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Iwas awake before seven on the Saturday, which I never am, and Megan was asleep on her front with one leg out from under the sheet.

She'd kicked it down in the night because of the heat and she had nothing on but the knickers she'd gone to bed in, plain black ones, twisted a bit at the hip. Her hair is blonde and thick, long enough to reach halfway down her back. It was over one side of her face and spread out on the pillow.

She's twenty-eight. She has a small waist and then she goes out hard at the hips, wide and round, and her thighs are thick and touch all the way up. Flat on her front like that her arse stood up off the bed, with a dip either side where the muscle is. She's got a big soft chest on her, real weight in her tits, and they were pushed out under both arms so the sides showed from the door.

She's brown across the shoulders from a summer of pegging washing out and white in two clean lines where her straps go. There's a mole on her ribs, low down, and a scar on her knee from a bike when she was eleven. Her mouth was open and she was out cold.

Megan sleeps with one hand shoved up under the pillow and the other arm straight down her side, and she has done that every night since I've known her.

Nine years, and I still lie there in the mornings and look at my beautiful wife when she doesn't know about it.

I'm thirty-one and I honestly look it in the wrong way. Tall, thin, pale as anything, narrow in the shoulders. I price jobs for a builders' merchant in town, kitchens and bathrooms and decking, so I'm quick with figures and totally useless with a spanner.

We have no kids, by the way, which was a decision for the first couple of years and after that it was just how we were.

There are five or six places strung along the lane and the nearest after ours sits a few hundred yards up towards the farm. Hindle's up there. He ploughs the lane out every winter and everybody along it has his number in their phone. Decent bloke. You can't hear a road from the garden and nobody can see in, and that was exactly why we bought.

Glen has had the house next door his entire life. He's forty. He buys vans and pickups off insurance jobs, gets them going again in his yard and sells them on, so there is always one out there apart on stands with the bonnet up and its guts laid out on a bit of board. He's a big man and hard with it, broad through the shoulders and heavy in the forearms, and he's still flat in the stomach. Dark hair gone silver at the sides and usually about four days of stubble on him.

Megan has never liked him.

The noise, the state of his side of the wire, his junk creeping under it for weeks at a time. He left a trailer half on our grass the whole of last August. And he has never once said sorry for any of it.

She's been out there over it probably twenty-odd times since we moved in. I've been round twice myself, on my own both times, and I came back in and told her he'd been alright about it, which he genuinely had been.

Nothing changed.
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The grinder went on at four minutes past.

The compressor always kicks in first and then there's a second of quiet, and then the wheel bites. I felt that one in my teeth. Megan came up off the pillow with her hair everywhere and said he wasn't starting that again, and he obviously was, and it ran down and started again.

She was out of bed and going. I heard her on the stairs, then in the laundry, and by the time I got out onto the landing she was already coming back through the kitchen with a bra she'd pulled off the airer. She got it round herself and up, quickly working one arm through the strap as she went. The shorts she'd had on the night before were over the chair and she took those. I got as far as her name and the back door was already going.

I put the kettle on and went straight out after her and stood on the step in my shorts, the whole length of the garden back from the pair of them, and I heard every word.

Megan got to the wire before she'd finished with the strap.

"Glen. Turn that off. Glen."

He was leaned in over the wing with the grinder and he carried on. He ran the wheel down the length of whatever he was taking off and the sparks came off it and died out in the gravel, and he let it spin right down in his hand before he finally stood up.

"Stand back off the wire," he said, laying the grinder on the wing and pushing his glasses up onto his head. "There's bits coming off this."

"Seven o'clock on a Saturday and you're taking a car apart in a field."

"It's a pickup," he said, reaching down for the crowbar without hurrying. "And I'm not taking it apart, I'm taking the arch off. It's rotted through and it goes Tuesday."

"I don't care what it's doing Tuesday," she said, with her hand up on the top wire now. "That compressor of yours was going till half nine on Wednesday. Half nine at night! And your gate bangs all evening because you can't be bothered to drop the latch on it properly, and there's a bumper of yours been lying in my grass since June."

"That's off the Transit," he said.

"So move it."

"I'll move it."

“You better, Glen."

He got the arch off and dropped it on the pile and it went down with a clatter. Then he straightened up slowly and had a proper look at my wife, and I watched him do it. What was he looking at?

Oh fuck.

The bra had never been done up. She'd pulled it on off the airer and got her arms through it and never got round to the back, and when she'd put her hand up on the wire the strap had come off her shoulder.

Now the whole thing hung off one arm at the elbow with her tits out in the field.

Christ.

She stood there with her hand still on the top wire for a good two seconds and them out in front of him, and then she brought her arm across.

“Don’t hide them,” Glen said while whistling loudly.

She kept it where it was, and quickly replied with a “fuck you”.

"I'd have those out and my mouth on them all morning," he said, wiping his hands down his trousers. "You'd not hear a thing off this place."

"You’re a dirty bastard."

"You came out here," he said, picking the grinder back up without starting it. "Seven in the morning, over a bit of noise, and you're stood there in your knickers. A woman doing that hasn't got a noise problem, she's a woman whose husband isn't fucking her right."

Her chest and her throat had gone red.

"You're a pervert," she shouted. "That's all you are, you're a filthy old pervert, and you can take that compressor and you can shove it."

"Right," he said.

He dropped the glasses back down and the wheel went, and she pulled the bra up over herself with one hand and came back across the grass and got past me on the step with her eyes on the door.
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I found her in the kitchen taking the cupboards off their hinges.

"I should have said about the skip," she said, banging a mug down on the side so I thought she'd had it. "Two years that skip's been sat there with a mattress in it, and there I am talking to him about his gate."

"Meg—"

She pulled the fridge open and shut it again. "And his mother's dog. That dog barks all day at absolutely nothing. And I go out there and I stand there like a… I don't know."

"I only caught about half of it, from the step," I said, sitting down at the table. "What was he saying to you, at the end there?"

She opened the cupboard over the kettle, and shut it, and then the whole run of them went, one after another, hard enough to rattle the plates.

"Was all that about the compressor, then?"

She reached past me for the tea caddy and put it down on the side. She kept both hands flat on the worktop with her shoulders going. Then she turned round and came over and got hold of the waistband of my shorts.

She had me up out of the chair and walked me backwards into the front room and put me down on the couch. She'd got her shorts off before we got there. Her knickers went the same way and she came up over me with a knee either side and her hand down between us, dragging my dick out through the leg of mine.

"Come on," she said, holding me straight and going up on her knees to get me under her. "Come on. Fuck me."

She was wetter than she gets at eleven at night after most of a bottle, and I felt it go slick down the whole length of me before she'd even lined me up. Then she sat down and took the lot in one go.

"Fuck," she said. "God."

Her tits were right in my face. I got my mouth on one and she pushed it at me and held the back of my head there, and I had a nipple between my teeth and her hand in my hair. She started to ride me hard straight away, one hand flat on my chest and the other braced up behind her. She slapped down on me with everything she had and her tits went with it, and I could hear how wet her pussy was every time she came down. It was all down the tops of her thighs and all over me. Her mouth was open and her eyes were shut and her face was turned up at the ceiling.

"Harder," she said.

"How am I meant to, with you on top of me?"

"Then hold me," she said, grabbing both my wrists and putting my hands on her hips herself. "Hold me there and pull."

I did it, and she got louder. "Like that. Fuck, like that."

Then she came up off me and turned herself round on the couch and sat straight back down on my dick the other way about, facing away, and went again. I had both hands full of her arse. I could see the whole of her back and her hair going with it, and my dick coming up out of her wet every time she lifted, and she reached behind her and got hold of my knee to pull on. It went well for about a minute like that.

Then she stopped, with me all the way up inside her, and turned her head round.

"Stop being gentle with me."

I certainly wasn't being gentle. I was doing exactly what she'd asked as hard as I was physically able to do it and my legs had already started to go. She got off me and turned round on her knees with her forearms on the arm rest, and I got in behind her and put it back in and took hold of her.

"That's it," she moaned into the cushion. "Fuck me properly."

It was as good as it has ever been for me. Her hips coming back against me, her wet all down her thighs, her hair over her face and one hand back on my leg pulling me on. Her arse shook in my hands when I pulled her back onto me. I put my other hand down on her back and pushed her flat, and her tits went down against the arm rest, and I watched my dick going into her cunt with her pushing back onto it. My balls were slapping up against her.

And what has she got in her head while I do this? I got a hand round under her and took hold of a tit and she swore into the cushion. I fucked her as hard as I know how and she asked for more.

"I'm going to— fuck," she said, with her mouth half in the fabric. "Keep going. Just keep going."

And in the middle of fucking her his image came up.

Glen is out there right now, and he knows what her tits look like, and I don't think he has thought about it twice since… Now I was fucking my wife on our own couch and thinking about another man. It should have put me off. It should have made me sick. For some reason it made my dick throb up harder inside her than it has been in months.

And I started to go almost immediately. I… Oh fuck⁠—

"Don't," she said. "Don't, not yet. I'm not there yet."

I couldn't hold it. I came in her with my hand round her hip and my forehead down on her back, and it went on and on. I felt it pumping out of me, hard, more than there usually is. I was done and she hadn't come.

She held still for a second. Then she came off me, and my cum came out with her and ran down the inside of her leg. She sat down at the other end with her legs pulled up and the bra still round the one arm, and pushed the hair out of her eyes.

"It's fine," she said.

I put a hand on her ankle. Was she angry with me?

"It's fine. I mean it," she said quietly, looking at the fireplace. Her chest was still going and the red was still up her throat, and she said the next bit completely flat. "Maybe I do need a better fucking."

She got up and went through. The tap ran, and then the lid went back down on the kettle.

I lay where she'd left me with my shorts round one ankle and a wet patch under me on the cushion. The wheel bit into metal again next door. And my dick came back up on its own, hard, while she was ten feet away in the kitchen making the tea.
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She'd shut the back door and both the kitchen windows before I came down, in that heat, and she'd done the front room as well.

"You want those open," I said, getting the milk out of the fridge. "It'll be like an oven in here by dinner."

"I'll live."

"Well," I said, with the milk still in my hand. "There's no air getting in at all with them shut."

"Then open them," she said, taking the milk off me and doing hers first, "and you can be the one sat in here listening to it, and I'll go and sit in the car."

She had the ironing board up in the front room by nine with the telly on low, going through my work shirts. I stood in the doorway with my tea before I said it.

"Has he come out with that sort of thing before, then? The other times you've been out there."

She put the iron up on its heel. "Don't."

"I'm only asking."

"I'm not going through it again," she said, turning the shirt over and starting on the back. "It's done. If you want to be useful you can ring the council about the skip, because I'm not giving him my Saturday as well."

About eleven the compressor went on and ran and ran, and then the rattle gun started up in bursts, four or five at a time. She turned the volume up a notch and carried on with the collar she was doing.

I went through to put the kettle on and got hard at the sink, and I honestly couldn't have told you why. She was in the other room with the iron, the kettle was climbing, and I stood there still hard, waiting for it to go down.

It wouldn't.

Eventually I took both teas through and sat with it.
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At two we drove out to the retail park, because the house was unliveable and she wanted a fan. Forty-five pounds. It's a plastic thing on a stick that moves about as much air as an open door, and I obviously paid for it and carried it out to the car myself.

She had her window right down going home with her feet up against the glovebox and her knees apart in the heat. Her top was stuck to her at the front.

"That thing you said after," I said. “After we had sex.”

"What about it?"

"I don't know," I said, both hands still on the wheel. "Whether you actually meant it, or…"

"It's too hot for this," she said, and she put her hand out flat into the air going past. "Can we not."

[image: ]



It went quiet next door around five and stayed quiet, and it made no difference to her that I could see. She put a wash on and ate her tea standing up at the worktop, facing into the room. I put the fan together on the kitchen floor with the instructions in my lap and carried it up to the bedroom.

About eight my lovely wife came and sat on the arm of my chair with her glass and looked at the screen rather than me.

"If he's at it again at seven tomorrow," she said, "I'm having it out with him myself."

"Leave it, love, I'll go."

"You've been round there before and it made no odds at all," she said, turning the glass round on her knee. "And you'd stand there being nice about it, and he'd say he'd shift the bumper, and it'd still be in my grass at Christmas."

"So ring them about it, like you told me to."

"They don't pick up at a weekend," she said, "and apparently there's one man doing the whole district."

We sat there a while. She had her legs over the arm and her heel going against the side of the chair, and she watched a programme she'd normally have turned over.

"Just don't go out in your…"

She turned and looked at me.

"In my what?"

"Nothing," I said. "Put a top on."

[image: ]


We had the fan up on the chest of drawers pointing at the bed and both windows open as far as the catches allowed, and it was still too warm to lie under anything. She came up at ten.

"I shouldn't have said what I said to you, Tim," she said, getting in beside me and pulling the sheet over her legs and then pushing it straight off again. "It was a horrible thing to say and it isn't true."

"It's alright."

"It's not, and I'm apologising, so let me."

"Maybe rough is what you're after," I said.

She lay still a second with the fan going across the bed. Then she got the sheet off my legs, came down over my lap and took my dick in her mouth.

Megan’s fist went round the bottom of me and her mouth worked the rest, and her hair kept falling forward so I had to gather it up in my hand to even see her beautiful face at all. She'd let me come right out of her mouth and then take me straight back in, breathing through her nose like she'd run up the stairs, and her tits hung down and swung with her arm. More than once she took me right into her throat and stayed there and moaned around it, and my toes curled up off the sheet.

She came off me long enough to look up.

"Tell me when you're going to cum. I want it in my mouth.”

Oh fuck, she doesn’t do that often.

Then she went back down. I put my hand on the back of her head, and she let me push.

Is she doing this to me tonight because of him? Is this an apology or is she —

Then the light came on.

Glen got one bolted up on the shed that lights his gravel and half our grass with it, and it got in through the gap at the top and laid a bar of light up the wall over the bed. Then he started hitting a panel.

She stopped suddenly, with her fist still round me.

"Wait," she said.

She got off the bed and went to the window with nothing on and dragged the whole curtain back, and the light came in and got her from the front.

What the fuck?

All of her… Her tits, her belly, her cunt and the dark hair over it, the whole length of both thighs. She put a hand up flat on the glass. Then she slowly put two fingers up at him.

"Go on then. Have a proper look at my tits, you fucking creep."

Glen stopped. He was down by the front wing with the hammer hanging in his hand and his head up, looking straight into our bedroom at my naked wife.

"Come and stand where I am," she said.

I got out of bed and went over. She knelt down on the carpet in front of me with the sill at her back and got her mouth straight back on my cock, where anybody out on the lane could have seen the pair of us. Her hand came up and cupped my balls. I braced my palms either side of the open window. He watched her sucking me off and I watched him. I was so hard against her tongue that it hurt.

She was up on her knees with her thighs open and her arse down on her ankles, and she had her fingers in herself. She'd been at that a while, probably. Her hand was going and her hips were going with it, and she moaned round me, and the wet was all over her wrist.

Then he laid the hammer on the wing and without looking away, he undid his trousers and got his cock out.

Fuck off.

It was long and it was so thick all along, and the head was darker than the rest of him. His fist went up it and came down again and it stood out past his hand at either end. He didn't hurry. My dick was aching in her fist while I stood there watching her look at him in between sucking my cock.

He stayed in his own light with his boots apart and worked himself, watching her.

"Fucking hell."

She shut her eyes and went at me hard, both hands on my cock now, spit running off her chin onto her chest.

"He's bigger than me."

She moaned round it when I said that, and her fingers went faster in herself, and she took me deeper than she'd taken me all night. My legs had gone stupid and I was gripping the window frame like a man on a boat. My wife down on her knees with every part of her lit up, my cock in her mouth and her own fingers going in herself while she watched him. Was he actually going to finish out there where he stood, watching her do it?

"Are you looking at him?"

She came off me. She stood up, and she got hold of the curtain and pulled it right across so the whole rail moved, and stayed in the dark with her fingers still in the fabric.

"Of course he's got that too," she said.

We did it on the sheet with the fan going and no light on. She pulled me over and got me into her herself and put her heels into the backs of my legs.

"Faster."

I put my back into it.

"Don't stop. Not this time."

I could hear us over the fan, and every time I got in deep she moaned into my shoulder and I felt her clenching round me. She was wet enough that it had gone down the backs of her thighs and onto the bed, and it made a noise every time I went into her.

"Get your hands on my tits. Hard as you like."

I did. She arched up into them and gasped and swore at the ceiling with her nipples gone hard under my palms, and I still had the white of his light on her, and his fist in my head, up and down, unhurried.

He must be out there now with it in his hand.

I came up her about a minute and a half in, holding perfectly still and shaking with it. I never got a word out to warn her.

I lay on her until she finally moved under me and I got off.

She turned onto her side away from me and pulled the sheet up over her hip, and out there the hammer went twice, and stopped, and went twice more, and he was still at it when she went to sleep.
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Iwas up before her on the Sunday and I went out at about half six and shifted the bumper myself.

It was heavier than it looked and the grass under it had gone yellow and flat and full of woodlice. I reckoned it would be the first thing out of her mouth this morning, so I got it up onto my shoulder and walked it down and dropped it over onto his side, in against the shed where his stuff sits. Then I stood there getting my breath back with a dirty print up my arm.
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I went in and washed my hands and put the kettle on and honestly thought about whether I'd mention it, and then his compressor kicked in next door.

He got going at seven. A long run of the wheel this time and hardly any stopping. The note climbed and then dropped where it went into metal, and it came over two gardens and in through our shut window like he was doing it in the room. The kitchen was warm already with that window shut. Nine would have done me. Ten, at a weekend, and I doubt anybody else on the lane would have minded him particularly.

She came down about ten past in one of my work shirts off the pile she'd ironed. Nothing else on her. Two buttons done and the rest left open, and she stood at the sink with her eyes on the taps and drank half a glass of water.

"He must be on the other arch about now," I said.

"I know what he's on."

"It's already warm out," I said, getting my coffee off the side. "So… you'd probably hear that from the road, you would."

She put the glass down in the bowl. I had it in my head to tell her to put a pair of shorts on at least before she went out there, and I had said as much to her yesterday and got told. So I drank my coffee instead.

Then she went past me and out the back door with her feet bare, and I stayed where I was. I never did tell her about the bumper. I don't know why not.
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He had his shirt off already. He was cleaning the edge of the cut back with a flap disc. There was a bucket of water on the tailgate with a rag hung over the side, and the new arch panel stood against the wheel, still in its plastic. He was thicker through the chest and the arms than I have ever been and every bit of that had come off the work.

He heard her coming and shut the grinder down.

"You decided on a shirt, then."

"Turn it off, Glen," she said, stopping a yard short of the wire. "It's Sunday. You had the whole of yesterday for that."

"It's off," he said, fishing the rag out of the bucket and wringing it. "Goes back on shortly, mind, because that panel wants fitting today. So say what you came to say."

"Have some decency," she said. "There's people trying to sleep the length of this lane."

"Decency," he said, wiping his forearms down slowly, one and then the other. "You were on your knees with your husband's cock in your mouth. I can smell it from here.”

"I don't know what you think you saw, exactly," she said, pulling the shirt straight at the front. "Not from over there, you⁠—"

"You knew very well. Enjoyed putting a show for me, babe?”

"That's what I saw," she shouted, with both fists gone tight down at her sides. "A man of forty, stood out in a field at that time of night, working himself off at somebody else's window. So don't you stand there and tell me what I am."

“How about you give me a better show” he said, dropping the rag back in the bucket.

“Fuck off.”

"You keep coming out here,” he said, standing the new panel up on the tailgate and stripping the plastic off it. He folded the plastic and pushed it into his back pocket. "Take the shirt off and come over here."

She didn't move.

The glasses came down and the grinder went back on. He got at the edge of the cut again and the racket came up and filled the whole lane. My barefoot wife stood at the wire in my shirt with her arms hanging.

Then she looked back at the house.

I was at the kitchen window sixty feet off and she found me through the glass immediately. Megan had the shirt held shut at the front with one hand, and she had gone completely still.

Does she want something?

Then she got the top button undone with her eyes still on me.

Is that her saying she's coming in? No. She'd have turned round for that, she wouldn't be stood there working at a button. Why is she⁠—

Does she want to take the shirt off? In front of him? No. Why would she. She's hated that man since the day we moved in, and she came out here this morning to tell him so, same as she did yesterday.

Then what is she still stood there for?

I put my coffee down without looking where I was putting it. My hands weren't steady and I felt myself starting to go hard in my shorts, and she was out at the wire with the top button of my own shirt undone, looking up at beautiful wife through the kitchen window.

She was still looking at me… waiting…

What did she have planned…

All I had to do was shake my head.

She'd have come back up that grass. Right?

And if I don't shake it, she takes the shirt off? That's all that is? She takes it off, he gets his look at her, she comes back in the house and it's done with. But why would she want that⁠—

And how far does she go if I nod? Does she even know how far she goes?

The grinder was still going. I'd have had to get the window up and shout over it for her to hear one word off me.

I nodded. I don’t know why I did… I just did, before I convinced myself otherwise.

Then she turned back round to him and got the second button undone, and she took her time over it, and she pulled the shirt off her shoulders and down her arms and dropped it on the grass.

She was in her knickers and nothing else, in front of him, and I felt my stomach drop completely.

She put a hand on the post and got one leg over the wire where it sags between the ends, then the other. Where is she going? She was on his gravel, picking her feet up because of the stones. The grinder went down on the wing. She had to walk the last of the way to him herself, and one of his hands went round the back of her head and the other one straight onto her tits. He didn’t even hesitate⁠—

He got a proper hold of them, weighing and squeezing and pushing them roughly up together, and then he took a nipple between his finger and his thumb and rolled it slowly until she gasped and swore at him.

"Get your fucking hands off me."

"Stand still."

He put his mouth on her instead. One tit up in his hand and his mouth right over the nipple, sucking it until her whole chest came up with it. She took a fistful of his hair, and it could have been to drag him off or to hold him where he was.

He went from the one to the other and back, and the whole time he kept a hand round behind and inside her knickers, gripping her arse and pulling her onto him. She said things at him and he carried on exactly as if she hadn't.

Then that hand came out from behind and went round the front and down inside them, and his wrist started going, and she pitched forward onto his shoulder and moaned into it.

"Get your fingers out of my cunt."

Her legs were coming apart for him, and he had two fingers up her cunt inside her own knickers. He was looking over her back at the lane while he did it. Her hips were moving with his hand now. Her free hand had come up and gripped his arm. He pushed another finger into her and she groaned out loud against his shoulder.

Should I call her back? But… I don’t…

Then he turned her round and put her hands down flat on the wing of the pickup and stood in behind her, and got his fingers back up her from there, in through the leg of her knickers. Her arse came up and back at him on its own. Her face came round side-on to me with her hair over it and her mouth open, and she fucked herself back onto his hand for every bit of it. He worked her over until her arms finally went and she was down on her elbows on the paint with her tits squashed out flat on the panel, moaning at it.

He took his fingers out and turned her back round and wiped them dry down the front of her.

"Down you go princess”

She wouldn’t⁠—

Megan went down on her knees in the gravel. She winced and shifted about and eventually got herself settled on the stones, swearing at him steadily while she did it, and she had his trousers open with both hands and pulled them and his shorts down off his hips.

"You're disgusting," she said, getting a hand round him and holding him off her face. "You're a disgusting old man and I'm not⁠—“

"Suck it."

She opened up and he fed his huge cock in and put his free hand round her head, and she took it. A second of that and she was doing it herself. She got a fist round the bottom of him and went to work, her head going, her arse back, her tits swinging underneath her. I could hear my own wife right through the glass, wet and gagging on his cock. He stood over her with his boots in the gravel and his hand in her hair.

He put a boot in between her knees and pushed them apart, and she went with it and shuffled herself wider on the stones.

Now and again he held her still and put it right in and fucked her mouth with it. Her eyes ran and it came down her face in two black lines. The spit came off her chin and hung on her tits. She had one fist working him and the other one up underneath on his balls, and her thighs were wide open and she was rolling her hips at nothing while she sucked him.

“Finally,” he said, “took you long enough.”

Nobody's holding her there. Her hands are free and she is kneeling on stones in front of the whole lane with another man's cock going in and out of her mouth, and I am the one who nodded at her… And the worst part… she looked so good doing it. Being manhandled by an older and bigger cock… It’s like she was made for it⁠—

He came off her mouth soon after and pulled her head back sharply by the hair, and she got a hand up, and for once I heard her clearly.

"Don't you dare cum on my⁠—”

He did it anyway. He held her by the hair with her face turned up and her lips still apart and finished on her in long spurts, over her mouth and her chin and down onto her tits. He took his time getting the last of his cum onto her while she stayed on her knees for it. Then he let her hair go.

She got up off her knees with it running down her.

"You've got it all over my tits."

"You'll be quieter now, anyway," he said, pulling his trousers up and doing the belt. "For a bit."

"Try leaving that grinder alone till nine, then."

"Have you learned anything?"

"Not one thing."

"Then I'll have to fuck you until you do."

"You wish," she said, and she turned round and went.

She got back over the wire the same way she'd come and started up the grass with it still on her chin. He called after her when she was about halfway up. Three or four words, said flat, and through a shut window at sixty feet I heard the sound and none of the words. She stopped. Then she came on.

I opened the back door for her.

“Megan, I— I—, didn’t⁠—”

She came past me into the kitchen with her arms down and his cum drying on her chest and the marks of his gravel in both knees. She gave me a peck, and went straight through and up the stairs, and the bathroom door shut and the bolt went over.

My shirt was still lying out on the grass where she'd dropped it.
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She came down about half nine, dressed, with her hair still wet off the bath, and the first thing she did was go out the back for my shirt.

I watched her from the sink. My wet-haired wife walked right down the garden in her sandals, bent down at the far end, picked the shirt up off the grass and shook it out, and came back up with it over her arm. She kept her eyes on the house the whole way.

The wash she'd put on the day before was still sitting in the machine. She got the door open and hauled it out into the basket, and it had all set solid in there.

"That's two days, that has," she said, dropping it back in with my shirt on top. "It'll want doing again and going straight out, or there's honestly no point."

"There'll be a bit of a wind on it, at least."

"There's nothing out there at all today, love." She pulled the drawer out for the powder and shut it again with her hip. "It'll dry easily enough, they're saying twenty-six or something by dinner."

We did about ten minutes of that. Where her mother's white dish had got to and whether it went back on the Wednesday. Whether the boiler man was coming the Tuesday or the Tuesday after, and what he'd actually said on the phone about the pressure, which neither of us could remember the same way round. He got going again while the kettle was climbing. A drill, in short goes, and then a long dry scrape on metal that ran on nearly a minute at a stretch and stopped and started up again.

She made two teas and put mine down in front of me without being asked, and I got a tea towel and dried the plates off the side, which I never normally do.

"Did you catch what he shouted? After you… I mean…. cause I didn’t…”

She had her back to me with the tap running slowly over a mug.

"…I heard it," she said. She turned the tap off and stood the mug upside down on the drainer. "He said tonight, out there. Bent over the back of that ugly truck."

My dick was up in my shorts before she'd finished saying it. I'd been stood at my own sink with a tea towel in my hand. I should have been out that back door and over that wire after him.

"I'm not going out there," she said.

"Bent over it?"

"Right where that light is, over the back of it," she said, taking the tea towel off me and hanging it back on the oven door. "That's what he said. So don't ask me it again."

The red had come up in both her ears.

"I'm not going."

“What's stopping you?"

She turned round.

“Are you serious?”

“I—”

“You want your wife to fuck your neighbour?”

“N-no, I’m just… wondering.”

“Whatever. Besides, I can’t,” she said, almost sadly.

“…Why not?”

"It's too fucking big,” she said.

She stayed against the worktop with her chin down.

“Oh.”

"What do you think I should do?"

"What did you say back to him?"

"Nothing. I just… I kept going up the grass and I came in the house."

I picked my mug up off the table and there was nothing in it. I put it down again.

Then she came across the kitchen.

She had my belt open with both hands and my dick out before I got anything at all out of my mouth. “See,” she said, “this is manageable.”

Manageable… Fuck I⁠—

She did it stood up against the worktop with the machine going behind her, fast and hard and dry to start with. Her mouth was on the side of my neck and her other hand was up under my shirt with the nails in it.

I held onto the edge of the worktop either side of her hips.

"Is that you already?" she said into my neck, when my legs started. "Go on, then. Cum on my hand and don't ask me anything else today."

It took barely a minute all in. I went off over her fist, and my cum went down the cupboard door under the sink, and she carried on for a few more after I'd finished, which hurt, and then she stopped.

She ran her hands under the tap a long while. Then she got a cloth out of the bowl and did the cupboard door.

[image: ]



The machine finished at half twelve and she had the basket out at one, and I got hold of the other handle and carried it down the garden with her. It's a rotary line and one of the arms has never sat right since we put it in. Load it up and that side comes down and drags, so I was constantly going round it evening it out.

She did the pegging. I stood and handed things up to her out of the basket and pulled each one straight first, and she took them off me without really looking at what they were. My shirt went on the arm nearest the house.

The drill was going the whole time we were stood out there, on and off, over at the wing of the pickup.

Would she, though? Under that light of his, my wife face down on that wing with her hands out flat and him stood in behind her fucking her, and…

I got down and went through the peg bag.

"Those are the wrong pegs," she said, when I put two of the wooden ones in her hand. "They mark the white."

"They're the only ones left in there."

"Then the bag wants going through," she said, and she used them anyway, up at the shoulders where it hardly shows. "Because there must be half of them split and I'm picking them up off that grass all week."

We got the lot up. She went in, and I pushed the line round one more turn so the loaded side came up clear, and then I went in as well.

She went up after that. I heard her going about over my head for a while, and then the bed. I sat down with the Saturday paper I'd already been through and got roughly six pages in before I put it down.

[image: ]



The bins go down to the end of the lane on the Sunday for the Monday, one at a time, because the edge of the drive is too soft to walk two. I took the first one down about three, in that heat, with the wheels going over the loose stuff at the top of the drive and it trying to get away from me down the slope. Coming back up for the other one I came past Glen’s gate. His legs were out from under the pickup with the rest of him in under it, and he had a light on a wire hooked up in there with him. The new arch was on and painted and it had come out a slightly different white to the wing.

The wheels going over the stones brought him out from under it on his back.

"That's the arch on, anyway," I said.

"The arch was never it," he said, sitting up on the gravel and pulling the light out with him. "It's the box. Second's been going on it since the day I got the thing. Had it out twice now."

"Right."

"It's sold, and all. Bloke's coming Tuesday with the money and a trailer. Never laid eyes on it, only the photographs. Twelve hundred."

"You'll have three hundred-odd in it, then. With a box and a panel and the paint on top."

"Two-eighty and a day and a half."

"You've done alright out of it."

"It'll do," he said, and he lay back down and went under it again.

I took the other bin down and stood the pair of them square at the end of the lane, alongside his skip with the mattress still in it, and came back up and in through the front.

She was in the kitchen when I came through.
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It all stopped at six. Whatever he had going cut out part-way through and nothing came on after it, and by seven the loudest thing out there was a wood pigeon in the trees behind the farm.

She got the washing in a bit later, dry through, and stood at the worktop folding it neatly into the basket with the back door open behind her. My shirt got folded in with the rest and went in the pile for upstairs.

She had another shower and came down in the dress she wears to fancier things. Ten minutes on she went back up, and she came down again almost immediately in jeans and a black top with buttons down the front. She was bare under it and her nipples were up in the cotton. She made a plate up at the worktop, ham and a bit of cheese and half a tomato out of the fridge, and put it on the side by the kettle, and it was still sitting there at nine.
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I was in the front room with the telly on and the sound right down, sat facing the kitchen door. She came in and out half a dozen times without carrying anything either way.

I wanted her to go. Should I tell her…

The sun came off the back of the house about eight and the garden went grey, and the shed next door went with it.

At nine she came through and stood at the back door with her shoes on, and put the kitchen light off behind her.

Oh fuck.
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She was over the wire before I got up the stairs.

I'd heard the back door go and then nothing at all off her, and I stood about downstairs a minute or two. Then I went up in the dark.

Our window was wide on its catch and had been since Friday. The fan was still turning on top of the drawers, moving hot air about a room with nobody in it.

He had the work light on over the shed door. It made everything underneath it white and everything past it dark, and the pickup stood on its stands in all that with the new arch on the offside and the tailgate down.

There was a wheel lying flat in the gravel with a spanner on top and the bucket up on the wing. He was sat on the tailgate working a rag round and round his hands and he obviously wasn't getting them any cleaner.

I stood well back from the glass. My heart was already going.

She came round the front end into the light with her arms folded.

"That light of yours has been on since about six," she said, stopping a good way short of him. "It comes straight up into our bedroom, that does, and that's the one room we can't get any air into as it is."

He carried on with the rag.

"Shut the curtain, then."

"It's been up in the high twenties in there all day." Her arms came down and went back up again a different way. "Honestly, I can't shut the curtain and I can't shut the window either, so can you not put it off at a normal hour, like more or less everybody else along here manages to?"

"There's no lamp in that shed," he said, and he reached over and lifted a socket off the tray on the tailgate and turned it round in his fingers and put it back. "So that's the light I've got out here after dark. It goes off when I'm finished."

"And when's that?"

"When I'm finished."

"That's three times now I've been out here in two days," she said. "Three. Over the same thing, every time, and you've not shifted on one single⁠—"

"Closer."

She stayed on her bit of gravel. He dropped the rag beside him, got down off the tailgate, walked round and picked the spanner up off the wheel and put it away in his box. By the time he came back she had walked in and stopped a couple of feet off him.

"Get those off."

"There's a nice way of asking somebody that," she said, and the top was already going, from the button under her throat down, while she was still saying it. "One time in your life. One single time."

It came open and she took it back off her shoulders and dropped it where she stood. Her tits came out into all that white light, heavy and swinging when she moved, her nipples already hard, and the red was down her front from her throat to the tops of them.

She got the jeans open and pushed them down over her hips and had to bend right over to get her feet out. Her knickers came down inside them and went on the gravel with the rest. She kept a hand on the wing while she stood on one leg, because of the gravel.

Then she straightened up naked on his gravel and folded her arms again.

He laid a palm on her belly and ran it down and got two fingers straight up into her, and her heels came off the ground.

"You're a pig, you are."

He worked them in her slowly, with his other hand up in her hair holding her exactly where he wanted her, and I could hear his fingers in her from up there with the window open and the lane dead quiet. She had both hands round his forearm.

He looked her over the whole time he was doing it, with the light full on her, up and down and in no rush about it. She called him everything she could think of. Then she went quiet and stood where he'd put her with her legs open.

"What did you come out here for?"

"You know what for."

"Say it."

She had her head down. He kept his fingers working steadily in her and waited her out, and it took her a while.

"To get fucked," she said, at his chest.

"Again. Properly."

Her chin came up.

"I came out here to get fucked by you."

"Use your mouth."

She was going down before the words were out. She put her knees back into the same stones that had marked them that morning and got on with it. She had his belt open and him out in her hand in about two seconds.

Then she took the end of his cock in her mouth. Her hand stayed wrapped low on him the whole time, because there was no managing it otherwise, and her jaw was wide open, and she still only ever had the top of him in there. She went at it further than she could take and had to come off it coughing, and then she got straight back down and had another go at exactly the same thing. Her chin was running and it had gone down onto her tits, and it came off him in long strings when she pulled back. All of that came up to the window over a dead quiet lane, and she was panting round him between goes.

"Enough of that," he said, watching her do it with a hand laid loose on the top of her head. "Over the truck."

He got her up by the arm and turned her and put her over the tailgate, and she went where she was put. Her forearms went down flat on the bed, her feet apart on the gravel, her arse up, and he stood in behind and got a hand on her hip and put his cock against her cunt with the other.

It didn't go in.

He pushed and she came up off her arms and let out a high sound through her teeth, and it still didn't go. He stopped there. He pinned her down across the shoulders with one hand and held his cock exactly where it was and waited, and she couldn't get a full breath at all.

"Hold still."

She held still. I watched my wife take the first of that cock into her. She got her feet further apart on her own. Then she got them further apart than that, and he let her, and eventually she got herself round him.

Then it went in.

It went slowly and it kept on going and she moaned, long and low, and it carried on after he'd stopped. Her legs were shaking. Her fingers were spread out on the pickup and gone white at the ends. He had a handful of her arse in each hand, holding her open round him, looking down at where his cock went into her.

"Ohhh… fuck. F-fuckkk"

Fuck.

All of that is up inside my wife… and she hasn't been out of the house twenty minutes.

Then he started to fuck her. Long strokes, his cock nearly clear of her and then the whole thing back in, and her body rode up the tailgate and came back down every time. He was wet with her all the way down to his balls. Her tits hung down underneath her and slapped on the metal, her nipples scraping across it. He had her by both hips. His forearms were doing every bit of the work and there is nothing anywhere on me that has ever looked like that.

She got louder than I have ever heard her get indoors with the doors shut, and there's a road at the bottom of the lane. My mouth had gone dry and my dick was jumping in my shorts on its own, in time with him.

"Fuck," she said. "Oh, fuck. Fuck me. Fuck me, go on."

There were wet noises off the two of them, and her open mouth dragging on the paint, and the stones going under his boots, and the pickup rocking slightly on its stands each time he came forward.

His cock is inside her and she asked him for it.

He worked a hand round underneath her and got at her clit with his thumb without breaking stride, and whatever he did with it stopped her swearing at him. Her forehead went down onto the paint and stayed there. Then she said his name. She said it twice, quietly, into the pickup, and it came up to that window as plain as anything.

Then he slowed right down. He drew his cock back until it was nearly out of her and left her waiting, and she pushed herself backwards at him and couldn't reach it, and he let her keep trying before he gave it back.

"Stop pissing about," she said. "Get it back up me."

He pushed his fingers into her mouth from the side instead and she closed round them and sucked on them, and he left them in there and kept fucking her, and every sound she made after that came out round his fingers.

"Ask me for it."

He hooked the fingers back off her tongue and she was still following them. It was a few seconds before she got any words out.

"Please," she said into the pickup. "Please… I'm ask— I'm asking you for it. Give me it."

He gave it to her harder then, going in shorter and quicker, until she couldn't get a word out. The tailgate was banging loudly on its hinges. Her feet came off the gravel every few strokes and landed again, and the rest of the time only her toes were down, and the whole length of her was going with him.

"I can't take all of that."

"You're taking it."

I watched exactly how much of him she was taking, and the only thing she did about it was get her feet a bit further apart. My shaking wife, with her forearms sliding out from under her because there was oil on that tailgate and she couldn't keep a grip on it. Her chin banged down and she hauled herself back up onto her elbows, and then it went from under her again.

Her face was sideways on the paintwork with her eyes shut and her jaw slack, and she was making the same short sound on every stroke, and that sound got shorter as it went on. There was gravel dust all through her hair.

Then he took hold of her ankle and brought her leg up and put her knee on the bed of the pickup. She went right open like that and he got further up her than he had been, and the noise she made when he did that went off down the lane and came back off the buildings up at the farm.

His cock came out of her soaked every time he drew back.

My dick was hard enough that it actually hurt and I hadn't got a hand near it.

He pulled her head up by the hair and kept going, and she went with him, her back arched right off the tailgate. The red was all down her throat and out over both shoulders now. He had started to breathe hard through his nose behind her and I could hear that from the window as well.

Then he let the hair go and reached round in front and got a tit in each hand and used them to pull her back onto his cock, and she gasped every single time. She was running down the front of both his thighs and it was all over the gravel underneath the pair of them.

Her arms slid off the tailgate altogether and hung down in front of her, and he held her up on his hands and his hips and went faster with her like that. The stands under the front end were shifting about in the gravel by then and neither of them took a blind bit of notice.

Then he pulled his cock out of her and stood her up off it.

I thought that was him done. He turned her round and sat her up onto the edge of it instead, and laid her back on the bed of the truck with a hand between her tits.

Her face came up into the light. Her hair was stuck across her mouth, her chin was still shining off his cock, and one cheek had come up red where she'd had her face down on it. She got both arms over her head and took hold of the far edge immediately, without being told to. He picked her ankles up and pushed her knees back and open, and he had a long look at her cunt in that light with her held wide like that, and then he slowly put his cock back in it. I watched the whole lot of it go up her.

Four years she has hated that man, and there she is with her cunt full of his cock and her arms up over her head.

Her tits went flat out to the sides and then they went with him, up her chest and down. He had her ankles in the one hand and her hip in the other and he was fucking her hard enough to shift her up the truck bed, so she kept having to work her arse back down onto his cock. His balls slapped up against her every stroke. There was wet spreading out on the metal under her.

She had her eyes open now and she was watching his cock go in and out of her cunt.

"Look at it," she said. "Look at it going in me."

She was moaning openly on every one of them by then, higher each time, and by the end there was no breath behind any of it. He got his thumb down onto her clit and worked it there without slowing up. Her heels came up round his arms and her toes curled over. Her tits and her belly were shining.

"Fuck," she said, up at him. "Do what you want with me."

"I'm cumming on your fat fucking cock," she said. "I'm cumming, I'm— fuckkk"

She went rigid first and let out one long noise with her mouth wide open. Her belly went tight and her thighs came in hard on his arms, and he held them open and fucked her straight through it. One leg came out of his hand and her heel banged down on the tailgate. She came on Glen's cock out loud and out in the open, with her face turned up under that light where I could see the whole of it, and her cunt gripping at his cock all the way through it, and he never altered a thing he was doing.

She's finished and he hasn't… Is he going to cum in her, bare?

Then he took her by the ankle and rolled her roughly over and dragged her back down onto her feet, and flattened her out where she had been.

"Do it in me," she said, mouth open against the paintwork. "Don't take it out of me, go on."

"Right. Stop moving."

She stopped. He kept her still by the hip and by the hair and drove his cock right up her and held it there, and he got a low noise out through his teeth. I watched his back go. I heard what he said while he was cumming in her.

"That's the lot of it in you."

He held there a while. Then he opened his hand and her head went down and stayed down, and he pulled out of her slowly, and his cum came out after him and went down her thigh in the light. More of it followed while she was still lying over the metal.

I came in my shorts with both hands on the sill.

She lay over the tailgate. She got slowly onto her feet after a minute and stood holding the side of the pickup until she had her breathing back, and her legs were still going under her. There was a line pressed deeply across both her thighs where the edge of the tailgate had been, and grit stuck to her all down one side.

He did his trousers up and did his belt. Then he dipped his hands in the bucket on the wing and shook them off, and he bent down and picked her things out of the gravel, and he handed her the top and dropped the rest.

He walked her down to the wire.

"You're a slag," he said, and he put his boot on the middle wire and stood on it so she could get over.

"You want locking up," she said, getting one leg over and then the other. "You have done for years."

He took the boot off and let the wire come back up. Then he went off up his gravel, put the lid down on his box and left the light burning, and she started up our grass with the top still hanging off one hand.

About halfway up she looked at our window.

Then she carried on, and the back door went, and I heard her come through the kitchen and up the stairs. She came straight past the bathroom door. I got the sheet straight and got in.
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She came in and got into bed with nothing on and pulled the sheet over her hip. She smelled of white spirit off his new paint. She was asleep inside ten minutes, breathing heavily through her mouth, with her hand up under the pillow.

I lay there and listened for his shed door. His light was still on at one.


6




The pickup went on the Tuesday. The bloke came up with a trailer and the money in an envelope and walked round it the once.

He's had nothing in since. The stands are still out in his gravel, empty. The wheel has been shoved roughly over against the shed and left there. The grinder has stayed in the shed and the compressor with it. What comes off that place now is my Megan, from about seven most evenings, and on a still night you'd get it from the top of the lane.
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The boiler man finally came on a Thursday and it was the pressure after all, which is exactly what I said on the phone in July. Two hundred and eight quid. I was the one who took the morning off to sit in for him.

Work went quiet in September, same as every year once the schools go back. I priced a kitchen for a couple in town and got it four hundred quid out, and I had to ring them and tell them so.

The weather broke at the start of the month. There was a wind up the lane by the second week and the grass came back green and soft and obviously wanted doing twice. I did it once and made a mess of the far end where it goes down to the wire. She did a shop and rang her mother at the weekend. My gorgeous wife sat with her feet up on my legs on the Monday night through most of a film, and she took her tablets and got into bed beside me after it.

I took the car down for diesel and met a Land Rover coming up at the bend. I got in the gateway to let it by. The bloke put a hand up off the wheel going past.
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She came up on the Wednesday about half seven and got changed out of the things she'd had on all day. She went down in a skirt and a vest with nothing under either of them. The back door went. I gave it a minute and then I came up quietly.

The room was still full of light. I stood back off the glass and pushed the window out on its catch, because there was a breeze on it now and she'd had it shut all week. Then I watched her go down our grass.

He was already at the wire. He went into the shed while she was coming and came back out with it in his hand, and she stopped where the wire is and got both hands up in her hair and lifted it up off her neck. She stood there like that while he did the buckle. He put a finger in under it and worked it round slowly so the ring sat at her throat.

She went over the wire on the board he'd laid over the middle strand, without breaking her step.

She got the vest off on her way up his gravel and the skirt before she got to him, and she went up to him in her sandals and the thing round her neck. Her tits were loose and heavy on her and they moved with every step she took, and the dark hair between her legs was cut right back now.

My collared wife.

He pushed her back a step by the shoulder and had a good long look at her, front and back. Then he hooked a finger through the ring and gave it a pull, and she went straight onto her knees on his stones.

She was on his buckle straight away. She had his cock out in both hands and her mouth on it. She still can't get much of him in and she doesn't honestly try any more — she keeps one fist where her mouth can't reach and does the rest with her lips and her tongue, wet and loud. Her chin was running inside a minute and she left it running.

Eventually he took her under the arm and stood her straight up.

There's a bench along the front of his shed with a vice bolted on the near end and a strip of old carpet nailed over the top where he stands things. He walked her at it. She put her hands down flat on it and got her feet apart before he'd touched her.

I had my hand in my shorts by then and I don't know at what point I put it there.

He got two fingers up her, easily, right up, and turned his hand over and crooked them, and that lifted her onto her toes. She was absolutely soaked. He wiped them off on her arse. Then he moved in behind her and put his cock in her.

It went in a lot easier than that first night. It still stopped her for a second. Then she got her feet wider and shoved her arse back onto him.

"All the way in," she said.

He took hold of the ring from behind so her head came back, and he started properly. Her tits swung and slapped together underneath her. The carpet rucked up under her hands and she kept having to shove it back down again. The whole bench shifted on the gravel a bit at a time. It all came up the garden and in through the open window as if the pair of them were stood on the landing.

That's another man's cock in my wife on a Wednesday, and I've not touched her since August.

"Who told you to come over here?"

"You did."

"And what did I say to you?"

“I’m a slag,” she said, up on her toes again and hanging off his fist.

He fucked her harder for that. His cock went up her and dragged back out wet and shining in that low sun, and her cunt hung on it every time he came out, and her arse had gone red where he was hitting it. He took a tit in his hand and kept it there, and did the rest with his hips.

"Harder," she moaned. "Fucking harder. I want to know about it tomorrow."

"Does he get anywhere near this?"

"No."

"When did he last have you?"

"Ages ago," she said, with her cheek flat down and her eyes shut. "A month, must be. More than that."

"Why's that, then?"

"Because," she said, and his hand was still shut round her tit, "he's too small."

"He'd be lost in you now," he said, and he went straight back to it.

God.

I was going at myself in my own bedroom with my forehead nearly on the glass and my shorts down round my thighs. My dick was throbbing in my fist and aching with it. It should have taken the legs out from under me. Instead it brought me on so fast I had to take my hand off it altogether and stand there with it out and wait, and I couldn't tell you why.

He kept at her a long time. He put a boot up on the bottom rail of the bench and got up over her and went at it from higher, and her heels lifted and dropped on the stones with him. He got his hand round the front of her and worked her clit with it while his cock was still going in her. Once he stood right up her and went still and kept her there with the ring wound round his hand, and she swore at him.

"Move. Fucking move, will you."

He moved when he was ready to move and not before. Then he finished it his own way, shorter and quicker, a fist between her shoulders keeping her flat.

"That's it," she gasped, with no shape to it. "That's… oh, fuck. Fuck. I'm going on it⁠—"

She came hard underneath him with her mouth open and her chin dragging on the carpet.

"Cum in me," she said, with her hands gripping at the carpet.

He shoved himself the whole way in and stopped dead there, and he grunted once and emptied into her with both hands round her hips.

The work light came on while they were still like that. It goes off a switch inside the shed door and it takes a minute to come up, and it was yellow over the two of them before the yard had gone completely dark.

He came out of her and did his trousers and went and sat down on the end of the bench, up by the vice, with his hands on his knees.

She stayed where she was with her legs going under her. Then she got up off it and stood there a second with his cum running out of her and down the inside of both thighs. She went down on the gravel in front of him and had his trousers open again and his cock back in her mouth.

"That'll do you," he said, further on, looking down at her.

"It won't," she said, keeping her hand going on him. "I want it again."

He never got up off the bench for it. She climbed onto him where he sat and got her knees either side of him on the carpet strip and put his cock back inside herself with her own hand, and then she did the whole of it. Her back was to me. Her hair was down it and stuck to her, and her arse worked on his cock in that light off the shed door, up and down and then slowly round on him, and every so often she went right down onto it and stopped there and ground her cunt on him. His cum from the first one was coming out of her round him and running down onto the carpet, and I could hear the two of them from up there. He kept his hands flat on the bench either side of him and let her get on with it. Her tits were up in his face and he had his mouth on them, and I could see her nipple come out wet off his lips when she rocked back.

"Yes," she was saying. "Yes. Fuck. Yes⁠—"

She said it every time she came down on him, and it went out flat and clear over the fields, and I finished all over the wall under the window with my mouth shut.

Then he took over. He stood her up and turned her and put her over the bench, and he was a lot longer over the second one than he had been over the first. He fucked her slowly for a good while with a hand laid on the back of her neck, and then not slowly at all, and the carpet went up in a roll under her chin and she gripped it and hung on. When he'd finally done it he stood her up off it and turned her round. He put his hand between her legs and kept at her cunt with his fingers until she went again on it on her feet, out loud, holding on to his arm to stay up.

Then they came back down to the wire, and he got the collar off her at the board, and he went and put it in the shed.

She picked her skirt up off his gravel on the way and stepped into it and left the vest. She came over the board and up our grass with her hair stuck to her neck and her sandals in her hand.

Her phone lit up on the sill next to me.

It was face up where she'd left it and the screen came on white in the dark. It said Hindle, and under that, You free tomorrow night?

She was on the stairs by then. I picked it up.


A NOTE TO THE READER


Thank you for reading all the way to the end.

I'll keep this short. If you enjoyed the book, the single most helpful thing you can do is leave a review on the product page, even if it's only a star rating and a line. Books like mine don't get put in the shop window, reviews are how new readers find them, and every single one makes a difference.

If this was your first book of mine, there are more, all on Amazon Kindle and Kindle Unlimited.

Thanks again. It really is appreciated.

Jack


JOIN MY NEWSLETTER


There's a novella of mine called 'Home Improvements' that you won't find on Amazon.

It's yours for nothing, here:

https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/019fa8f8-caf2-763d-acc3-c1b49cacbff7

Same as the rest of them, and every bit as filthy. It puts you on my mailing list while you're there, which is where I say what's coming next.
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