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		The plates were on the side. The wine was open. Emily was on the sofa with her feet tucked under her and the television on but the sound low, and I was in the armchair with my glass and the specific feeling of a Tuesday that has nothing left to offer.

		She was wearing an old grey t-shirt and shorts. Her hair was loose. She looked comfortable in the way she always did at home, easy in her own body, and her tits pressed against the thin cotton with their usual weight and I noticed them the way I always noticed them, without deciding to, and then I looked at the television.

		The bloke from work came into my head. The car park, three days ago. Him grinning at his phone, not even really talking to me. You know the lay-by off the Ashford road? Apparently it's a thing on weekends. A dogging thing. Cars and everything. Then his phone had beeped and he had walked away and that was it, and I had stood there in the car park for a moment longer than made sense.

		I smiled at the memory without meaning to. Shook my head slightly.

		Emily looked over.

		"What?"

		"Nothing."

		She pulled her feet out from under her and tucked them the other way, watching me with the particular patience she had for moments when I was clearly thinking about something I hadn't decided to share yet.

		"Something made you smile," she said.

		"Bloke at work said something stupid."

		"Tell me."

		"It's nothing."

		"Mark."

		Her voice was easy, not pressing. Just the way she said my name when she wanted me to stop performing and talk to her. Two years married and she could do that with one word. I looked at her: the loose hair, the grey t-shirt, her legs folded under her on the sofa, her big dark eyes steady on mine. The television flickered between us.

		I said: "You know the lay-by off the Ashford road?"

		She thought for a second. "The one past the farm?"

		"That one. Apparently it's." I paused. "Known for something."

		She waited, a small smile forming because she could hear that I was finding the words carefully.

		"Dogging," I said. "Apparently it's a dogging spot."

		The word sat in the room. Emily looked at me for a moment with an expression I couldn't immediately read, and then the corner of her mouth moved further and she said:

		"Dogging."

		"That's what he said."

		"Like." She paused. "Cars. Watching."

		"More or less."

		She was quiet for a second. Not uncomfortable. Thinking.

		"Four miles away," I said.

		I didn't know why I had added that. It wasn't necessary information. It wasn't a proposal. It was the fact that had stuck with me most: the nearness of it, the ordinary road, the gap between the lay-by and our front door being shorter than the drive to the supermarket. I had said it, and now Emily was looking at me with something in her eyes that had not been there thirty seconds ago.

		"Do you know much about it?" she said. "Dogging. How it actually works."

		"A bit," I said. "Roughly."

		"Tell me."

		The television was still on. Some programme neither of us had been watching. The wine was open on the table between us.

		I told her what I knew, which was more than I'd let on.

		A car parked up with the interior light left on, that was the signal: we're open, come and look. Some stayed in the car. Some got out. Men came from other cars, or out of the trees on foot, and they watched through the windows, or they were invited closer, or they weren't and they understood that and kept their distance. There was an etiquette to it. That was the part that had surprised me when I'd first read about it, years back: the etiquette. The way it worked by consent and signal rather than just chaos in a car park.

		Emily listened with her wine glass held in both hands and her eyes on me.

		"And people," she said. "They just let other people watch them."

		"That's part of it."

		"Is that all. Just watching."

		"Not always," I said. "Sometimes a woman gets out of the car. Talks to someone. It goes from there."

		"Goes from there," she repeated. "Like."

		"Like anything, really. Depends on the people."

		She considered that for a moment, turning the glass in her hands. "So it's just. Singles. People who go there on their own."

		"Some of them," I said.

		She looked at me. She had caught something in the way I said it.

		"Some of them," she said.

		"Couples go too. That's actually." I stopped. "That's more common than you'd think."

		"Couples go to watch other people."

		"Sometimes," I said. "And sometimes the couple is the one being watched."

		She paused. "So they both get out. Together."

		"Or just the wife," I said.

		The glass went still in her hands. She looked at me with her head tilted very slightly, making sure she had understood.

		"Just the wife," she said.

		"Yes."

		"And her husband."

		"Stays in the car," I said. "Or nearby. Watching."

		She was quiet. I could see her working through the architecture of it, laying the pieces next to each other. The car with the light on. The woman outside. The husband watching. The men coming out of the dark.

		"Watching his own wife do that," she said. "With strangers."

		The word strangers sat in the room for a moment.

		"Yes," I said.

		Her eyes came up to mine. "She actually. She sleeps with them."

		"If she wants to. That's the point of it, for some couples. The woman does what she wants and the man watches."

		Emily stared at me. Not performing surprise. Actually surprised. "While he just stands there."

		"Yes."

		"And that's." She paused. "He wants that to happen."

		"That's what I've heard," I said. "It's a kink. The watching. Being the one who has to stand there while she." I paused. "The humiliation of it, maybe. Wanting it to happen and watching it happen. Both things at once."

		She looked away from me, to the middle distance. Working through it. I watched her face make the shape of it: the strangeness, the specific strangeness of a husband in a car park in the dark while his wife.

		"How does a man let that happen," she said. Quiet. Genuinely asking.

		"Some men want that," I said. "Apparently."

		She was quiet for a moment. Then she looked at me with something careful in her expression.

		"Do you know someone like that," she said. "Someone with that kink."

		"No," I said.

		She held my gaze. "But you've thought about it."

		The television murmured at nothing. Outside the window the street was quiet, the particular quiet of a Tuesday night in a town where nothing much happens after nine. Emily was sitting four feet away from me, legs folded under her, her tits pressing against the grey cotton, her hair loose around her face, and the question was still in the room, and I hadn't answered it.

		"I've thought about it," I said.

		She nodded. Not shocked. Not pulling back. Just taking it in, the way she took most things in: steadily, and all the way.

		She uncurled her legs and put her feet on the floor and leaned forward to set her glass on the coffee table, and when she sat back she was closer to the edge of the sofa, closer to me, elbows on her knees.

		"Tell me what you thought," she said.

		The room was very still.

		"Emily."

		"I'm asking," she said. "That's all. I'm just asking."

		I looked at her face. The big dark eyes, steady. The full mouth. The grey t-shirt pulling across her chest. She was not embarrassed and she was not being reckless. She was curious in the way she sometimes got curious: quietly, and all the way down.

		I told her.

		She didn't move closer. She stayed where she was, elbows on her knees, and she looked at me.

		"Have you thought about going," she said. "To watch."

		"I don't know," I said. "Maybe."

		She nodded slowly. Not pushing it further. She looked at me for another moment and then her eyes dropped and she was quiet and I couldn't tell what she was doing with it, whether she was filing it away or turning it over or had already moved on to something else entirely.

		The television was still going. Some programme neither of us had been watching. I looked at her face: the big dark eyes, the full mouth, the grey t-shirt pulled across her chest, her tits heavy against the thin cotton. She was not embarrassed. She was not performing anything.

		Then she slid off the sofa onto her knees in front of my chair.

		My breath stopped.

		Her hands went to my thighs and she looked up at me from the floor with that steady dark expression and I was already hard, had been hard for the last ten minutes, and she could see that and she didn't comment on it. Her fingers moved to my waistband.

		"Emily."

		"Shh," she said.

		She got my jeans open and her hand wrapped around me and she held me like that for a moment, just held me, watching my face. Her grip was firm and warm and unhurried and I looked down at her: the loose dark hair, the curve of her shoulders in the old grey t-shirt, her 32G tits hanging heavy inside it, the wide dark-pink nipples visible through the cotton, already stiff.

		She had been thinking about something too. I didn't know what.

		She lowered her head and took me into her mouth and the sound I made was involuntary and she made a small sound back, low in her throat, something close to satisfaction. Her mouth was slow and thorough and she kept her eyes open, looking up at me when the angle allowed it, and her hair fell forward around her face and I pushed it back with one hand so I could see her.

		Her tits moved with her. The weight of them shifting inside the t-shirt with every movement, and I got my other hand under the fabric and she paused to let me pull it over her head and then she went back down and they hung free below her, heavy and full and swaying slightly, and I kept my hand in her hair and looked at her and tried not to think about anything at all.

		I couldn't tell why she was doing this. Whether it was for me, or because the conversation had done something to her, or some other reason that had nothing to do with the lay-by off the Ashford road. I didn't ask. Her mouth was warm and certain and she knew exactly what she was doing and the room was quiet except for her.

		After a while she pulled back and stood up, her hair loose and disordered around her face, and she pushed her shorts and underwear down together and stepped out of them, and then she climbed into the armchair over me, her knees either side of my hips, her tits level with my face, and she reached down and positioned me and sank onto me slowly.

		The sound she made was low and long and her head tipped back.

		Her tits were in my face and I got both hands on them, the full weight of them in my palms, thumbs across the nipples, and she gasped and began to move. Slow at first. Her hands on my shoulders, her thighs working, the chair creaking under us. Her nipples were very stiff and puffy between my fingers and her breathing came faster and her hips found a rhythm and she rode me with her eyes closed and her mouth open and her hair falling forward.

		She didn't say anything. Not one word.

		That was unusual for her.

		She came with her face pressed into my neck and both hands gripping my shoulders and her whole body shuddering, and then she went still and stayed there, breathing hard against my skin, and I held her with both arms around her back.

		The television murmured at nothing.

		After a while she lifted her head and looked at me. Her face was flushed, her lips slightly swollen, her hair wrecked. She looked like herself, fully, the way she sometimes did after sex when all the daytime had come off her.

		She kissed me once, soft and brief.

		Then she climbed off, found her t-shirt on the floor, pulled it back on, and curled back onto the sofa with her wine glass.

		"Early night?" she said.

		"Yeah," I said. "I think so."
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		She asked it over the pasta, between forkfuls, the way she asked things she had been sitting on for a while.

		"Has your bloke at work said anything else? About that place."

		I looked up. Three weeks since the sofa, since the conversation. Neither of us had mentioned it since.

		"What place," I said.

		She gave me a look. Not buying it.

		"The lay-by," she said. "Off the Ashford road."

		"Right." I picked up my wine. "No. He mentioned it again once. Just in passing."

		"Does he know more? About how it actually works, who goes."

		"He says it's a regular thing. Weekends mainly. He reckons there's a lot of traffic on the right nights."

		She laughed at that. "Traffic."

		"His word."

		"Like a roundabout." She twirled pasta around her fork. "Orderly. Keep moving."

		"There's an etiquette to it. We covered this."

		"We did." She put the fork down and looked at me with the particular expression she had when she was enjoying something she wasn't supposed to find funny. "It's just such a strange thing to exist. Four miles from here. People we probably know walking past in the dark."

		"Probably not people we know."

		"How do you know? Could be anyone." She picked up her wine. "Dave from next door. Could be out there right now."

		"Dave from next door watches cricket and goes to bed at ten."

		"You don't know that."

		"I'm fairly confident."

		She grinned. Drank. Set the glass down. The evening was still bright outside, the kitchen light not yet needed, the windows open because it had been warm all day and the warmth was still sitting in the room. She was in the white crop top she'd put on after her shower — ribbed cotton, pale as cream, the two pink stripes at the short sleeves, the neckline open two or three buttons because she didn't bother fastening them at home. Her breasts filled it completely. The fabric pulled when she moved. She'd paired it with the white mini skirt, short enough that when she'd first come downstairs I'd said nothing and just looked, and she'd caught me looking and said what and I'd said nothing.

		"I just think," she said, "that it might not even be real. Like — someone said it to your bloke, and he said it to you, and it gets passed around, and maybe there's just a lay-by off the Ashford road where nothing happens and it's a car park."

		"Maybe."

		"Or." She looked at me. "We could just drive past."

		I put my fork down.

		"I'm not saying anything," she said, still smiling. "I'm just saying it's a nice evening and it's four miles and it would take twenty minutes and then we'd know. Whether it's even a thing."

		"Drive past."

		"Just to look. See if there are cars. If there are, then fine, it's real. If there aren't, it's a myth and Dave from next door is not, in fact, a sexual adventurer."

		I looked at her face. The easy expression, the slight smile. She was not performing relaxation. She was sitting in it.

		"And if there are cars," I said.

		She shrugged. "Then we drive home and tell Dave we know his secret." She picked up her wine. "Come on. It's still light. Finish your pasta."

		I looked down at my plate.

		I was not thinking about Dave from next door.

		She reached across the table for the bottle to top herself up, and the crop top stretched across her chest with the movement, and I watched the fabric pull and thought about nothing except the very specific fact of her in that outfit in the passenger seat of my car on the road past the farm, four miles away from here.

		"Okay," I said.

		She didn't react as if I'd agreed to anything significant. She just said "good" and topped my glass up too, and we finished dinner with the windows open and the evening still warm and the subject not mentioned again, resting between us on the table like a thing that had already been decided.

		She was in the passenger seat with her sandals off and her feet on the dash before I'd got the engine started.

		The evening was still warm, properly warm. Windows down. The light had gone gold and low and the streets through town were quiet, a Friday settling into itself. Emily had her elbow on the door and her hair moving in the air from the window and she was talking about a woman at her work — some low-level drama involving a rota and a passive-aggressive email — and I was listening and answering and keeping my eyes on the road.

		The skirt had ridden up when she put her feet on the dash. She hadn't adjusted it.

		I kept my eyes on the road.

		She moved on from the work story to something a friend had said, something about a holiday that had gone sideways, and her voice was easy and warm and entirely normal, and I said the right things at the right moments, and underneath all of it the destination was sitting there in the car with us, not named, not acknowledged, just present in the way that something is present when both people are thinking about it and neither is saying so.

		The town thinned out. Residential streets gave way to the bypass and the bypass gave way to the B-road, the hedgerows coming up close on both sides, the light thicker and more golden out here away from the streetlamps. Emily was still talking. Her right hand came off her knee and landed on my thigh, resting there, easy, mid-sentence. She didn't pause. She didn't look at me. She just put it there and left it.

		I felt the warmth of it through my jeans.

		The farm came up on the left: the white gate, the stone wall, the smell of cut grass still in the air from somewhere nearby. Past the farm was the stretch of road I had driven a hundred times in daylight going nowhere significant, and I was driving it now in the low gold evening with my wife's hand on my thigh and her feet on the dash and the white ribbed fabric of her skirt halfway up her thighs and her breasts filling the front of that crop top with their full, easy weight, the cotton ribbing stretched across them, the pink stripes at her sleeves catching the last of the light.

		She was saying something about the friend's hotel room.

		The gap in the treeline came up on the left. Just a gap. Pale gravel visible in the shadows beyond it. No sign, no marking. Four miles from the house.

		I turned in without saying anything.

		She stopped talking mid-word. Her hand pressed down on my thigh, just slightly, and then she sat forward in the seat, feet coming off the dash, eyes going to the windscreen. She was looking. Taking it in. I could hear the change in her breathing before I'd even cut the engine.

		I rolled slowly across the gravel, the tyres loud on it, and pulled up at the far end of the lay-by, away from the other cars, and cut the engine.

		Neither of us said anything.

		The evening sat around the car: birdsong somewhere in the trees, the tick of the cooling engine, the soft movement of air through the open windows. I looked forward through the windscreen at the lay-by: the irregular line of cars along the tree line, six or seven of them, engines off, the gravel pale in the last light. Figures visible between two of the cars further along. Low voices carrying. A car two spaces ahead with its interior light on.

		Emily's hand had not moved from my thigh.

		The car with the interior light on was a dark saloon, two spaces ahead and slightly to the left, parked close to the tree line. The rear window faced us. The light inside was low and yellow and it made the glass into a frame.

		A woman was visible in the back seat.

		Emily made a sound. Not a word. Something small and involuntary, low in her throat, and her hand tightened on my thigh.

		"That's," she said. Then stopped.

		"Yes," I said.

		She stared. The woman in the saloon was not fully visible, the angle was wrong for that, but what was visible was enough: her head tipped back against the seat, a man's shape beside her, movement that was not ambiguous. Emily watched it with her lips slightly parted and said nothing for a long moment.

		"It's real," she said.

		"Yes."

		"I genuinely thought." She stopped again. Shook her head once, very slightly. "I thought it would just be a car park."

		A man walked past the front of our car from the direction of the trees. Ordinary: jeans, a dark jacket, unhurried. He didn't look in. He moved along the row toward the saloon and stopped twenty feet from it, facing the lit window, and stood there with his hands in his pockets.

		Emily watched him stop.

		"He's just watching," she said.

		"Yes."

		"And that's allowed. He can just stand there."

		"That's how it works."

		She turned to look at me. Her face in the low evening light was flushed across the cheeks, her eyes wide and very dark. She looked like someone who had been told a fact they couldn't fit into the shape of the world they'd been carrying around. She also looked like someone who was not, in any serious way, considering leaving.

		"We should probably go," she said.

		She did not move. Her hand was still on my thigh. I did not reach for the keys.

		A man appeared at the passenger window.

		He came from the side, no warning: just a figure at the glass, close, looking in. Early forties. An ordinary face, calm, unhurried. He looked at Emily the way a person looks when they have seen what they came to see. His eyes moved down, briefly, to the white skirt and the bare midriff and the crop top pulled across her chest, and then back up to her face.

		He spoke quietly. "First time?"

		Emily's hand pressed flat on my thigh. "Yes," she said.

		"No rush." He said it without performance, matter-of-fact. His eyes moved to me once, briefly, then back to her. "Can I see you?"

		The car was very quiet. I was aware of my own breathing. Emily looked at me, not asking permission, not exactly. Something else. Checking that I was still there, still the man who had brought her here, still the man who had sat on the sofa three weeks ago and told her what he'd thought about.

		My face did something I couldn't control.

		She looked back at him.

		Her hands went to the hem of the crop top. She pulled it up slowly, over the weight of her breasts, and held it bunched above them, and the evening air came through the open window and her nipples stiffened immediately, the wide dark-pink areolae tightening, the thick nipples coming up hard and visible in the low light.

		The man looked at her for a long moment without speaking.

		Then he opened his jeans.

		He got himself out and wrapped his hand around himself and began to move it, slow and unhurried, his eyes on her chest. He was not performing. He was simply doing what he had come here to do, and the directness of it, the complete absence of pretence, landed in the car like a physical thing. Emily watched his hand. Her lips were parted. Her breasts were still bare and raised slightly with each breath and she had not pulled the top back down and she was not going to.

		He worked himself steadily, his eyes moving between her face and her chest, and the only sounds were the gravel settling somewhere nearby and the low voices from further along the row and his breathing, which was getting heavier.

		After a while he said: "Can I touch?"

		Emily looked at his hand, still moving. Looked at his face. One second, maybe two.

		"Yes," she said.

		His free hand came through the open window. He took the weight of her left breast in his palm, full and heavy, the nipple thick between his fingers, and squeezed slowly, and Emily's breath came out of her raw and loud. Her back straightened against the seat. Her hand gripped my thigh hard.

		He kept both going at once: his right hand on himself, his left working her breast, rolling the nipple between his thumb and finger, and Emily's head went back against the headrest and her eyes closed and her hips shifted in the seat. The sounds she made were low and continuous and entirely her own. The crop top was still bunched above her chest. Her hands were loose in her lap. She had stopped being a woman who had come out here to check whether something was real.

		His breathing came faster. His hand on himself moved faster too, and his grip on her breast tightened, and Emily gasped at the pressure and the sound of it pushed him forward because his whole body tensed and he groaned, low and long, and came against the side of the car door, his hand still gripping her breast through it, his forehead dropping briefly toward the window frame.

		He stayed like that for a moment.

		Then he straightened up. Tucked himself away. His hand slid back through the window from her breast and she made a small sound at the loss of it that I don't think she was aware of making.

		"Thank you," he said. Completely ordinary. The tone of a man who has been handed something he asked for politely and received it. He stepped back from the window and walked back into the dark between the cars and was gone.

		Emily stayed exactly as she was: head back, eyes still half-closed, the crop top still bunched above her chest, her nipples dark and stiff in the cool air. Her chest rose and fell.

		Then she pulled the top down. Smoothed it with both hands, slowly, as if relearning the shape of herself. Looked straight ahead through the windscreen.

		Neither of us spoke.

		I got us back onto the B-road and she started talking before I'd got out of second gear.

		"Oh my god."

		"Yes."

		"Mark." She turned in the seat to face me, her knee coming up onto the cushion. "That actually happened."

		"It did."

		"He just." She made a sound that was half laugh, half something she didn't have a word for. "He just got it out. Right there. At the window."

		"That's generally how it works."

		"I know, I know, you explained it, but knowing it and then a man actually." She laughed properly then, loud and slightly disbelieving, and pressed her fingers over her mouth. "Sorry. I don't know why I'm laughing."

		"Because it's insane."

		"It's completely insane." She dropped her hand. "Is that normal? Is that just a normal Tuesday out there?"

		"Friday."

		"Friday, sorry, is that just a normal Friday, men walking up to cars and." She gestured with both hands, vaguely, at everything.

		"Apparently."

		She turned back to face the windscreen, still grinning, and pushed her hair back from her face. The bypass opened ahead of us and the streetlights started coming back and I could see her properly in the orange light: flushed, bright-eyed, her lips bitten and swollen at the bottom from where she'd been pressing them together, her chest still rising and falling a little faster than usual against the ribbed cotton.

		I was so hard I could barely sit straight. I said nothing about that.

		"His face," she said. "When he." She shook her head. "He made that noise and I didn't know where to look."

		"You seemed to manage."

		She turned and looked at me with an expression of exaggerated outrage. "Excuse me, what does that mean?"

		"Nothing."

		"I was in shock."

		"Completely."

		"I was." She caught my tone and laughed again, properly, and hit my arm once with the back of her hand. "Shut up. I was shocked. It was shocking." She settled back into the seat, still smiling, looking forward. "The thank you at the end. Like I'd held a door open for him."

		"Very polite."

		"Very polite," she repeated. "Very English." She pulled her feet up onto the dash, crossed at the ankle, and was quiet for a moment, still smiling to herself at the windscreen. Then: "Dave from next door would never."

		I laughed. Actually laughed, the first time since we'd left the house.

		"Never," I said.

		She grinned and reached over and stole my knee for a second, squeezed it, let go. Her right hand dropped to my thigh and stayed there as I turned us off the bypass and into the familiar streets and home.
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		That weekend I couldn't shake it.

		Not the lay-by, not the man, not the specifics of how it had happened. Just the image. His hand on her breast, the full weight of it in his palm, her nipple between his fingers. The sound she made. I'd lie in bed or sit at my desk or stand in the shower and it would be there, the same image, the same sound, on a loop I hadn't asked for and couldn't stop.

		The strange part was that it didn't feel bad. That was what I kept turning over. It felt like something I'd got away with. A secret I was walking around with inside a completely ordinary week, and nobody could see it on me, and I couldn't quite believe it had happened.

		Because it was insane. A stranger had put his hand through our car window and groped my wife's tits. Squeezed her nipple. Came against the door while he did it. And I had sat two feet away and watched and done nothing and driven us home. That was what had happened on a Friday evening four miles from our front door, and now it was Monday and I was eating a sandwich at my desk and answering emails, and nobody in the building had any idea.

		At times that week I thought: we've broken something. That maybe Friday had cracked the thing between us in a way that wouldn't show up straight away but would, eventually, in the wrong moment. I watched Emily for signs of it. Watched her face across the dinner table, watched her in the kitchen, watched her come through the door after work with her bag on her shoulder and her hair loose. She was fine. Better than fine. She was warm and easy and entirely herself, laughing at the right things, stealing the blanket, kissing me on the way past in the kitchen doorway. The marriage was intact. She was intact. She seemed, if anything, lighter.

		Which raised the other thought. The one I sat with longest.

		Maybe she had already filed it away. Maybe for her it was a funny story, a thing they did once, a Friday night that got a bit strange and was now behind her. Maybe the image that was running on a loop in my head around the clock was not running in hers at all. Maybe I was the only one still at that window.

		We made love on Tuesday. It was good, the way it was always good between us, easy and warm and close, and I had her beneath me with her hair spread across the pillow and her tits rolling with the movement, heavy and full, and I watched them and the image came up like it always did now and I heard the sound she made underneath me and it blurred with the sound she'd made at the window. The raw one. The one I'd never heard before.

		I came too fast. Much too fast. She noticed. She didn't say anything, just pulled me closer, her arms around my back, and I lay there with my face in her neck and my heart going and thought: she has no idea why. And I couldn't decide if that made it better or worse.

		Thursday night she initiated. Rolled toward me in the dark, her hand on my chest, her mouth at my neck, and I turned toward her and we found each other the way we always did.

		She pulled me on top of her and her legs came around me and I pushed inside her and she was very wet, wetter than usual, and made a sound at the first movement that landed somewhere in my chest. Her tits were against me and I got a hand between us and took the weight of one, my thumb across the nipple, and her back arched off the mattress.

		"Hhh," she said. "Like that."

		I did it again. Her nipple stiffened hard under my thumb and she made the sound and her hips pushed up to meet me and I kept moving and kept my hand on her breast and watched her face in the dark.

		Then she said it.

		Low, half into my neck, half to herself, her voice loose and breathless with the rhythm of it:

		"God. Almost like that stranger."

		I stopped thinking. My hips drove forward and she gasped and her nails went into my back and I fucked her harder than I had in months, the headboard finding the wall, her tits shaking with every push, and she took it with her mouth open and her head back and both hands gripping me.

		"Did you like it," I said. My voice didn't sound like my voice.

		"Yes." No hesitation. Breathless, immediate, completely certain.

		"His hand on you."

		"Yes." Louder this time. Her hips rolling up hard to meet mine. "God, yes."

		She came first, her thighs locking around me, her whole body clenching, the sound she made raw and long and not held back at all. I followed her with my face in her neck and both hands full of her and nothing in my head except her.

		We lay there. The room settled around us. Her chest rose and fell under my hand.

		Then she giggled.

		A real one, surprised out of her, and she pressed her face into my shoulder and laughed quietly and kissed my neck once, soft and warm.

		"Well," she said.

		"Yeah," I said.

		She shifted onto her side facing me, her hair wrecked, her tits warm against my arm. Comfortable. Completely herself.

		"It was insane," she said. "Wasn't it. The whole thing."

		"Completely insane."

		"A man we had never seen before just." She laughed again, softer. "Just got it out. At the window. Like it was nothing."

		"Very polite about it."

		"So polite." She pulled the duvet up around us. "The thank you at the end. I keep thinking about the thank you."

		"Like you'd held a door open."

		"Exactly like that." She was quiet for a moment. "And I just sat there and let him. Let a complete stranger grab my tits while my husband watched."

		"You did."

		"We're insane."

		"Probably."

		She laughed, and I felt it against my chest, and then the laugh settled and she was quiet and I could feel her thinking.

		"It was so hot though," she said. Plain and simple, the way she said things when she had decided to stop dressing them up. "Sitting there. Knowing you were right next to me. And just. Saying yes anyway."

		"I know."

		"Could you tell? How much I." She paused. "My hand was on your thigh the whole time."

		"I noticed."

		"I was gripping you so hard." Another small laugh. "I don't think I could have let go."

		I didn't say anything. She shifted closer, her leg across mine, her head on my chest.

		"And then watching him," she said. "When he. You know." Her fingers were moving on my stomach now, slow and absent, the way they did when she was talking and not quite aware of her hands. "Knowing I did that to him. A stranger. Just from looking."

		"Just from looking," I said.

		"From looking at me." Her fingers drifted lower. "Is that terrible."

		"No."

		"Because it didn't feel terrible." Her hand found me, already half hard, and wrapped around me, and she felt that and I felt her smile against my chest. "It felt incredible."

		Her hand moved. Slow and deliberate, her grip easy, and she tipped her face up with a naughty smile I could just make out in the dark, the particular smile she had when she knew exactly what she was doing and wanted me to know she knew.

		"Again?" she said.

		I didn't answer. She didn't need me to.

		She sat up, her hair falling forward around her face, her tits heavy and full in the dark, and swung her leg across me and reached down and positioned me and sank onto me slowly with her eyes on my face and a long low sound escaping her as she took all of me.

		She planted both hands on my chest and began to move.

		Slow at first, her hips rolling, finding the angle she wanted, her tits swaying with the rhythm, and I got both hands on them and she pushed into my palms and her head fell back. She rode me with her eyes closed and her mouth open and her whole body working, and I lay there with my hands full of her and watched her and felt everything and said nothing at all.

		She came with her nails in my chest and her thighs shaking and her voice loud in the quiet room, and I came with her, and she dropped forward onto me and lay there breathing hard, her tits against my chest, her hair all over both of us.

		The house was very quiet.

		"Wow," she said, into my neck.

		"Yeah," I said.

		She didn't move for a long time. Neither did I.

		She was almost asleep when she said it.

		Her breathing had gone slow and her body had gone heavy against mine, and I was somewhere close to sleep myself, the room dark and warm around us, and then her voice came out of the quiet, soft and unfocused, the way she talked at the edge of sleep when the daytime version of herself had already gone off duty.

		"Would it be weird if we went back?"

		I didn't say anything.

		"I keep thinking about it," she said. Not more awake. Still half under. "What it would be like if I just. Stayed in the car. Let them look."

		The room was very quiet.

		"Maybe touched myself," she said. "While they watched."

		She said it the way you say something you have been turning over for days and have finally decided to let out into the air, not as a proposal, not as a question that needed an answer, just as a thing that existed and was now admitted to. Her voice was completely calm. Her body didn't change. Her head was still heavy on my chest.

		I lay there and looked at the ceiling and my heart was going and my cock was hard again and the lay-by was four miles from here on the B-road past the farm.

		She waited. Not pressing. Just waiting, the way she waited for things, with the particular patience she had for moments when she had said something and wanted to know if the air would hold it.

		I didn't answer. I couldn't have said why, except that an answer would have made it a decision, and right now it was something better than a decision. It was a question sitting in the dark between two people who both already knew.

		Her breathing slowed again. Her hand was loose on my chest.

		Outside the window the street was quiet, the particular quiet of a Thursday night in a town where nothing much happens after ten. Four miles from here a B-road ran past a farm and beyond the farm was a gap in the treeline and beyond the gap was pale gravel and a black tree line and the specific dark of a place that existed whether we went back to it or not.

		Emily's weight was warm against my side. Her tits were soft against my arm. Her breathing was even and slow and she was almost gone, almost asleep, the question still hanging in the room like smoke.

		I lay there and did not answer and did not sleep and did not want to be anywhere else on earth.
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		She was already in the passenger seat when I got to the car.

		White dress. Thin cotton, two thin straps over her shoulders, a V at the front that sat low between her tits and pulled lower when she moved. The skirt of it was short enough that sitting down brought the hem to the middle of her thighs. No bra. The fabric was soft and it lay against the weight of her tits and moved with them and showed the shape of the nipples through it. She had her sandals on and her hair down and she was looking straight ahead through the windscreen when I got in.

		I started the engine.

		She did not ask if I was ready. I did not ask if she was sure.

		The town was quiet. A Friday settling into warm dark. I drove through it and she sat with her knees together and her hands loose in her lap and looked out the window at the streets going past. I kept my eyes forward. The crop top and the mini skirt were one week ago. This dress was something she had decided about without saying so and I had clocked it the second I saw her and I had said nothing and I was not going to.

		The bypass opened up and she put her hand on my thigh.

		Not reaching for it. Not asking anything. Just put it there, flat and warm through the denim, and left it. The town lights dropped behind us and the road went dark on both sides and her hand stayed where it was.

		I did not look at her.

		The B-road came up and I turned onto it. Hedgerows close on both sides, the air coming in through the gap I had left in my window, the smell of cut grass somewhere out in the dark. The farm was two minutes away. Neither of us spoke. The hand on my thigh did not move and her fingers were warm and I was hard already and I had been hard before I got in the car.

		She spoke once.

		"We'll turn on the interior light when we park, right?"

		Her voice was easy. Not a question. The tone of someone confirming something they had already decided, and giving me the shape of a choice I was not actually being offered.

		I said nothing. I kept driving.

		The white gate of the farm came up on the left and went past. The stone wall. The particular smell of the cut field. Then the stretch of road I had driven a hundred times in daylight, and the gap in the treeline came up and I turned in without slowing much, the tyres loud on the pale gravel.

		More cars than last time. Eight or nine of them along the tree line, engines off, dark. Figures visible between two of them further along. Someone's low voice carrying across the gravel. I rolled slowly along the row and pulled in toward the middle and cut the engine.

		She reached up and flipped the interior light on.

		The yellow light filled the car. Through the windscreen the lay-by sat around us: the gravel pale, the trees black, the shapes of men visible between cars further along who had already turned to look at the new arrival. The light through our windscreen would be visible to all of them.

		She put her window fully down.

		Warm air came in. She sat back in the seat, her tits heavy in the thin white cotton, the V of the neckline open, the hem of the dress at the top of her thighs where the seat had pushed it. Her nipples were already up. The fabric was thin enough that there was no question about that. She looked straight ahead through the windscreen at the lay-by and at the men in it who were already looking back.

		Her hand was still on my thigh.

		She did not need to say anything. The light was on and the window was down and she was twenty-three years old with her tits pressing against the front of a dress that was doing very little to hold them, and the lay-by knew what that meant.

		I watched a figure separate from the tree line and start toward the car.

		My hand went flat on my own thigh, next to hers, and I did not move it, and I did not look away.

		The first man took his time getting to the car.

		He came from the tree line, unhurried, hands in his pockets, reading the light and the open window and the woman sitting in the passenger seat with her tits visible through the front of a thin white dress. He stopped at Emily's window and looked in. Forty, maybe. Thick through the chest. He looked at her face first, then down, then back up.

		"On your own?" he said.

		"No," Emily said.

		He glanced at me. One second. Then his eyes went back to her.

		"Nice dress," he said.

		Emily said nothing. She looked at him with her hands loose in her lap and her nipples dark and stiff through the cotton and she did not pull the neckline up or cross her arms or do anything at all. She just looked at him and let him look back.

		Two more men had drifted in from the far side of the car. One on the passenger side, standing a foot behind the first. One at the front corner of the bonnet, leaning slightly, arms folded. The yellow interior light made a frame of the window and Emily was sitting in the middle of it and all three of them were looking at her.

		The first man said: "You going to show us, then?"

		Emily reached up and pulled both straps off her shoulders. She peeled the front of the dress down to her waist and sat back.

		Her tits hung free in the window light. Heavy and full, the nipples thick and dark and already stiff, the wide areolae puffed up tight. The man at the window looked at them for a long moment and then he said, low and direct: "Fucking hell." Not performing it. Just the fact of it, out loud.

		The man behind him leaned in for a better look. "Look at the size of them," he said. "She's got an unbelievable pair on her."

		Emily's chin came up slightly. Not proud. Just receiving it. Her chest rose and fell.

		"How old are you?" the first man said.

		"Twenty-three," Emily said.

		"Christ." He shook his head once. "Twenty-three with tits like that and you're out here." He said it the way you say something that doesn't quite fit the shape of the world. Then he got himself out of his jeans and wrapped his hand around himself and started moving it, his eyes fixed on her chest. "Touch yourself," he said. "Let's see."

		Emily's hand went under the dress.

		The sound she made when her fingers found what they were looking for was low and immediate, a sound that came from somewhere below the chest, and the man at the window said "good girl" and tightened his grip on himself. The man at the bonnet had his cock out now too. The third man, still behind the first, was watching Emily's face with the focused attention of someone who had come here specifically for this and was getting exactly it.

		"She's loving it," the man at the bonnet said. "Look at her."

		"Dressed like that, light on, window down," the first man said. "You knew what you were doing."

		Her hips shifted in the seat. Her hand was still moving under the dress and her sounds were building and she was looking at the first man's fist working himself and her mouth was open and her tits moved with her breathing, heavy, the nipples so stiff they looked tight.

		"Show me," the man behind said. "Pull the dress up. Show us how wet you are."

		Emily pulled the dress up with her free hand. She held it bunched at her waist and spread her thighs and the man at the window made a sound low in his throat and said "fucking look at that" and then to his friend: "She's soaked. Came out here soaked."

		I was two feet away with both hands flat on my thighs and my cock pushing against my jeans and I could not look at anything except my wife sitting in the window light with her tits bare and her dress around her waist and three men looking at her and talking about her like she was something they had ordered and it had arrived exactly right.

		The first man said: "Can I touch them?"

		Emily let the dress fall back down and looked at him. One second.

		"Yes," she said.

		His hand came through the open window. He took the weight of her left tit in his palm and squeezed slowly, his thumb dragging across the nipple, and the sound Emily made was not the sound I knew from our bedroom. It was rawer than that. It came out of her without any decision behind it. Her head went back against the headrest.

		"Fucking soft," he said. He rolled the nipple between his thumb and finger and she gasped and her hips pushed forward in the seat. "Yeah," he said. "There you go."

		The man behind him said: "My turn."

		His hand came through beside the first man's. He took her right tit, no asking, both hands on her now, and Emily's back straightened and she made a sound that was close to a word and wasn't. Both men worked her, their hands full of her, and she sat in the window light between them with her eyes half shut and her mouth open and her sounds coming loose and continuous and carrying out into the lay-by.

		The third man had not touched her yet.

		He was still at the front corner of the bonnet, arms no longer folded, watching the two hands working her tits through the window with the particular patience of a man who is happy to wait because he knows he is next. Emily had her head back and her eyes half open and her hand still moving under the dress and she was making sounds that had stopped being quiet ten minutes ago.

		The first man came first. His whole body tensed and he groaned through his teeth and finished against the car door, his grip on her nipple tightening at the end so that Emily gasped and arched into it. He held on for a moment. Then he let go and stepped back and tucked himself away and dragged the back of his hand across his mouth.

		"Good girl," he said. Completely flat. The tone of a man who got what he came for and is satisfied with the quality of it. He stepped back from the window and walked into the dark between the cars and was gone.

		The second man moved into the space at the window. His hand went straight back to her tit, no pause, picking up where the first had left off. He was rougher. His fingers found the nipple and twisted slightly and Emily's hips came off the seat and she said "fuck" out loud, clear and sharp, the first actual word she had said in several minutes.

		"Yeah," he said. "Thought so."

		He worked her hard and fast and she took it with her hand still moving under the dress and her sounds getting louder, and the third man at the bonnet watched all of it with his cock in his hand and said: "Look at this dirty little thing. Tits out at a car window. Husband two feet away."

		I heard my own breathing change.

		Emily turned her head and looked at the third man. Her eyes were dark and fully open and her chest was heaving and she looked at him the way she sometimes looked at me across a room, a look that landed with weight.

		"Come here then," she said.

		He came to the window. Both men on her now, the second still on her tit, the third getting his hand through the window and finding the other one, and Emily dropped her head back and the sounds she made were continuous and loud and going out into the lay-by and she was not muffling any of it.

		"Christ, she's loud," the third man said. Not a complaint.

		"Filthy," the second said. "Husband just sitting there watching."

		"You like that?" the third man said to her. "Him watching?"

		Emily said: "Yes."

		One word. No pause behind it. The straightest answer she had given all night and it landed in the car like a stone dropped in water and I felt the ripple of it go through my chest and I did not move and I did not look away.

		Both men were close now. The second man's breathing had gone ragged and his hand on her nipple was tight and she was gasping at the pressure and her thighs were pressed together and her lower back had lifted off the seat. She came hard and loud, her whole body pulling tight, her voice going out into the lay-by at a volume that turned heads further along the row. I watched the heads turn. I watched the men further along look toward our car. I sat two feet from my wife and watched other men hear her come.

		The second man finished a few seconds later, against the door, his forehead dropping briefly to the window frame. The third followed, spilling across his own fist, his grip on her breast not loosening until he was done.

		Both men stepped back. Brief, ordinary thanks. The third man looked at me once, directly, for just long enough, and then he turned and walked back toward the tree line.

		The interior light was still on.

		Emily sat upright slowly. She pulled the dress straps back up over her shoulders and straightened the front of it over her tits, smoothing the thin fabric down with both palms. Her hair was loose and wrecked around her face. Her lips were swollen. The flush across her chest and throat was visible through the neckline of the dress. She breathed for a moment, looking out through the windscreen at the lay-by.

		Then she turned to me.

		Her face in the yellow light was bright and open and she looked more fully herself than I had seen her look in months. She looked at me for a long moment with that expression, the one that had no performance in it at all, and then she said it quietly, as if it was nothing much:

		"Is it OK if I get out of the car? Just to see better."

		The lay-by sat around us. The light was on. Men were still out there between the cars, in the dark at the tree line, along the row. She was not asking about the view.

		I did not answer.

		She reached for the door handle.
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		She left the door open .

		I sat in the driver's seat and looked at the open door. The interior light was on. The lay-by was darker beyond it, the gravel pale, the tree line black. She was standing just outside, her back mostly to me, the white dress catching the spill of light. Her hair was down. She was looking along the row of cars. Not moving. Just standing there.

		A man came out of the dark to the left.

		His legs first, then his jacket, then he stopped in front of her and I lost the top half of him. His feet on the gravel. Her sandals. A foot of space between them. Low voices. Hers lifted and I caught the end of it.

		"First time out of the car," she said. "So."

		"So," he said. A short pause. "Can I?"

		"Yes."

		His hands came up. I saw them find the straps of her dress and pull them off her shoulders and the fabric drop, and his hands took her tits, both of them, full in his palms, and she said "oh" — sharp, punched out of her — and then a longer sound underneath, low and continuous, that was not a word at all.

		I leaned across the centre console.

		My weight came onto my right arm and the open door was a frame and she was in it. His hands working her tits. Her head going back. The nipples dark and thick and stiff, and she was making sounds now with no shape to them, just breath and noise, and they came through the open door directly into the car and into me.

		He bent his head to her chest.

		His mouth closed over her nipple and she said "oh god" and her hands came up and one of them went into his hair and held him there. Not pulling him away. Pressing him closer. Her fingers spread against the back of his head and she held his mouth against her tit and her hips shifted forward and she made a sound — "hhhh, yes" — low and long and completely unguarded.

		He bit down lightly and she said "yes" very clearly.

		He bit again, harder, and she said "fuck" and her hand in his hair tightened and her whole body pushed into him and she made a sound that started in her chest and came up through her throat, "nngh, god," and her fingers pressed his face harder against her.

		He worked both nipples. Mouth and hands, taking his time, and she held him against her and made sounds without trying to manage them, "yes, there, like that, don't stop," and I watched from the driver's seat with my arm across the console and said nothing and did not move.

		Then she reached for him.

		Her free hand dropped to his jeans. Found his cock through the fabric and closed around it and he pulled a sharp "hh" against her tit. Her fingers adjusted, found the shape of him, and slowed. That deliberate slowdown. I had seen it at the window and she was doing it again, her grip finding the speed that changed his body, and his mouth stilled against her nipple and his hands on her tits tightened.

		"Mmm," she said. To herself. Her hand moving in that slow grip.

		He said something too low to catch.

		She laughed, soft and short. "Ask nicely," she said.

		"Please," he said.

		She got his jeans open. Got her hand inside and took his cock out properly and wrapped around him, skin on skin, and his hips pushed forward and he groaned "fuck" against her chest. Her thumb moved across the head and he groaned again, longer.

		"Please," he said again. Less composed.

		She went to her knees.

		The moment she did she dropped below the door sill and the geometry shifted and I could see all of her. Her hair falling forward around her face. Her tits hanging with their full weight as she bent to him, the nipples dark and swollen and wet from his mouth, catching the light from inside the car. Her hands going to his thighs.

		She took him into her mouth.

		"Oh Christ," he said, immediate, and she made a sound back, "mmm," low in her throat, and then she settled into it. Her hand around the base of his cock, her mouth working above it, her pace slow and deliberate. She knew what she was doing. She was good at this and she did it the way you do something you are good at, with full attention and no wasted movement.

		"Fuck," he said. "That's. Fuck."

		She made a sound around him, "mmm-hmm," and kept going.

		His hand went into her hair. Not pushing at first, just resting, and then as his breathing got louder his grip tightened and she took it and held her pace. His breathing went ragged. "God. Don't stop. Don't." His hips pushed forward and she held him and his grip in her hair went rigid and he said "hhh — fuck — " and then "ahhh" long and open and loud across the gravel and his whole body stiffened and then went slack.

		He stepped back. His hand came out of her hair.

		"Thank you," he said. Completely flat. The tone of a man who has been given exactly what he asked for. His footsteps crossed the gravel and went into the dark.

		She stayed on her knees for a long moment. The gravel under her, her tits bare, her hair loose around her face. Not moving. Not looking at anything in particular. Just breathing, slow and even, like the world had slowed down around her and she was in no hurry to speed it back up.

		A second man stepped out of the dark.

		He had been there for a while. I had registered him at the edge of my sightline during the blowjob, standing a few feet back and to the right, watching. He had not moved closer while the first man was there. Now he took one step forward and stopped, waiting to see what she would do.

		She looked at him. Then she raised one hand and waved him toward her. A single easy gesture, the way you wave someone through a door.

		He crossed the gravel and stopped in front of her and she went straight for his jeans. No words. Her fingers worked his button and zip and got inside and took his cock out and wrapped around him and he pulled a hard breath through his teeth.

		"Fuck," he said.

		She looked at what she was holding. Her hand ran the full length of him, slow, and she made a sound low in her throat, "mmm," and her grip tightened.

		"You're fucking huge," she said. Not performing. Just saying it, the way you say something true when you have stopped thinking about whether to say it. Her thumb moved across the head of his cock and he made a sound and his hips pushed forward.

		She took him into her mouth.

		She was hungrier this time. Her hand working his cock at the base and her mouth above it, her head moving, and the sounds she made around him were continuous, "mmm, mmm," low and rhythmic and entirely her own. His hands went straight to her hair, both of them, not gently, and she pushed into his grip and her pace quickened.

		"Jesus Christ," he said. "You're a slut."

		She made a sound around his cock, "mmmph," that was not a protest. Her free hand dropped to his balls, cupping them, rolling them slowly in her palm, and he said "oh fuck" and his hips jerked forward. She worked both at once, her mouth and hand on his cock, her other hand on his balls, and the sounds coming out of him lost their shape entirely.

		His hand dropped from her hair to her chest. Not asked for. He just reached down and took the full weight of her tit in his palm and squeezed hard and she moaned around his cock, "mmmph, mmm," loud and muffled, and pushed her chest into his hand without breaking her rhythm.

		"Filthy fucking slut," he said. More breath than words now. His hips moving with her, a shallow push each time she came forward, and she took it and matched it and her hand on his balls tightened gently. "Taking cock like that. Christ."

		She pulled back just far enough to say "harder" and went back down.

		His grip in her hair went tight and he fucked into her mouth properly and she took it and made sounds around him, continuous and muffled and loud, her hand still rolling his balls, and his breathing went ragged above her. "Gonna come," he said. "Fuck, gonna..."

		She pushed forward and took him deep and his hand on her tit gripped hard and he said "ahhh, fuck, yes," long and ragged, his hips snapping forward twice, and she swallowed and kept her mouth on him until he stopped shaking.

		He stepped back. His hands came out of her hair.

		"Christ," he said. Not to her. To no one. He tucked his cock away and ran a hand over his face and walked back into the dark without another word.

		Emily sat back on her heels.

		She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Looked at the gravel. Her tits were bare and her nipples were dark and very stiff and her hair was wrecked, both hands having been through it, and she looked completely calm. She was not processing anything. There was nothing on her face that needed to be processed. She reached behind her and found the dress on the gravel and shook it out and stood up.

		She pulled it on standing there in the lay-by. Straps up. The fabric settling over her tits, the thin cotton dropping against them, the nipples still showing through it. She smoothed it down over her hips with both hands, one flat stroke each side, the same way she smoothed it when she was getting ready in the bedroom at home.

		She got back in the car and pulled the door shut and the interior light stayed on and she turned to look at me with her eyes bright and her cheeks flushed and then she grinned, wide and genuine, and laughed.

		A real laugh. Surprised out of her, loud in the quiet car, and she pressed both hands over her mouth and her shoulders shook and her tits shook with them inside the thin cotton and she looked at me over her fingers with those bright dark eyes and laughed again.

		"Oh my god," she said. Her hands dropped. "Oh my god, Mark."

		"I know," I said.

		"Two of them." She shook her head. Still grinning. "Back to back. On my knees on gravel in a car park." She laughed again, shorter this time, disbelieving. "That actually just happened."

		"It did."

		She pushed her hair back from her face with both hands and looked at me. The grin softened but did not go away. Her nipples were hard against the thin cotton, visibly, prominently, two dark points the fabric did nothing to hide, and her eyes were very bright and very dark and I knew that look. I had never seen it this bright before.

		"That man," she said. "The second one." A small pause. "He called me a slut."

		"He did."

		She looked at me steadily. "Do you think I am? A slut."

		I looked at her face. Her eyes on mine, waiting, genuinely asking.

		"Yes," I said.

		The grin dropped. A small frown, just for a second, her brow creasing, and then I said: "I love that you are."

		The frown went. She laughed, bright and happy, and leaned across and kissed me once on the cheek, quick and warm, and sat back.

		"Good," she said. "That's good." She looked forward through the windscreen, still smiling to herself. "Because I think I might be." She said it like she was trying the idea on, finding it fit. "This is the naughtiest thing I have ever done in my life." Another small laugh, almost to herself. "By a very long way. And it is so much fun."

		She turned back to the windscreen. Her hands were in her lap and her nipples were hard as anything against the cotton and her whole face was lit up, flushed and bright-eyed and alive in a way I did not have a word for. She was still turned on. She had swallowed two men in twenty minutes and she was sitting in the passenger seat grinning and she was still turned on and she was not done and I knew it before she saw him.

		A figure at the edge of the tree line. Standing still, facing the car, facing the light. Facing her.

		She went quiet. Her chin lifted slightly. She watched him through the windscreen for a long moment, this man standing in the dark, and her hands in her lap turned over slowly, palms up, then back down.

		She turned to me.

		Her eyes were very dark and very bright and her lip was swollen at the bottom and her nipples were pressing hard against the thin cotton and she looked at me the way she sometimes looked at me in the dark at home when she had already decided something.

		"Are you OK waiting just a little bit longer?" she said. "Before we go home."

		Her voice was soft. Genuinely asking. Her eyes steady on mine.

		I looked at her face. The flush across her cheeks. The wrecked hair. The dress loose on her shoulders, the nipples dark and stiff through the fabric. The brightness in her eyes that had not dimmed for a single second since she got back in the car.

		I said nothing.

		She held my gaze for one more moment. Then she turned back to the windscreen.

		Her hand found the door handle.

		She rested her fingers on it and waited.
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		She reached for the door handle.

		The man at the tree line was already moving.

		I watched him come across the gravel before the door had even opened — long strides, unhurried but not slow, a man who had been waiting and was done waiting. She pushed the door open and stepped out and he was already there, two feet from her, stopping as she found her footing on the gravel.

		The interior light held her shape for a second. The dress on her shoulders. Her hair loose. She did not look back at me.

		He put both hands on her tits outside the dress. Squeezed once, feeling the full weight of them through the thin cotton. Then he looked at her face.

		"Been watching you," he said.

		"I know," she said. "I could tell."

		He squeezed again and she smiled at him, slow and deliberate, and reached up and pulled the straps down herself.

		The dress dropped to her waist. His hands went back to her bare skin and she said "oh god" and her head tipped back and the sound went out into the lay-by, low and raw. My cock was hard against my jeans and I sat in the driver's seat and I could not see enough from here. The angle was wrong. The open door was in the way. I could see her from the waist up and his hands on her and I could hear everything but I could not see enough and that was suddenly unbearable.

		I got out of the car.

		I came around the door fast, not deciding to, just moving, and I stopped at the rear corner of the car where the sightline opened up and I could see all of her. Her tits bare in the night air, heavy and full, his hands working them. Her face. Her hips. All of it.

		"Christ," he said. His hands were full of her and he couldn't stop moving them. "You're incredible."

		"I know," she said. The same tone. Easy. Certain.

		A second man came out of the dark before the first had found his rhythm. He crossed the gravel fast and stopped close behind her and got both hands on her ass, the full round weight of it in his palms, squeezing hard.

		"Fuck me," he said under his breath.

		"Behave yourself," she said, and laughed, low and dirty.

		"Don't think I can."

		"Mmm." Her hips pushed back into his hands. "Maybe don't then."

		His thumbs dragged across her nipples and she said "hhhh"... long and loose and not a word at all... and grabbed the back of the first man's head and pulled his mouth down to her chest. His tongue found her nipple and she gasped.

		"Yes... like that... god, yes."

		The man at her ass moved one hand lower. The dress rode up. His fingers found the bare skin at the top of her thigh and her breath came in hard through her nose.

		"There," she said. "Yes. Right there."

		"Yeah?"

		"Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

		Not the voice she used at home. Lower. Nothing managed, nothing held back. I had heard her loud before but not like this, not this stripped of everything, not with this little distance between what she felt and what came out of her mouth.

		He pressed his fingers higher. She widened her stance on the gravel.

		"Good girl," he said quietly.

		She made a sound at that. Short and sharp, almost a laugh, except it wasn't a laugh. "Again," she said.

		"What?"

		"Say it again."

		"Good girl," he said, lower this time, his mouth close to her ear.

		She said "hhhhh" again and her whole body pressed back into him.

		A third man appeared at the edge of the light and stopped. She looked at him over the shoulder of the man at her tits. I could see her face straight on from where I stood. Flushed dark across the cheeks. Lips parted. Eyes black and wide and completely alive.

		"You waiting?" she said.

		"Yeah," he said.

		"Come here then."

		He crossed the gravel and she reached out and got her hand around his cock through his jeans and squeezed and he inhaled sharply.

		"Fuck," he said.

		"That's the idea." She looked up at him and pulled him toward her and went to her knees on the gravel.

		The dress was bunched at her waist and the gravel was rough and pale under her knees and she did not look down at it. He got himself out and she took him into her mouth and made a sound right away... "mmm"... deep and satisfied, right down in her throat... and the man above her said "oh jesus" and his hands went into her hair.

		The man who had been at her ass crouched down behind her. His hand followed her down, fingers pressing higher between her thighs, and she came off the cock for one second.

		"Yes." Breathless. Certain. "Right there. Don't stop."

		"Christ, you're wet."

		"I wonder why." And she went back down.

		Her sounds built around the cock in her mouth, wet and continuous and completely open, going straight out into the night air. I was at the rear corner of the car and I could see her clearly and I was hard and I had been hard since before she opened the door and I was not going to do anything about that. I just stood there. I watched.

		Two men further along the row had turned their heads toward our car.

		The man behind her found what he was looking for and she pulled back off the cock entirely and the sound she made rose and kept rising, long and ragged and going out across the lay-by.

		"That's it," she managed. "That's... god... yes... don't..."

		She didn't finish. She didn't need to. Her thighs clamped tight around his hand and her tits shook with her breathing and her lower back arched and she went rigid for a moment and then came apart, loud and sustained and entirely herself, the sound of it carrying across the gravel to the men along the tree line who had all turned to look now.

		She went back down on the cock in front of her. Straight away. No pause. Her sounds came up around him and she did not muffle a single one of them.

		He lasted less than two minutes after that. His breathing went ragged and his whole body locked and he groaned, long and low, and she took him all the way and swallowed and pulled back and wiped the back of her hand across her mouth. She looked up at his face while she did it.

		"Good?" she said.

		He laughed. Breathless. Completely undone. "Yeah," he said. "Yeah, that was good."

		The flat ordinary footsteps across the gravel. Gone.

		She stayed on her knees. The man crouching behind her had not moved. His fingers were still between her thighs and I could hear her breathing from where I stood, fast and uneven and nowhere near coming down. Her tits were bare and the nipples were very stiff in the cool air and her hair was already starting to wreck itself and she looked like a woman who had not even started yet.

		"Don't stop," she said quietly. Not to me. Not to the lay-by. Just to him, the man crouching behind her in the dark with his fingers inside her.

		He didn't stop.

		A fourth man came out of the dark.

		He didn't stop at the edge of the light. He walked straight up to her and looked down at her on her knees and said "room for one more?" and she looked up at him, lips swollen, tits bare, and said "get it out then."

		He got it out.

		She took him into her mouth and the man crouching behind her kept his fingers in her pussy and the sound she made around the cock in her mouth was long and muffled and her hips were moving, pushing back, working against his hand.

		"Fuck," the fourth man said. His hands went into her hair. "Fuck, she's good."

		"Told you," said a voice at the edge of the light.

		I looked along the lay-by. Three more men had drifted toward the car. Not close yet. Watching. Her sounds were pulling them in out of the dark.

		She pulled back off his cock and looked over her shoulder at the man behind her.

		"Harder," she said. Flat. No question in it.

		"Christ..."

		"Harder. I mean it."

		His arm moved and she said "yes" and dropped her head and grabbed the fourth man's thighs to brace herself. Her tits swung forward with the force of it, heavy and full, the nipples stiff and dark. The fourth man looked down at them and then across at me. One second. Then back down at her.

		She took his cock back into her mouth.

		A fifth man crossed the gravel. Young, early twenties, moving like a man who couldn't believe his luck. He stopped two feet from her and stared at her tits.

		She noticed. She pulled back, the fourth man's cock in her fist, and looked up at the fifth.

		"Both hands," she said. "On my tits. Don't be shy."

		He dropped to his knees and got both hands on her tits and squeezed and she said "harder" and he squeezed harder and she said "god yes, like that" and went back down on the fourth man's cock.

		Hands on her tits. A cock in her mouth. Fingers in her pussy from behind. Her sounds were layered and continuous and going straight out into the lay-by and more men were turning to look.

		"She's incredible," the fifth man said.

		"Watch her face," said the man with folded arms at the edge of the light.

		The fourth man's breathing went ragged. She felt it and pulled back and looked up at him.

		"On my tits," she said.

		"Yeah?"

		"Now."

		He came hard across both tits. She looked down at the cum on her chest and made a low sound, satisfied, and said "mmm" and told the fifth man "don't stop."

		He didn't stop.

		The man behind her had his mouth close to her ear now and she could hear him breathing and so could I from four metres away because I had moved again without deciding to. My hands were at my sides. My cock was hard against my jeans and had been for twenty minutes and I was not going to touch it and I was not going to look away.

		"I'm going to..." the man behind her started.

		"Not yet." Immediate. Hard. "Keep your fingers in my pussy and don't you dare stop."

		He made a sound like something was hurting him and kept going.

		She took the fifth man's cock out of his jeans herself. Reached in, wrapped her hand around it, pulled it free. He said "oh fuck" and she said "tell me what you want."

		"I... your mouth. Please."

		"Please what."

		"Please can I fuck your mouth."

		"Good boy," she said, and took him in.

		His head went back. She made a sound of agreement around his cock and pressed hard back against the fingers in her pussy and her thighs began to close and her lower back arched and the man behind her said "come on then, good girl, come on" and she came on his fingers right there in the open lay-by, loud and continuous, her pussy clenching around his hand, her tits shaking, the sound of it going out into the dark and turning heads along the row for the second time that night.

		She kept the fifth man's cock in her mouth through all of it.

		When it was done she pulled back and looked up at him, her voice low and wrecked.

		"Your turn."

		Thirty seconds. He came on her face. No warning and she didn't flinch. Stayed still, eyes closed, and let it happen. Opened her eyes. Did not wipe any of it away.

		Cum on her tits from the fourth man. Cum on her face from the fifth. Her nipples were stiff and dark in the night air and her hair was wrecked around her face and she looked along the men still standing at the edge of the light.

		One full second of silence.

		"Who's next," she said.

		The man behind her stood up and his fingers left her pussy and she made a sound at the loss of them, low and involuntary. He said "sorry darling" and she said "don't apologise" and paused.

		She looked along the remaining men.

		"Just get back down there," she said.

		A man stepped forward from the arc.

		Older than the others. Broad. He had been standing at the edge of the light for a while, not hurrying, and he looked at Emily on her knees and looked at her face and she looked back at him and reached out and got her hand around his cock through his jeans.

		"You've been waiting," she said.

		"Watching," he said.

		"Same thing." She squeezed. "Get it out."

		He got it out and she wrapped both hands around it and looked up at him and said "nice"... not performance, just fact... and took him into her mouth.

		Her sounds were lower now. Deeper. Still going out into the dark but settled, the sounds of a woman no longer surprised by any of this. Her head moved slow and thorough and the man above her stood with his hands loose at his sides, not grabbing, not pushing, just taking what she was giving him.

		Behind her the man had his fingers back in her pussy the second she told him to. Her hips moved in a slow easy rhythm, back and forward, and the two things had found each other's pace and she had found something she liked and was staying in it.

		She pulled back for a breath.

		"Right there," she said. "Keep it right there."

		Back down.

		Her tits hung heavy below her, swaying with the movement, nipples stiff and dark, the cum from the fourth man still across her chest. Her hair was stuck to her face and neck. I was four metres away and I could see all of it and my cock was hard against my jeans and my mouth was dry and I had not spoken since she stepped out of the car.

		The older man's breathing changed. She felt it and slowed and he made a sound of frustration and she pulled back and looked up at him.

		"Not yet," she said. "I'm not done with you."

		"Christ."

		"Stay there."

		She turned her head.

		The man crouching behind her was right there, his face level with hers, close, his breath warm, his fingers still moving in her pussy. She turned into him and kissed him.

		Both hands grabbing his jacket. Her whole body going into it, urgent and open-mouthed, and the sounds she made into him were nothing like the sounds she made with her mouth full of cock. Lower. More private. I knew those sounds. Two years of knowing those sounds in the dark at home and now they were here, in a lay-by, going into a stranger's mouth, and his fingers were still moving in her pussy and her hips were still working against his hand and she had the older man's cock in her fist and she was not letting go of any of it.

		The older man looked down. Said nothing.

		She came mid-kiss, her fist twisting in his jacket, her hips snapping back hard against his hand, and the sound went into his mouth and stayed there and nobody else in the lay-by heard it.

		She broke the kiss. Her forehead dropped to his for one second. Then she turned back to the older man and took his cock into her mouth.

		He came fast. She took it on her face, tilted up, stayed still through it, opened her eyes after and wiped nothing away.

		She sat back on her heels. Tits marked, face marked, hair wrecked and stuck to her skin. Her nipples were stiff in the cool air and she was breathing hard.

		She turned and looked at me.

		Across the four metres between us, direct, holding. Her eyes found mine and stayed. Nothing performed in her face. Nothing managed.

		Two seconds.

		Then she stood and pushed the dress down off her hips and let it drop to the gravel and stepped out of it.

		Bare in the lay-by. The interior light caught the curve of her tits, the full round weight of her ass, the dark tangle of her hair. She stood and let them look and covered nothing.

		"Come here," she said.
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		The lay-by had not gone quiet.

		That was the thing. It never went quiet. Somewhere along the row a woman was making noise, steady, rhythmic, getting louder, and further back, near the trees, voices carrying low between men. Gravel shifting underfoot. A car door opening. The specific sounds of a place that had been doing this for hours and was not close to finished.

		Emily was standing in the middle of all of it. Bare. The interior light caught the full curve of her tits, the round weight of her ass, the dark tangle of her hair loose around her face. Cum drying on her cheek and her chin. Her nipples stiff in the cool air. She had said come here into the dark and now she was waiting, her weight easy on both feet, not covering anything, not looking at me.

		I was five metres away. I had moved there without deciding to. The interior light was behind me and I was standing in the open and I knew it and I did not step back.

		He came forward.

		Taller than the others. Unhurried. He had not been part of what came before, had not queued, had not pushed in. For the last twenty minutes he had stood at the edge of the light with his hands in his pockets and watched. She had clocked him earlier. I had seen her do it: a single look across the gravel that lasted a beat longer than the others. He had not moved toward her then. He had waited.

		He was holding a small bottle of water.

		He held it out to her. She looked at it, then up at him.

		"What's that for?"

		"You just swallowed a lot of cum," he said. Flat. Not unkind.

		She held his gaze for one second. Then she grinned. Wide and real, the full unguarded smile, teeth and everything. She was standing bare in a lay-by with cum on her face and her tits marked and her nipples hard in the cool air and she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in my life. The grin did it. The complete absence of shame in it. She was lit up.

		She took the bottle.

		Unscrewed the cap, took a mouthful, held it, turned her head and spat into the gravel. Tipped it back and drank the rest. Held the empty bottle out to him.

		He took it.

		Then he grabbed her face in both hands and kissed her.

		No warning. His mouth came down on hers hard and open and she made a sound into it that was nothing like surprise. Her hands went straight into his jacket, fisting the fabric, pulling him in. She kissed him back with everything he brought: mouth wide, urgent, her whole body pitching forward into him.

		My chest did something I could not name. She was extraordinary. The way her whole body went into it, both hands in his jacket, her tits pressing against him, her hips already moving. She kissed him like she had been waiting to and she absolutely had.

		His hands dropped from her face.

		One took her left tit full in his palm, fingers closing on the whole weight of it. Her nipple stiffened between his fingers and he rolled it and she broke the kiss to make a sound, short and raw, then went straight back to his mouth. His other hand drove down between her thighs without asking, two fingers pushing straight up inside her, and her whole body lurched forward onto them.

		She was soaking. He found that immediately.

		"Christ," he said, against her mouth. "You're drenched."

		She laughed into the kiss, bright and easy. "Can't imagine that's a problem for you."

		"No problem at all."

		His fingers worked deeper. She broke from his mouth, not far, her lips still close to his, her hips already moving against his hand. Her head tipped back and her tits pushed forward against his chest and he kept his hand full of the left one and kept working the nipple and she made a sound that went out into the lay-by: low and long and completely unguarded.

		She looked incredible. Her head back, her throat bare, her tits against his chest with his hand full of one of them, her hips rolling against his fingers like nothing else existed. The cum still on her face. Her hair wrecked. She was a complete mess and she was absolutely stunning and she did not have a single thought in her head except what his hand was doing.

		The woman along the row was still going. Gravel somewhere. Low voices.

		Emily rocked her hips against his hand and bit her lip and looked up at him from under her hair.

		"Three fingers," she said. Bright-eyed, a little breathless, smiling like she was asking for something off a menu. "If you don't mind."

		He gave her three.

		"Oh." Her mouth stayed open. Her hips stuttered and found the rhythm again. "Oh that's... yeah, that's really..." She laughed, helpless, and the laugh broke into a gasp as he curled them. "Okay. Okay, that's good. That's really good, keep doing that."

		He kept doing that.

		Her sounds got louder. Her hands were still in his jacket and her knuckles had gone white and she was riding his hand with her full weight behind it, her tits shaking with the movement, the nipple he had let go of dark and stiff and bouncing. She talked through all of it: not commands, just the happy disorganised noise of a girl completely lost in it, yes and fuck and oh god and once, breathless and almost laughing: I can't believe this is happening.

		I could not take my eyes off her. The way she moved, the sounds she made, the laugh underneath all of it even now, even here. She was having the time of her life. That was the thing that hit me standing there in the dark five metres away with my cock pushing against my jeans: she was absolutely having the time of her life.

		Her thighs pressed hard around his wrist.

		She came with her forehead on his shoulder, shuddering all the way through it, swearing into his collar, and he worked her through every second of it, and the woman along the row had gone quiet, and for a moment the only sound in the lay-by was Emily.

		Bare in the light. Shaking. Her tits moving with every shudder, the nipples dark and hard, her ass full and round and catching the light. Coming in front of a lay-by full of strangers and taking every second of it. I was so hard it hurt and I was so proud of her I could not have explained it to anyone, and those two things were not separate.

		She lifted her head from his shoulder. Flushed. Lips swollen. Eyes bright and slightly glazed. She took one slow breath and her tits rose with it and fell.

		She glanced down at his jeans. Back up at his face. The smile came back, easy and warm and completely certain of itself.

		"So," she said. "Your turn then."

		He did not wait for permission.

		His hands closed on her shoulders and he turned her, one smooth motion, and walked her forward into the bonnet. The bodywork boomed and she gasped and grabbed the metal and laughed, high and surprised, her tits swinging forward with the impact.

		"Oh," she said. "Okay then."

		His hand pressed flat on the small of her back, pushing her down onto the bonnet. She went. Her palms flat on the metal, her tits against it, her ass pushed out behind her, her hair falling forward around her face. She looked back at him over her shoulder with bright eyes and flushed cheeks.

		"Very macho," she said, grinning. "Very..."

		He got his jeans open with one hand, the other still flat on the small of her back holding her there, and she heard it and stopped talking. He took himself out and she felt it, the thick blunt head of him pressing against her pussy, not pushing in, just there, dragging slow through the wet of her, and her mouth opened and the grin dissolved.

		"Oh god," she said. Quieter now. "Oh god, stop teasing."

		He dragged it through again. Slow. Deliberate.

		"Please," she said. Her hips pushed back toward him and he pulled back just enough to deny her and she made a noise that was half laugh and half genuine desperation. "You're so..." Her head dropped. "Please. Please just..."

		He pushed inside her.

		The please became something with no words in it at all. Her back arched and her fists closed on the bonnet and the sound she made went out across the lay-by long and raw and grateful.

		I had my hand pressed flat against my own thigh and I was keeping it there by decision. She was bent over our car with her ass in the air and her tits against the bonnet and her pussy full of a man she had spoken four sentences to, and she looked so fucking good I could barely stand to be five metres away from it.

		He began to move. She pushed back into every thrust, her ass rolling against him, meeting him exactly, the slap of skin on skin going out across the gravel. Her tits swung with the rhythm, heavy and full, the nipples dark and stiff.

		She started talking.

		Not loudly at first. Her face half-turned toward him over her shoulder, her hair falling across it, her hips still moving.

		"God," she said. "You're big."

		He said nothing. Kept moving.

		"No, like..." She laughed, breathless, her eyes closing for a second. "Like actually. I can really feel you." Her hips rolled back into him. "Can you feel how wet I am?"

		"Yes," he said. Through his teeth.

		"Yeah." She smiled into the bonnet. "Thought so."

		He drove harder. She gasped and her fingers spread flat on the metal.

		"There," she said. "Right there, that's... oh fuck, do that again, do that again, do that..."

		He did it again.

		Her head dropped and the words dissolved into a long moan that she made no attempt to keep down. The men along the row had turned to look and she knew it and it made her louder. Her tits jolted with every push, heavy and swinging, the nipples dark and stiff, and her voice went up and shed every last register of restraint and became something continuous and raw and entirely animal.

		The hand against my thigh was not doing enough work anymore. She was riding a stranger's cock over our car bonnet and asking for more and her tits were shaking with every thrust and she was the filthiest most beautiful thing I had ever seen and I wanted to get my cock out so badly my vision had gone slightly strange at the edges. I kept my hand where it was. I did not look away.

		Her lower back arched sharply. Her thighs pressed inward.

		"Don't stop," she said. The brightness gone from her voice now, stripped right back to something urgent and raw. "Don't stop, don't stop, I'm going to..."

		She came hard. Her fists hit the bonnet once and her whole body locked and the sound went out across the full length of the lay-by, loud and raw and entirely her own, and somewhere along the row a man said something and another man laughed, not unkindly, and she did not hear any of it because she was not back yet.

		He finished inside her. She had said don't pull out somewhere in the last thirty seconds and he had not. He stayed still and she stayed bent over the bonnet, breathing, her tits against the metal, her hair all over her face.

		The lay-by settled around them. The woman along the row had started again. Voices somewhere. Gravel.

		She straightened slowly. Both palms pushing off the bonnet, her spine coming up one vertebra at a time. She pushed the hair off her face with the back of her wrist and stood there in the light, chest rising and falling, her tits marked from the metal, her thighs wet.

		I looked at her and thought: who is this woman. Not with horror. With pure fascination. Three hours ago she was in the passenger seat with her feet on the dash. Now she was standing bare in a lay-by at midnight, used and glowing and already looking around for what came next, and she was the most extraordinary thing I had ever watched and she was my wife.

		A second man had moved to the edge of the light while the first was still inside her. She had not missed it. Her eyes found him now: a slow look up and down, completely unhurried.

		She smiled.

		The second man did not need a smile twice.

		He was on her before she had fully turned, hands on her hips, spinning her around and lifting her up onto the bonnet in one motion. She yelped and grabbed his shoulders and then she was on her back on the metal, her ass at the edge, her legs hanging, and he was already stepping between them.

		"Oh," she said, looking up at him. "That works too."

		He hooked both her legs over his forearms, tilted her hips up, and pushed inside her.

		"Oh fuck." Her head dropped back onto the bonnet. Her back arched off the metal. "Oh fuck, yes, like that, just like that..."

		He set a hard rhythm immediately and she took it, her whole body jolting up the bonnet with every thrust, her tits rolling and bouncing on her chest, heavy and full, the nipples dark and stiff and catching the light with every movement. She watched them herself for a second, looked down at her own chest with an expression of hazy delighted surprise, then her eyes closed and her mouth fell open.

		I was watching her face. The way the surprise kept happening to her, fresh each time, like her own body was doing things she had not quite authorised. It was the most honest thing I had ever seen on her.

		"Harder," she said. Just like that. Between gasps. Matter of fact. "Come on, harder."

		He gave her harder and she gave him everything back: uh, uh, uh, with every thrust, loud and rhythmic and completely unmanaged. Her hands went to her own tits, both of them, fingers spreading over the full weight of them, pushing them together, rolling the nipples between her fingers. The man watched her do it and his rhythm stuttered and came back harder and she felt that and smiled with her eyes still closed, pleased with herself, knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

		That smile. Eyes closed, head back, tits in her own hands, smile like she owned the entire lay-by. My cock was so hard it was difficult to breathe.

		"Fuck yes," she said. "Fuck, yes, like that, just like that, don't you dare slow down..."

		He leaned forward and took her tits away from her, both hands closing on them, squeezing the full weight of them, thumbs dragging across the nipples. She made a sound that was almost a sob and her hands flew out to grip the sides of the bonnet instead, bracing herself against his thrusts, giving him her chest completely, arching up into his hands.

		"Yes," she said. "Yes, squeeze them, harder, oh my god, don't stop, I'm going to... I'm going to... fuck..."

		I watched his hands on her tits and I watched her face and I watched the men at the edge of the light watching her and I had my hand pressed flat and hard against the front of my jeans and I was keeping it there by the thinnest margin I had ever kept anything.

		A third man had come to stand two metres away. Emily had seen him. She looked at him directly from flat on her back, mid-fuck, her tits still being worked by the second man's hands, her hips rolling up to meet every thrust.

		"You next," she said. Breathless, completely certain. Not a question.

		The third man's jaw moved. He said nothing. His eyes did not leave her.

		Then her right hand left the bonnet and went between her own legs, her fingers finding her clit, and the sound she made when she touched herself was immediate and raw and the second man felt whatever it did to her because his jaw tightened and his whole body lurched forward harder. She had done that deliberately. She knew what it would do and she did it anyway and she was right and she knew she was right and the smile came back even as the sounds got louder.

		"Don't stop," she said, her own fingers moving fast now, her hips rolling up into both: his cock and her hand at the same time. "Don't stop, don't stop, I'm going to..."

		She came fast, her lower back arching sharp off the bonnet, her thighs locking around him, her voice cracking open on a long raw oh fuck yes that carried the full length of the lay-by. She rode it out with her hips still working, her fingers still moving through all of it, wringing every last second out of it with the focused determination of someone who knows exactly what they want and is taking it.

		The second man followed her almost immediately, his hands tightening on her tits, his head dropping. She felt him finish and made a satisfied sound, low and warm, like she had accomplished something. Which she had.

		She lay there for a moment, breathing hard, little aftershock sounds coming out of her: mm, mm, mm. Her tits rose and fell with every breath, still flushed from his hands, the nipples thick and stiff pointing at the sky.

		Then she propped herself up on her elbows and looked at the third man. Slow. Up and down. A smile that had nothing shy left in it.

		"Come here then," she said.

		He came.

		She reached for him before he had fully arrived and her fingers wrapped around him and her eyebrows went up and she looked at his face with an expression of pure delighted surprise.

		"Oh," she said. "Hello."

		Something went through the men watching at the edge of the light. A low sound, almost collective. I felt it in my chest like a frequency.

		She lay back down.

		He pushed inside her slowly, giving her time to take it, and she did, her back arching up off the metal, a long breathy ohhhh dropping in pitch as she took more of him, her heels digging into his back, her fingers gripping the edge of the bonnet, pushing back onto him until she had all of it. Her face went through three expressions in four seconds: concentration, effort, and then something wide open and helpless.

		She looked down between them. Back up at him.

		"Okay," she said. Slightly wrecked. "Okay. Yeah."

		He began to move.

		"Oh god." Immediately loud. "Oh god, you're so big, I can feel you everywhere, I'm so full, oh my god I'm so... uh... uh... fuck, yes, do that, do that, do that..."

		He leaned forward and both hands closed on her tits and she arched up hard into his grip and her own hand dropped straight to her clit again, fingers working fast, and the combination hit her like a wall. Her whole body lurched. Her voice went up.

		"Yes. Like that, harder, come on, I can take it, give me all of it, give me all of it, I want all of it..."

		I watched the men at the edge of the light watch her. Watched their faces. Watched what she did to them just by being exactly what she was: bare on a car bonnet at midnight, tits in a stranger's hands, her own fingers on her clit, asking for more and meaning every word of it. They could not look away. None of them could look away. I understood that completely.

		"Yes, don't stop, don't stop, harder, harder..."

		He gave her harder. Her tits jolted in his hands with every thrust, her voice cracking at the top of each sound, raw and continuous and carrying the full length of the lay-by.

		Her lower back arched hard off the bonnet. Her thighs locked around him.

		"Don't pull out," she said, urgent and specific, her fingers still moving. "Don't you dare pull out."

		He didn't.

		She came with her whole body, long and loud and shaking, oh god oh god oh god yes yes yes spilling out of her in a continuous stream until the words broke apart completely into pure noise, and he came with her, and the lay-by heard all of it, and she did not muffle a single second of it, and when it was over she lay flat on the bonnet with her eyes closed and her chest heaving and her tits still flushed from his hands and a smile on her face that I could see from four metres away in the dark.

		I stood there and looked at her and my hand was pressed hard against the front of my jeans and the pressure of it was a mistake because I was so close I could feel it in my thighs. I moved my hand away. Pressed it flat against my leg instead. Looked away from her, up at the tree line, the black shapes of branches against the sky, and breathed, and did not move, and waited for it to pass.

		It did not pass.

		I looked back at her. Still on the bonnet. Still smiling. Her tits still flushed and heaving and her thighs still wet and the smile still there, easy and warm and completely her own.

		I pressed my hand back against my leg and locked my jaw and looked at the tree line again and thought about nothing and it did not help at all.
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		The lay-by had grown .

		More cars along the tree line than when we had arrived, the gravel fuller, more figures standing at the edges of the light. Word moved in places like this, between men on phones in dark car parks in other lay-bys, and it had moved tonight. I could feel the difference in the density of watching. Emily on the bonnet had done that. Emily's sounds had done that. Men had driven out here in the last hour because of what was being said about a woman in a white dress on the Ashford road, and now she was bare and marked on the bonnet of our car with the third man's cum already drying on her skin and there were twelve or fifteen men in the lay-by and most of them were looking at her.

		She knew it.

		She sat up slowly, both palms off the bonnet, her spine coming upright. Pushed her hair back from her face with one hand. Looked along the row of watching men with the calm, easy attention of someone checking a room they own. Her tits rose and fell with her breathing, heavy and full, the nipples dark and stiff in the cool air. No hurry in her. No shyness. She sat on the bonnet of our car covered in cum and looked at the men looking at her with an expression that was close to amusement.

		Her eyes moved along the row.

		They stopped.

		One man was standing at the edge of the lay-by where the gravel gave way to the grass verge and the tree line started, a full step back from the rest, a little apart, not quite in the arc of watchers. Young. Early twenties at most, maybe younger, his face still carrying the particular uncertainty of someone who had not entirely believed he would end up here tonight. His hands were in the pockets of a dark jacket and he was looking at her the way they were all looking at her, but from back there, as if proximity itself was the thing he hadn't worked out yet.

		She slid off the bonnet.

		Her feet found the gravel. She walked toward him, bare, unhurried, her tits moving with the walk, the nipples catching the light. The other men at the edge made small adjustments, a step back, a weight shift, and she passed them without looking, her eyes on the one standing separate, the one on the grass.

		She stopped in front of him. Close. She looked up at him with her head tilted and her hair loose and a slight smile already at the corner of her mouth.

		"Are you shy?" she said.

		"No." Quick. Slightly defensive.

		"Standing all the way over here." She looked back over her shoulder at the arc of men, then back at him. Her smile widened. "Very far from the action."

		"I was watching."

		"I noticed." Her hand came up and pressed flat against his chest, feeling him through the jacket. "I've seen you watching for a while."

		He said nothing to that. His jaw was tight.

		She stepped closer, lifted onto her toes, and kissed him. Both hands going into his jacket, pulling him in, open-mouthed and unhurried, the kind of kiss that made clear she had already decided. He took a half-second to arrive and then he did, his hands going to her waist, and she made a sound low in her throat, warm and satisfied, against his mouth.

		She pulled back. Looked at him. Her face an inch from his.

		"Do you want to fuck me?"

		The jaw tightened again. He swallowed. "Yes."

		"Good." She turned and stepped back onto the grass, pulling him by the jacket, and went down onto her back.

		The grass was cool and soft and she didn't pause to register it. He came over her, her legs coming up around him, and she reached down and got his jeans open with quick certain fingers and pulled him out and guided him, her eyes on his face, watching the exact moment he pushed inside her.

		"Oh," she said. Her head tipped back. Then she laughed, short and bright. "Hi."

		He didn't have an answer for that. His hips started moving and the laugh dissolved into something lower.

		"Yes." Her hands went to his back. "Yes, that's good. Like that."

		He found his pace. She rolled her hips up to meet it, her tits moving with the rhythm, her sounds building, and the men on the gravel had turned, all of them, because she was no longer at the car, she was on the grass behind them, and the angle was different now, visible from everywhere in the lay-by.

		"Harder," she said. "You can go harder."

		He went harder.

		Her sounds went up. Her tits jolted with every push, heavy and full, and she got one hand into his hair and held on and arched her back into him and her voice climbed and climbed and she made no effort to manage it: "yes, there, exactly there, god, yes, don't stop, don't you dare stop."

		Her thighs locked around him. Her lower back came off the grass in a sharp arch.

		She came hard and loud and the lay-by heard every second of it.

		He followed her. She pulled him close and held him there while it happened, her legs tight around him, her tits against his chest. When he had finished she kept him there for a moment, breathing, her face turned to the side, her eyes closed. Then she patted his back once, easy and warm, and he understood and pushed up off her.

		He stepped back onto the gravel. She lay on the grass for a moment with her chest rising and falling and her nipples dark in the night air and a smile she was making no effort to contain.

		A second man moved around the edge of the watching arc and crouched at her hip, one knee on the grass. She rolled her head to look at him, still flushed, still breathing hard.

		"Go on then," she said.

		He got her hips in his hands and flipped her. She came to her hands and knees on the grass, her ass in the air, her hair falling around her face, and she looked back at him over her shoulder with an expression of warm expectation. Her tits hung heavy below her, the nipples stiff and dark, swaying as she settled into position.

		He pushed inside her.

		She dropped her head. Her hands pressed flat into the grass.

		"Oh that's." A sound, not a word, coming up out of her chest. "Yeah. Yeah, that's the one."

		A third man stepped onto the grass and dropped to his knees in front of her, close, his cock level with her face. She looked up at him from under her wrecked hair and didn't ask or pause. She reached up, got her hand around him, and guided him to her mouth.

		Both at once now. The man behind her hard and setting a rhythm, the man in front of her on his knees with his hand loose at her cheek, her sounds muffled and continuous around him, going out through her nose. Her tits swung with the double rhythm. The men on the gravel were completely silent, watching.

		Her hands dropped from the man in front of her and went flat to the grass to brace herself and she pushed back into the man behind her and the sound she made around the cock in her mouth was longer and deeper than it had been a moment before.

		My cock was hard. It had been hard for a long time. I was standing six metres away and I could see all of it and I could not look at anything else.

		She was not performing any of this. That was the thing I stood there registering, the specific thing my body was responding to before my head had anything to say about it. There was nobody she was doing it for. Not for the watchers, not for the men inside her, not for me standing in the dark six metres away. She was on the grass in a lay-by and she was simply in it, taking what felt good, directing it with quiet precision, and the fact that fifteen men could see every detail of it was not the reason she was doing any of it.

		She had found something tonight. I didn't know what to call it. But I could see it on her from here, in the way she moved, in the way the laugh was always right underneath the sounds.

		The man behind her came. She kept going with the man in front of her, her pace unchanged, one knee pressing into the grass as she braced harder. The first man stepped back.

		She pulled off the cock in her mouth long enough to say "next" and went back down.

		The next man was already on the grass before she had finished with the third.

		She felt him arrive behind her and pulled off the cock in her mouth and looked back over her shoulder, still on all fours, her hair stuck to the side of her face. He was broad, unhurried, already getting his jeans down, and she watched him with the assessing look she had been giving men all night before turning back and taking the man in front of her into her mouth again.

		The broad man pushed inside her.

		A long sound out of her, rising, her back dipping with it. Her tits hung and swayed and her hips worked back against him in a slow insistent roll. She took both men at once with the ease of someone who had stopped counting. Her sounds were low and continuous around the cock in her mouth, going nowhere in particular, entirely for herself.

		The man in her mouth came. His hand tightened in her hair and she took it and swallowed and pulled back and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. The broad man behind her was still hard and still moving and she reached back and put a hand on his hip, stopping him.

		"Lie down," she said.

		He looked at her.

		"On your back," she said. "Go on."

		He pulled out and lay down on the grass. She turned around, straddled him, reached down and guided him back inside her, and sank onto him slowly with her eyes half-closed and a long low sound that dropped at the end like something releasing. Her tits hung forward, heavy, the nipples thick and dark. His hands came up to them immediately and she let him, pressing into his palms, her hips already beginning to roll.

		Her pace was her own. Slow, deliberate, her whole body working, finding the angle and staying in it. The sounds she made were lower than they had been earlier in the night, deeper, a woman no longer surprised by any of it. Her hair was a wreck around her face and she didn't push it back. Her ass rose and fell with the rhythm, the full round weight of it catching the light from the lay-by each time she pushed up.

		A second man moved to the edge of the grass and crouched behind her, his hand going to her lower back.

		She slowed.

		Didn't stop. Her hips kept their rhythm but slower, and her head dropped forward and a different sound came out of her, not louder, something more careful. His thumb moved lower. She exhaled through her nose, long and controlled, and her back arched slightly away from his hand and then, deliberately, back toward it.

		"Mmm." A pause in the rhythm. "Do it properly."

		He shifted behind her and she turned to look at him over her shoulder.

		"Slow," she said. "Go slow."

		He took his time. She stayed very still for it, both hands braced on the chest of the man beneath her, her eyes closed, her mouth open. The man beneath her had gone still too, hands on her hips, watching her face change.

		The sound she made when it happened was not like anything else in the night.

		A held thing first, from the bottom of her chest, her whole body locking for two full seconds, rigid, the tendons in her thighs standing out. Then the shudder came through her from her lower back outward, through her shoulders, down through the full swinging weight of her tits, through her thighs pressing hard into the grass.

		Then she exhaled.

		"Oh god." Her forehead dropped to the chest beneath her. "Oh. Oh fuck."

		The man behind her pushed deeper.

		"Hhh." Her fingers gripped the jacket beneath her. "Don't move yet. Don't. Just. One second."

		One second.

		Then: "Okay. Move."

		He moved.

		The sounds she made then were the loudest of the night and she was not managing them at all. Raw and continuous, punched out of her with every push, her whole body rocking between the two men, forward and back, her tits swinging hard with it. Every man on the gravel had turned. Nobody spoke.

		"Harder," she said, to the man behind her. "I mean it. Harder."

		He gave her harder.

		"Yes. Yes. Fuck. Like that. Exactly like that."

		The man beneath her thrust up to meet her hips and she cried out, sharp and high.

		"Both of you," she said. Her voice breaking up. "Come on. Both at once."

		They found a rhythm together. She lost the ability to instruct. The sounds coming out of her were not words anymore, just noise, continuous and climbing, going out into the trees and the dark beyond them. Her lower back arched sharply. Her thighs began to shake.

		A third man crouched down beside her at the edge of the grass, his cock level with her face. She turned toward him, found him with her mouth without slowing, and the sound she made around him was muffled and continuous and completely without self-consciousness.

		Three men. Her body fully occupied, working all three at once, her ass up and rolling, her tits swinging beneath her, her hair stuck to her face and neck.

		"Mmmph." Around the cock in her mouth. Her hips snapping back hard. "Mmph. Mmmmph."

		The man behind her groaned, his fingers digging into the flesh of her ass.

		She pulled off the cock at her mouth and dropped her forehead to the chest beneath her.

		"So full," she said. Breathless, wrecked, the words coming out in pieces. "God. Both of you. I can feel both of you. Don't stop."

		Back down.

		"Unh." Her whole body rocking. "Unh. Unh. God, I'm going to come. I'm going to come again, nobody stop."

		Her thighs locked. Her back arched in a hard clean curve. The sound she made was long and raw and rose at the end and then broke, and she shuddered through it with her face pressed into the man beneath her and her ass grinding back against the man behind her and the whole lay-by heard every second of it.

		It was this.

		Six metres away. My hand flat to my thigh, my jaw locked so hard my back teeth ached. The sounds she made. The shape of her between three men on the dark grass, her tits swinging, her ass up, her hair plastered to her face, and still moving, still taking it, still making those sounds. My wife. The woman who stole the blanket and laughed at the television and said Dave from next door would never and meant it.

		Something gathered at the base of my spine without warning. Not building. Just there, suddenly, full and unbearable, and my knees went slightly soft and my vision went white at the edges and there was a sharp pain behind my eyes that hit like a fist.

		I came.

		Standing completely still, both hands at my sides, my jaw clamped, nobody looking at me, and the intensity of it went through me like a current from the feet up and I could not see and I could not hear anything except her and my hand shot out and found the roof of the car beside me and held on.

		Then it was done.

		I stood there with my hand on the roof of the car and my legs soft beneath me and the throb behind my eyes settling into something duller. My mouth was dry. My heart was going hard. The gravel was solid under my feet and I concentrated on that for a moment.

		I had just come in my jeans in a lay-by watching my wife get fucked by strangers.

		That was what had happened. That was the fact of it. I stood there and let it sit and it did not get smaller.

		Emily's sounds reached me from the grass. Still going. Still her.

		I took two steps back and sat down in the open passenger seat. Feet on the gravel, door open, hands in my lap. I looked at them. I was going to have to drive home in these jeans. I was going to have to sit across from her at breakfast tomorrow. I was going to walk into work on Monday and nod at men in the corridor and I did not know yet which of those men had been here tonight and I could not think about that clearly enough to reach the end of the thought.

		Her laugh carried from the grass.

		I looked up.

		She was sitting back on her heels, her hair completely wrecked around her face, her tits heavy and marked, and she was saying something to the man nearest to her that made him laugh back, a genuine one, surprised out of him. Her voice was warm and easy and the laugh underneath it was real and it was the same laugh as our kitchen on a Tuesday, as the sofa with the television low, as every ordinary evening that had existed before tonight and would exist after it.

		That was the part I could not get a grip on. That she was still her.

		A man lay down on the grass without being asked. Just lowered himself onto his back and looked at her. She looked at him, at what he was offering, and something settled in her face.

		She straddled him slowly, reached down, guided him in, and sank onto him with a long low sound and her eyes closing. She stayed still for a moment, sitting up straight, her tits full and heavy, her hands loose on her thighs, adjusting to the feel of him. He kept his hands off her, reading it right. The men still on the gravel were quiet.

		Then her hips began to move. Slow, rolling, entirely her own pace.

		"God," she said. "That is very good."

		"You look very good," said a man from the edge of the grass. Appreciative, easy.

		"Thank you," she said, without breaking the rhythm. "I feel it."

		A couple of the men laughed, real ones. She glanced up at them with a half-smile, her hips not stopping.

		She was having a good time. That was the specific thing I kept landing on and could not process. Not enduring it, not performing it. Having a genuinely good time, the way she had a good time at a party when she was properly in the room, when something had caught her and she had stopped thinking about leaving. That version of her. Here.

		The man beneath her got his hands on her tits. Both of them, the full weight filling his palms, and he squeezed and she gasped and her hips pushed down harder.

		"Christ," he said. "You're unreal."

		"Mmm." Her head dropping back. "Keep doing that."

		"Been watching you all night," said another man from the grass. "Unbelievable."

		"Have you." She looked over at him, still riding, her tits pressing into the hands beneath her. "Did you enjoy it."

		"Every second."

		"Good." Her smile widened briefly before a sound took it. "Unh. Stay there. I might need you in a minute."

		More laughter. She laughed too, the sound breaking into a gasp as the man beneath her rolled his hips.

		"Hhh." Her hands went flat to his chest. "Okay. Yes. Do that again."

		He did it again. Her sounds climbed, her tits swaying with the increased pace, the nipples thick and dark between his fingers. Her hair was all over her face and she didn't touch it.

		I thought: she is going to want to come back.

		Not a dramatic thought. Just a flat, certain one, arriving in the middle of watching her ride a stranger on a grass verge. She was going to want to come back and I was going to say yes and we were both going to pretend for some amount of time that this was a thing we had control over, and it was not.

		"Look at her go," said someone from the gravel. Low and admiring.

		"She's been like this all night," said another. "Hasn't stopped."

		"I'm right here," she said, breathless, still moving. "I can hear you."

		"We know," said the man beneath her, and squeezed her tits hard.

		"Fuck." Her hips snapped down. "Right. Okay. Everybody stop talking."

		Nobody stopped talking.

		"Those tits," said the man on the grass beside her, shaking his head. "Honestly."

		"I know," she said, and looked down at them herself, briefly, with an expression of cheerful agreement. "They're brilliant, aren't they."

		She looked down at her own tits with fifteen men watching and found them genuinely pleasing and I sat in the passenger seat six metres away and the panic and the love arrived at the same time, one thing, and I did not move.

		"How are you still going," said someone. Genuine admiration.

		"Easily," she said. Breathless, her hips working in a slow steady grind, both hands braced on the chest beneath her, her tits moving with every push. "I could do this all night."

		"Christ almighty," said the man beneath her.

		"Unh." Her head dropped forward. "Yes. Right there. Right there. Keep going."

		Her sounds built, low and continuous, and the men around her were quiet now, watching, and the lay-by had gone still except for her.

		I looked forward along the row of cars.

		The gravel pale in the dark. The tree line beyond it.

		I thought about the drive home. The two of us in the car. What she would say and what I would say and whether I would be able to look at her or whether I would keep my eyes on the road the way I had on the way out here, when the worst thing I could imagine was still just a fantasy.

		Headlights at the entrance.

		A car turning in slow across the gravel, no rush, picking its way along the row. Cars had come and gone all night. I watched it without deciding to.

		It parked at the far end of the row.

		The engine cut. A moment of stillness. The driver's door opened and a figure stepped out and stood beside the car, looking along the lay-by toward the sound of Emily's voice still carrying from the grass.

		Something went still in me.

		The car. The specific shape of it against the tree line, the model, the colour, the small dent above the rear wheel arch.

		I knew that car.

		Behind me Emily said "yes, exactly like that, don't you dare stop" and the men around her murmured their approval and her sounds climbed and the lay-by was full of her and the figure at the far end of the row had not moved yet, still standing beside the car, still looking toward her, and I sat in the passenger seat and could not move and could not look away and could not make any of this stop.

		The figure began to walk.

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		

		9

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		The figure walked toward me.

		Not toward Emily. Toward me.

		Three seconds of gravel and then I knew him. The walk. The set of his shoulders. The particular way he held his head, slightly forward, a big man's habit. Pete. Four doors down. Late fifties, broad across the chest and thickened at the middle, the frame of a man who had been formidable at forty and still carried enough of it to know. His wife three years gone. He had kept the garden neat since, still waved from the car in the mornings, still said cheers mate when you held a door.

		He leaned on the passenger door frame and grinned at me.

		"All right," he said. "You here for it as well, are you? Come to stick your cock in some stranger slut like the rest of us?"

		My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

		He was grinning at me across the empty passenger seat and from the grass behind the car Emily's sounds were still going out into the dark, loud and unguarded and carrying. He had not put them together yet. He thought I was a man sitting alone in a car park at midnight and he thought that was funny and he was being friendly about it.

		I heard her footsteps. Light and quick on the gravel, the walk she had when she was pleased. She came around the driver's side and pulled my door open and leaned in over me, both hands on the seat either side of my thighs, her body dropping forward, her tits falling heavy inside the thin dress and hanging toward me. Her mouth found my cheek. Her lips were soft and her skin was damp and she tasted of sweat and the salt-thick sourness of the men she had been with, and she kissed me hard and warm with her hair falling around both our faces.

		"Hi," she said, into my cheek.

		Pete had stopped grinning.

		He was looking straight through the car at her. The dress hung open with her leaning forward, the V pulling wide, and from the passenger side he had an unobstructed view straight down the front of it: the full hang of her tits, the dark wide areolae, the nipples thick and stiff. His eyes were not moving.

		She was still in my neck. She felt the quiet and lifted her head and looked through the car at him across the empty seat.

		The laugh came out of her fast and genuine.

		"Pete," she said.

		His mouth opened.

		"I did wonder," she said, "who I'd run into."

		She kissed my cheek once more, quick, and pulled back and opened the rear door on her side and got in. Her hand reached across the back seat and pushed the far door open from inside.

		Pete looked at me. His face had gone through several things in quick succession and had arrived somewhere that was not composed. His eyes dropped to my lap. Back up.

		He got in.

		Both doors closed.

		The mirror. I was looking before I had decided to.

		She had both hands at his collar, straightening it, and she looked at him from close range with her head tilted and said: "Let's see what you're working with then, Pete."

		He got himself out. Her chin dropped and she looked down at him and her eyebrows went up.

		"Christ," she said. Low. Genuine. "All right. Hello."

		She laughed once and then her head went down and her mouth opened and she took him in and the sound she made was immediate and long and went straight through the back of my seat: "mmmmm." Deep and settled, the sound of a woman who had been waiting for a cock in her mouth since the last one and had found a good one.

		His hand pressed down on the back of her head.

		Her tits pressed against his thigh, heavy and full, the nipples dragging against the fabric of his trousers as she moved. In the mirror I could see the side of her face and the wet pull of her lips and her eyes half-closed and her arse up, the dress riding the curve of it, her hips shifting with the rhythm of her head.

		She pulled back. Not because she had to. She wanted to look at him.

		"Should have known you were hiding this," she said, her hand working him slow, her eyes on his face. "Four doors down all this time."

		"Emily." His voice was not the voice from across the garden fence. Rough and low. "Get back on it."

		"Bossy," she said, and grinned, and went back down.

		The sounds built. Wet and continuous and not quiet. Her head worked faster and his thighs spread and his jaw dropped and the hand on her head pushed down harder and she took it and made a noise around him that was not discomfort. His knuckles were white on the headrest. The headrest I put my hand on every morning reversing off the drive. His fingers gripping it and her sounds climbing and Pete's breathing going ragged and his head dropping back against the seat.

		I was hard. I had been hard since before I saw his face crossing the gravel. My hands were in my lap and my jaw was tight and the fear of what this would look like on a Sunday morning over the garden fence was there and it was not making any of this smaller. It was the thing making it bigger. Pete specifically. The recycling bins. The wave from the car. All of it sitting right next to the mirror, right next to her sounds, and I could not pull them apart and I was not going to.

		His whole body locked. He made a sound that was not quiet and his hips pushed up off the seat and Emily took it and swallowed and kept going until he put both hands flat on the seat either side of him and exhaled hard through his nose.

		She sat back on her heels. Wiped her mouth. Looked at him.

		He was breathing hard. Jacket still on. Face entirely undone.

		"Good?" she said.

		"Christ," he said.

		She reached past him and pushed his door open. "Off you go then."

		He got out. His legs were not entirely steady. He stood on the gravel and looked in at me through the open driver's door, one full second, his face still wrecked, nothing managed, and then he turned and walked away into the dark.

		Emily crossed her legs on the back seat and smoothed the dress down her thighs. Her hair was everywhere. Her nipples were pushing hard through the thin cotton and her lips were swollen and dark and she looked entirely satisfied with herself and entirely ready for whatever came next.

		A knuckle rapped the rear window. She turned and there was a face at the glass, young, the barman from the pub, the one who worked Tuesday and Thursday evenings and had the habit of tilting his head when he listened to you across the bar, like whatever you were saying deserved his full attention.

		"Hey." Muffled but clear. "Willing to do one more?"

		Emily looked at him. Ran her tongue across her bottom lip. Looked at the state of her dress. Looked back at him.

		"Get in," she said.

		He got in on the far side and Emily was already turning toward him before the door closed.

		He was young. Twenty-two, twenty-three, the kind of young that shows in the neck and the hands, in the way he sat with his knees slightly apart and his shoulders up, not quite knowing what to do with himself now that he was in. He had served us drinks across that bar for two years. Emily in whatever she was wearing on a Friday evening, leaning on the bar top while he poured, her tits against the wood, and him keeping his eyes level and professional the way bar staff did. He had done that for two years and now he was in the back seat of our car at midnight and Emily was looking at him the way she had been looking at men all night and his professional expression was not holding up well.

		"You know who I am," she said.

		"Yeah," he said. "Sorry, I didn't realise it was..."

		"Don't apologise." She put her hand on his jaw and turned his face toward her. "Do you want to be here?"

		"Yes," he said. Immediate.

		"Good." She reached for his belt. "Then relax."

		His breath came out of him in a rush.

		Her hands worked his belt open and he lifted his hips off the seat to help her and she got him out and wrapped her hand around him and he made a sound that was too loud for the size of the car. She laughed, low and pleased, and squeezed once.

		"There we go," she said.

		She swung her leg across him and her knees found the seat either side of his thighs and she sat up over him with her hands on his shoulders and looked down at his face. The dress was bunched at her waist. Her tits were level with his face and he got both hands on them immediately, the full weight of them filling his palms, and she let him have that for a moment, her head dropping back.

		"Mmm." Long and warm. "Yes. Like that."

		His thumbs found her nipples and she pulled in a sharp breath and her hips rolled forward. He was staring up at her with the expression of a man who had not expected his evening to go this way and was revising everything he had previously understood about his evenings.

		She reached down and positioned him and sank onto him slowly.

		"Ohhh." The sound came out of her open and unguarded as she took him, dropping down one inch at a time, her head tipping back. "Oh that's good. That's really good." Her hips rolled to seat him fully and she made a sound low in her throat, "mmmmm," long and satisfied, the sound of a woman who had found exactly what she was looking for. Her tits shook with the small movement of her settling and his hands gripped them harder.

		"Hhh." Short and sharp. "Do that again."

		He squeezed and she laughed, bright and genuine, and started to move.

		She rode him with her hands on the headrests either side of his head, her hips rolling in the rhythm she had decided on, her tits moving with every push and his face buried between them when the angle let him. The car moved with her. A small continuous shift through the chassis, through the seat, through my back, the creak I had never heard from this car before and was not going to stop hearing. I could see them in the mirror and I could feel them through the seat and the sounds she made filled the car completely.

		"Look at me," she said.

		He looked up at her.

		She grinned down at him and rolled her hips and his face changed entirely.

		"Yeah." Her voice loose and low and stripped of everything. "Just like that. Just keep doing that."

		"Christ," he said. "You feel incredible."

		"Mmm." She picked up the pace. "You're not bad yourself."

		His hands went to her arse, the full round weight of it in both palms, and he gripped hard and she pushed back into his hands.

		"Ohhhh yes." Her hips drove down. "Yes, yes, yes." Each one landing with the movement, her voice climbing, the car rocking steady on the gravel outside.

		The men still standing near the car had turned toward it, two of them, three, her sounds going out through every gap in the windows and carrying across the lay-by.

		"God." Breathless, her rhythm faster now, her tits shaking with it. "I'm going to... oh god I'm going to..."

		"Yeah?" His hands pulled her down harder onto him.

		"Yesss." Long and hissing and her thighs locked around him and she came with her whole body clenching, loud and continuous, her voice filling the car and going out into the dark, not shortened by anything, not managed at all. It went on and on with her hips still working through it, riding it out, her sounds dropping only when the last of it had left her.

		She went still. Breathing hard. Her forehead dropped to the top of his head.

		He drove his hips up off the seat and groaned, loud, both hands gripping her arse and pulling her down hard onto him, and she felt him go and made a soft appreciative sound, "mmm," as he emptied himself into her, his hips stuttering through it, her body taking everything he had.

		Ten seconds. Fifteen. His hands went slack on her arse.

		She lifted her head and looked at him. Bright-eyed. Flushed. Entirely pleased.

		"Was that all right?" she said.

		He laughed, surprised out of him. "All right." He shook his head. "That was the best... I mean." His eyes went to the mirror, found mine, held them for a second. "I really hope we do that again sometime."

		She grinned and kissed him once, quick, on the mouth. "We'll see," she said.

		She climbed off him and sat back on the seat and pulled the dress down over her thighs. Her hair was worse than before. She looked flushed and bright and completely comfortable and she reached past him and opened his door.

		He got out and stood on the gravel straightening his jeans. He looked in at me through the open driver's door with something young and undone on his face, still catching up with the last twenty minutes. He raised a hand in a half-wave that he seemed to realise mid-gesture was an odd thing to do, and dropped it, and walked away.

		Emily sat in the middle of the back seat.

		She was quiet for a moment, her hands loose in her lap, the particular stillness she had between things. Then she reached forward between the front seats and tapped my arm once with two fingers.

		I looked at her in the mirror.

		Her hair was everywhere and her lips were dark and swollen and her nipples were pushing hard through the thin cotton and there was a brightness in her eyes that had been building all night and had not peaked yet.

		"That man," she said. Nodding toward the driver's window. "The one standing outside. I have always found him incredibly hot." A beat. "Would it be all right if I did him as well?"

		I looked.

		A man stood ten feet from the car on the driver's side, patient, hands in his pockets. Not young. Not performing anything. He had been there for a while, watching the car move and listening, and he had not come closer and had not left. He was the kind of man who knew how to wait for what he wanted.

		I knew him the way I knew the back of every room I had ever been required to perform adequately in.

		My boss.

		I did not answer her.

		She took that as a yes, which it was, and opened the door and stepped out onto the gravel.

		He watched her come toward him without moving. That was the thing about him, the thing that made every meeting in his office feel like standing in a current: he did not move toward things. Things came to him and he assessed them and then he decided. He was doing that now. His eyes moved over her as she crossed the gravel, taking in the wrecked hair and the creased dress and the flush across her chest, and his expression did not change and he did not look away.

		She stopped in front of him.

		"Hi," she said.

		"Hello," he said.

		Two years I had worked for this man. Sat across his desk. Taken his calls. Said good morning in the corridor and meant it and had it returned. He had a wife. Three kids, I thought. A house on the good side of town with a gravel drive and a new car on it every other year. He coached his son's football on Sundays. I knew this the way you knew things about a person whose life ran parallel to yours without touching it.

		He was looking at Emily the way he looked at a set of figures that had come in better than projected.

		"You've been watching for a while," she said.

		"I have," he said.

		She reached out and took his tie between two fingers. He was still in his work clothes. Jacket, tie, the whole of it, as if he had come here directly from somewhere that required it. She ran her fingers down the length of the tie and looked up at him.

		"Come here then," she said.

		He came.

		She led him to the bonnet of the car behind ours and he put his hands on her waist and lifted her up onto it without ceremony, her weight nothing to him, and she laughed at the ease of it and spread her thighs and pulled him in by the tie.

		I was out of the car. I had not decided to be and I was, standing at the driver's door, and the night air was cool and the gravel was pale and I had a clear sightline to the bonnet and I used it.

		He got the dress up with one hand and his other hand went between her thighs and she pulled in a breath through her nose and her head went back.

		"Oh," she said. "Oh that's..."

		"Wet," he said. Observational. The tone he used at the end of a sentence when the data confirmed what he had expected.

		"Very," she said, and laughed.

		His fingers moved and she stopped laughing and made a sound instead, low and continuous, her thighs spreading wider and her hands finding his shoulders. He was unhurried. That was the specific quality of it, the thing that was already different from every man tonight: he was not eager. He was thorough. There was a distinction and Emily's body was understanding it in real time, her sounds building not in spikes but in a long steady climb, her hips pushing toward his hand and her fingers tightening on his shoulders.

		"God." Breathless. "God, don't stop."

		"Wasn't going to," he said.

		She came before he had got his belt open. A proper one, her thighs snapping shut around his hand, her whole body pitching forward into him, a long ragged sound going out across the bonnet and across the lay-by. He held her through it with one arm around her back and his hand still working and she rode it with her face in his neck and her sounds muffled against his collar.

		She was still breathing hard when he stepped back and opened his belt.

		She watched him get himself out and her eyes went wide. The brightness in them tipped into something else: a laugh that was also not quite a laugh, her hand coming up to her mouth.

		"Oh," she said. "Oh that's..." She looked up at his face and back down and laughed again, genuinely, the giggly unguarded one. "I don't know if I can..."

		"You can," he said.

		She bit her lip. Looked at him. Looked down again.

		"Okay," she said. "Okay. Let's find out."

		He turned her by the hips, easy and without instruction, and she went, turning to face the car with her hands on the bonnet and her arse toward him and the dress up around her waist. Her tits hung forward, heavy and full, swaying as she shifted her weight and found her footing.

		He pushed in.

		The sound she made was not like the sounds she had made in the back seat. It came from lower, punched out of her, and it was loud and it was raw and it had nothing managed about it at all.

		"Ohhhh." Long. Dragged out of her. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck, you're..."

		"Yeah," he said. Quiet. Already moving.

		"Ohhh god." Her arms buckled slightly and she dropped to her elbows on the bonnet, her tits pressing against the cold metal, and he adjusted his angle and she made a sound that went up at the end, sharp and involuntary.

		He fucked her with the same quality he brought to everything: no waste, no performance, just a consistent and effective application of what he knew worked. And it worked. Her sounds told me that with complete clarity from fifteen feet away, each one coming out of her on his rhythm, building in a steady unbroken line.

		"Yes." Her hips pushing back to meet him. "Yes, like that. Exactly like that."

		"Good," he said.

		She laughed at that, a breathless real laugh in the middle of all the noise, and he did not change his pace and the laugh dissolved back into sound and her elbows slid further forward on the bonnet.

		I was standing at the driver's door with my hands at my sides. The lay-by was quiet around this. Other men at a distance, watching without approaching, understanding from his posture that this was not a scene that invited participation. Fifteen feet between me and the bonnet and every sound she made covering that distance without any effort at all.

		Her dress had slipped off one shoulder. One tit hung free, swaying with every push, the nipple dark and stiff and dragging against the cold metal of the bonnet when her arms slid forward. His hands were on her hips and his thumbs were pressing into the small of her back and she was pushing back into every thrust and saying "yes" and "god" and "don't stop" and not caring how far any of it carried.

		She came again. Harder than the first. Her arms gave out entirely and her chest dropped to the bonnet and she was loud, very loud, loud enough that one of the men watching took an involuntary step toward the sound and then stopped himself. He did not stop. He worked her through it, both hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto him, and she took it and kept making noise and her whole body shook with it.

		He finished inside her. Quietly, the way he did everything. A low sound, a few final deliberate pushes, his hands pressing her down onto the bonnet. Then stillness.

		He stepped back and straightened himself and did up his belt. Emily stayed where she was for a moment, on her elbows, her chest against the bonnet, breathing. Then she pushed herself upright and turned and pulled the dress back down over her thighs.

		He looked at her with the same expression he had had crossing the gravel. Satisfied. Contained.

		Then he turned and looked at me.

		He walked over. Unhurried. He stopped at the driver's door, a metre away, and looked at me directly in the way he looked at things he had already made a decision about. His tie was still on. His jacket was straight.

		"Mark," he said. Quiet. Not unkind. The tone he used when he was being reasonable about something that was not entirely reasonable. "She's something else, your wife." A pause, brief and deliberate. "You'll have to have me round for dinner sometime. Just me." He held eye contact for one more second. "Not Margaret."

		He winked once. Small and unhurried. Then he turned and walked back to his car.

		The engine started. The headlights came on. He pulled out of the lay-by at the same unhurried pace he had come in and the red of his tail lights moved away down the B-road and were gone.

		The lay-by settled around his absence.

		Emily was still at the bonnet of the other car, her palms flat on the metal, her head down, her hair everywhere. She straightened slowly and turned and found me across the dark. Her dress was creased and pulled and there was a flush across her chest that went all the way up her throat and her eyes were very bright.

		She crossed the gravel toward me.

		She stopped close, her body warm against mine, her hair falling forward around her face, and she put both hands on my chest and looked up at me for a moment without saying anything. Then she lifted onto her toes and kissed me. Not quick. Deep and slow and deliberate, her mouth soft and open and tasting of the whole night, her tits pressing against me, her hands sliding up to my jaw.

		She pulled back and looked at me.

		"Should we go home?" she said.
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		The lay-by was nearly empty.

		Three cars left along the tree line, engines off, no movement. The gravel pale and still in the dark. Somewhere in the trees a bird had started up, thin and persistent, the kind of sound that meant it was later than you thought.

		Emily was leaning against the passenger door with her shoulder touching mine and her sandals dangling from one hand and her hair everywhere. She smelled of the night. Sweat and gravel and the specific warm smell of her skin that I knew from every other context and that meant something different now. She was talking.

		"The thank you," she said. She shook her head slowly. "He said thank you. Like you'd held a door open."

		"Very polite."

		"That's the thing." She turned the sandals over in her hand. "He's always so polite. Every time I've seen him at the pub he's quiet, you know? Careful. Nods at people. Never says anything he doesn't mean." A small laugh. "And then tonight he just. Very quietly. Very carefully." She gestured at everything with the sandals. "Did that."

		"Same energy."

		"Exactly the same energy. That's what's killing me." She laughed properly then, the real one, and pressed her fingers over her mouth. "Sorry. I don't know why that's funny."

		"Because it is."

		"It really is." She dropped her hand and looked out at the empty gravel. "Your boss as well. Tie still on. His actual tie, Mark."

		"I noticed."

		"Not Margaret." She said it quietly, trying the words again, and the laugh came back, softer this time. "Completely straight face. Like it was a reasonable thing to say."

		"He's always like that."

		"I know. That's what makes it." She shook her head. "What a night."

		One of the remaining cars started up at the far end. Headlights, the slow crunch of gravel, easing out onto the B-road and away. Then it was two cars and the quiet came back fuller than before.

		"I think that might be it," she said. "I think we've actually reached the end of what this place can do to us." She said it with complete sincerity, looking out at the empty gravel with a kind of satisfied wonder. "I genuinely don't think a night could be stranger than this one. Do you?"

		I looked at her face. The flushed cheeks. The dark eyes, bright and warm. Her hair everywhere and her dress creased and her bare feet on the gravel. She looked like mine. Completely and entirely mine.

		"No," I said.

		She smiled and pushed off the door. "Good. Then let's go home."

		I reached for the door handle.

		Headlights swept across the tree line from the B-road. One vehicle turning in. I registered the size before the make, the make before the colour, the colour before the specific dent above the rear wheel arch that I had been looking at my entire adult life in the driveway of a house four miles from here.

		My hand stopped on the door handle.

		My father's truck rolled across the gravel at the same unhurried pace he did everything and pulled in at the far end of the row and the engine cut.

		Emily had not seen it yet. She was looking at me with her head slightly tilted because my hand had stopped and my face had done something she couldn't read.

		"Mark?"

		One door. One figure. The height first, then the weight, then the walk. A body I had been looking at my whole life and had never once imagined here. He stood beside the truck and looked across the lay-by and found Emily immediately.

		He crossed the gravel toward her.

		She turned at the sound of his footsteps and I watched the recognition arrive in her face. Not a stranger, not one of the men from the trees. This was a face she knew, a man who had kissed her on the cheek at every Christmas and every birthday and every Sunday dinner for two years, who always asked after her job and remembered the answers, who was quiet and careful and said nothing he didn't mean.

		She opened her mouth to say his name.

		He didn't give her the chance. He walked straight into her, both arms going around her, and kissed her. Not the cheek, not even close. Her mouth, hard and greedy, his hands in her wrecked hair, pulling her into him. She made a sound against his mouth that was surprise and then was not surprise at all.

		He kissed her for a long time.

		When he pulled back she was breathing hard and her eyes were very bright and she laughed. A real one, startled out of her. She said something to him low that I couldn't catch.

		He smiled. The first expression I had seen on his face all night.

		Then he took her hand and led her toward the truck.

		He dropped the tailgate. Put both hands on her waist and lifted her up onto the bed. She sat on the edge for a moment, looking down at him, then looked across at me. Once, briefly, her eyes finding mine in the dark across fifteen metres of pale gravel.

		Then she looked back at him and shifted back onto the mattress.

		I looked at the mattress. Thick, dark-covered, fitted to the bed with the particular neatness of something that lived there permanently. I had seen it a hundred times. He had always said it was for the kids on long drives. More comfortable. Room to stretch out.

		Twenty-five years dissolved in about three seconds.

		He climbed up after her. The tailgate stayed down.

		He didn't rush.

		That was the first thing. Every man tonight had carried some version of urgency, even the ones who performed patience. The urgency was always there underneath, in the hands, in the breathing, in the way they moved toward her. My father had none of it. He settled onto the mattress beside Emily the way he sat down at his own kitchen table. Like a man with nowhere else to be.

		I was standing where I had been when she climbed up. My hand was still not on the door handle. The truck was fifteen metres away and the tailgate was down and the night was very quiet and I could hear her.

		Not words yet. Just sounds. The low ones she made when something was starting, when her body was deciding. I knew those sounds from every other context and they meant the same thing they always meant and they were coming out of her in the back of my father's truck and carrying across the gravel to where I was standing perfectly still.

		I moved to the bonnet of our car and leaned against it. I don't know why that felt like the right distance. It wasn't much further. But the bonnet was something solid and I put my hands flat on it behind me and I stayed there.

		Then his voice, too low to carry. Then hers, clearly:

		"Oh. Oh you don't have to."

		A pause. His voice again.

		"Oh god."

		Her sounds changed. The low deciding ones gave way to something more open, more continuous. Not the loud demanding register of the last few hours. Something quieter and more concentrated, like she had stopped directing and started receiving.

		"Your tongue," she said. "God. Your tongue."

		His voice, low, something that might have been a question.

		"Yes," she said. "Exactly that. Exactly."

		I sat on the bonnet of our car and looked at the truck and listened to my father take his time with my wife and the night air was completely still and her voice was the only thing in it.

		"You're so..." A breath. "You take your time."

		His voice again, a short low sentence.

		She laughed, breathless and genuine. "Since you were what?" A pause. "No. Really."

		His voice.

		"Jesus." The laugh dissolving back into the sounds. "It shows."

		A long rising sound that peaked and broke and she went through it completely and when she came down from it she was still laughing, soft and wrecked, and then clearly:

		"Come here. Come up here. I want to see you."

		Movement in the truck. A pause.

		"Oh." Her voice changed register entirely. Something lower, more private. "Oh. Okay."

		A longer pause. Then the sounds she made with her mouth, the ones I knew, wet and continuous and satisfied, deep in her throat. And his breathing, finally audible for the first time, low and controlled and getting heavier.

		His voice, strained now, a short low something.

		"Mmm." Her mouth still full, the sound rolling up from her chest.

		She pulled off. "Does Margaret know you..."

		She didn't finish. She went back down and the sounds continued and his breathing came heavier and after a while she pulled back entirely and said:

		"Lie down. I want to ride you."

		The chassis shifted. Rocking as they repositioned. Her voice again:

		"There. Stay there."

		I heard her settle over him. The truck rocking with a new rhythm, irregular at first then finding its pace.

		I looked up.

		Over the top of the side panel, her torso was visible from the bonnet. Her back bare. Her hair falling forward. The movement of her shoulders as her hips found the rhythm, her tits swaying with it, heavy and full, the weight of them moving with every push. His hands came up and found them and she made a sound at that and her back straightened and her head went back.

		"God," she said. "You fill me up."

		His voice, low and even.

		"Yeah," she said. "Much bigger."

		She began to move faster. Her sounds immediate and loud, going straight out over the side panel and into the still night air. His hands gripping the full weight of her tits, fingers working the nipples, and she gasped and said his name, the family name, the name that was also my name, in a voice I had never heard her use for it.

		His voice again, something quiet and certain.

		"I know," she said, breathless, her hips rolling hard. "I know. I can feel it."

		The pace built. Her whole upper body moving with it now, the tits rolling and swaying with every thrust, heavy and loose, the nipples dark and stiff and catching what little light there was. She planted her hands behind her on his knees and leaned back and the angle changed and the sound she made at that change was raw and long and went out across the empty lay-by with nothing to stop it.

		Leaning back like that I could see more of her. The full front of her, her head thrown back, her hair hanging down behind her, her tits falling to the sides with their own weight and shaking with every movement, the round soft belly, her thighs working hard either side of him. She was using him completely. Taking exactly what she wanted at exactly the pace she wanted it and making no secret of any of it.

		"Oh god," she said. "Oh god oh god."

		His voice, low and controlled, a single short sentence.

		"Yes," she said. "Yes I am. I'm going to..."

		Her thighs pressed inward. Her lower back arched sharply, the specific tell I knew, the one that meant it was already too late to stop. Her whole body locked and she shook, a full-body shudder that went through her from the hips upward, her tits shaking hard with it, her hands gripping his knees white-knuckled, her head thrown back and her mouth wide open and the sound that came out of her was the loudest thing she had produced all night.

		It went on.

		She shook through it and kept going, her hips still moving, grinding through the orgasm and past it, her sounds breaking and reforming and breaking again, and his hands came up and gripped her hips and held her down onto him and she said "hhhh" and then nothing at all for a long moment, just the shaking and the sounds and the truck rocking under both of them.

		Then she went still.

		Her chest heaving. Her tits rising and falling fast against the night air. Her head still back, her hair hanging, her hands loose on his knees.

		His voice. Low and satisfied.

		"Yeah," she said, barely a word. "Yeah. I know."

		She didn't climb off.

		That was the first thing I registered. After every other man tonight she had moved on, reset, turned toward the next thing. She stayed where she was. Hands loose on his knees, chest heaving, the tits rising and falling with her breathing. Sitting on him in the back of his truck like she had nowhere to be.

		His hands moved up her sides. Slow. She made a sound at that, low and private, and her head came forward and her hair fell around her face.

		I was still on the bonnet of our car. I had not moved during any of it. My hands were flat on the metal behind me and the metal was cold and I was aware of that the way I had been aware of most things tonight: as a fact, immediate, with nowhere to go.

		His voice, low. A suggestion from the sound of it.

		She paused. Then:

		"Yeah," she said. "Okay. Yes."

		Movement in the truck. The chassis shifting as they repositioned. Her voice:

		"Like this?"

		His voice, confirming.

		I looked up over the side panel.

		She was on all fours facing the tailgate now. Facing me. Her hair falling forward around her face, her dress still around her waist, her tits hanging heavy below her. His shape behind her, unhurried, settling into position, his hands on her hips adjusting the angle with the same careful patience he had brought to everything else tonight.

		She made a sound when he pushed in. Long and low, pulled out of her slowly.

		"God," she said. "Oh god."

		Her eyes were down, looking at the mattress, her hair curtaining her face. He began to move. Slow, deep strokes, and she dropped lower onto her forearms and her tits swayed heavy beneath her with every movement and the sounds she made were continuous and unguarded and went straight out through the open tailgate into the still night air.

		"Your hands," she said. "God, your hands are..."

		His voice, low.

		She laughed, breathless. "I know. I can feel that you do."

		The pace stayed slow. Every man tonight had built pace from the beginning, chased it. He didn't chase anything. The slow strokes continued and she made sounds at each one like she was being surprised by the same thing repeatedly and could not get ahead of it.

		"Mark never..." She stopped. Started again. "He doesn't go like..."

		His voice, easy, not pressing.

		"No," she said. "It's fine. I just." A breath. "You go so deep."

		I sat on the bonnet of our car and looked at her face between the curtains of her hair and the night was completely still around me.

		His pace began to change. Gradual at first, barely perceptible, but the sounds she was making were changing with it and her arms were dropping lower, her chest sinking toward the mattress, her ass lifting higher. The tits swinging heavier with the new rhythm. Her sounds getting louder, less formed.

		"Yes," she said. "Like that. Come on."

		Faster now. The truck rocking with it. Her knuckles white on the mattress, her head starting to come up, her hair falling back from her face.

		"Come on," she said again. "Come on."

		His voice. Short and low and not gentle.

		"Oh god," she said. "Oh god yes."

		The hand in her hair arrived without warning. She cried out at it, loud and sharp, her back arching hard, and she said "hhhh" and then "yes" and then his name. Not the family name. His first name. The name my mum uses. In a voice I had never heard her use for it before.

		The other hand came down on her ass. A sharp crack that split the quiet.

		She said "fuck" and then laughed and the laugh immediately went higher and louder as the hand came down again and she shoved back hard into him.

		"Again. Do that again."

		I got off the bonnet.

		I crossed the gravel toward the truck without deciding to, the way I had moved toward things all night, my feet carrying me and the rest of me following. I stopped four feet from the open tailgate.

		She was directly in front of me. Her face level with the tailgate, her forearms on the mattress, her hair everywhere. Her tits hanging below her, swinging hard with every drive, the nipples dark and stiff and dragging across the mattress cover. Her face fully visible to me, nothing between us, her eyes half-closed and her mouth open and the sounds coming out of her raw and continuous.

		She hadn't seen me. She was past seeing anything.

		Behind her his hands on her hips, driving hard now, the patience entirely gone, the truck rocking with it. His hand still wound in her hair, pulling her head back, and when her head went back her eyes opened fully and she looked straight at the night sky above the tailgate and screamed.

		"You're going to make me..." She couldn't finish it.

		Her thighs clamped. Her lower back arched sharply. Her eyes came down from the sky and found me standing four feet away at the open tailgate and for one full second we looked directly at each other, her face in the full grip of it, her mouth open, the sound still coming out of her.

		She didn't stop.

		She orgasmed hard and noisily and looked straight at me while she did it. Her whole body shaking, the tits swinging hard, her arms barely holding her up, the sounds coming out of her broken and continuous and very loud.

		Then her head dropped forward and her hair fell around her face and I looked past her.

		My father's face.

		I had not seen it until now. He was looking down at her, not at me, his jaw set, his eyes dark, the expression of a man entirely focused on one thing and very close to finishing. A face I had been looking at my whole life across every table in every ordinary room.

		His hands gripped her hips hard. One low sound, the first real sound he had made, and he drove forward and held there and came inside her.

		She groaned long and low at that. Her hands pressing flat on the mattress, her back arching through it.

		The truck stopped rocking.

		His face changed. Something leaving it. His eyes closing briefly, then opening. His breathing slowing. His hands on her hips loosening, settling.

		I stepped back from the tailgate.

		I walked back to our car and leaned against the bonnet and put my hands flat on the cold metal and looked at the tree line and the pale gravel and said nothing and registered everything.

		After a while she laughed. Long and genuine, from somewhere in the truck bed.

		"Jesus," she said.

		His voice, easy and unhurried.

		She laughed again. Then the soft sound of a kiss. Then the rustling of the dress.

		I looked away.

		I don't know why that was the thing. I had watched everything else. But the kiss was the thing I looked away from. I looked at the B-road beyond the entrance and listened to her finding the dress and the truck shifting as she moved and his low unhurried voice saying something I didn't catch and her answering and then silence.

		Then the tailgate dropping.

		I looked back.

		She was sitting on the tailgate pulling the dress down over her thighs. He was behind her buttoning his shirt. He put a hand briefly on her shoulder, easy and familiar, the way he touched people he was comfortable with. She turned and said something to him and he nodded once.

		He didn't look at me.

		He climbed down, went to the driver's door, and that was it. No backward glance. No acknowledgment of the man leaning against the bonnet of the car fifteen metres away. I did not exist in this transaction and I had not existed in it from the moment he crossed the gravel toward her and I understood, leaning there with my hands on the cold metal, that that was the most accurate thing that had happened all night.

		The truck's engine started.

		The headlights came on, sweeping across the tree line. He pulled out of the lay-by at the same unhurried pace he had arrived and then he was on the B-road and the red of his tail lights moved away through the dark and were gone.

		Emily was standing where the truck had been parked. She had been sitting on his tailgate when he started the engine and now she was on her feet on the gravel, watching the tail lights go. Her bare feet on the pale gravel. Her hair everywhere. Her dress pulled down over her thighs. She stood there for a moment looking after him and I watched her watch him leave.

		Then she turned and found me across the lay-by and crossed to me.

		She stopped close and looked up at me and her eyes were very dark and very steady and she didn't say anything for a moment.

		"Are you okay?" she said.

		Not performing concern. Actually asking.

		"I think so," I said. "That last one was a bit much."

		She nodded. Once, slowly. She understood. She didn't apologise and I didn't want her to.

		She was quiet for a moment. Then:

		"He said something. Before he got in."

		I looked at her.

		"He said I'm his favourite daughter-in-law." A pause. "And that he's glad you brought me." She held my gaze. "Not sure if he meant here or to the family."

		The words sat in the night air between us.

		I didn't say anything.

		She put both hands on my chest and leaned into me and I put my arm around her and she settled against my side with her head on my shoulder and I held her. The full warm weight of her against me, her tits soft against my ribs, her hand finding my stomach and resting there. She smelled of the whole night. Every part of it. I held her anyway.

		The last two cars started up one by one. Gravel, engines, headlights sweeping out onto the B-road. Then the lay-by was empty and silent except for us.

		We stayed on the bonnet.

		She talked quietly and I listened and held her and above the tree line the sky had changed. The dark had thinned. The blue-black of the small hours giving way to something greyer. It was later than I had thought.

		I held her and thought about Monday morning.

		My boss's office. The driveway of my parents' house, the truck parked outside. My father at our dinner table, my mother beside him, Emily across from them both. These were not abstract futures. They were this week and the week after and every week laid out ahead down the B-road past the farm.

		My father had her now in the way the boss had her. In the way the neighbour had her. Except those men nodded at me in car parks and poured my pints. My father sat at my table and hugged my wife at Christmas and I was going to have to look at him across the room knowing exactly what his hands knew and what his face had looked like when he finished inside her.

		I thought: I can handle that.

		I didn't know if it was true. But I thought it and it sat there and didn't immediately collapse.

		I fished the joint out of my jacket pocket. The one I had put there three weeks ago when the night had still been a hypothetical and I had thought I might need something to take the edge off standing in a car park watching strangers. I had not touched it all night. I had not needed anything to take any edge off anything. But I lit it now and took a long pull and held it and let it out slow.

		Emily lifted her head off my shoulder and looked at it.

		Then she laughed. The real one, the surprised one.

		"I thought people had those," she said, "to get high and horny and fuck." She looked up at me with the dark eyes, bright and amused. "Not to cope with having fucked already."

		I took another pull and said nothing.

		She giggled and put her head back on my shoulder.
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		The joint had burned down to nothing. I pinched the last of it and dropped it onto the gravel and Emily watched it go and put her head back on my shoulder.

		The sky above the treeline was not black anymore. The dark had thinned to something grey-blue and soft, the colour of early morning arriving whether you were ready or not. The birds in the trees were louder now, building, the kind of sound that meant the world was moving on regardless.

		The lay-by was ours. Just the car and the pale gravel and the tree line and the two of us on the bonnet.

		She was quiet for a while and then she wasn't.

		"I don't need to make it into anything," she said. "I just want you to know that. I know it was a lot. I know some of it was." A pause. "A lot."

		"It was a lot."

		"But I'm not going to be strange about it. On the other side. I'm still me."

		I looked at the tree line. The birds getting louder. The sky another shade lighter.

		"I know," I said.

		She lifted her head and looked at me. Her face in the new grey light was flushed and still warm, the dark eyes steady on mine, her hair everywhere, her lips slightly swollen. She looked like herself, fully. The version of herself she only looked like after certain things. I had thought I knew all the occasions for that look.

		She kissed me.

		Both hands on my chest, leaning up, and I put my hand in her hair and she made a small sound at that and leaned into it. The kiss was long and unhurried and entirely ours, no one watching, no one waiting, nothing to perform for. Her mouth was warm and she tasted of the night and I held her by the back of the head and did not let it be brief.

		When she pulled back her eyes were very dark and she looked at me for a moment without speaking.

		Then she said "Okay."

		"Okay," I said.

		She slid off the bonnet. Her bare feet hit the gravel and she picked up her sandals from where they had been sitting beside her and held them by the straps and did not put them on. I got the car open. The doors closed behind us and the interior was warm and close and smelled of us, familiar in a way the night air had not been for hours.

		The engine started. The B-road opened ahead in the grey-blue dawn light, empty, the hedgerows close on both sides, the sky above them pale and growing. I pulled out of the lay-by and the gravel gave way to tarmac.

		Her hand came across and found my thigh. The same placement as the first drive out. The same weight, the same warmth, no explanation offered and none needed.

		She was quiet for a moment. Then:

		"Do you have any idea how many there were?"

		I kept my eyes on the road. "No," I said.

		She turned to look at me. I could feel it without looking back.

		"You genuinely don't know."

		"No."

		A pause. Then she laughed. The real one, loud and surprised, the one that came out of her before she could decide anything about it. She pressed both hands over her mouth and the laugh came through anyway, helpless and genuine, and she dropped her hands and said "Oh my god" to the windscreen.

		"What," I said.

		"It's just." She shook her head. "I don't either. I genuinely lost count." She laughed again, softer this time, looking at the road ahead with wide eyes. "That's insane. That is genuinely insane. Do you understand how insane that is?"

		"It was insane," I said.

		"Completely insane." She pushed her hair back from her face. "A completely insane night." She looked at me. "And you just stood there."

		"I stood there."

		She turned to look at me again.

		"Did you come at all?" she said.

		"Yes."

		"When?"

		"Watching you."

		She held that for a moment. Then: "You didn't touch yourself."

		"No."

		She was quiet. The hedgerows came past in the pale dawn light, close on both sides, the road empty ahead. She was looking at the side of my face.

		"Why didn't you join them?" she said. "You could have. Nobody would have stopped you."

		I thought about it. Not because I didn't know. Because I wanted to say it right.

		"It wasn't my place," I said. "That night was mine to watch."

		She didn't say anything for a moment.

		Then she put her hand back on my thigh and left it there.

		"With a body like yours," I said. "Of course they all wanted you."

		She was quiet. The road came past and the sky kept brightening above the hedgerows and her hand stayed warm on my thigh.

		The town came up gradually. Streetlights still on in the pale early light, their orange going thin and unnecessary as the sky brightened around them. The streets were empty. The garage, shutters down. The pub, dark and locked. Every familiar landmark exactly as it always was, carrying nothing of the night, unchanged.

		I drove through all of it at the same steady pace.

		Our street. The semi-detached, the small front garden, the wheelie bin. Everything exactly as we had left it.

		I cut the engine.

		The street was completely still. A cat on the wall two doors down. The curtains drawn in every window along the row. The quiet of people who had been asleep for hours and would be for hours more.

		She opened the door and I opened mine and we stepped out into the cool morning air.

		I got the key in the lock. The door swung open and the hallway was exactly as we had left it: the shoes on the mat, the coats on the hooks, the kitchen light still on low. Ordinary and unchanged.

		Emily stepped inside. Her sandals hit the mat together, dropped from her hand, and she left them there and kept walking. Barefoot on the tiles through the kitchen, easy, unhurried. She pushed the back door open and stepped out into the garden.

		I followed.

		The sky at the end of the street was changing. Pale gold building behind the rooflines, the sun not yet over them but close, the light coming up fast now the way it did in summer, the dark retreating all at once.

		She had stopped in the middle of the grass.

		Her hands went to her shoulders. She found the zip at the side of the dress and drew it down in one slow pull and let the dress fall. It dropped from her hips to the grass and she stepped out of it and left it there and stood straight.

		Naked in the garden in the rising light.

		Her back to me, her hair loose and wrecked down her spine. The full round ass, the wide hips, the curve of her waist above them. The marks the night had left on her skin, faint in the new light. She stood in the grass with her feet apart and her shoulders back and her face tipped up slightly toward the sky above the rooftop.

		The sun came over the tiles.

		It arrived flat and clean and golden all at once, filling the garden, and it hit her full on. Her skin warm in it, her tits falling heavy to the sides with their own weight as she stood, the nipples dark and thick. The light catching her hair. The full length of her, entirely real, entirely present, standing in our ordinary backyard at the end of the longest night.

		I crossed the patio and came up behind her and put both arms around her.

		She settled back into me. Her full weight, easy and immediate, her back against my chest, her head tipping back toward my shoulder. Her tits heavy and warm against my forearms where they crossed at her stomach. Her hands came down and found mine and held them there.

		The garden was very quiet. A bird somewhere over the fence. The low sound of a car on a distant road. The sun fully up now, the grass gone from grey to green, the light sitting in the garden like it had always been here.

		I held her.

		She was warm and real and she smelled of the whole night and I held her anyway.

		She spoke without turning her head. Low and plain, the way she said things she meant entirely, no softening in it, no question.

		"You know this won't be the last time I fuck other men, right?"

		My cock hardened against her ass.

		She felt it. Her hands tightened on mine.

		The sun filled the garden.
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		Nineteen-year-old Ellie arrives at her grandparents' quiet village cottage, seeking escape from city life, only to find herself trapped in suffocating routine and restless boredom. Wandering the overgrown lanes and marshy woods one afternoon, she uncovers scattered signs of hidden gatherings—crushed grass, discarded wrappers, tire tracks in the mud—that hint at forbidden secrets unfolding beyond the hedges. Drawn by curiosity, she returns at dusk, crouching in the shadows to witness raw, uninhibited encounters: strangers entangled in ecstatic frenzy under the fading light, moans echoing through the reeds as bodies collide in shameless abandon.

		What begins as stolen glimpses—heart-pounding voyeurism from the safety of concealment—ignites an aching hunger within her, blurring the line between observer and participant. Night after night, Ellie edges closer, her body betraying her with slick need, the thrill of discovery twisting into irresistible temptation. In the heart of the village woods, where everyday faces hide carnal desires, she confronts the electric pull of surrender: will the watcher step into the light, offering herself to the circle's raw demands?
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		Elyse McCormick writes erotica that doesn't whisper, it moans and lingers. Born in Norway from a Norwegian mon and a Britisk dad, she mixes dry British humor with Nordic boldness, telling stories that push past the polite. By day she's a marketing director; by night, her search history would make you blush.

		Single by choice, fuelled by tea, whisky, and cold swims, Elyse writes for women who want it real and men who can handle a woman who takes what she wants. If you like your heat honest and filthy, you're in the right place.

		Read more at Elyse McCormick’s site.
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		Read more at Strangelove’s site.

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-TSKLX3YR.jpg
MY WIFE PLAYED WITH

STRANGERS

ELYSE MCCORMICK





OEBPS/Images/image-4Z8XHU6Q.png





OEBPS/Images/image-T95DI7KE.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/Images/image-RNEPS64A.png
Sign Me Up!





OEBPS/Images/image-EQQQXRP3.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





OEBPS/Images/image-97RH0Y4C.jpg
WHAT SHE SAW IN THE
VILLAGE WOODS

ELYSE MCCORMICK






OEBPS/Images/image-7L8FV775.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-QROC2KJA.jpg
N

Strangelove





