything. She was just letting me carry it as far as the car.

At home she put the shopping away first. She always does that before anything, everything to its shelf, the tins turned so the labels face out, and only then did she fill the kettle and sit down across the kitchen table from me with two teas, one for each of us, and wait. Our table, the one we've had since we married, a scratch on it from a casserole dish I once put down too hot. She set her mug down square with the table edge and looked at me.

"It's not new," I said. "That's the first thing. It's older than that dinner. It's… I've had it a long time. Since before you, if I'm honest, which I've kept shut about, so."

"Okay." She kept her hands flat on the table and waited.

"You're going to think less of me."

"I might." She wrapped both hands round the mug. "Say it anyway."

And I found, with her sitting there not rushing me, that I could. Not smoothly. I kept stopping and going back and picking a worse word than the one before. But I said it. That there's a thing in me, been in me as long as I can remember — the idea of my wife wanted by another man, taken by him, me knowing it, me there for it if I could be. That it's done something to me I gave up arguing myself out of years ago. I'd buried it, I said, because it felt like the kind of thing that ends a marriage and not the kind you bring to one.

"Whose face," she said. She knew already. She wanted me to say it regardless.

"Curtis."

She nodded, like a figure she'd already added up. "Because he's your boss."

"Partly that. That he runs the whole thing and everyone in that building does what he says, me first. Yeah." I turned my own mug round in front of me, copying her without meaning to, and pushed on, because the next bit I'd never said to a living soul. "And partly that he's… you saw him. A big man. Bigger than me every way there is. A black fella twice the size of me sat at the head of a table where I'm down the far end, and he looks at my wife like she's the best thing there, and I…" I stopped. My face was hot. "It's all the same thing, in me. I can't pull it apart into reasons. It's just the one thing and it's all of that at once."

Saying it had me half-hard in my lap, shamed by it.

She was quiet a moment. Then, plainly, not unkindly: "And you want to watch."

"If you'd let me. If it ever got that far. I want to be in the room. That's… that's all of it, as far as I've ever let it go, even in my own head." I made myself meet her eye. "That's it. That's everything. Say what you want now."

She sat with it a while, and drank some of her tea. I felt turned inside out, worse than the telling itself, the way you feel after you've been sick.

"I'll tell you my bit," she said eventually, "so you're not sat there thinking you're the only one with a bit." She turned her mug a half-turn back the other way. "At that dinner. When he did all that — the seating, the wine, getting me talking like it mattered what I said — I liked it. More than I've liked anything in a while, if I'm being straight. And I say it to be fair to you. It wasn't that he's better than you. It was that he's… sure. He decides a thing and it's decided and everyone falls in behind it, and being on the end of that, being the thing he decided he liked, I…" She stopped, and it was the first time all afternoon I'd seen her have to look for a word. "I sat up straighter. That's the honest version. I wanted him to keep looking."

"You never let on."

"No. I watched you go the colour you went, and I thought, right, there's more to my husband than he's let on. I'll have it out of him properly, at the shops, where he can't easily make a speech of it." Almost a smile, then gone. "So some of this is for me, Dan, not just for you. I want you to know that going in — because if we do it and you work out halfway through that I'm enjoying it for my own sake, I'd rather you heard it from me now than had it break you then."

"It won't." It came out too fast and I meant it. "That's… Nic, that's the whole point. That's the part that does it to me."

"Then hear it now, sober, with the tea, and not in the middle of it." She looked at me steadily. "I liked him. I'd like him to have me. And I'd like you there while he does."

There it was, both of us, on the table between the two mugs.

"So." She sat back. "If we're doing this, we do it properly or we leave it alone. Open — no lying, either of us, ever, that's the first one, I won't have it turning into your dad." I flinched and she saw it and let it stand, because she was right. "Together. You know about everything I do; you're in the room, not off somewhere pretending. And nothing at your work — nothing that costs you that job or costs him anything, because the mortgage stays well out of it. And either of us can stop the whole thing at any point, and the other takes it without a sulk." She counted them off on her fingers against the table, four of them, the way she'd read out a dosage. "Those are mine. You can add to them. You can't take one away."

"I don't want to take any away."

"Then it's a yes." She said it like the matter was already settled. And then, softer, the exactness going out of her for a second: "You're sure. Because I can't un-know this now."

"I'm sure."

She squared her mug to the edge and took both mugs to the sink to rinse. It had taken about forty minutes. I sat there feeling lighter than I had in years, and a bit frightened of how much.
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The week was the strange part. I'd said it out loud now, the worst of me, and then Monday came and I had to go in and do accounts.

Fenwick carried on exactly as before, because for them nothing had changed. Curtis passed me in the first-floor corridor on the Tuesday with a folder under his arm and said, "Dan. Month-end behaving?" and I said it was getting there, and he nodded and went on to his office, and that was all it was. A man asking his account manager about the figures. Except I'd already stepped aside to let him by without deciding to, my back to the wall — an ordinary thing, done for a man I'd sat at my own kitchen table three days before and told my wife I wanted inside her. Something low in me stirred at it, right there in the corridor, and I hated that it did. He hadn't the first idea. He carried his folder into the glass office and quietly shut the door, and I went back to my desk with my ears hot and got nothing done for twenty minutes.

Martin clocked me at it. "You look rough," he said, kindly enough, dropping a printout on my desk. "Curtis wants the reconciliation by Thursday, by the way, before the drinks. I'd get on it." The mid-quarter drinks were the Thursday, the usual thing, the team and whoever's partner fancied a warm white wine in the function room of the Griffin. Nicola had never come to one. She'd said, on the Sunday, folding a tea towel, that she thought she might this time.

I knew things about Curtis like everyone at Fenwick did, without ever being told them straight out. He'd been on his own since the divorce, ten years back or more, and there was a daughter at a university up north he kept a small framed photo of on the windowsill behind his desk. He carried it lightly, if he carried it at all. He was just a man who'd decided years back that he'd be the one who ran things, and had built his whole life around it. I thought about that more than was good for me that week.

It surfaced again in bed, later that week.

She'd been thinking about it too. I could tell, because when I came up she was already awake with the lamp off, and she reached for me before I'd got properly under the covers. Her hand went flat on my chest and then down, wrapping round my cock, finding me already half-hard from nothing but the day, and she gripped me tightly and stroked me slowly, in no rush at all, her mouth at my shoulder.

"Tell me how it goes," she murmured against my skin. "In your head. When you let it."

So I told her, and she moved her hand in time with it, and it came easier in the dark than it ever had at the table. That it starts with him deciding. That he says a thing and she does it and I watch her do it. That he's too big for her and she takes him anyway. She made a low sound at that and her hand tightened, and then she took over the telling, which I hadn't expected, her voice gone quiet and exact against my ear.

"Like this," she breathed. "Me on my back and him over me. You where you can see. And him not rushing, because he never rushes, and me having to just — take it, all of him, whether I'm ready or not." She swung her leg over and sank down onto me in one slow slide, wet through and hot, her cunt gripping me the whole way down, and I was so far gone already I nearly finished right there. "That's what you want. Say it's that."

"It's that." I had hold of her hips and she rode me slowly and deep, taking me all the way in and lifting almost off before she sank back down, her breath going short. "God, Nic, it's exactly that."

"His, then. Not yours." She said it lower, filthier than she ever lets herself say anything. "His cock in me, and you sat in the corner watching me take it." She leaned down over me, grinding, her clit dragging at the base of every stroke, her wet running down over my balls, and the fact of her saying it — my careful, exact wife saying it into my mouth in the dark — undid me. I got a hand up into her hair and held her there and gave it up into her helplessly, my cock jerking with it. She rode me right through it and came a few strokes after, clenching tight and shaking, a swear she'd never use anywhere but here. Then she sank down along my chest with me still inside her, both of us wrecked, her heart going against mine.

"Thursday," she murmured, after a while, into my neck. So she'd meant it about the drinks.
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The Griffin kept a low room over the bar for functions, and Curtis had it every quarter for the drinks the same way he had Bramley's for the dinner — a standing booking. The wine stood already poured into glasses, the team loose with a Thursday and a good quarter behind them. Partners came to this one or didn't, as they liked. Nicola came. She'd put on the navy again and she'd done her hair, and she stood in the doorway a second and read the room — where the exits were, who mattered — before she let me get her a drink.

I could have stayed at her elbow all night. I kept away on purpose instead. I got her a wine and got myself a pint and then, when Martin caught me about the reconciliation, I let myself be caught, and I stood with my back half to the window where I could still see, and I let her drift. It cost me something to do it. My chest was tight the whole time and I kept losing the thread of what Martin was saying. But I'd worked out, somewhere across that week, that my part in this was going to be to make the room and then stand out of it, and I might as well start.

Curtis found her by the window, or she found him; I couldn't have said which. He's a hard man to miss in a room, all that size in a plain shirt, and next to Nicola — small, neat, pale, the top of her head barely to his shoulder — the size of him only showed the more. The old pull came up in me, low and hot, my cock thickening against my flies in a room full of the people I work with. My wife stood there tipping her face up to a man who could have lifted her off the floor with one arm. He brought her a top-up she hadn't asked for and stood easily with her, looking out at the car park like it was a view.

I couldn't hear it. I watched it instead, over Martin's shoulder, like weather coming in. Curtis said something and Nicola answered short and he laughed, a low real one. Then she answered with something that caught him mid-laugh and stopped it. I saw him take it. I saw him go still with his glass halfway and look at her properly, and I saw her hold the look and not colour and not look away.

She told me the words later, in the car. He'd said the wine was better than Bramley's and she'd said she wouldn't know, she didn't check things she was sure of — which was his line, near enough, handed back to him with the shine taken off. And he'd understood it. He'd said, after a moment, that Margaret kept his diary and he'd have her send something along, a proper evening, the three of us, somewhere he could hear himself think. Nothing else. Nothing you could have repeated to a soul and made it mean a thing.

He nodded to me on his way out, coat over his arm, the last to leave as he's always the last. "Dan." That was all. But he held my eye a half-second past the name, the same beat too long he'd held my hand at the dinner, and I knew the next move was his, and that he meant to make it.
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Curtis gave me the accounts lead on the Tuesday, across his own desk, the way he settled everything — plainly, and once.

"You'll have heard it's gone up," he said. He had the sheet in front of him with his name at the bottom of it, dated the Friday before. "I signed it end of last week. You, on the numbers, from the first of the month. It's earned, so you can take the handshake without the speech."

"Thank you." I found my hand squaring the edge of the folder I'd brought in, and made it stop. "I wasn't… I didn't think it'd be me, if I'm honest."

"You were the better fit for what the job actually is." He said it and it was said, nothing to add to it. "Martin's quicker in a room. But the lead's a numbers job before it's anything, and you're better on the numbers, and that's the whole of it. Nothing to do with anything else." He kept his eyes on me a moment and didn't hurry the look. "Congratulations, Dan."

Martin was decent about it, which made it worse in a way I couldn't have defended. He caught me at the kettle afterwards and said it was mine the minute it came down to the figures, no hard feelings, and that I owed him a pint, and I told him I did. It was about four grand on the year, the lead, which with the mortgage where it sat would matter more than either of us let on. I went home and told Nicola across the kitchen and she said "good," simply, and squeezed my arm once, and that was the size of it — we'd both half-known it was coming.

The invite came two days later, from Margaret, the way everything from Curtis came. Lunch, the Thursday of the following week, a club in town I'd heard him mention — the kind with a dining room and a dress code and no sign on the door. *C. would like to host you and Nicola.* Both our names on it, in Margaret's neutral calendar wording, the same as any meeting she ever sent. You could have printed it and left it face-up on the desk and no one would have looked twice.

Nicola read it over my shoulder at the laptop that night and was quiet a moment.

"So that's him making the move," she murmured.

"That's him making the move."

"At his club. With you there." She wasn't asking. She straightened up and went back to what she'd been doing, and I heard her fill the kettle. "Right," she said to the tap, flat. "Then we go and hear what he's got in mind."
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The club was up a side street off the square, a Georgian front and a brass bell you had to ring, and a man in a waistcoat took our coats like he'd been expecting them. Curtis was already at his table, a corner one by the window with the good light, and he stood when he saw Nicola and didn't when he saw me, and I don't think he did it to make a point. It was just the order of things to him.

"Nicola." He took her hand in both of his, then let it go and drew her chair for her. "You found it all right. Dan." A nod for me, and I took the third place, at his right, Nicola across.

He ordered for the table without opening the card — fish for Nicola and himself, something else for me, a bottle of white he named by a word I didn't catch and the waiter did. It came and was poured, and Curtis left his own glass standing. He asked Nicola about her week as if it were the only thing he'd come for, and she answered him briefly and exactly, and he listened the way he listens, tipped a little towards her. His eyes went once to her mouth and back. I sat at his right with my water and watched him watch my wife — openly, hungrily, like a man who had already decided to have her. He did it slow, taking his time over her. He was so much bigger than me that he seemed to fill his whole side of the table, and next to all of it I felt small in my chair, the old thing moving low and hot in me, unwelcome. My cock had thickened helplessly against my zip before I'd decided to let it — half-hard at a white-linen lunch because another man sat there wanting my wife in front of me, and not troubling to hide it.

Then the plates were down and the waiter had gone and Curtis set his glass aside, untouched, and put both forearms on the white linen. They were thick and dark against it, twice the reach of mine; I clocked the size of him helplessly, the way I always did, a good head taller than me and half again as broad.

"I'm going to say it plainly," he said, "because I think that's how the two of you do things, and I'd rather not be coy about a thing this size." His hands lay still on the table, big, the gold signet on one little finger, and I thought about his hands on her. On the bare skin of her, holding her down to it. I put my eyes on my plate. "At the dinner, and then at the Griffin, I understood something to be on offer. I'd like to be sure I understood it right before I say another word. Because if I've read it wrong, we've had a nice lunch and there's an end of it, and nothing changes anywhere."

"You read it right." That was Nicola, levelly, before I could find whether I had a voice. "Say your bit. Then I'll say mine."

It pleased him, that, and I thought there was something under the pleasure I'd have to call respect. "All right," he said. "Then here it is."

He turned his water glass a quarter-turn on the table, squaring it to nothing, the one small fidget I ever saw the man make.

"Two things first," he said, "because they matter more than everything after them, and I want them dealt with before we enjoy any of the rest. First, what happens in that building and what happens away from it are two different countries, and there is no road between them. The lead is yours because you earned it. I've said so, I've signed it, it's dated last Friday, it's finished. Nothing you decide at this table moves one line of it in either direction. If we do this and it falls flat, you keep the job. If we do this and you can't get enough of it, you get no more of the job for it than you'd have got anyway. And if the two of you go home and think better of it, that's fine. Come Monday I'm your regional director, and nothing else. That's the whole of what I am to you." He looked at me and not at Nicola for that. "Say it back to me, Dan. I want to hear you have it."

"The office is separate," I said. "The job doesn't move. Whatever we… whatever happens, or doesn't."

"It doesn't move. You have my word, and my word's worth having." He gave that a moment, then went on. "Second, either of you can stop this at any point — any Saturday, halfway through the evening, a month from now — and no one asks a reason and no one thinks the worse of anyone. You say you're done and we're done, and we're three people who had some good dinners, and I go back to being a man your husband works for. That's the floor. It doesn't shift. All right?" The *all right* was a real question, and it waited on an answer.

"That's one of ours, near enough," Nicola said, dropping her voice. "The stopping. We'd already made it a rule between us."

"Then we agree on the important part before we've started." He almost smiled — not the short laugh from the dinner, just a settling at the corner of his mouth. "The rest is the easy end. If you want the easy end."

"Go on," she said simply.

He told her, then, and he told her more than he told me. It was the way he'd talked to her all through the meal — as if the arrangement were hers to accept and I was the fixture that came with the house. Saturday week, he said. His place, out past the golf club, he'd send Margaret's note with the postcode. He'd cook; he liked to cook and there was never anyone to cook for. She'd come for dinner, she and Curtis, and after dinner they'd see, and there'd be no clock on any of it and nothing owed at the end. I listened to my own boss lay out the having of my wife over the white cloth, and some low part of me answered him helplessly, a dull throb I sat very still to smother.

"And I'll ask you to wear something for me," he said to her, as level as the rest, as if he were still reading off the wine. "Not the navy. I've seen the navy and it's done its work. Something red — not a bright red, a dark one — and nothing high at the neck. You'll know the one when you're stood in front of it." He said it like an instruction you'd give a supplier, a spec read across a desk. She'd gone very still, flushed to the collarbone, her hand flat on the table beside her plate. She held his eye and did not look away — my careful wife, colouring and wanting it, in front of me and making no secret of it — and I would have put money she had her thighs pressed tight together under the table.

"A dark red," she repeated. Exactly, back to him, the way she takes a dosage down.

"A dark red. Hair up." Then, to me, and only to me, without a change of tone, so that the drop into it landed low in me before I'd caught up to the words: "You'll let us in, Dan. You'll take the coats. You'll pour — I keep a cellar, I'll tell you what to open. You'll sit where I put you. And when I want you closer than that, you'll hear me say so. You're there for all of it. That's the point of you being there." He said *the point of you* firmly, owning it, like the most settled fact at the table, and my face went hot and my cock stiffened in my lap, shamefully. My own boss was laying out the shape of my Saturday, and I sat and took it. For a second I saw the whole of it: all that bulk of him, my wife small and taking it, me watching her from the chair he'd put me in. "That work for you?"

"Yeah," I managed, and it came out small. "Yes. That's… yes."

"He'll want it in more words than that later," Nicola said, dryly, not looking at me, and Curtis gave her the settling-mouth again, because they both had the measure of me already and neither of them meant it unkindly.

Then she squared herself up in the chair, and it was her turn now, and he sat back to hear it.

"My bits," she said. "Two, same as yours. I'm going on the pill — I started sorting it this week, I'll be right and covered by the time it matters. But the first time, and every time until I say otherwise, there's a condom on you. That's not up for a conversation with our clothes off. You bring them, I'll bring them as well. We don't get caught short and we don't have that argument halfway through." She laid it out matter-of-factly, one thing then the next, no softening on any of it. Curtis inclined his head, once, the whole thing agreed.

"Sensible," he murmured. "Done."

"And the second." Here she looked at me, briefly, then back to him. "He's in the room, always. Not next door, not sent to the car. Whatever it is, he sees it. If that's a problem for you, we find out now."

Something in me ached at hearing her say it out loud — that I'd be there, that I'd watch — a heavy pull I could barely sit still under.

"It's the opposite of a problem." He said it like the plainest thing in the world, and left it there, and didn't explain himself, which I was learning he never did. "Anything else?"

"No, that's mine."

"Then that's the lot." He put out his hand across the table, to her first, and she took it and they shook once, brief and businesslike — my wife and my boss closing terms across a lunch table while I sat between them with my heart going and a slow throb building heavily in me. Then he offered his hand to me, and I took it, and his closed over mine, dry and certain.

"Saturday week, then," he said. "All right, Dan? Say if it isn't."

"It's all right," I said. And meant it, God help me.
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We didn't say much until we were past the ring road. Then Nicola let a breath out through her nose, close to a laugh, and said, "Well," and I said "yeah," and that was the two of us agreeing we'd gone and done it.

Back home she put the kettle on, because of course she did, and we sat at our own table with the tea, the one we'd had since we married with the casserole scar burned into the corner of it. It was the same shape of thing we'd done at that table a thousand nights, and nothing like it. I found I needed to hear it once more, in my own kitchen, with him an hour behind us.

"You're sure," I said, picking the words. "Because once Margaret sends the postcode it stops being a thing we talked about at a lunch, and it starts being a⁠—"

"Dan." She set the mug down and looked at me over it. "I'm sure — I was sure at the Griffin. I'm the one pulling you along here, if we're keeping the score straight." A breath. "It's you I watch. You go quiet, and then you're awake at one in the morning deciding it's all a disaster."

"I'm not going to do that."

"You did it over the boiler quote."

"That was four hundred quid." But she'd got the smile off me she was fishing for, and she knew it, and she let me off. Then, quieter, the dry edge dropping off her voice for a moment: "If you get in the room that night and it turns out you can't, you say so, and we get our coats and we go for chips and it's forgotten. That one's mine as much as his. All right?"

"That's all right," I said. "That we'd go for chips."

"Idiot," she murmured, fondly, and drank her tea.

She bought the dress on the Saturday. I drove her into town and sat on the little chair they keep outside the changing rooms for husbands, holding her coat. She came out in a deep red one that came down low at the front, the way he'd said — the pale tops of her tits showing above it, more of her on show than she'd ever given a room. She turned once in the mirror, and I watched her go somewhere behind her own eyes for a second, at the thought of who'd see her in it. My mouth went dry and I shifted shamelessly where I sat, half-hard, a grown man holding his wife's coat in a dress shop. She caught it on my face in the mirror and didn't smile; she only held my look a moment, then reached back and gathered her hair up off her neck with one hand, and I had to look at the carpet.

We nearly walked straight into Donna coming out. Donna's on the counter with Nicola three days a week, sharp as a tack. She clocked the bag and the shop and said, "Ooh, occasion?" and Nicola said, "Wedding, Dan's cousin, September," without a flicker, a whole lie built and delivered in the time it took me to blink, and Donna said lovely and told her to send a photo and was gone. Nicola didn't look at me till we were round the corner. "There'll be a lot of that," was all she said. She'd started the pill that week; she told me so plainly, over the ironing on the Sunday, first one taken the Tuesday, her eyes on the collar she was pressing and not on me.

The dress hung on the outside of the wardrobe door the whole week after, on a padded hanger, the first thing I saw every morning before I was properly awake. Neither of us moved it.
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Curtis's house sat on its own past the golf club, set well back off the lane behind a beech hedge, and there was a light already burning over the door when we pulled onto the gravel. Nicola hadn't said a great deal on the way over. She sat with her hands folded neatly in her lap, the red dress laid carefully under her coat so it wouldn't crease, her hair pinned up as he'd asked. Every so often she'd breathe slowly in through her nose and out again, which is what she does instead of fidgeting. I found a spot to leave the Astra and neither of us moved for a second after I killed the engine.

"You're allowed to look like you want to be here," she said.

"I do want to be here." My mouth was dry. "That's… that's half the trouble."

She reached over and pressed her palm flat to my leg, once, then got out.

He must have heard the car, because the door came open before I'd knocked. Curtis filled the frame of it in a dark open-necked shirt, the sleeves rolled neatly back, a tea towel over one shoulder like he'd come straight from the stove, and he looked pleased, and kept it to himself, a host and nothing you could point at beyond that.

"You found it. Good." He stood back to let us in. The hall was warm and smelled of something slow-cooked and of woodsmoke off a fire somewhere further in, and there was music low enough that you felt it more than heard it. "Nicola." He said her name like he'd been saving it. "Give Dan your coat."

So I took it. I stood in my boss's hallway and lifted my wife's coat off her shoulders and hung it on the hook he tipped his head at, and pressed it flat so it hung right. It was the smallest thing in the world, and it went through me like a current. Under the coat the dress was everything he'd specified — a deep dark red, cut low across the front so her breasts sat high and half-bared above it, her collarbones showing, her hair gathered up off her neck. She stood in his hall and let him look at her, and he looked her over openly, top to bottom and back, like she was already his.

"Worth the drive," he said to me, and I understood I was meant to agree, and I did.

He'd laid the long table for three. Three cream cards in his own hand, even for the three of us, even at his own house with nobody there to seat. I clocked them and said nothing, because by now I simply knew it was a thing he did, the way another man cracks his knuckles. He'd cooked a proper dinner, starter and all, and he carried the plates through himself and waved me down when I made to help.

"You've got a job already," he said. "Cellar's through there. Bring the one on the end of the rack, the label facing out — Nicola, you'll like it, it's the better of the two I put by." He named it, some French word, and I went and found it where he said and it was the only bottle turned label-out, so I couldn't have got it wrong if I'd tried. I brought it through and opened it at the table and poured for the three of us while he talked, and he let me, and drank none of it himself, only lifted his glass a half-inch towards Nicola once it was full. I sat down last, at his left, with her across from him.

He'd made an effort and it was good, and I ate almost none of it. He got her talking about the chemist and her long days on her feet and the customers who came in wanting a diagnosis over the counter, and she gave it back to him exact and even, and he liked it — you could see he liked it, the sureness of her. He asked her what the worst of the job was. She thought about it and said it was the ones who lied to your face about how many they'd already had off you. He laughed, low and real, and said he had those at work too, and looked at me when he said it. I put in something about month-end, and it came out the way everything of mine came out at that table — a shade too eagerly, a man reporting in. He heard it, and nodded, and turned back to let Nicola finish her point.

I topped the glasses up when they got low, unasked, which felt like the one useful thing I had. His hands lay easy on the white cloth between the plates, big and dark, the signet on his little finger, and I kept looking at them and thinking about them on her and having to look back at my plate. Once, reaching to move the salt out of her way, he ran the backs of two fingers up the inside of her bare forearm — nothing, a courtesy, gone before it started. I watched her lose the thread of her own sentence and have to go back for it. A slow heat was gathering low in me, heavy and shameful, and I sat in it and poured the wine.

Then the plates were pushed back and he set his glass aside and looked at her across the table, and something in the room changed pitch.

"Come round here," he said.

She went still for a second. Then she stood, and she walked round the end of the table to his side, and stood in front of him where he'd turned his chair out. I watched my wife do it — cross a room to a man on his word, easy as that.

"Dan." He didn't turn his head. "Stay where you are. You're fine there."

I stayed where I was.

He took her by the hips first, both hands, and drew her in close against him, and looked up at her, and she looked down at him, and neither of them said anything for a moment. Then he ran one hand slowly up the back of her, over the dress, up to the nape of her bare neck, and brought her mouth down to his. A small sound went out of her into it. His other hand came up her side and found her breast through the dress and closed over it, and I saw her back arch into his palm, and I sat six feet away and could not breathe right.

He took his time over all of it, and that was what undid me — that he touched her the way he did everything else, like there was all the time there'd ever be. He slipped the strap of the dress from one shoulder and then the other and eased the front of it down, and her breasts came free into his hands, small and pale, the nipples already stiff. His dark hands moved over them, the thumbs working, while she stood between his knees with her head tipped back and her breath coming quickly. He bent and took one nipple in his mouth and she gasped and put her hand in his silvered hair to hold him there. My cock had gone hard as a stone in my trousers and I hadn't touched myself and couldn't have said when it happened.

"He's watching, isn't he," Curtis said against her skin. Not to me. To her.

"Yes," she breathed.

"Good." He drew back and looked at her a moment, and ran his thumb once across her wet nipple, and then he did the thing I never saw coming. He drew the front of the dress back up. He settled the fabric back over her breasts, lifted first one strap and then the other into place, and smoothed it down her side with the flat of his hand, as slowly as he'd undone it.

"That's where we'll stop tonight," he said.

She stared at him. "You're—" and stopped, which for Nicola is a great deal.

"Not tonight." He stood, and he said it evenly, and he wasn't teasing her, there wasn't a scrap of a game in it. "I'll have the rest of it when I decide to. Not before." He didn't explain himself; he never did, and I'd learned by now not to wait for it. He picked the tea towel back up off the chair where he'd dropped it and folded it over his arm, our host again, as if the last five minutes had been one more thing served and cleared. "I'll get your coats."

He fetched them himself. He held Nicola's for her while she put her arms in it, and he stood with us at the open door where the cold came in, and there at the last he asked the only thing he asked all night that sounded like a question.

"You're both still in this," he said. "Say now if you're not. There's no wrong answer and nothing changes at the office either way — you know that by now."

"We're in," I said.

He looked at Nicola. She'd got herself back, her voice come level again, but she looked him in the eye and asked him straight out, in front of me, the one word.

"When."

It pleased him, her asking; I saw it cross his face. "When I say," he told her. "That's all of it. All right?"

"All right," she said, and it cost her to say it, I could hear that it did.

We didn't talk until we were back out onto the main road. Then she let a breath go, unsteadily, and I glanced across, and her hands weren't folded any more; they were pressed flat and hard on her thighs, and she was staring out the windscreen at the cats' eyes coming at us out of the dark.

"He actually stopped," she said, half to herself.

"He stopped."

"I could have—" She didn't finish it. She turned and looked at me instead, and even in the dark of the car I could see what was in her face, and I put my foot down a little on the empty road and got us home faster than I should have.
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We barely made the foot of the stairs before she had her mouth on mine and my back against the newel post. We got upstairs somehow, shedding them as we went. Then I had her dress up over her hips and my hand between her legs, and found her soaked completely through her underwear. She was wet the way I'd only ever felt her get after a long slow build — except tonight there'd been no build at all, only a man's hands taken away.

"He had me out on the table," she said against my jaw, tearing at my belt. "In front of you. And then he just—put me back."

"I know. I was there."

"I've never wanted anything the way I wanted him to not stop." She got my trousers open and my cock out and gripped it, hard, and I was already so far gone that even that nearly finished me. "You could have said something. You could have told him to keep going."

"I couldn't." It was the truth. "I didn't want him to keep going. I wanted him to stop, and I wanted to watch you not be able to stand it. Both… at once."

She made a sound at that and pulled me down onto the bed. She got the dress off over her head and her underwear down and off, and there wasn't the patience in either of us tonight for anything slow. I got two fingers into her and she was slick and swollen and open already. She ground down onto my fingers once, twice, then knocked my hand away like it wasn't enough, like nothing short of the whole of it would do. She went onto her hands and knees and looked back at me over her shoulder, which she almost never does — usually she's the one on top, reading me. Tonight she plainly didn't want reading; she wanted taking. I got behind her and pushed into her in one go, all the way, her cunt gripping tight and hot and so wet I felt it slick down against my thighs, and she cried out into the pillow.

"Like that," she got out. "Harder than that. The way he would."

So I gave it to her as I thought he might have. I couldn't have stopped myself if the house had come down. One hand spread on the small of her back, the other gripping her hip, I drove into her, the smack of it loud in the dark room and her small tits swinging with every stroke. She reached a hand back under herself and worked her clit while I fucked her, and she kept talking, low and filthy, the exact careful voice she uses for everything else gone ragged.

"He's got a cock twice the size of yours," she panted. "You've thought about it. I've thought about it — him too big for me, making me take it anyway while you watch." I felt her start to go, her cunt clenching in pulses around me. "God, I want his big black cock in me. That's what he stopped. That's what he's saving, Dan⁠—"

She came hard, shoving back onto me, her whole body shaking helplessly, a long broken moan going into the mattress. I lasted about three strokes past her before I went too, buried as deep as I'd go, my cock jerking and pumping into her while she milked every bit of it out of me. Then we came apart and down into the sheets in a heap, both of us wrecked and slick and breathing like we'd run somewhere.

She lay with her cheek on my chest a while. Then she gave a short, spent laugh into the dark.

"He hasn't even touched me properly yet," she said. "And look at the state of us."
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Monday I started properly as accounts lead, and the strangest part of the whole business was how ordinary Fenwick stayed. There was a stack of handover files on my new desk that Priya had left half-labelled, and a morning of working out what she'd meant by them, and Martin came by mid-morning with two coffees and put one down by my keyboard.

"Boss," he said, deadpan, and I told him to get lost, and he grinned easily and said the pint still stood and wandered back to his own desk. He'd taken it remarkably well, Martin, better than I would have in his place. That was the week, more or less — reconciliations, a supplier who'd double-invoiced us, the ordinary grind of the job, only now it was mine to run.

Curtis I saw twice. Once across the floor, once in the corridor by the lifts, and both times he was exactly and only my regional director. In the corridor he had Margaret with him and a printout in his hand. He said, "Dan — good start to the month," about the numbers, nodded briefly, and went on, and there was not one thing in his face to read. I found I'd settled my lanyard straight against my chest as he passed, the way I square things when he's near, and I made myself drop my hand. It was almost hard to believe, watching him go, that this was the same man who'd had my wife half out of her dress at his own table three nights before. He kept the two apart so completely you'd never have known there was anything to keep apart.

At home, the money was the only part of it that felt real yet. Nicola had the calculator out on the kitchen table on the Wednesday, doing the sum she does. The extra four grand spread thin across the year, against the mortgage and the Astra that still wanted a garage and the boiler we were both quietly pretending would last another winter.

"It's not life-changing," she said, tapping the pen on the pad. "But it's the difference between tight and not tight." She wrote a figure down and underlined it firmly, twice. "You did well to get it."

"On merit," I said, before I could stop myself, and she looked up.

"I know it was on merit, Dan. He told you. He told you so hard you're still saying it." She put the pen down. "The other thing's the other thing. That's the point of him drawing the line where he drew it."

She was right, and I let it go, and we had our tea.

The invite came on the Friday. Margaret, of course, dropped into my inbox looking like any other meeting — a postcode I already had by heart, a date, the Saturday of the week after next, and *C. looks forward to it* at the bottom in her neutral hand. I read it twice at my desk with the office going on around me, and then I forwarded it home to Nicola, and inside a minute she'd sent one word back.

*Good.*
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She was dressed before I was, which was new; she was never the one left waiting on me. When I came out of the bathroom she was at the mirror on the wardrobe door with her back to me, carefully pinning the last of her hair up the way he'd asked for it.

The red dress was on. It had been hanging on that same door for the best part of a fortnight, and I'd all but stopped seeing it, the way you stop noticing anything that's there every morning. On her now it was no longer a dress waiting for something; it was the thing itself. She caught my eye in the glass and held it and calmly carried on with her hair.

"Do your top button up," she said.

I'd ironed the shirt that afternoon. That was the part I couldn't get to sit level, stood there watching her get ready — that I'd pressed the good one for it, run the iron twice across the collar the way I did before an audit, and polished my shoes after. And only now, doing the button up under her eye in the glass, did I hear what it was I'd done. I'd got ready for the evening the way I got ready for work.

"You look—" I started, and didn't have the end of it.

"I know what I look like." Not sharp. She turned from the mirror and looked me over instead, and reached up and carefully pulled my collar flat with two fingers, and left her hand on my chest a second. "It's you I'm keeping an eye on. You've gone quiet since about four."

"I'm all right."

"You'll say if you're not. In the room, any point in it — you say the word and we're two people who came for their dinner, and I mean that." She held my eye until I'd taken it. "You've got that."

"I've got it." And then, because I couldn't leave it: "Have you? Got one, if it's⁠—"

"I won't need one." She said it without a flicker of doubt, and I believed her. And that was a thing to stand and take in — that she was surer of this than I was tonight, and that somewhere across the last three weeks the two of us had quietly swapped over. She lifted her coat off the bed. "Come on. He'll have started cooking."

Neither of us said much in the car. She sat with the coat laid over the dress to keep it good, her hands quiet in her lap, and once, at the lights by the golf club, she reached across and squeezed my knee, quick, and let go. That was all of it until the beech hedge and the gravel and the one light burning over his door.

He had it open before we'd got out of the car, and waved us into the warm without remarking on it, as though we came every Saturday. I took the coats myself before he could say it — hers off her shoulders first, then my own — and hung them on the hooks inside the door where I'd hung hers the last time we came. I knew the house a little now. I knew where the hooks were and which way the cellar lay.

He'd cooked a proper spread, and I managed about as little of it as I had the time before, which was next to nothing. He put her at his right this time, close in, not down the table, and set me across the table from them, and there were no little cards on the cloth tonight. He'd got past needing to lay me out on paper.

"Dan." He nodded towards the sideboard without breaking off what he was telling Nicola. "There's a bottle open through there. Bring it and do the honours."

So I got up in the middle of my boss's sentence and went and found the wine, and there was a row of clean glasses stood by it, and I caught myself straightening them into a line before I picked the tray up. I carried it through and poured — hers, his, then last of all my own — and set the bottle carefully where his hand could reach it and sat back down. He didn't thank me. He'd stopped thanking me for it somewhere round the second glass at the last dinner; it had become a thing I did. He raised his own glass an inch towards her, and went on talking easily, and I sat with a dull ache starting up low behind my belt and quietly drank the wine I'd poured.

He had her talking the way he does, easy, about nothing much — a locum she'd had in that week who couldn't read his own writing, an old boy who came in every day to argue about his blood-pressure tablets. She answered him dry and exact, and he liked it, the same as always. But somewhere around the main course his hand had gone under the table, and I couldn't see it, and I didn't need to. I watched it happen in her instead. She held her voice level over the top of whatever his hand was doing to her under the cloth, lost a word once and went back and found it. The colour came up her throat while she carried on about the old boy and his tablets. And she looked at me while it happened. She held my eye across the table and let me sit and watch her being taken apart under it, calmly, over dinner, her wine going warm by her plate. Something turned right over in me, slow and heavy, and I made myself keep still and not shift where I sat.

He didn't clear the plates. He finished what he was saying, unhurried, and slowly set his glass down, and looked at her, and the room went still and close the way it had that first night at his table — except this time I already knew he wasn't going to draw the dress back up and hand her her coat.

"Upstairs," he said. To her, plainly, a thing decided. Then, to me, without turning his head: "Bring the bottle and three glasses, Dan. You'll want a drink where you're going to be sitting."

I carried the bottle and the three glasses up his stairs behind them both. It was the strangest few seconds of my life — my wife going up ahead in the red dress with her hand in my boss's, and me coming along behind with the tray. The room he took her to was big and plain, a wide bed, a lamp already burning low, and a chair set back a little from it against the wall. He'd thought about the chair. I understood that the moment I saw where it stood, angled in towards the bed with a clear line to it. He'd put it there earlier, for me.

"Set the tray down and sit yourself there, Dan." He nodded me to it. "Pour Nicola one first. She'll want it in a while."

So I poured her a glass and stood it on the little table by the bed within her reach, and I sat down in it, and that was where I stayed.

He got the dress off her without hurrying any part of it. He found the small zip at the side and drew it down, slid first one strap off her shoulder and then the second, and let the red dress fall to the floor. She stepped out of it. She had nothing under it but a plain pair of knickers — she'd left the bra off for the cut of the neck — and she stood in his lamplight, pale all over and half his size, her hair up, and let him look. He looked at her openly, top to bottom. Then he laid one big dark hand flat on her belly, slid it up, and took one of her breasts in it, and it near enough covered her whole tit, her nipple gone hard against his palm. I sat six feet off and watched his dark hand move on her pale skin, and how much bigger than me he was, and something pulled tight in me, low down.

"Get me out of these," he told her, and she did — quickly got his shirt unbuttoned and pushed off his shoulders, and he was broad and heavy and dark all down his chest and belly. Then she went to her knees in front of him eagerly, without being told, and got his belt and his trousers open, and worked them down his thighs.

His cock came out heavy and only half-hard, swinging low in front of her face, and I heard the breath go out of her. I'd known he was a big man everywhere; I'd never quite made myself do the sum of what that meant until it was there in the low light an inch from my wife's mouth. It was thick and dark and heavy, blunt at the head, so big that when she put her hand round the base of it her fingers didn't close all the way. Something in me went suddenly cold and hot, looking at it there in front of her, and my own cock had gone painfully stiff and aching in my trousers before she'd so much as got her mouth to him.

"Go on, then," he said, easy, one hand cradling the back of her head. "Put your mouth on my cock."

She took the head of it into her mouth and got an inch, maybe two, and gagged and had to pull off it, coughing, her eyes watering.

"Slow." He had a hand in her hair, not pushing, only resting there. "There's no hurry on it. Breathe through your nose, and go again — as far as you want, and then a bit past that. You've got all the time there is." He talked to her the way he'd talked me through the wine, steady and certain, a man explaining a thing he'd done a hundred times.

She went again. She got further before it caught in her throat, and he gently held her there a second, and let her come off it when she needed to.

"Good girl," he said, when she'd got her breath back. "That's it. You're doing well."

"Come and stand here, Dan." He didn't look round. "You'll want to see this properly."

I got up and came to where he nodded me, near the foot of the bed, close enough now to hear the wet of it. I stood where he'd put me and could not have moved if the house had gone up. He worked her onto him a little more each time, his hand resting in her hair and never once forcing it. "There," he'd say quietly. "Breathe, and take a bit more of it. You can — I've watched you get near. Slow now." And she went at it with her jaw stretched wide, spit running off her chin and down onto her bare tits, tears standing in her eyes. She took more of that thick black cock into her throat than I'd have sworn she could get near, gagging round it and going straight back down greedily for more, until her nose was nearly to his belly and her throat was working round the head of him. "That's it," he told her, low and steady. "Take that cock all the way down. Good girl."

He let her come up for air, and held her face in one hand, and told her, as level as he'd told me to pour: "I'm going to finish in your mouth. You're going to take it and swallow it for me. All right?"

"Yes," she breathed.

"Good girl. Go on, then."

She went back down, and he let her set the pace of it now, one hand easy in her hair. I watched his belly draw tight and his jaw set. He made a low sound in his chest, and held her head, and came, his cock jerking as it emptied down her throat. I saw her throat move, working it down in swallows, her eyes up on his face the whole while. She took all of it. When he drew out of her mouth she stayed on her knees, swallowed once more, and opened her mouth to show him it was gone. He looked, and nodded once. She'd knelt there and shown him it was gone, and nobody had told her to — and that had me harder than anything yet, stood there in the half-light with my heart going.

He drew her up onto her feet, turned her, and laid her back across the wide bed. Then he knelt down off the end of it and put his mouth to her cunt, the same as everything else. He got her thighs up over his shoulders, held her open with his thumbs, and worked her clit with his tongue, gently and then not gently, her wet already shining on his mouth every time he lifted his head. She came apart under it faster than she ever does for me — her hips coming up off the bed, one hand flung out and gripping the sheet, then finding my wrist and gripping that, because I'd come to sit beside her and she'd reached for me. She went over on his tongue with a cry, her cunt clenching and her thighs shaking round his head, and she said my name once in the middle of it, and I let her keep hold of me.

"Give her the wine, Dan," he said, sitting back, wiping his mouth on the back of his hand. I held the glass for her while she drank half of it, her hand not quite steady on mine, and that was mine to do, and I did it.

Then he reached one hand out to the side, open, without looking, and I understood that one as well. I got a condom out of my jacket where I'd put them before we left the house, and put it in his hand. It was Nicola's rule and he kept to it without a word, rolled it down over himself unhurried, a thing already settled and not worth talking about, and moved up onto the bed over her.

He put himself against her cunt and pushed. She was so wet I could hear it, the head of his cock slick with her, but he was thick and it was a great deal of him, and she gasped sharply and went tight, and he paused with just the head inside her.

"God, your cock — you're so big—" she got out, and got no further.

"Ease onto it," he said, propped over her on his arms. "Don't fight it. Let your cunt open round it. There's no clock on it." And he waited, holding still, until she'd breathed and loosened round him. Then he gave her more, and waited again. She took him by degrees, the whole thick black length of him working up into her a bit at a time, her mouth open and no sound coming for a second. Then a long broken sound came out of her when he was finally all the way in. He stopped there, his hips flush to hers, that big black cock buried in my wife to the root while she shook helplessly around it. Her belly was fluttering with it, and I could see the shine of her wet where she was stretched tight around him.

"There," he said. "All of it. That's you."

She lay under him with that black cock all the way inside her, her small body stretched wide round it, and made a small helpless noise every time he so much as shifted his weight. He fucked her in long strokes to begin with, drawing all the way out and pushing all the way back in, so she felt every inch of it go each time. She wrapped her legs up round him and took it, her hands sliding on his broad back. I sat a foot away and watched that black cock go in and out of her small pale body, wet and shining with her, her tits jumping obscenely with each stroke, and I found I had my own cock out and hard in my fist and didn't stop.

"She's taking all of it, Dan," he said to me, not slowing, not unkind. "Every inch. Look at your wife take that black cock."

I looked. I couldn't have done anything else. He worked up into it steadily, deeper and harder, the bed knocking the wall, her crying out under him on every stroke now. Then her breath went ragged and climbing, and I knew the sound of that even from where I sat.

"Please," she got out, "please — fuck me — I need your cock, all of it, don't stop—" and she came a second time, hard, clenched tight round his cock, her whole body wrenching under him, her heels digging into the backs of his thighs, and she buried a cry against his shoulder.

He took her harder through the end of it, up on his hands with his weight coming down through every stroke. Then he pushed deeply and held there, his cock as far up her cunt as it would go, and I watched him come — his whole back locking — while she held on to him with her arms and her legs and her open mouth at his shoulder.

Then it was done. He came off her and knelt back, and dealt with the condom, matter-of-fact, tied it off and dropped it in the bin by the bed. Then he got up and fetched the glass of water from the side and held it out to her, and stood by quietly while she drank. He didn't make anything of it. When she'd got her breath he found her knickers and the red dress and set them within her reach, and only then did he look round at me.

"All right, Dan?" It was the same question he ended everything on, level, and he meant it as a question.

"Yeah," I said. It came out rough. "Yeah. All right."
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He saw us out himself. He held Nicola's coat for her at the door while she got her arms into it, and handed me mine off the hook, and stood easily in the cold of the open doorway, a man seeing his guests off and not a thing more than that.

"Drive carefully," he said. "It's a bad road in the dark." That was the only word he gave to any of it.

We were out on the main road a while before either of us spoke. She sat with her head back against the rest and her eyes shut, and after a bit her hand came across and found mine on the gearstick and stayed there.

"You've dropped quiet on me again," she said, without opening her eyes.

"I'm all right. I keep saying it and you keep not having it."

"Because of the voice you say it in." She turned her head and looked at me across the dark car. "Give me the true version. We're not doing the thing where you save it up for two in the morning."

I kept my eyes on the white lines coming and going in the headlights. "The truth is, I sat in that chair he put me in, and I poured the wine, and I did every single thing he told me to, and I kept waiting for the part where I couldn't stand it. And it never came." I heard my own voice go unsteady. "I thought I'd be jealous. I wasn't jealous. I liked being the one who poured. What do I do with that, Nic?"

"Nothing, tonight." She squeezed my hand. "You drive us home and you let me have a shower, and tomorrow's tomorrow." A breath, and then, quieter, the dry gone off her: "For what it's worth, I was watching you nearly as much as I was doing anything else. You looked—" she stopped, and didn't finish it, and kept her hand on me.

At home she went straight up, and I heard the shower run, and when she came to bed she came in against me damp and cool and quietly put her head on my chest. For a while neither of us said a thing.

"Go on, then," she said into the dark. "You're lying there working out how to ask me."

"Was it—" I stopped and started again. "Did it — was it what you wanted. When it was actually happening, not just the idea of it."

"It was more than I'd bargained for, if I'm honest with you. He's a lot of man." Her hand flat on my chest, rising and falling with me. "But yes. It was what I wanted. You don't have to lie there worrying I didn't." Her hand went still on me. "Are you all right, though — you, right now. That's the one I want answered straight. You saw all of it this time, up close. That's a different thing to hearing it after."

"I am." And I was, though I couldn't have explained it to her if I'd tried. "I think I'm going to wake up tomorrow and still be fine with it. That's the part I can't get over."

"If you don't, you say so. First thing — not lying awake on your own with it." A rule laid down, flat and certain. "That's the deal."

"That's the deal."

She was asleep inside ten minutes, gone slow and even against my chest. I lay there awake and found myself thinking about the calendar, of all things. The trade show was the week after next — Margaret had had it in the diary for months, the whole team down to Birmingham for the two days, the same hotel Fenwick always took, the rooms all booked along the one corridor. Curtis would be there, running the show the way he ran everything. And I lay there and did a sum I didn't much want to do, about a hotel and a corridor and a man who decided things, and whether there'd be a chair set out for me at that one.
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The hall at the NEC was the size of an aircraft hangar, and by ten in the morning it was full of men in lanyards being pleased to see one another. Our stand was a good one, halfway up the main aisle where the foot traffic ran heaviest. Curtis had booked it months back, before it would have crossed my mind to ask. I spent the first hour laying out sample cartons and squaring the spec sheets to the edge of the table and watching him work the room.

He worked it like it was his own front room. Buyers I'd only ever chased on the phone came over to shake his hand, and he had the trick of making each one feel specially looked after. I stood a step behind at the corner of the stand and handed him the right leaflet before he asked. That was the whole of my day. I fetched. I topped up the little bowl of mints, and squared the cartons back up whenever a visitor knocked them out of true, and quietly watched the whole hall come and pay its respects to the man I answer to. Three months ago I'd have stood there proud to be near it. I stood there now knowing what I knew, and it did the other thing to me instead, low and steady, and I kept my hands busy so I wouldn't dwell on it.

Nicola had come down on the coach with the other partners and spent the day off round the Bullring while we worked. She texted me twice — *this is a lot of shoes for one shopping centre*, and later just *what time's the dinner* — and both times the plainness of it settled me before the day could tip over into whatever it was going to be.

The client dinner was in a private room off the hotel restaurant, twelve of us round a long table, and Curtis ran that too. He'd put Nicola near his end again, and he worked her into the talk in front of the buyers — asking after her work like it mattered, giving her room for the dry little lines she lands, laughing under his breath when she did. It would have looked like nothing to anyone else at that table. I read every bit of it. I sat at the far end with a sales rep from Coventry telling me steadily about his caravan, and across the cloth my wife was being quietly appreciated by my boss, and I could not stop looking at it. Under the table, under my own napkin, I stayed hard through the soup and the main and the coffee, and could do nothing about any of it.

It broke up gone eleven. Out in the corridor, the team peeling off to their rooms in ones and twos, Curtis stopped by us at the lift doors with his key card already in his hand.

"Dan." He said it quietly, so it stayed between the three of us. "The bar downstairs is decent, and it's on the company. Get yourself one, take your time over it." He looked at me levelly while he said it, waiting. "I'll have Nicola send word when she wants you up. You're all right with that?"

The lift doors stood open and holding. My wife waited beside him with her coat over her arm and her eyes on me, letting me answer it, the way we'd agreed a long time back that she always would. In the room, always — that had been her one hard line, the thing she'd made me promise him to her face, and here she was setting it aside herself.

"Yeah," I said. "I'm all right with it."

"Good man." And that was all. She stepped into the lift and he stepped in after her, and I stood there and watched the doors slide slowly shut on them both, and then I went down to the bar and did as I was told.

The bar was half-empty and too warm. I got a pint I didn't especially want and took it to a stool at the end where the wood curved round to the wall, and I set my phone face-up beside it, and I waited. The barman was a lad of about twenty who wanted to talk about the football, and I let him, and answered in the right places, and kept my eyes going back to the phone lying dark on the bar.

It buzzed after a while. *were up. hes already hard just from me getting out my dress.* Then, a minute later: *order another one. this isnt going to be quick.* I turned the phone face-down, because the barman had drifted back down my end, and I sat with my hand flat over it, keeping the screen hidden against my palm.

The next one I felt more than heard, the buzz coming up through the wood into my palm. I waited till the lad had gone to serve someone before I turned it over. *god his cock dan. i forgot how thick he is, my jaw already aches.* I shifted on the stool, hard against the seam of my trousers, and made myself sip the pint slowly. Four floors above me a man I'd called sir all day was doing to my wife the thing she'd just typed, and I sat there and let it happen, my cock stiffening in my trousers the whole while. Then nothing came for a long time — ten minutes, fifteen — the phone dark, the football going on the screen above the bottles, me with my pulse in my neck and no idea what was happening in that room except that it was happening. When it finally went again it was two close together. *he came all over my face.* Then: *i let him take one. dont let anyone see it.*

The photo came through under it. I angled the phone into my chest and looked. It was her, from the collarbone up — her hair down out of its pin, her face tipped back, her eyes half-shut, and his cum thick across her cheek and her open mouth. She'd let him take it, and she'd picked the one I got. I sat in a hotel bar looking at a photo of my wife with another man's cum on her face, and my heart went like a hammer and my cock throbbed hard in my lap. The barman three feet off asked if I wanted another, and I said yes, thanks, another, and turned the phone over on the wood.

Then the last one. *come up. 414. he wants you to see the rest.* I left half the pint and went.
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I heard them through the door before the card worked — not words, just her, the low steady sound she makes when she's being properly seen to. Then the light clicked green and I let myself in.

The room was dim, one lamp burning by the bed, and the second round was already under way. She lay on her back across the covers with her knees up and Curtis moving slowly over her, still building it, and neither of them stopped or looked round when I came in. Her face was clean now — she'd wiped it, or he had — and her hair lay loose on the pillow. She turned her head on it and found me by the door.

"There you are," she murmured, easily, like I'd come in from the garden.

"Sit yourself down, Dan." Curtis said it without breaking his rhythm, a man with his mind wholly on the thing in front of him. "There's a chair by the window. Bring it round where you can see her properly."

I fetched it round and sat where he'd meant, close, close enough to hear how wet it was. He was fucking her all the way out and all the way back, in no more hurry than he ever was, and that thick black cock came out shining each time and drove straight back into her. I sat that close and could not have got up if I'd tried. The whole long day of it — the fetching, the topping up, the standing where I was put — came down into me at once and turned into the same low heat I'd stopped bothering to be ashamed of. I let it be what it was.

"God—" she breathed, her palms flat on his back, "—you're so far up in me—" and she lost the end of it when he sank deep and went still.

Then her hand came up and flattened on his chest. Not pushing. Just resting there. He stopped with himself buried in her and waited.

"Take it off." She said it flat as a shopping list. "I want it off tonight. I'm covered — I've been on it the whole time, you know that. I want to feel you with nothing on you."

He held over her a moment, looking down, and something crossed his face I'd not seen there before — not surprise, he doesn't do surprise, but a slow pleasure at being asked for it.

"Say that again for me."

"You heard. Off." She held his eye. "I'm asking you."

He pulled out of her and knelt up. I saw him roll the condom off and drop it over the side of the bed, and take that black cock in his hand — thick and dark and slick with her — and feed it back into her bare, slowly, the whole length of it, until his hips sat flush to hers. The sound she made at the feel of him with nothing between them is one I'll hear the rest of my life. My own cock jerked at the sight of him going into her bare, and I gripped it tight and kept still.

"Feel that," he told her, low. "No rubber now. Just my cock in you."

"Fuck, I can feel all of it," she got out. "Every bit of your cock⁠—"

He gave her a moment to take it. Then he bent low, his weight down on his forearms, and I heard him murmur it against her ear, pitched so only they and I caught it: "That's you ruined for a white man now. You know that." Not a boast. He said it the way he signed off a decision, a thing already settled. She shut her eyes and pulled him down by the back of the neck.

Then he took her properly. He built it and then fucked her hard, and after a while he pulled nearly out of her, that black cock slick from base to tip. He turned her over onto her front, pulled her hips high under him, and slid that bare black cock back into her from behind in one long shove that folded her down into the pillow. I sat a foot away with my cock already out, gripping it tightly, and I kept my eyes hungrily on all of it. He opened her up around him, her cunt stretched and dripping where he went in, his balls slapping heavily against her every time he bottomed out. I was so hard it hurt, watching that bare black cock shove into her and drag back out slick. Her small pale back was arched under his dark hands, and she was loud now in a way she never is with me — past minding the walls, past minding me sitting there — and I loved her for it and could barely hold still.

"Fuck, it's so deep like this—" she got out into the pillow, "—someone touch my clit—" and it was Curtis who reached under her and did it, his hand working her clit while he kept fucking her.

"That's it," he said. "Come on my cock now. Let your husband hear you do it."

She came like that, on his cock and his hand, gripping the sheet and then finding my knee and gripping that, her cry muffled side-on in the pillow, her whole body shaking through it. He fucked her right through it and a stroke past. Then he lifted her up onto her knees against him, her back to his chest, one big arm across her, and worked up into her hard, his mouth at her shoulder. I watched my wife take that bare black cock kneeling upright in another man's arms, her head fallen back on him and her eyes half-shut, and I knew she was somewhere I had never once got her.

"I'm going to fill you right up," he said against her neck. "That's what you asked me for."

"Do it," she breathed. "God, yes⁠—"

He held her down onto him and came, buried to the root, and I watched his cum empty up into her bare with nothing to catch it, her name low in his throat the once. His back locked and his hips worked it into her in short pushes to the end. He stayed in her while it went out of him, and when he eased back his cum was already sliding out of her round the root of him. She sagged against his chest with his arms holding her upright, both of them breathing, and me a foot off with my chest tight and myself hard and untouched in my hand.

For a moment the room was only her and Curtis. Then something in me that had been braced for months quietly let go. I sat there with the smell of them both in the room, and there was no fight left in me.

He got up after a while and did the things he does. He got her the water from the bedside and stood by while she drank it. On his way past he put a hand on my shoulder, once, and said, "All right, Dan," not quite a question, and I said yeah. "Run her a bath if she wants one, before you set off." He said it easily, going into the bathroom — one more thing handed to me to see to. When the door shut behind him she lay a minute with her hand between her legs, holding him in, and then she looked over and gave me the smallest, driest smile.

"Come here, then," she said. "Stop sitting over there like you're in a waiting room."
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She summoned him herself, in the end. Not Margaret, not an invite landing in my inbox with a calendar note on it. Nicola, at our own kitchen table, three Saturdays after Birmingham, with the diary open in front of her and a mug going cold at her elbow.

She'd rung him in the week and asked him to come to us for a change, and he'd come. He parked out front, ducked his head through our back door, sat himself down at our little table that seats four with his knees not quite fitting under it, and let my wife make him a coffee in her own kitchen. The man the whole hall had queued to shake hands with, folded down into a kitchen chair in a three-bed semi on Ashfield Road, waiting to hear what she wanted.

"Right," she said, once she'd sat down opposite him with her own mug. "I'll tell you how I'd like it to go." And she did. The first Saturday of the month, at his — she said his house was better set up for it and she wasn't precious about that. Dan in the room, always; that one she stated plainly and didn't dress up as a thing to be discussed. The office stays exactly where it's always stood, on both sides, for good — she said it flatter than he'd ever said it, and I watched him take the fence he'd built handed back to him in his own words. And when she wanted it moved or changed or stopped, she'd tell him, and he'd hear it from her, not the other way about.

"And the trade show's once a year," she said, "so we'll not make a habit of the hotel. That was all right, though. Wasn't it, Dan."

"It was all right," I said.

Curtis had listened to the whole of it with his coffee going cold and his big hands quiet on our table, and when she'd finished he didn't answer straight off. He looked at her for a moment the way he'd looked at her that first night at Bramley's, only there was something else in it now, something close to respect.

"You've thought about it," he said.

"I've thought about it."

"Then that's how we'll do it." He turned his mug slowly where it stood, the nearest I ever saw him come to being at a loss — and then it passed, and he was himself again. "The first Saturday. You'll let me know the once if it's off." The ask, turned round the other way at last: him checking with her.

"I'll let you know," she said.

He finished his coffee and didn't stay long after. At the back door he shook my hand, and it was my regional director shaking it, decent and firm, a man who'd be nodding at me across the floor at Fenwick on Monday with none of this on his face. Then he was gone, the big car backing carefully off our drive, and it was just the two of us in the kitchen with the diary open and the first Saturday of next month ringed in Nicola's neat hand.

She came and stood behind my chair and laid her arms down over my shoulders and her chin on the top of my head.

"He does what I say now," she said into my hair, dry as anything. "Did you catch that."

"I caught it."

She held on to me a while. Out on the road a car went by and the fridge ticked, and the ringed date sat there on the table between the salt and the pepper, ordinary as a dentist's appointment. I put my hand up over her arm where it crossed my chest. There was nothing in me that wanted to rub it out.


EPILOGUE


We came in out of the October dark a little late. Half the team was already round the long table in the back room at Bramley's, coats still on, menus not opened. Martin looked up and shifted along to make us room. Decent about it, same as he'd been about the accounts lead, and steady with me as ever. Somebody was loudly settling an argument about the football. It was the same room as that first Friday back in June. The same cramped end by the fire door, the same waiter who never writes a thing down.

Curtis had laid the place cards out himself, cream, one name to a setting. Mine sat right down at the bottom, where it always sits. Nicola's was up at the head. In June it had sat a chair or two off his, for decency's sake. Now it was beside his, the two cards touching at the corners, her name and his set down together plainly, as though nobody could think it worth a glance. I found it and said nothing. None of them gave it a second look.

The wine came and I poured it, quietly, without being asked. Curtis didn't have to give me the nod for it any more. I went round the glasses, his first, Nicola's after, and set the bottle down. My hand moved to square it to the table's edge, as it always used to, and I left it standing where it was instead. Three months back I'd have got a small job like that wrong twelve ways and lain awake over it. Curtis asked me a plain question about the Hollis account as I filled his glass, like he'd ask anyone, and I gave him the figures straight back. For that minute he was only the man I report to. Then I poured for my wife, up at his elbow. There was a low pull to it, an ache come gentle now, where once it would have ground at me. I was glad of my seat, and the bottle in my hand.

She had the dark-red dress on. To the others it was only a nice dress on the accounts lead's wife. I knew exactly what it was, and Curtis knew, and she sat there in it and let the pair of us see that she knew. Her hair was pinned up, the low front of the dress showing the tops of her tits, pale under the lights. He drew her out over the starters as he had that first night — asking after the chemist, after her Saturdays, listening close while she was dry and exact — and the team saw only their director being sociable with a colleague's wife. I saw the rest of it.

She sat the length of the table away, and I watched her. Easily as breathing now, I thought of the Saturday coming — another man having my wife in his own bed, the size and the black of him, and how she'd not be able to keep quiet about it. My cock went hard, a slow throb of it low in me, with not a soul the wiser.

Curtis got to his feet when the mains were cleared. He gave the toast he always gives — a good quarter, the show gone off well, the numbers up nicely on last year, thank you all. Glasses went up both sides. Then, lower, as they came down, his eye going to Nicola and then along to me: "And to the one who keeps the diary now." The team heard an office joke — Margaret, the calendars, the invites that drop into your inbox — and laughed politely, the right amount. Nicola waited for it to die down. Her hand lay open beside her card.

"Someone has to," she said, and reached for her wine.

I caught the whole of it going past — the three of us and no one else in the room. I drank to it along with everyone, and kept my mouth shut.

We came out near midnight into the cold, and I drove us back to Ashfield Road.

"He still doesn't quite know where to put himself," she said, watching the shut-up town slide slowly past, "a man like that, made to wait on her word once a month."

"He'll learn," I said.

She reached over and put her hand down on my thigh and kept it there the whole drive. I brought my wife home through the dark, the heater ticking, the arrangement folded in now among the mortgage and the Sunday shop and everything else that was ours. I had never in my life been so easy as I was in it.


THE FIRST TIME BLACKED COLLECTION

The First Time Blacked Collection — standalone stories.

Tell Me Everything: A White Wife's First Time With Her Big Black Trainer

Tom books Gemma six weeks with a big black personal trainer for their anniversary. Every night she tells him what happened on the mats — until the telling gets ahead of the truth, and the truth catches up.

Through The Wall: A White Wife Shared With The Big Black Lodger

Neil and Lisa take in a lodger to cover the bills. The first night the sound of him with a woman comes through the bedroom wall — and Lisa can't stop listening, or wondering when it's her turn.

The Entertainment: A Bride's First Time Blacked At Her Bachelorette Party

For Hayley's hen weekend, her maid of honor books the black entertainer she's only ever joked about. The bride-to-be ends the last night taking him in front of her aware, cheering circle.

The Last Hand: A White Wife Won By Her Husband's Big Black Best Friend

At the monthly poker night the oldest joke is that Kirsty will leave Mark for his best friend Calvin. One night Kirsty raises the stakes herself, loses the last hand, and pays what the bet bought.

Permission: A White Wife Seduced By A Young Black Bull

A composed young black man asks Stuart's permission to buy his wife a drink. Then a dinner. Then a night. And Michelle's dormant appetite wakes around the asking — until the asks change address.

…and more coming soon.
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