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author's note


This is a book about a woman who gets what she wants and pays for it with everything she thought she was.

Our Neighbor's Son is the first volume in the Picket Fence Confessions series. Each book is a standalone story told by a different narrator — a woman (or, occasionally, a man) living inside the ordinary architecture of a marriage, a suburb, a mortgage, a shared bed, who crosses a line and keeps walking. The confessions are explicit. The sex is graphic. The feelings are complicated, contradictory, and rarely resolved into anything as tidy as a lesson.

I write these stories because I believe erotica can hold more than mechanics. A body at forty-three is not a body at twenty-two. A marriage after two decades is not a romance — it's an infrastructure, and watching someone take a wrecking ball to their own infrastructure while knowing exactly what they're doing is, to me, the most erotic story there is.

If you're here for the sex, you'll find it. If you're here for the narrator's voice in between, you'll find that too. Both are the point.

A note on content: this book contains explicit depictions of hotwife and cuckold dynamics, group sex, f/f encounters, age-gap relationships, public sexual activity, power exchange, humiliation play, and a marriage that survives by being redefined rather than restored. All characters are consenting adults. The ending is happy for now — which is to say, honest.

Thank you for reading. These stories are written for adults who want their desire on the page without apology, and their characters treated as people rather than positions.

Cassie Wilder May 2026


chapter 
one



The patio stones pressed into my knees, grey slate biting through skin to bone.

My joints ached with a friction that pinned me to the ground and consumed most of my attention. The midday sun hung low, casting a flat, punishing heat that turned the air stagnant. My tank top clung to my spine, soaked through, and sweat tracked down the channel of my back to collect in the waistband of my denim shorts. I was wearing a wet blanket that stuck to my ribs with every shallow breath.

I was feeling pretty gross.

Soil smeared my shins and temple, dark earth mixing with salt to form a gritty paste. I'd caught my hair up in a plastic clip—the tortoiseshell one from Boots, chipped at the hinge—and the strands hung damp and matted against my neck. No makeup. No effort to soften the lines that fanned from my eyes or hide the flush darkening my throat. I was forty-three years old on a Tuesday afternoon, kneeling in dirt.

I reached for a dandelion choking the hydrangeas. When I squeezed the stem, it snapped with a wet pop and leaked milky sap across my gardening gloves.

Then a prickle started at the base of my skull. Not thought—not yet. Just the animal register of being watched.

I did not look up immediately.

I wiped my forehead with the back of my wrist, which left a streak of earth across my temple. I shifted my weight as though stretching, and my eyes flicked toward the fence line.

Our neighbor's son stood on the back deck.

He was twenty-two. His frame was lanky but carved with the kind of hard, unburdened muscle that hadn't yet learned how to ache. Shirtless, his chest smooth and pale under the sun. He held a silver can of Coors Light, the condensation slicking his palm. He had one thumb hooked into the waistband of his low-slung shorts, and he stood with the careless slouch of someone who'd never once worried about mortgage payments or cholesterol.

And he did not look away.

He tracked the movement of my hands in the dirt. His pupils were wide even in the bright noon light, and a slow appraisal moved from my collarbones to the shape of my breasts hanging unsupported against the damp fabric. He was cataloguing me. I could feel it like a physical thing—like a hand placed flat between my shoulder blades.

He was very much not looking at me like I was the woman next door.

The sensible response would have been to stand, brush off my knees, and retreat into the house where Daryl slept in the recliner, another golf tournament droning from the television. I could hear the commentator's hushed reverence through the screen door. That sound—that safe, beige, Sunday-afternoon sound—should have been enough to pull me back.

Instead, I let the heat in my lower belly spread into a slow, deliberate throb. I moved further into the flower bed and dropped from my knees to all fours.

The shift in position was calculated. I knew what I was doing. I widened my knees until the denim bit into the softness of my inner thighs and the hem of my shorts rode high. The fabric pulled taut across my hips, exposing the lower curve of my ass to the open air.

And his stare.

A breeze caught the backs of my legs and I let myself imagine what he saw. The width of my rear—not the ass of a twenty-year-old, but a substantial, deliberate offering. The damp patch of my shirt clinging to the small of my back. The rhythmic shifting of my weight as I dug into the soil, my shoulder blades rolling beneath the soaked cotton.

The heat between my legs gathered, becoming specific and urgent. I felt my underwear grow heavy, the white cotton soaking through with a slick that had nothing to do with the heat of the day. I was leaking through the denim, the wetness spreading as I reached for a weed further back in the bed. The movement pushed my shorts higher and I felt the seam catch against the swell of my labia.

I stayed in that position. Head bent low. The yard silent except for my own ragged breathing and the distant drone of the television through the screen door, the commentator whispering about someone's approach shot.

I wondered if the boy was as hard as I was wet. If the cotton of his boxers strained against his cock while he watched my ass shift with the labor of digging. My nipples tightened into points that grazed the tank top with every movement, and I let myself lean forward a little more, arching my spine, presenting the shape of my body like an offering laid out on a stone altar. The thought was that explicit. I wasn't confused about what I was doing.

I heard him shift his weight on the deck, the wood groaning under his boots. A creak, a pause, and then the soft pop of the beer can tab. He was settling in. Good.

I was a forty-three-year-old woman, dirt-smeared and degrading herself for the benefit of a boy next door who probably couldn't name the prime minister. That thought didn't pull me back. It drove me to widen my legs another inch, letting the biting pressure of the denim seam grind against my clit.

My body was doing something my mind hadn't authorized. Or rather—my mind had authorized it and then pretended to be elsewhere. I focused on the tremors building in my thighs, the flood in my crotch, the way my lower belly tightened with the knowledge of this transaction. Because that's what it was. A transaction. I was offering him the sight of my body, and he was paying me in the currency of his attention.

He was the one standing. The one with the beer and the youth and the deck.

I was the one on all fours in the dirt.

Finally, I sat back on my heels. The stones ground against my shins. I peeled a strand of wet hair from my neck, took a breath that smelled of earth and hydrangea and my own arousal, and turned my face toward the deck.

Our eyes locked. He did not flinch. He did not offer a neighborly wave.

He held my stare with his pupils blown wide and a smile pulled at one corner of his mouth—not a friendly smile, not a flirtatious one. It was the smile of someone who'd just confirmed a suspicion.

I let him see the dirt on my face. I let him see the hunger that had stripped away the pretense of being the nice lady next door. My clit throbbed and the shame burned through me, but it was secondary to the fact of his gaze, which I wore like a hand around my throat.

I turned back to the dirt, spread my legs to their limit, and resumed the work.

The distant clink of his can against the railing punctuated my movements as I hauled an especially stubborn root from the earth, my hips rocking with the effort. The denim was now a constant, shearing pressure against my pussy, smearing the wetness further down my thighs.

I was being marked by the act. My shorts stained dark with sweat and the evidence of my arousal, and anyone who'd cared to look would have known exactly what that stain meant.

Every movement was a confession. What was I doing? I was responding to the gaze of a boy half my age with the unadorned physiology of a bitch in heat. I'd read that phrase in a novel once and judged the character. Now I was the character. Now I understood the specific gravity of being looked at by someone who wanted you and didn't care about your name.

I didn't stop until the bed was clear.

Then I stood slowly, my joints cracking, my legs trembling. I did not look back at the deck. I walked to the garden hose, turned the handle, and sprayed cool water over my shins. The mud sluiced away. The salt washed off. The heat between my legs remained.

The boy was gone when I finally looked up. Just the empty deck, a ring of condensation where his can had sat, and the fading pressure of what his eyes had done to me.

I walked into the house. The wet denim clung to my pussy with every step. I closed the door on the midday sun.

*

Later that night, Daryl had already fallen asleep.

His breathing came in rhythmic whistles from his side of the bed—a mechanical sound that usually comforted me. Tonight it scratched against my nerves like a nail file. We'd had sex. A sequence of familiar, gentle movements that had concluded with him kissing my cheek, rolling to his side, and sinking immediately into the deep, untroubled sleep of a man who believed his marriage was exactly what it appeared to be.

I stared at the ceiling. The digital clock on the nightstand read 11:47, its green numbers reflected in the glass of our wedding photo. Between my legs, a persistent ache radiated from my clit to the backs of my knees. I could still feel the phantom weight of the boy's attention pressing down on me like a palm between my shoulder blades.

I got out of bed without deciding to.

In the bathroom, I turned the shower handle all the way to the right. The water hit the tile for a few seconds before it scalded. Too hot. The temperature hovered at the border of intolerable, but I stepped into the steam and let it burn.

I needed the shock. I needed to replace the memory of that boy's appraisal with something blunt and immediate. Pain for pain.

Steam filled the stall and turned the air thick. I grabbed the bar of soap—Dove, the same white bar Daryl had been buying in bulk from Costco for fifteen years—and began scrubbing at my knees, working at the red indentations the patio stones had stamped into my flesh. In theory, I was washing away the garden. In practice, my hands were shaking and I was stalling. This cleaning was pretense.

I dropped the soap. It clattered against the tile and I left it where it fell.

My hand went between my legs and I closed my eyes. The tiled walls vanished. The bathroom vanished. I was back in the flower bed with the low-slung pickets of the fence and the blinding white of the afternoon.

In my mind, the boy stopped watching and vaulted the fence in a single motion. His boots planted firmly in the mulch. The hostas didn't even register.

I pressed my forehead against the wet tile and spread my legs wider until the muscles of my inner thighs pulled taut.

"Stay there," I imagined him saying. His voice carried no question. He wasn't asking.

In the fantasy, he walked up behind me while I remained on my knees. I could smell the musk of him—not the Acqua di Gio that Daryl wore, but the unvarnished smell of sweat and cheap Speed Stick deodorant and the metallic tang of the beer can. It was the smell of someone who had nothing to prove and nothing to lose.

He said nothing as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my shorts. He didn't fumble with the button. He simply yanked the fabric down, the denim shearing against my hips to catch at mid-thigh.

"God," I whimpered into the shower spray.

My hips bucked, meeting the frantic thrust of my own hand. I pictured his fingers tangling in my hair, shoving my face down into the dirt. The smell of decaying leaves and wet earth filling my nostrils. I imagined him laughing—a sneering sound at the sight of a woman old enough to be his mother presenting herself in the mud.

"Look at you," he'd say, his hand flat against the small of my back, pinning me to the ground. "You like it like this, don't you?"

I rubbed faster, my movements mechanical and desperate. I pictured him unzipping, the metal teeth of the fly grinding together in the quiet of the garden. And then that cock pressing against the cleft of my ass. Not entering. Not yet. Making me wait. Making me feel the heat and the hardness of him while I knelt in dirt and leaked onto denim.

The shame was real. Daryl slept thirty feet away. Daryl, who had treated my body with twenty years of careful, adequate tenderness. Daryl, who brought me tea in bed and remembered our anniversary and had never once made me come the way my own hand was about to.

The knowledge of how wrong this was accelerated the orgasm.

"Please," I whispered to the tiles. "Please."

I imagined him forcing his way inside me. No tenderness. A dry, rough entry that shoved my pelvis into the soil. He took what he'd been appraising all afternoon because he could. Because I was offering it. Because the twenty-year gap between us meant he didn't owe me foreplay or eye contact or a conversation afterward.

He was splitting me open, bottoming out against my cervix with a force that redefined me. He was occupying a space my husband had only ever visited politely.

My knees gave out and I slid down the shower wall, collapsing into a crouch under the spray. My hand kept working. The friction drove the wave through me and a scream caught in my throat, manifesting as a series of ragged gasps. My vaginal walls clamped down on nothing and the muscles vibrated with an intensity that left me lightheaded, gasping for air in the humid stall.

The orgasm went on too long. When it finally ebbed, it left a void.

I sat on the shower floor for several minutes. The water beat down on my head and shoulders. I watched it spiral the drain—suds, the salt of my sweat, and my own slick all disappearing into the dark pipe. The physical evidence was being washed away. The psychological mark was permanent.

I shut off the water. Reached for a towel. Wiped the fog from the mirror.

My eyes were bloodshot. My face flushed. The lines around my mouth looked deeper in the bathroom's harsh light. I looked like exactly what I was. A woman who'd just degraded herself in the dark while her husband slept.

I wrapped the towel around my body and felt my clit settle into a persistent low hum. The hunger wasn't gone. It had merely been fed enough to retreat for the night.

I walked back to the bedroom. Daryl's breathing whistled on. The green clock read 12:03. I lay down in the bed we'd shared for two decades, the dampness between my legs a secret I carried into a sleep that didn't come for a long time.

*

The following evening, I broke.

Daryl and I sat on the sofa, the room bathed in the flickering blue light of a crime drama neither of us was watching. He scrolled his tablet, his legs stretched out on the ottoman, posture of a man completely at ease in his own home. He looked so normal. So solid. So utterly ignorant of the filth swimming through the head of the woman sitting three feet away.

Every inch of my skin felt tight and electric. The memory of the boy's gaze hadn't faded. If anything, it had intensified over twenty-four hours, becoming more specific, more lurid. I'd caught myself wet at the kitchen sink that morning, aroused by the memory of the deck, the creak of the wood, the clink of the can.

I couldn't keep it inside anymore.

I think, deep down, I wanted Daryl to be angry. I wanted him to play the protective husband—to stand up, pace the hardwood, threaten to go over the fence and put the fear of God into the kid. I wanted his anger to function like an abrasive. Something to scrub me clean.

"Daryl," I said.

He kept his eyes on the screen. "Hmm?"

"Something happened yesterday. In the garden."

He lowered the tablet, turning to face me. His glasses reflected the television. "What? Are you okay? Did you hurt your back again?"

"No. Nothing like that." I picked at a loose thread on the sofa cushion, the friction under my nail the only thing keeping me talking. "I was weeding the hydrangeas. And the kid next door. The guys' boy. He was out on their deck."

"Yeah?"

"And he was watching me, Daryl."

I waited for the frown. The defensive question. What the hell is his problem?

"Watching you how?" Daryl asked. And his voice wasn't angry. It was curious. The way he'd sounded that time at a gallery opening when a painting caught him off guard.

"He was staring at me," I said, and the admission sent heat flaring between my legs. "I was on my hands and knees. I was sweating, looked like a wreck, and he was just—staring. At my arse. At my body. For a long time."

I risked a glance at him. He'd set the tablet on the side table. He was looking at me with an expression I hadn't seen in years.

It wasn't the look of a man about to defend his wife's honor.

"Did you say anything to him?"

"No."

"Did you stop? Did you come inside?"

The air conditioner hummed. The room felt smaller.

"No," I said. "I knew he was looking. But I kept going. My shorts were riding up. He could see my legs. Probably more."

I braced for the explosion. The accusation. You're a middle-aged exhibitionist desperate for the attention of a kid who hasn't even finished university.

"Could he see your knickers?" Daryl asked.

"Daryl, I⁠—"

"Could he?"

He shifted on the sofa, turning his body fully toward me. His knee pressed against my thigh.

"Yes. I think so."

"What were you wearing?"

"White lace. And I was bending over right in front of him. Digging."

His gaze dropped to my chest, then returned to my eyes. A dark flush was crawling up from his collar. "And you liked it."

"No! I felt terrible," I lied. The reflex of a good wife, offered a half-second too late. Even as the words left my mouth, my nipples hardened against my bra. "It made me feel dirty."

"And you liked that feeling," he repeated.

Then his hand landed on my thigh. Not the usual soft caress. He gripped the muscle, his thumb digging in with a force that made me gasp. "You liked having a young lad stare at you like you were something he wanted to break. Didn't you?"

I looked down. Through his grey sweatpants, the blunt shape of his erection pressed against the fabric. Daryl was hard. Daryl was harder than I'd seen him in years.

"I liked him staring at me," I said, and the honesty was like stepping off a cliff. Free fall. "He looked like he wanted to jump the fence. Like he wanted to take me right there in the dirt."

Daryl's grip on my thigh tightened until it bordered on pain. "You think he wanted to fuck you? Right there in the garden?"

I thought of the boy's smooth chest. The silver can. The slow, confirming smile.

"Yes. He wanted me."

Daryl surged across the sofa and his mouth slammed into mine, his tongue thrusting past my teeth with a feral, uncoordinated hunger I hadn't felt from him since our twenties. He shoved me back, pinning my shoulders against the armrest until the wood frame bit into my spine.

"He wanted to fuck you," he growled against my throat, his breath hot and tasting of the coffee he'd had an hour ago. His hand was under my skirt, bunching it toward my waist. "And you wanted him to. You wanted that kid inside you."

"Yes," I said. The shame hit my bloodstream and my limbs went heavy, yielding. "I let him look. And I wanted more. I wanted to be used."

He fumbled with my knickers. Didn't bother sliding them down. A violent yank, the elastic snapped against my hip, and he flung the ruined cotton to the floor.

"Fuck—how are you this wet?"

It was true. I was soaked. A clear, glossy fluid had already dripped onto the leather cushion. I spread my legs wide, planted my heels on the edge of the sofa, and offered the swollen, parted slit of my cunt to the man I'd married.

Daryl fumbled his belt open, movements frantic and clumsy. He freed his cock—dark, straining, veined in a way I'd genuinely forgotten it could be. The television threw blue light across his face and he looked half-mad.

No preamble. One thrust. He buried himself in me.

I screamed. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, needing the impact of his pelvis slamming against mine. The contact burned. The wet slap of our skin echoed off the TV screen and the walls and probably carried through the open kitchen window into the quiet street.

"Tell me," he panted, sweat dripping from the tip of his nose onto my breast. He grabbed my chin and forced my head back, making me meet his eyes. "Who's fucking you right now? In your head. Is it him?"

"Yes," I gasped, my nails cutting crescents into the skin of his back. "It's him. It's our neighbor's son. And he's bigger than you."

It was true—in my imagination, at least. The boy's hard torso slid against my nipples, his relentless cock driving me into the leather as he used his neighbor's wife like garden furniture.

"You filthy slut," Daryl groaned, grinding his hips in a circular motion that mashed my clit against his pubic bone. "You loved him watching you drip."

"Yes," I cried out, my back arching. "I loved it. I want him inside me."

The admission shattered whatever restraint I had left. I came violently, my cunt clamping down on Daryl's cock in rhythmic spasms that went on and on, fueled by the image of the boy and the reality of my husband's surrender.

Daryl roared. His body stiffened. I felt him swell, twitch, and begin to empty himself inside me. He gripped my hips and held me in place, making sure every pulse went deep. My own orgasm kept crashing through me, the boy's confirming smile flashing behind my eyelids each time.

When he finally pulled out, the room felt different. Changed at a molecular level. I lay on the leather, legs still hooked over the back of the sofa, gaping and oozing a mixture of my own slick and Daryl's cum. The television droned on. The air conditioner hummed.

I catalogued myself, there on the leather. Thumb-shaped bruises coming up on both thighs. The armrest's bar printed across my spine. My chin tender where he'd gripped it, my mouth swollen from a kiss with teeth in it, and a wet patch spreading under me that we would both have to sit on tomorrow. Six marks. I counted them twice.

I looked at my husband. He sat back on his heels, chest heaving, eyes still dark with something I hadn't seen in twenty years of marriage.

I closed my eyes. Even then, I could feel the boy watching. Watching from the deck. Watching the mess we had made of ourselves.

God help us both. We were just getting started, weren't we?


chapter 
two



The next morning, the sun hit our kitchen table with a brightness that mocked the tender state of my body.

It was a clinical light, the kind that exposed every dust mote and fingerprint on the granite countertops and highlighted the fine red scratches on the backs of my thighs. I moved with a stiffness that kept the previous evening alive in every muscle. My inner thighs trembled as I poured the coffee from the French press—the good one, the Le Creuset Daryl had bought me for our anniversary—and deep inside, I could still feel the lingering impression of him stretching me. That swollen, used feeling. I'd neglected to wash properly because I wanted to keep the dried sweat and the crust of his cum on my skin a little longer.

I felt branded. His seed inside me was a tangible marker, a thing I carried under my robe like contraband through customs.

Daryl leaned against the counter, and I realized he was watching me over the rim of his mug. He looked different this morning. Something in his posture had changed—he stood taller, his shoulders squared, a new possessiveness radiating from him. The kitchen was electric. The toaster, the humming Smeg fridge, the Nespresso machine with its neat row of capsules—all of it felt like a thin veneer stretched over something feral.

My appetite vanished as I brought the toast to the table. Every time I shifted in my chair, the friction of my robe against my clit sent a jolt straight to my nipples. They puckered into hard, dark-brown points against the silk, sensitive enough that the weight of the fabric felt like fingers.

What was happening to me?

I felt a dangerous, animal pulse in my blood. An instinctual drive to fuck that bore no resemblance to anything I'd felt in twenty years of marriage. This wasn't the gentle warmth of wanting my husband. This was a gnawing, indiscriminate hunger—the kind that made me squeeze my thighs together under the table and press my knuckles white against the handle of my mug.

"Beautiful day," Daryl said, staring out the window at the bright blue sky.

"It is."

"So what's on your agenda?" He set his mug down and walked behind my chair. His hands landed on my shoulders, his thumbs digging into the knots. "Are you going back out there? To the garden?"

My pussy clenched, leaking a fresh wave into my pyjama bottoms. I knew exactly what he was asking. He wanted to know if I was going to offer myself up to the neighbor's boy again.

"Maybe," I said, leaning back into his hands. "Those hydrangeas still need work."

"Good." His hands slid down from my shoulders, grazing the swell of my breasts through the silk before settling on my waist. "You should wear that yellow sundress. The one with the spaghetti straps."

"Daryl, that's silk. If I sweat in that, it clings. It'll show everything."

"Exactly." He bent down, his lips brushing my ear. "I want it to cling. I want you bending over in the dirt with that thin fabric stuck to your arse."

He bit my earlobe, hard enough to sting, hard enough to make me gasp. "Please. Do it for me."

"Okay. For you."

He straightened up, checking his watch, but his eyes stayed dark. The Rolex caught the light—a fortieth birthday present from his firm, the kind of watch that announced a man who'd arrived.

"I'm going to shift my schedule today," he said, grabbing his keys from the hook by the door. The jingle sounded loud in the quiet kitchen. "I should be able to come home for lunch. Around noon."

I looked up at him. "For lunch?"

"Just a quick visit. In case you decide to have company. I'd hate to miss seeing my wife be a good neighbor."

The implication sat between us like a loaded gun on the breakfast table. He was encouraging the very thing that should have been unspeakable.

"I'll see you at noon, then," he said, and walked out without kissing me goodbye.

I sat at the table until the sound of his BMW faded down the street. Then a feverish energy drove me toward the stairs—the kind of dizzy, reckless freedom that makes you feel almost drunk. My legs felt unreliable, the ache between them throbbing with a renewed beat.

I went to our bedroom and opened the wardrobe. The dress hung between a sensible Boden cardigan and a grey work blazer, a slip of yellow silk that was an insult to modesty. I'd bought it three summers ago for a garden party and worn it exactly once.

I pulled off my robe and let it pool on the floor.

My naked reflection in the full-length mirror showed a woman who'd held her ground against time. Forty-five years had added a plush weight to my hips, but my waist remained defined. My stomach was a smooth expanse of paleness leading down to the thick, dark triangle between my legs—untrimmed, because Daryl had never expressed a preference and I'd never thought to ask. My breasts had settled from their twenties, acquiring a teardrop weight that filled a hand and then some. The cool air bit at them, puckering the dark areolas until the nipples stood up.

I turned, craning my neck to inspect the curve of my arse. Years of squatting in flowerbeds had kept things high and lifted, but time had added a layer of softness that no gym could replicate. It possessed a ripe quality, dimpling at the crease where it met my thighs. It was softness built to be gripped.

I reached for my lingerie drawer. Then stopped. My hand hovered over the neat rows of M&S cotton and the two pairs of occasion lace I saved for anniversaries and birthdays.

No bra. No knickers.

I slid the dress over my head. The silk settled against my bare breasts and skimmed my hips to stop at mid-thigh. It weighed almost nothing. I turned to the side. Without a bra, the line and sway of my breasts was plainly visible, and without knickers, the crease between my legs showed through the fabric as a faint, dark suggestion. In a certain light, the dress hid nothing. In any light, it promised everything.

I ran my hands down my sides, imagining the boy's eyes on me. Then imagining Daryl at the kitchen window, watching from behind the Le Creuset mugs, unable to look away.

I took a deep breath and went downstairs. I grabbed my gardening gloves from the utility room hook, the green rubber ones with the fraying cuffs, and headed for the back door.

I was ready to be looked at.

*

As I'd suspected, the sun turned the dress translucent within fifteen minutes.

My face burned with the knowledge of how I looked. The silk clung to my stomach, my breasts, the tops of my thighs. Every time I bent forward, the hem rode up to a point that was no longer suggestive but explicit. The lack of underwear meant every breeze felt like a hand passing between my legs.

And I hadn't seen a sign of the boy.

Cursing myself for an old fool—a delusional, middle-aged exhibitionist putting on a one-woman show for an empty deck—I reached for a particularly stubborn root. My fingers slipped inside the wet rubber gloves, and the trowel clattered out of my grasp onto the patio stones.

I hissed with frustration and bent to retrieve it. As I did, I kept my legs deliberately straight, arching my back to present the full curve of my arse to the fence line. The silk pulled tight, straining across my hips to display the outline of my buttocks. I held the position a beat longer than necessary. Two beats. Three.

A shadow fell over me.

"I think you dropped this, ma'am."

The voice came from directly behind me, close enough that I felt the heat of his body against my bare legs. I scrambled upright, my heels slipping in the mud.

The boy stood on my patio. He'd crossed the fence without a sound, and now he towered over me, shirtless, his chest glistening with sweat that made every cut of muscle look deliberate. He held my trowel, twirling it between his fingers like a drummer's stick, his eyes hidden behind dark Oakley sunglasses.

"I didn't hear you," I stammered, my hand flying to the plunge of my neckline.

"Clearly." He lowered the sunglasses to examine me over the rim. His gaze moved from my face to the patches where the silk stuck to my nipples, then down to my legs, then back up. He took his time. "People tend to get pretty deaf to the world around them when they're putting on a show."

My face was burning. "I wasn't putting on a show. I was gardening."

"Is that what the ladies are calling it nowadays?" He stepped closer, forcing me to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. He smelled like Lynx deodorant and sun-heated skin and something underneath those—the musk of a body that hadn't showered since its morning workout. "Because from my room, it looked a lot like you were trying to air out your pussy."

The vulgarity buckled my knees. A throb of arousal clenched between my legs so hard it felt like a cramp. I should have been ordering him off my property. I should have been reaching for my phone.

"I'm just very hot," I said.

"You're fucking desperate, is what you are," he said. He dropped the trowel at my feet, where it missed my toes by an inch and stuck point-first in the dirt. "I've been watching you for days. You bend over every time I come outside. You think I'm stupid? You think I can't spot a bored, middle-aged housewife begging to be railed?"

"I—"

"Please." He reached out, his finger hooking the thin strap of my dress, tugging at it as though testing the tension of a fishing line. "You're wearing a glorified nightie to pull up weeds. You skipped the bra. I bet you skipped the knickers, too." He let the strap snap back against my shoulder. "Am I right?"

My mouth had dried. I tried to swallow and couldn't. "No," I said, and my voice was barely audible. "I'm not wearing any."

"Christ. You're old enough to be my mother. It's embarrassing to flaunt yourself like this. You should have some fucking dignity."

He moved his hand. His knuckles grazed the side of my breast through the silk and I gasped—a sharp, involuntary sound, like I'd been burned.

"But you want the attention, don't you? You want the neighbor's kid to stare at your arse as proof you've still got it. That's the problem with cougars. Always hungry. So what's next? You going to ask me inside for lemonade?"

"I—"

"My dad warned me about women like you. Said this street would be full of lonely wives looking to trap a young lad in the garden shed. I just never expected anyone to be this obvious about it."

Tears pricked my eyes. He'd stripped me bare, dissecting my desires and mocking them to my face, and it felt—God, it felt incredible. My pussy was soaked, the juices tracking down my inner thighs, visible as a dark streak on my skin beneath the translucent dress.

"I'm sorry," I said. "I should go inside."

"Yeah. You should." He nodded. "But you won't. Because you like this. Look at you." He glanced down at my legs, at the evidence I couldn't hide. "You're actually dripping. That's just from me calling you out. That's pathetic."

He reached out and placed his hand flat against my stomach, just above my pubic bone. The heat of his palm seared through the silk. I felt the pressure of his thumb settle against the top of my mound.

"You're wetter than a swamp, aren't you? And all I've done is tell you the truth about yourself."

I leaned into his hand. I couldn't stop myself. "Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I'm wet. I'm so wet."

His eyes went dark above the lowered sunglasses. The arrogance remained, but underneath it, hunger flared—the same hunger I'd seen from the deck. He was looking at me like something he'd found in the dirt. Something dirty, and free for the taking.

"It's eleven o'clock," he said, checking the angle of the sun. "And it's too hot for you to be prancing about like this. You look like you're about to pass out."

My mind raced. Daryl would be home in an hour. And he wanted this. He'd told me as much. He'd dressed me for it.

"It is hot," I agreed, licking my dry lips. I forced myself to hold his stare, letting him see everything—the surrender, the want, the fact that I'd do whatever he told me to. "And I have lemonade inside. Or something stronger. If you're thirsty."

He smiled. "I suppose I could go for a drink," he said. "Lead the way, Mrs. Robinson. Let's see what else you've got to offer."

*

The screen door slapped shut behind us, cutting off the cicadas.

The kitchen felt suddenly enormous and silent. The air conditioning hit my sweat-slicked skin and raised goosebumps that had nothing to do with the temperature. I moved toward the fridge, my hands trembling as I reached for the glass pitcher of lemonade. I needed a prop—a glass, a task, a moment to compose the mask of the hostess—even though we both understood that mask had cracked in the garden and now lay in pieces around our feet.

"Ice?" I asked, and my voice broke on the word. "It's fresh."

"Forget the lemonade. Turn around."

I put the pitcher on the counter and obeyed.

He leaned against the island, arms crossed over his bare chest. He looked at home in my kitchen. Like he owned the granite countertops, the KitchenAid mixer, the fruit bowl, and the horny woman shaking in front of him.

"Come here."

I stepped forward, my bare feet sticking slightly to the cool tile.

"Closer."

I moved until the tips of my breasts brushed against his chest through the silk. The contact sent a current through both nipples that I felt in my back teeth.

"You smell like a locker room," he said. "Is this what turns you on? Walking around smelling like a bitch in heat?"

"I was gardening."

"Lift it up."

My hands hovered at my sides. "What?"

"Your dress. Lift it up. I want to see what you were so keen to advertise to the whole street."

I grasped the hem. My fingers fumbled for a moment, then I began to raise it, inch by inch. The cool air hit my stomach, then my hips, then the thick dark hair between my legs. I pulled it all the way up and bunched the fabric under my chin, standing naked from the collarbones down in the kitchen where I made school lunches for fifteen years.

He looked. His eyes traveled from my trembling thighs to the slick mess between my legs, up to the softness of my belly, and then to my breasts, which hung heavy and exposed, nipples tight and dark.

"You're sagging a bit," he said, poking my hip with one finger. "Gravity gets us all, I suppose. But you've kept it tight enough. For a woman your age."

The cruelty of the assessment went straight to my clit. He looked down.

"Look at that. Leaking everywhere. You really are desperate."

He grabbed my hip, spun me, and bent me over the island. The granite edge bit into my stomach. The cold surface pressed against my breasts.

"Spread them."

I shuffled my feet apart on the tile.

"Wider."

I stretched until the tendons of my inner thighs strained.

"God, look at that. You're gaping. I bet you thought I was going to come in here and fuck you on the table, didn't you? Like some romance novel."

"I—"

"Shut up. I tell you when you can talk."

He stepped in close behind me. I felt the hard ridge of his cock press against my buttocks through his jeans, the metal of his zipper cold against my skin. He ground against me once, slowly, and I moaned—a deep, guttural sound that came from my diaphragm.

"You want it so bad. But you have to earn it. You have to show me you know your place."

He grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head back until my neck ached. "Get on your knees."

He stepped away, giving me space to turn and sink to the floor. The tile bit into my kneecaps—the same pain as the patio stones, a rhyming couplet of submission. I looked up at him. He stood with his legs apart, looming over me, silhouetted against the window that faced the street.

Then he popped the button of his jeans. Lowered the zipper with no urgency at all, tooth by metal tooth.

"Get it out."

My hands reached out, trembling. I pulled the denim down, revealing white boxer briefs. The bulge was intimidating—thick and straining sideways against the cotton, a shape that announced itself with blunt confidence.

I hooked my thumbs under the elastic and freed him.

He was big. Not pornographically, cartoonishly big—but genuinely, functionally larger than Daryl, with a thickness that made my jaw ache just looking at it. The head was flushed dark and a bead of pre-cum sat at the slit. He smelled of sweat and clean cotton and the raw, salty musk of a young man's cock.

"Well?" he said. "Stop staring. It's what you wanted. Get on with it."

I opened my mouth and took him in. The weight on my tongue was immediate, the skin taut and hot, and I tasted salt and skin and the faintly metallic tang of his arousal.

"Pathetic," he groaned. His hand moved to the back of my head. "Watch the teeth, Grandma. Don't go chipping a denture on me."

I whimpered around the head of his cock and tried to widen my jaw. But he didn't wait for me to adjust. He twisted his fingers into the roots of my hair, anchored my skull, and began to piston his hips.

He was fucking my face. Slamming his pelvis against my nose and chin with no regard for my breathing. I gagged, my throat seizing around him, but he shoved harder, broke past the reflex, forced his cock into my throat until I could feel his balls against my chin and taste the salt at the base of his shaft.

"Fuck's sake," he said, barely looking at me.

He leaned back against the counter, pulled out his phone with his free hand, and scrolled through messages while the other kept my face impaled on his cock. The blue glow of the screen reflected off the ceiling.

Saliva and mucus poured from my nose and mouth, coating his shaft and dripping onto the tile. I made desperate, gurgling sounds, my eyes rolling up as he battered my tonsils with the casual rhythm of someone bouncing a tennis ball against a wall.

"Take it deeper," he said, his voice flat with boredom. "Swallow it all. Prove you're good for something besides gardening."

He slammed in again. Held me there while I convulsed. Black spots danced at the edge of my vision, and the lack of oxygen made the room tilt—but the degradation sent jolts of electricity straight to my soaking cunt. I was on my knees in my own kitchen, being skull-fucked by a boy who seemed half-irritated by the effort, while the KitchenAid mixer and the ceramic bread bin and the framed photo of our wedding anniversary watched from the counter.

God help me, I'd never felt more present in my own body.

Then he pulled out, leaving me gasping.

"That's enough," he said, tucking himself back into his boxers. "You're sloppy. But I suppose practice makes perfect."

He zipped up. "Get up. On the table."

I scrambled to my feet, wiping my mouth and chin with the back of my hand. The saliva was everywhere—on my neck, my chest, soaking into the bunched silk of my dress. I climbed onto the kitchen table, the same table where Daryl and I ate breakfast every morning, where I'd sat two hours ago drinking coffee and pretending my life was normal.

"Lie back. Legs open. Heels on the edge."

I positioned myself. The oak was hard against my spine. I spread my legs wide, planting my heels on the table's edge, and displayed everything—the soaked, swollen mess of my cunt, the dark hair matted with my own slick, the pink folds parted and glistening—to this boy who stood between my thighs like a surgeon assessing a patient.

The noon sun streamed through the window and illuminated every detail.

He picked up the glass pitcher of lemonade from the counter. "You said you were thirsty?"

He tilted the pitcher. Ice-cold liquid splashed onto my pussy.

I screamed. The shock was electric—freezing water against heated, engorged flesh. My hips bucked off the table. He poured more, the sticky, sweet liquid coating my inner thighs and running into my arse to pool beneath me on the wood. An ice cube lodged against my clit and I yelped, trying to squirm away, but his free hand pressed flat against my stomach and held me down.

"Stay still."

He set the pitcher aside. "Now look at that. You're a mess. Clean yourself up."

"How?"

"Use your fingers. Show me how you touch yourself when you're spying on me from the window. I want to see you rub that clit until you beg."

I reached down. My fingers were sticky with lemonade as I found my clit—swollen, throbbing, hypersensitive from the cold—and began to circle it. The friction mixed the lemonade with my own wetness, creating a slippery, obscene sound that filled the kitchen.

"Faster," he said, leaning over me, his hands braced on the table on either side of my head. A drop of his sweat fell from his jaw onto my breast. "And look at me while you do it. I want to see the exact moment you realize how pathetic you are."

I locked eyes with him and rubbed harder, my pace frantic. The friction, the cold lemonade, the heat of his stare, and the noon light pouring through the window onto my spread body—all of it fed the pressure building in my pelvis like a fist tightening.

"Please," I moaned, my hips writhing against the wood. "I'm close."

"I don't hear begging. Ask my permission."

"Can I come? Please—please let me come."

"Fine. But hurry up. Watching you frig yourself is boring me."

That dismissal—that bored, contemptuous wave of his hand—shattered me. I pushed myself over the edge, my fingers flying. I screamed as my back arched off the table, my legs shaking violently, my free hand clawing at the wood. The orgasm tore through me in a series of sharp, ugly contractions that left me gasping and raw.

"Messy," he said.

Then came the sound of tyres on gravel. A car door slammed.

Daryl was home. The clock on the wall read 11:45.

"Sounds like your husband," the boy said, and he looked delighted.

He stepped back, smoothed his hair with one hand, and adjusted his cock in his jeans with the other.

"Stay perfectly still," he said. "Don't move a muscle. Let him see exactly what his slut wife is."

Footsteps on the porch. The key scratching in the lock.

I lay on the table, legs spread, sticky with lemonade and my own cum, the noon sun painting every detail in high definition, and the doorknob turned.
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Chapter Three

I lay sprawled on the kitchen table—a display of exposed, middle-aged flesh in the place where I usually chopped vegetables and drank my morning coffee. I tried to scramble up, to cover my breasts, to hide the gaping mess between my legs, but the boy's hand snapped out and caught my ankle.

"Stay," he said, looking at the door.

Daryl stood in the entrance, still in his work clothes. His tie hung loosened at half-mast and his briefcase dangled from a limp hand. He took in the scene: his wife, naked from the collarbones down, legs spread wide on the oak table, with the boy from next door standing beside her in unzipped jeans.

His eyes went straight to my crotch. He saw the shine of my juices and lemonade coating my inner thighs. He saw my nipples standing hard in the noon light. He saw the boy's cock—thick, flushed, and still wet from my mouth—jutting from his unbuttoned fly.

Daryl set his briefcase down on the tile. Gently, like a man putting down a bomb.

"Hey, neighbor," the boy said.

"I..." Daryl's voice cracked. He cleared his throat and tried again. "I don't know what to say."

"Me neither." The boy reached out and flicked my nipple with his thumb. I flinched, a small whimper escaping my lips. "Who knew we'd moved in next door to such a slut? She gags a lot, too. But she still takes it all. Right down to the root."

Daryl took a step further into the kitchen. His face was flushed dark and he was unmistakably hard, the shape of his erection pressing against the wool of his suit trousers with an insistence that his briefcase could no longer disguise.

"She likes it?" Daryl asked, and his voice came out high and thin, like a teenage boy's.

"Look at her, Daryl. Look at the way she's spread. Does that look like a woman who wants me to stop?"

The boy—Liam, his name was Liam, though I'd only ever thought of him as "the boy"—moved between my legs. His thighs pressed against my knees, nudging them wider. He placed his hands on the table on either side of my hips, leaning close to my face, but his eyes stayed locked on my husband.

"You know what I think, neighbor?"

"What?"

"I think you want to watch me fuck her."

Daryl's hand twitched on the briefcase handle he'd already set down. A reflex for something that was no longer there.

"I think that's what all this has been about," Liam continued. "The skimpy dress. You coming home from work early. You dressed her up for me, didn't you? You sent her out there as bait. And now you want to sit in your own kitchen and watch me take what you offered."

Daryl swallowed. I watched his Adam's apple bob above the knot of his tie. "Yes," he said. "Yes, I do."

"Good." The boy nodded toward the wooden chair in the corner—the one from the old dining set we'd never got round to replacing, the rush seat fraying at the edges. "Sit down, then."

Daryl obeyed. My husband—the man who paid the mortgage on this house, who'd vowed to love and protect me in a church in Guildford twenty years ago—walked to the chair and sat down like a dog responding to a hand signal. He folded his hands in his lap, knees together, his wide eyes fixed on the junction of my thighs.

"She's been begging for this," Liam said, grabbing my chin and forcing me to face him. "Haven't you? Flashing your cunt in the garden like a two-quid whore."

"Yes," I said. I wanted to say it. I needed the boy and my husband to hear me say it.

"She's so easy," Liam told Daryl, the way you'd discuss a car you'd test-driven. "I hopped the fence and she practically blew me right there in the dirt. Desperate."

"She is," Daryl agreed from his chair. The words stung me—a specific, located pain, like a bee sting on the inside of my wrist—and the sting sent a jolt of arousal straight to my clit. "She's always been needy."

"I bet she's missed having a proper hard cock for a while, hasn't she?" Liam said. He reached down and grasped his erection, stroking it once, twice. Pre-cum smeared across his palm.

Daryl went pale. His eyes moved between the boy's cock and his own lap. The comparison was being made in real time, in our kitchen, and there was no flattering angle for my husband.

"No," Daryl said quietly. "She hasn't."

"That's what I thought."

Liam grabbed my hips, lifted my arse slightly off the oak, and drove himself inside me.

I let out a genuine cry. Not performance—pain. The entry was sudden and deep and I was still swollen from the orgasm, my tissues engorged and hypersensitive. He stretched me past what felt comfortable, bottoming out against my cervix with a pressure that made my vision blur.

Then he began to move.

He slammed into me, his pelvis crashing against my buttocks with a wet, meaty sound that echoed off the cabinet doors. The table creaked and shuddered beneath us. The fruit bowl rattled toward the edge and a Granny Smith apple rolled off, hit the tile, and bounced twice before coming to rest against Daryl's shoe.

"Look at him," Liam said, grabbing my hair and wrenching my head to the side. "Look at your man."

I opened my eyes. Tears blurred the room, but I could see Daryl five feet away, leaning forward in the rush-bottomed chair, his mouth slightly open, his breathing shallow and ragged. He watched Liam's cock disappear inside me, over and over, a piston motion that made my breasts bounce with each impact. His eyes tracked the ripple of flesh where Liam's hips met my arse, the wet gleam of my arousal coating the boy's shaft each time he pulled back.

I locked eyes with Daryl.

This was the moment. The end of one marriage and the beginning of something else—something darker, something hungrier, something that had been living under the surface of our careful, gentle, adequate life and was now standing in the kitchen with its cock out.

See me, I thought. See how big he is. See how he fills me. See how much I need this.

Daryl held my gaze. In his eyes I saw the reflection of my own degradation, and he wasn't looking away. He was drinking it in. His wife, bent over the breakfast table, being used as a receptacle by a twenty-two-year-old who'd been mowing his parents' lawn three months ago.

"Do you think she's tight, neighbor?" Liam taunted, grunting with effort as he picked up the pace. The table legs scraped against the tile with a sound like chalk on a board. "Or is she blown out?"

"She looks tight," Daryl managed.

"She is. She's gripping the shit out of me. Like she's trying to keep me in there. Like she never wants me to leave."

He leaned forward, bracing his weight on his forearms, and drove deeper. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him in. My body betrayed me—betrayed Daryl—with a completeness I couldn't have faked. I needed him deeper. I needed him to reach the parts of me that had been sleeping for twenty years.

"Oh God," I moaned. "Harder. Please."

"You hear that, Daryl? She wants it harder. She doesn't give a shit that you're watching. She just wants the cock."

He slapped my face. Not a love tap—a crack that snapped my head sideways and left a hot print on my cheek that I felt in my teeth.

"You like this, don't you?"

"Yes," I sobbed, staring at my husband through the tears. "I love it."

Daryl groaned. His hand twitched toward his zipper, then returned to his lap. He just watched. He watched the boy from next door rail his wife on the table where we'd blown out birthday candles and argued about bills and eaten fifteen years of Sunday roasts.

The pace went erratic and frantic. I could feel Liam's balls tightening, slapping against me with a wet rhythm that matched the creak of the table. I was close too, hovering at the edge, every nerve in my body aligned toward a single point.

"I'm gonna cum," Liam announced, the way you'd announce you were parking the car.

I arched my back. "Inside," I begged. "Please. Fill me up."

"No. You don't deserve that. Not yet."

He pulled out.

My body screamed at the loss. My cunt spasmed around nothing, the emptiness sudden and obscene after the fullness of him. I felt hollowed, abandoned mid-sentence.

"Turn over," he ordered.

I scrambled to obey, rolling on the hard table until I lay on my stomach, my face toward Daryl. I looked like a discarded thing—arse in the air, face pressed against the cold oak, arms limp at my sides.

"Watch this, Daryl."

I felt the heat of him hovering over my lower back. Then the first rope of semen hit my skin.

He grunted as he unloaded, painting thick, hot stripes across my lower back and the curve of my arse cheeks. He wasn't sharing himself with me. He was marking territory. Showing Daryl that he could make whatever mess he wanted on his wife's body and there would be no consequence.

I lay there, feeling the cooling liquid track down my skin. I looked at Daryl. He stared at the ropes of white on my back as though he were looking at something sacred.

The boy stepped away, tucking himself into his jeans with the practiced ease of someone who'd done this a hundred times. He left his fly unzipped. He looked around the kitchen with a bored, proprietary air, then picked up the apple that had fallen on the floor, wiped it on his bare chest, and took a bite.

"Well," he said, chewing. He looked at me—lying face-down in his cum on my own kitchen table—and then at Daryl, sitting in his chair with his hands in his lap and his erection straining at his trousers. A slow grin spread across the boy's face. When he spoke, it was man to man. Conspirator to conspirator.

"The table's a bit hard on the old knees," he said, tilting his head toward the hallway. "I fancy doing her on your bed next. On your sheets. Shall we?"

Daryl stood up. His legs shook. He looked at me, covered in cum, and then at the boy who'd just conquered his house.

"Yes," Daryl said, and gestured toward the stairs. "After you."

*

The walk up the stairs had the quality of a procession. Liam walked behind me, close enough that the heat radiating from his chest warmed the sticky skin of my back. Daryl trailed further behind, a ghost in his own home, his briefcase still sitting on the kitchen tile like a discarded prop from a play that had changed genres.

On the landing, Liam's hand cracked against my right arse cheek. The sound ricocheted off the plaster walls and I yelped, stumbling forward into the master bedroom.

"Keep moving," he said. "Don't trip, ma'am."

I walked into the room where Daryl and I had slept for fifteen years. The same cream curtains, the same Ikea bedside tables, the same alarm clock with the green digits. The duvet cover—John Lewis, Egyptian cotton, sage green—was still rumpled from this morning.

Liam breezed past me and sat on the edge of the mattress, kicking off his trainers. He looked at home. He looked like the owner showing a prospective tenant around.

"Chair," he said, pointing at the corner. The velvet armchair I used for reading, the one I'd sat in to finish Normal People and cry into a glass of Pinot Grigio.

Daryl walked to the chair and sat down. He placed his hands on his knees, palms flat. His eyes were glassy and wide.

Liam stood and shimmied out of his jeans. His cock swung between his thighs, already thickening again, the skin still glazed with a mixture of my saliva and his own cum. He walked to the nightstand—my side—and yanked the drawer open.

"You two do anal?" he asked, tossing aside a pack of tissues and a tube of hand cream.

I flushed. I glanced at Daryl. "We tried it once," I said. "Years ago."

"We didn't like it," Daryl said from the chair. His voice was small. "It was messy."

"Figures." Liam slammed my drawer shut and opened Daryl's. He rummaged through it, shifting aside a copy of Architectural Digest and a phone charger. "No lube. Typical." His hand stopped. He pulled out a small orange prescription bottle and rattled it. "Well, well. Viagra." He read the label. "Having trouble keeping it up, Daryl?"

Daryl stared at the carpet.

Liam popped the cap, shook out a blue diamond pill, and held it up to the light like a gemstone. "Never tried one of these. Let's see what the fuss is about."

He dry-swallowed the pill, staring Daryl dead in the eye as he did it. He was taking my husband's medication to all the better fuck his wife.

"Right," he said, sitting back on the mattress and spreading his legs wide. "Come here. On all fours. Arse to Daryl."

I crawled onto the duvet, the familiar scent of our laundry detergent—the Persil with the blue cap—mixing with the heaviness of the boy's sweat and the lingering smell of sex. I positioned myself as he'd directed, arching my back, presenting my rear to the room. To Daryl. To the reading chair and the cream curtains and the wedding photo on the dresser.

"Now, neighbor," Liam said. "Your wife's arse needs some preparation before I wreck it."

"What?" Daryl said.

"You heard me. Get your face in there. Eat her out. And go deep. Unless you want me going in dry?"

Daryl rose slowly from the chair. He knelt behind me on the bed, and I felt his breath hit my skin, shaky and hot. Then, with a hesitation that was almost tender, he pressed his face between my cheeks.

"For fuck's sake, what are you playing at? Use your tongue, neighbor. Get in there."

Daryl obeyed. I felt the tip of his tongue drag across my arsehole.

I gasped. My head fell forward into the pillows, and the sound I made was animal and raw. The sensation was entirely new. Daryl had never liked going down on me—not once in twenty years had he put his mouth between my legs without prompting, and he'd certainly never gone near my arse. Now he was eating it because a twenty-two-year-old had told him to.

"Oh—fuck—oh God." My hips rocked back against his face.

"Look at that," Liam said, watching us from the edge of the bed. "She loves it. Who knew? You've been neglecting her, Daryl. Dig deeper. Rim her until she begs."

Daryl spread my cheeks with both hands and buried his face harder against me. His tongue began working with a frantic, desperate energy—swirling, pushing past the ring of muscle, probing inside. The sensation was humiliating and electric and entirely different from anything I'd experienced with him before. This was my husband, the man who wore sensible shoes and ironed his own shirts, grovelling into my arse while another man watched and stroked his cock.

"That's a good cuckold," Liam said, his tone approving, like a teacher praising a slow student. "Clean her out for the bull. You can lick my cum off her back while you're at it."

Liam leaned back on his elbows, watching us with the casual interest of a man watching sport. The Viagra was doing its work—his cock stood fully erect now, veins standing out like cords, the head swollen to a dark, angry purple. He stroked it slowly, his eyes locked on the sight of my husband servicing my arse.

"She's never had it eaten before, have you?"

"No," I panted into the pillow. "Never."

"Unbelievable. Daryl, you're useless. Now get back in your chair. You're done."

Daryl pulled back, his face wet, his expression dazed. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and retreated to the corner, sinking into the velvet armchair.

"Stay there," Liam ordered. "And keep your eyes open." He moved behind me, gripped my hips with both hands, and positioned himself. "Brace yourself, ma'am. This is going to be tight."

He shoved forward, and the pain was immediate and blinding. A tearing sensation ripped through me as he breached my sphincter, forcing his way past the ring of muscle that Daryl had worked to soften. I screamed into the mattress.

"Relax," he growled, pushing through the resistance, inch by relentless inch. "It's supposed to hurt."

He buried himself so deep I felt him in my stomach. I was full. Stuffed. Completely invaded, my body stretched around him in a way that redefined what it could contain. And then he started to move. He pulled almost all the way out—I felt the ridge of his head catch against the inside of my ring—and then slammed back in. The friction was brutal. My arse burned, but the pressure against the back wall of my vagina created a sensation that was entirely new, a deep, internal pleasure that Daryl's careful, missionary lovemaking had never touched.

"Look at her take it, neighbor. Look at her arse swallowing my cock. She was made for this."

He picked up the pace. Each thrust shoved my face deeper into the pillow. The bed frame hit the wall with a rhythmic thud that I knew our neighbors on the other side could hear.

"Oh God—oh God⁠—"

"She's losing it," Liam laughed. "She can't handle the big boy cock. Daryl, you're going to need to get over here."

Daryl stood again, unsteady on his feet.

"Hold her hand," Liam ordered, driving into me hard enough to push me six inches up the mattress. "She's going to need the comfort while I ream her out."

I reached blindly, my hand flailing, and Daryl caught it. His grip was strong and familiar. I turned my head, sweat stinging my eyes, and looked at my husband.

It was the most intimate moment of our marriage. Daryl held my hand while another man pounded into my arse, shaking the bed frame that we'd assembled together from a flatpack one rainy Sunday, each thrust driving me further from the woman he'd married and closer to the woman I was becoming.

"Look at me, Daryl," I said. "He's so deep."

"I see him. I see him."

"Tell me what it looks like."

Daryl's mouth worked before the sound came out. "You're stretched. Around him. Every time he pulls back it— it drags. It's obscene." His voice cracked on obscene, and he didn't look away, and his grip tightened on my hand. "You take all of it. Every time."

The orgasm hit me without warning. My arse clamped down on Liam's cock and spasmed violently. I screamed, squeezing Daryl's hand so hard I felt his knuckles grind together. I came in waves—dirty, overwhelming, each one wringing something out of me that had been locked away for years.

"Fuck—her arse is milking me. That's a new one."

Then he let go of my hips and grabbed the back of my neck. "Up. Knees up. Mouth open."

He pulled out with a pop that I felt in my teeth, and I cried at the loss—my arsehole left throbbing and gaping, pulsing around nothing. But before I could catch my breath, he'd flipped me onto my back.

"Open."

I opened my mouth, and he shoved his cock—still coated with everything my body had offered up—straight into my throat.

The taste was humiliation in its most concentrated form. I tasted myself, the deep and private inside of my own body, and the knowledge of what I was doing—what I was swallowing—sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through my wrecked, overstimulated cunt.

He fucked my throat, holding my head steady with both hands, and I took it. Every inch. Daryl watched from the side of the bed, his hand still hovering in the air where mine had been.

"I'm cumming."

He thrust one last time, deep, and erupted. I felt the hot pulses slide down my throat. He kept going, pumping me full, forcing me to swallow every drop. He held me there, impaled, until he was completely drained.

He pulled out. His softening cock flopped wetly against my cheek, leaving a smear. I coughed, sputtering, wiping a mixture of saliva and semen from my chin.

I collapsed against the pillows. My body was a wreck—my arse throbbed, my throat burned, my pussy leaked, and Daryl's cum from the night before had finally been displaced by the volume of everything else that had happened to me today.

"Damn," Liam said, looking down at his cock, which was already twitching again. "These pills really work."

*

He sat on the edge of the mattress, legs spread, watching his cock stiffen with an expression of amused fascination. The Viagra was turning him into a machine.

"I think I've got one more in me," he said, running a hand through his sweat-dampened hair. He looked at Daryl, who stood by the bed trembling, his eyes glued to my sprawled body. "What do you reckon, Daryl? You up for a double feature? Not my usual style to share, but since you're paying the mortgage, I suppose you can have a turn."

Daryl swallowed hard. He looked at me—bruised, glazed, leaking from every orifice—and then at Liam's erection, which had reached full mast again and stood at a slight upward angle, the head glistening.

"I think I want to," Daryl said.

"Then strip."

Daryl fumbled with his belt. His hands shook so violently that he fought the buckle for ten full seconds before it gave. He dropped his trousers, stepped out of his boxers. He was fully erect, his cock flushed purple and straining, but beside Liam's, it looked ordinary. Adequate. The cock of a man who'd done his best.

"Yeah, baby," Liam said, looking between the two erections and then at me. "We're going to spit-roast this one."

I scrambled into position in the centre of the mattress. My arse throbbed with a dull, hollow ache, and my throat felt raw, but my pussy—my pussy was weeping with need, swollen and desperate, the one part of me that hadn't been properly attended to since Liam had pulled out of me on the kitchen table.

"Wider," Liam said. "Spread your legs until you can't spread them anymore."

I shuffled my knees apart until my inner thighs strained against the duvet.

He moved to the front of the bed, stepped between my arms, his shins pressing against my shoulders. He grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head back so hard my neck cracked. I was forced to look up at him, at the cock swaying inches from my face, a rope of pre-cum stretching from the tip to his thigh.

"Open up," he said.

I opened my mouth, tongue out.

"You take the back door, neighbor. I want the front. I want to look him in the eye while I breed his wife."

"The back?" Daryl stood behind me, staring at my gaping, reddened arsehole. "But I⁠—"

"I just loosened it up for you. It's wide open. Stick it in. Unless you're too soft to handle a hole I've already wrecked."

Daryl moved behind me. I felt his hands grip my hips—tentatively, as though touching something fragile—and then the blunt head of his cock pressed against my abused sphincter.

"Do it, Daryl," I said. "Please. Fill me up."

He pushed forward. Because Liam had done such thorough work, there was no resistance. Daryl slid into my arse with a ease that made him gasp—he was sliding in another man's wake, in the slick that Liam had left behind.

"Oh God," Daryl said. "It's so hot. It's so—loose."

"That's my cum you're swimming in," Liam said. "Feels good, doesn't it? Sliding around in my leftovers."

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me upward, forcing me to rise from all fours into a kneeling position. "Up. Sit back against him."

I straightened my spine. Daryl adjusted behind me, staying buried in my arse as I leaned back against his chest. His breathing was hot and ragged against my ear. I was sandwiched upright between them—my husband behind me, the boy in front, my body the filling in a sandwich made of competing masculinities.

Liam forced his knees between my spread thighs, gripped my hips to anchor me against Daryl, lined himself up with my pussy, and drove into me with a force that shoved all three of us backward on the mattress.

I screamed. My head slammed back against Daryl's shoulder. I was filled from both ends—completely, impossibly—stretched to a limit I hadn't known my body possessed. Pinned between two men like something on a skewer, two cocks separated only by the thin membrane of my flesh.

"Fuck—"

Then they began to move.

Daryl thrust into my arse, desperate and clumsy, slipping in Liam's residue. From the front, Liam pounded me with a relentless, mechanical precision, each stroke grinding his pubic bone against my clit.

The pressure built in the centre of my body. I could feel their cocks pressing against each other through the wall of tissue, and the sensation was beyond anything—beyond sex, beyond pleasure, somewhere in a territory that didn't have a name.

"I can feel you both," I sobbed. "I can feel you touching inside me."

"That's right," Liam said, his grin savage. "We're high-fiving inside you. You're just a sleeve for neighbors to shake hands in."

He grabbed my breasts, squeezing hard, twisting my nipples until I cried out.

"Look at her, Daryl. Look at your wife taking two cocks at once. She's a natural. She's built for this."

"Yes," Daryl panted against my ear. "She is. She's a slut."

"She's your slut. I'm just borrowing the holes."

The pace accelerated. Liam's thrusts turned violent, battering my cervix. I dissolved into sensation—the burning stretch of my arse, the slapping heat of my pussy, the friction of two cocks sawing against each other inside my body.

"Open," Liam said.

I opened my mouth, and he shoved three fingers deep inside, hooking them over my tongue and pressing down until I gagged.

"Now you're properly airtight," he said, his eyes gleaming. "Every hole filled. Every inch owned. This is what you wanted when you put that dress on this morning, isn't it?"

It was true. I was sealed. Daryl pumped away at my arse, his belly slapping against my buttocks. Liam worked my pussy, his hips grinding, his fingers fucking my mouth and controlling my gag reflex. I was a gasping, choking instrument being played by two sets of hands.

I couldn't speak. I could only make desperate, wet, strangled sounds. My body vibrated on the edge of something enormous, every nerve ending screaming.

"I'm close," Daryl moaned behind me. "I'm going to⁠—"

"Hold it," Liam commanded. "You cum when I tell you. You wait for the bull."

Daryl whimpered but obeyed, his thrusts going shallow and jerky as he fought for control.

Liam increased his speed, fucking me with a punishing rhythm, his hips slamming against my pubic bone so hard I felt the impact in my spine. His fingers drove deeper into my throat, scratching, making tears pour from my eyes.

"I'm going to breed you," he said. "I'm going to fill this pussy up so full you'll be leaking me for a week."

The words detonated me. I climaxed—my cunt clamping on his cock, my arse squeezing Daryl, my throat contracting around Liam's fingers. I shook violently, pinned between them, trapped inside the orgasm like a fly in amber.

"Take it. Take it all."

He drove deep with one final, grinding thrust and pressed his thumb against my clit as he came. I felt the hot jets hit my cervix—pulse after pulse of him flooding into me, filling me, claiming the space that was supposed to belong to my husband.

He kept his fingers in my throat, cutting off my air, forcing me to focus entirely on the sensation of being filled. He held it there, grinding, for what felt like a full minute.

Then he pulled his fingers from my mouth. I sucked in air, coughing, sputtering. He withdrew from my pussy, and a gush of white—his cum mixed with my own—spilled out, running down my thigh and dripping onto the sage-green duvet.

Liam looked at Daryl over my shoulder. "Your turn, neighbor."

"What?" Daryl's voice came strained and desperate.

"You heard me. Sloppy seconds. Pull out of her arse and put it in her pussy. I want you to stir my cum around. I want you to feel yourself sliding in it."

Daryl hesitated, looking down at the white mess seeping from between my legs. The ultimate seal on his humiliation. The final rung on the ladder he'd been climbing toward since the night I'd told him about the garden.

"Do it," Liam said. "Or get out."

Daryl pulled from my arse. He repositioned, pressed the head of his cock against my cream-filled pussy, and slid inside.

"God," he moaned.

He sank in—into the warm, wet mess another man had left inside his wife.

"How does it feel?" Liam asked, sitting on the edge of the bed and pulling on his jeans. "Different? Knowing I was just there? Knowing you're swimming in my load?"

"It's slippery," Daryl gasped, beginning to thrust. "It feels full."

"Yeah. Full of me."

Daryl shut his eyes. He pumped into me, his cock churning the mixed fluids into a froth that squelched with every stroke. The sound filled the bedroom—wet, obscene, unmistakable.

"Cum," Liam said. "Cum in my leftovers."

Daryl let out a shout and buried his face in my neck. He emptied himself into me, adding his own contribution to the cocktail inside my battered body. He shook and clung to me, his fingers digging into my waist.

I lay there, sandwiched between the mattress and my husband, leaking the combined spend of two men onto the John Lewis duvet cover.

I felt ruined. I felt destroyed.

I loved it.

"Well," Liam said, pushing off the dresser. He stretched, his joints popping, his body loose and unbothered by the carnage. He pulled on his jeans, hopping on one foot, and zipped up. He walked to the door, paused, and looked back at us.

Daryl still lay on top of me, his face buried in the pillow. I stared at the boy, my eyes wide, my body a ruin of fluids and ache.

"I need a shower," Liam said. "You two look like you need a lot more than that."

He laughed—a light, carefree sound. The sound of youth. The sound of someone who'd just had a very good Tuesday afternoon and had the rest of his life ahead of him.

"Thanks for the drink, Mrs. Robinson. We should do this again sometime." He tapped the doorframe twice, like a man checking out of a hotel. "Maybe next time I'll bring a friend."

He winked. Then he turned and walked out. His footsteps on the stairs were light, bouncy. The front door opened and closed.

The house went quiet.

Daryl lifted his head and looked at me. He looked at the cum leaking out of me onto the sheets. He looked at the empty doorway where the boy had stood.

We lay there in the mess—sticky, sore, and irrevocably changed—listening to the sound of Liam whistling as he walked back to his own garden.

He'd bring a friend next time.


chapter 
four



The tension in the house over the next three days felt like living inside a sealed jar.

Daryl and I spoke only of logistics—the gas bill, dinner options, whether the Morrisons delivery slot was still available for Thursday. We moved around each other in careful orbits, never touching, never making eye contact for longer than a second. He'd relocated to the guest room without discussion, and at night I'd lie in the master bed—sheets changed, duvet cover laundered twice, the mattress still holding a faint impression of three bodies—and listen to the muffled sounds of him through the wall.

I knew what he was doing. The rhythmic creak of the guest bed springs, the stifled groan at the finish. He was replaying it. So was I, my hand between my legs in the dark, biting the pillowcase to keep quiet.

We'd have to talk about it eventually. Work out a way forward. But every time I opened my mouth to begin, the words collapsed under the weight of what had happened on the kitchen table, in the bedroom, in the reading chair where I used to drink tea and lose myself in fiction.

I'd always considered myself vanilla. A glass of wine, lights off, missionary once a week. The kind of woman who bought her lingerie from Marks & Spencer and considered a vibrator an extravagance. But Liam had cracked something open in me—or broken something that needed breaking. I was starting to understand that the thrill went beyond the sex.

It was the fall.

The dizzying, nauseating drop from respectable wife to the woman who begged a twenty-two-year-old to fill her up while her husband watched. The distance between those two identities was where the arousal lived. Not in the pleasure—in the plunge.

At random moments during those three days—loading the dishwasher, folding towels, standing in the queue at the post office—I'd get wet. Not from fantasizing about cock or orgasm. From remembering the humiliation. The boy ignoring my discomfort. The boy forcing Daryl to watch and then join in when he was done with me. The casual contempt with which he'd eaten the apple and suggested we move upstairs, as though he were proposing a change of venue at a restaurant.

It was the total surrender of our dignity that hooked me. The idea of Daryl climbing on top of me now, whispering sweet nothings and making gentle love to me, felt underwhelming. Like drinking tap water after tasting something that might kill you.

I needed to get out of the house. The supermarket served as a monument to domestic normalcy—fluorescent lights, squeaky trolley wheels, a two-for-one on Heinz baked beans. I pushed my cart past the cereals and tried to feel like a normal person. I was wearing a sensible beige cardigan and jeans, camouflaging myself among the other wives and mothers doing the weekly shop. But beneath the clothes, my body felt different. Changed. Recalibrated.

I felt like I was walking around with a neon sign over my head that read SLUT. And God help me, I wanted people to read it. I wanted them to know. I wanted them to do something about it.

I think Daryl wanted that too.

I'd just turned into the pasta aisle, grabbed a bag of Barilla penne, and dropped it into the trolley when I heard the giggling. High-pitched, breathless, carrying clearly from the next aisle over—the one with the tinned tomatoes and the jarred sauces.

"Stop, I literally can't⁠—"

"I'm serious," a second voice said, lower but just as incredulous. "He told me everything. Every. Single. Detail."

"And I said to him, like, I don't care what some skank-arse MILF let you do to her. I absolutely refuse to do arse-to-mouth. I mean, seriously? That's how you get pink eye. It's disgusting."

"I know, right?" The first girl laughed. "And he said this nasty cougar did all that and more. She practically begged him to put it everywhere."

The blood drained from my face and pooled between my legs. I gripped the trolley handle until my knuckles turned white. My vision narrowed to the bag of penne sitting in the wire basket.

"Ewww!" the first girl shrieked—a delighted kind of disgust. "All that and more? What's dirtier than arse-to-mouth? Did she drink his piss?"

"No, but get this—he did her while her husband watched. Like, the old bloke just sat in a chair in the corner and watched him wreck her. Every which way."

"Shut up. You're lying. There's no way."

"I swear on my life. And then—this is the grossest part—the husband double-dipped. After Liam finished? He let the husband have a turn. Like, the guy fucked his own wife through Liam's cum."

"I mean, seriously? That is beyond. That's some next-level skank behaviour. And these boomers have the cheek to say our generation's depraved."

I stood paralyzed in the pasta aisle. The fluorescent tube above me buzzed and flickered. I knew I should be mortified. I should be abandoning the trolley and running for the exit and sobbing in my car. Liam was talking. He was telling people. He was turning the most profoundly humiliating experience of my life into anecdotes for girls who were probably still paying off their student loans.

My cunt clenched. Not with horror—with arousal. They were laughing at me. They'd called me gross. They were picturing my husband sliding into me through another man's cum, and the image was making them squeal with revolted delight.

The fact that strangers knew—that these two girls in the next aisle knew I was a filthy, used, cum-filled whore—made my knees buckle. I leaned against the trolley to stay upright.

"Look, I don't totally blame her," the second girl said, her voice fading as they moved toward the end of the aisle. "Liam's thick. Like, a proper monster. But I mean, have some self-respect. You're like, forty. Go knit a sweater or something."

"Some of the things these cougars do to spice up their lives, honestly⁠—"

Their voices were swallowed by the hum of the refrigeration units. I stood there for a long time. Go knit a sweater. The insult branded itself onto my brain, joining the growing collection of degradations I replayed while touching myself at night.

I finished the rest of the shop in a trance—scanning items, loading the trolley, avoiding eye contact with the teenager at the checkout who seemed to take an unreasonably long time bagging the courgettes. I felt certain everyone could see it on me. The shame. The hunger. The permanent, indelible mark of what I'd become.

I walked through the sliding glass doors into the bright afternoon. The car park was busy with people manoeuvering for spaces, and I was heading for my SUV when I saw them.

Three girls, barely twenty. One blonde, one dark-haired, one with streaks of pink. They leaned against a silver Honda Civic, phones out, laughing. They looked exactly like they'd sounded inside the store. Pretty, careless, and mean.

Leaning against the car next to them, arms crossed over his chest, was Liam.

He wore a tight black t-shirt that gripped his biceps and the same dark Oakley sunglasses. He was grinning—that predatory grin, the one he'd worn when he told Daryl to sit in the chair.

The car park dissolved. I was back on the duvet, arse in the air, feeling the sudden warmth of Daryl's tongue against my arsehole as he licked and slobbered, preparing me for the boy. And then the tongue was gone and the cock was there—the burning, tearing invasion, my ring of muscle failing to hold him back. He'd used my husband's saliva as grease. He'd sodomized me in my marital bed while Daryl held my hand.

My legs went weak. I gripped the shopping bags so hard the plastic handles bit into my palms. My knickers were soaking through.

Liam saw me. He read my body the way a mechanic reads an engine—from the outside, knowing exactly what was happening within. He saw the heave of my chest, the tremor in my legs, the white-knuckle grip on the bags. He nudged the blonde girl and tilted his chin at me.

The girls stopped laughing and turned in unison, three heads swivelling like a pack catching a scent. Their eyes went wide as they registered me—the middle-aged woman in the beige cardigan—and then they erupted. Shrieks of disbelief. Hands clapped over mouths. The pink-haired one actually doubled over.

Liam lowered his sunglasses down his nose and winked at me.

*

One of the bags tore.

It happened the moment I reached for the car door—the bottom of the eco-friendly canvas sack giving way, and my carefully assembled domestic camouflage cascaded onto the tarmac. The Barilla penne, the jar of Dolmio sauce, the Granny Smith apples—all of it rolling under the chassis of my Range Rover.

I dropped to my knees, scrabbling for the fruit before it disappeared under the car. I was on all fours again. The same position as the garden. The same position as the bed. My beige cardigan bunched at my elbows, my jeans stretched tight across my arse, my face inches from the dirty tarmac of a Morrisons car park.

A pair of white Nike Air Force 1s stepped into my field of vision.

"Let me get that for you, ma'am."

His voice was bright and helpful. Perfect manners. He crouched beside me and reached for a wayward apple, and his fingers brushed against mine. The contact sent a jolt through my arm that nearly made me drop the jar of sauce.

His sunglasses sat on top of his head now, and his eyes were dancing. He was looking straight down the front of my blouse.

"You should be more careful," he said. "You know what happens when you get on your knees in public."

Behind him, the trio erupted again.

"I wonder how she's gonna thank him!" the pink-haired one shouted, her voice carrying over the car roofs. "Maybe she'll give him another gum job!"

My face burned. I snatched the apple from his hand. "I have it," I stammered, shoving everything into the boot in a chaotic pile. "Thank you. Now please—just go."

Liam stood up, dusting off his hands. At his full height, he blocked my path to the driver's door.

"Actually," he said, his voice rising to theatrical volume, "do you think you could give me a lift? Seeing as we're neighbors. My ride seems to be busy." He jerked his thumb at the girls.

"No. Absolutely not."

"Don't be a spoilsport." He flashed the shark smile. "It's eco-friendly. Carpooling. Good for the planet."

He walked around the bonnet, opened the passenger door, and slid into my car like he owned the leather seats and the pine air freshener and the Costa Coffee loyalty card wedged in the cup holder. He rolled down the window and leaned out.

"See you girls soon! Just catching a ride home!"

"I bet that's not all you're catching!" the blonde yelled back. "Be careful—you don't know where that tongue has been!"

The girls howled. Every person in the car park was looking at me. The woman loading her boot three spaces over. The old man returning his trolley. The teenager collecting baskets.

I got in the car.

The interior felt tiny with him in it. He'd pushed the seat all the way back, his legs spread wide, his knee encroaching on the gear stick. The smell of him—Lynx and sweat and sunwarmed skin—overwhelmed the pine freshener.

"Come on. No time to waste."

I reversed out of the space, my hands slipping on the wheel. As we pulled onto the main road, his hand moved.

He placed his palm on my thigh. The denim felt like nothing under his grip. He squeezed.

"Don't," I said, staring ahead. "I'm driving."

"So drive." He shrugged. "I'm just checking the goods."

His hand slid higher, his thumb finding the seam of my jeans and rubbing a slow circle against the stitching, pressing it into my clit through the denim and the cotton of my knickers.

"You're wearing knickers today. I can feel the elastic." He sounded disappointed. "I much preferred the easy-access version of you."

"Stop it," I said, though I didn't push his hand away. I couldn't. My body was dissolving under his touch, the arousal from the car park and the supermarket and the girls' voices all combining into a pressure between my legs that was becoming physically painful. "It's dangerous."

"I thought you liked danger. You don't seem to mind risking everything for a hard cock."

He kept his hand there as I drove, occasionally pressing down hard against my pubic bone. Every time I braked, his hand slid forward and squeezed. The traffic lights on the high street took forever—red, red, still red—and he used the time to work his thumb against me until I was grinding my teeth and gripping the wheel at ten and two with white knuckles.

Five minutes from home, he spoke again.

"Pull in here."

He pointed at a gravel layby near the old reservoir. It was technically a scenic overlook, but it was just a patch of dirt and weeds off the two-lane road. Cars passed at fifty. There was no cover. No trees. Nothing between us and the road but twenty feet of gravel and a wooden post with a faded council sign about fly-tipping.

"No way," I said, keeping my foot on the accelerator.

His hand clamped down on my thigh hard enough to bruise.

"I said pull in."

I don't know why I listened. Fear. The narcotic of the last few days. The itch between my legs that had become so unbearable I would have done almost anything to scratch it. I hit the indicator and swerved onto the gravel. Stones crunched under the tyres. Dust billowed up around the car. I put it in park but left the engine running.

We sat in silence for a moment. A Tesco delivery van rushed past, rocking the Range Rover in its wake.

Liam unbuckled his seatbelt.

"I'm going to fuck you now. In the backseat, with the traffic going past. Then I'm going to finish on you, drive you home, and deliver you to your husband in whatever state that leaves you."

"No!" I looked at the road. A white Transit van rattled past, followed by a minivan with a child's sun shade in the back window. "There are cars. People will see."

He moved his hand from my thigh to between my legs, cupping me through the denim. "You might want to tell your cunt that. It feels like it's about to soak through the seat."

"People are looking!"

"Good. I do my best work with an audience. Ask your husband."

He opened his door and got out. Walked around the back of the car with no urgency at all—hands in his pockets, checking his phone—and opened my door. "Get out."

"This is insane."

"Out. Backseat."

I unbuckled my belt. I stepped onto the gravel. A Vauxhall Astra drove past and the driver—a woman my age, mousy hair, glasses—slowed down to look. She saw a middle-aged woman standing by a Range Rover on the side of the road with a shirtless young man opening the rear door for her. The woman's face registered something—confusion, maybe judgment, maybe envy—before she accelerated away.

Liam shoved me into the backseat.

I tumbled onto the leather bench. Before I could right myself, he was in there with me, the door slamming shut.

"Jeans," he said, fighting with my button. "The dress was much easier. Remember that next time."

He yanked my jeans down to my ankles, trapping my feet. Then dragged my white cotton briefs—M&S, five-pack, nothing special—down to join them.

"Lift."

I raised my hips.

He pulled the knickers free, bunched them into a ball, and held them up. They were soaked through, the crotch dark and heavy.

"Open."

He shoved them into my mouth.

"Bite down. I want you to taste yourself. Taste how badly you wanted this. See what a favour I'm doing you."

The fabric filled my mouth, the cotton pressing against my tongue. I tasted the metallic tang of my own arousal—salty, sharp, faintly sweet. It undid me completely. The last thread of resistance snapped.

He unzipped, freed himself with one hand, grabbed my knees with the other, and threw my legs wide. I was splayed open in the back of my own car, facing the rear window. Anyone driving behind us would see the silhouette of a woman with her legs in the air.

He pushed inside me.

I screamed against the gag, the sound muffled to a low, desperate moan. He was rougher than before—fueled, I think, by the exposure, the gravel, the cars flashing past the windows. He pounded me, and the Range Rover rocked on its suspension, the chassis creaking with every thrust.

A lorry blasted its horn as it thundered past. The sound was deafening inside the car.

"He saw you," Liam said, leaning down to bite my neck hard enough to leave a mark. "That trucker just saw your bare arse. He saw me balls-deep in you."

He picked up the pace, slamming my hips into the leather. I lost myself in the friction, the smell of leather and sex, the taste of my own knickers. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, needing him to wreck me on the side of the A-road while the afternoon traffic drove past and the council sign about fly-tipping watched from the verge.

"You like this, don't you? Getting fucked like a roadside whore."

His body tensed. He grabbed my hair, forced my head back into the seat, and thrust three more times—hard, deep, deliberate. Then he pulled out.

Hot cum splashed across my stomach, up my chest, and spattered onto my chin. A rope landed across my lower lip, merging with the fabric of the knickers stuffed in my mouth. I tasted him—salty and thick—mingling with the taste of my own arousal on the cotton.

We lay there for a few seconds, panting. Another car whooshed past, shaking the frame.

Then he sat up, tucked himself away, and climbed over the centre console into the driver's seat. He adjusted the mirror, checked his hair, popped a piece of Juicy Fruit from a packet he found in the cup holder.

"Buckle up, ma'am," he said, putting the car in gear. "I'll get you home."

He pulled back onto the road.

I lay across the backseat, jeans around my ankles, knickers still in my mouth, watching the telephone poles flash past above me through the rear window. My stomach was cooling with his cum. My pussy throbbed with the aftershock. A small, rational voice in the back of my mind pointed out that the Morrisons shopping was still in the boot and the frozen peas would be thawing.

The boy drove my car back to my husband.

*

The gravel of our driveway crunched beneath the tyres.

I lay across the backseat, clutching my jeans and knickers to my chest like a shield that covered nothing. Through the window, I could see our front door—the same navy blue we'd painted it last spring, the brass knocker Daryl had ordered from John Lewis.

Liam killed the engine, stepped out, and walked up the path with the easy confidence of a man returning borrowed Tupperware. He rang the doorbell.

The door opened.

"Hey, neighbor," he said. "I've brought your wife home. She might need cleaning up. She made a bit of a mess again."

I scrambled out of the car. The pavement was rough against my bare feet, and I stood in the driveway for a horrible, exposed second—the afternoon sun hitting my naked arse, my stomach and chin smeared with drying cum, my lower half completely bare. The Hendersons' cat watched me from their garden wall. A Royal Mail van was parked three houses down.

I bolted up the path, clutching my bundle of clothes, bare flesh flashing in the daylight. I squeezed past Liam on the porch and threw myself into the hallway.

Daryl stood by the door, his eyes tracking the state of me. The cum on my stomach. The bite mark on my neck. The wild hair and the mascara tracks and the fact that I was naked from the waist down in our hallway at three in the afternoon on a Thursday.

"Thanks for the ride, ma'am," Liam called from the porch. "She handles well."

He turned and jogged back down the drive, hands in his pockets, whistling something I couldn't identify. The door closed behind him.

I stood in the hallway, dripping onto the doormat—the one that said WELCOME in cheerful script. The adrenaline was fading, replaced by a wave of self-consciousness. I was a forty-three-year-old woman standing half-naked in her own entrance hall, covered in a twenty-two-year-old's cum, holding her own wet knickers in a ball.

"I need to shower," I said, gesturing vaguely at the stairs.

Daryl reached out and caught my wrist. "No. Not yet."

He pulled me toward the living room. "Sit down."

I sank onto the edge of the sofa. I kept my knees pressed together, the wadded jeans and saliva-soaked knickers in my lap like a fig leaf.

Daryl stood over me, staring at the streaks of white across my stomach. Then he dropped his trousers, his erection already straining against his boxers, the wet patch of pre-cum visible through the grey cotton.

"Tell me what happened."

"Daryl, I⁠—"

"Tell me," he said, and freed his cock. He began to stroke it, standing over me, his eyes fixed on the evidence painted across my body. "I want to hear it. Everything he did."

The humiliation flared—hot and arousing. My husband, the man who paid our bills and mowed our lawn and drove a sensible Volvo, standing there desperate for the details of my infidelity. Getting off on the wreckage of his own marriage.

"He pulled over," I said. "By the reservoir. On the side of the road."

"The road?" Daryl's hand moved faster. "People could see?"

"Yes. Cars drove past. A lorry honked. I think they saw everything."

"And you let him fuck you?"

"I did. I wanted him to."

"Were you wet?"

"Soaking. I was leaking before he even touched me. The girls in the supermarket—they were talking about us, Daryl. About what we did. About what he did to me. And hearing them describe it made me so wet I could barely stand up."

"What girls?" Daryl stepped closer, his knees brushing mine. His cock was dark and rigid in his fist.

"Young girls. Friends of his. They knew everything. The table, the bedroom, the arse-to-mouth. They called me a skank. They said I should go knit a sweater."

Daryl made a sound—a choked, anguished groan that was pure arousal. The idea of strangers mocking his wife's degradation was fuel on the fire he'd been stoking all week.

"And he fucked you on the side of the road."

"He gagged me first," I said, lifting the sodden ball of cotton in my hand. "He stuffed my knickers in my mouth and then he fucked me until he was done."

I reached out and wrapped my hand around Daryl's cock. I took over the rhythm, pumping him fast and tight.

"Then he pulled out," I said, locking eyes with him. "He didn't warn me. He just shot it everywhere."

Daryl stared at the drying ropes of semen across my stomach. His cock pulsed in my hand, close to the edge.

"Can I touch it?" he asked. His voice was small, almost childlike. "Can I touch his⁠—"

My husband. The cuckold. Asking permission to touch another man's cum on his wife's body.

I paused. Let the power settle between us. Because it had shifted—not to Liam, not to Daryl, but to me. I was the one who'd been fucked. I was the one wearing the evidence. I was the gatekeeper now.

"I don't know," I said, tightening my grip. "Should I let you? It's fresh. From a real man."

"Please. Please let me."

"Fine. Get on with it."

He touched the sticky residue on my stomach, scooped it onto his fingertips, and brought them to his lips. He closed his eyes as he tasted the boy who'd conquered his wife. His expression was beatific. Transported. The face of a man tasting something sacred.

It sent him over. I brought the knickers up and pressed them against the head of his cock.

"Cum in these."

Daryl erupted, dumping his load into the cotton, groaning, his knees buckling. He collapsed onto the sofa beside me, his face buried in my neck, his breathing ragged and hot against my skin.

I held the knickers there until he was finished, catching every pulse.

He pulled away after a minute. His eyes were glazed—exhaustion and adoration in equal measure.

"You're amazing," he said.

I kissed him—a lingering press of lips, tasting Liam on his mouth. "I'm going to shower now."

I stood, leaving the soiled knickers on the cushion, and walked to the stairs. My legs were still unsteady, my inner thighs sticky, the gravel-rash on my knees stinging.

As I turned on the water and watched the steam rise, my mind drifted back to the car park. The blonde girl. The pink-haired one. The shrieks of disgusted delight.

I bet that's not all you're catching.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Wild hair. Swollen lips. Body marked and mapped by the neighbor's boy.

She was right. I'd caught something. I'd caught the hunger. And standing there in the bathroom, watching the steam cloud the glass until my reflection disappeared, I understood with a cold, clean certainty that I was never going to be cured.

I stepped into the spray, washing Liam off my skin but keeping him in my head, and I knew—with the water running over the bite on my neck and the gravel marks on my knees—that I'd never be clean again.

Not that I wanted to be.


chapter 
five



The lights of the changing room hummed overhead — the flat, institutional buzz of a department store on a Saturday afternoon. I knelt on the carpeted floor with my knees aching against the thin pile, my vision filled entirely by the boy standing over me, his jeans open, one hand in my hair and the other braced against the mirror.

"That's it," he said, steering my head with both hands now, his grip rough enough to make my eyes water. "Suck it dry."

He was close. I could taste the salt gathering at the slit and feel the thick pulse of a vein against my tongue. I worked harder — hollowed my cheeks, swirled, pressed up into the underside the way I'd learned he liked — desperate to swallow the evidence before someone knocked. There were voices just beyond the partition. A woman asking about sizing. The beep of a tag being scanned. The ordinary Saturday commerce of John Lewis or Debenhams or wherever the hell we were — I'd stopped keeping track of the stores he dragged me into.

"Stop."

He yanked my head back. His cock slid out of my mouth and bobbed against his belly, wet and furious-looking.

"Pucker up. Give me a trout pout. Like one of those Botox housewives."

I obeyed. I pursed my lips and tilted my chin upward, presenting myself to him the way you'd offer your face for a makeup artist. He stroked himself three times, fast, and erupted. He landed it directly across my upper lip, coating it thick and white like a grotesque parody of a moustache. Then he reached down and wiped the softening head against either side of my face — left cheek, right cheek — adding a final smear with the concentration of a painter signing his canvas.

"Leave it," he said, tucking himself in and zipping up. "Suits you."

"I can't." I reached for the hem of my dress to wipe my face. "I absolutely refuse to go out there like this."

"I said leave it." He caught my wrist. His eyes had that look — the flat, non-negotiable look that belonged to a boy half my age who had somehow become the only authority I recognised. "We haven't done a proper cum walk yet. I want you to wear it."

He unlocked the cubicle door and pushed me out.

I stumbled into the main floor of the department store. The air conditioning hit my face first — a blast of refrigerated air that made the wet streak across my lip feel arctic, conspicuous, alive. Saturday afternoon meant the menswear section was busy. Two teenage boys flicking through a rack of graphic tees. A woman my age examining the stitching on a blazer with the focus of a surgeon. A father holding up a pair of chinos against his son's waist while the son stared at his phone.

And me. A forty-three-year-old married woman with fresh semen across her upper lip and streaked down both cheeks, standing frozen in the aisle between formal shirts and casual knitwear.

I clamped my hand over my mouth.

The worst part — and I've had time to sit with this, to catalogue the many worst parts of what I've allowed to happen to me — was how warm it still was. Body temperature. Liam's body temperature, which I'd come to know as well as my own. It clung to the fine hairs above my lip and I could smell it: that bleach-and-salt scent that had become more familiar to me than Daryl's aftershave.

A sales assistant materialised from behind a rack of Hugo Boss blazers. Young. Twenty, maybe twenty-one. His name tag read KEVIN, and he had the sort of eager, helpful expression they must have drilled into him during training week.

"Ma'am?" He stepped closer, his polite smile buckling as his eyes landed on my face. On the hand I was pressing over my mouth. On the white streak I hadn't quite managed to cover. "Does your son have everything he needs? The sizing can be tricky with that brand."

Your son.

"Yes," I said, the word muffled against my palm. "Yes, thank you. I'm sure he'll be out in a moment."

"Right. Okay." Kevin's gaze flicked to the changing room door, then back to me, then very deliberately to a spot just above my head. He'd seen it. Of course he'd seen it. A man could spot dried cum from across a courtroom; a twenty-year-old retail worker standing three feet away had no chance of missing it. "I'll... I'll be at the register if you need anything."

He retreated. I sank onto an ottoman in the waiting area — one of those low, square, cream-coloured things designed for bored husbands — and pressed my hand harder against my mouth. My fingers were trembling. My wedding ring dug into the bridge of my nose.

I sat there for five minutes. Five full minutes on that ottoman, surrounded by Saturday shoppers, hiding my mouth behind my hand while the evidence of what I'd done dried to a crust against my skin.

A woman sat down beside me. Sixtyish, silver hair, Marks and Spencer bag on her lap. She gave me the sort of polite nod women exchange in department stores — the sisterhood of waiting — and then looked away. She smelled of Yardley English Lavender. She was probably somebody's grandmother. She was sitting eighteen inches from a woman who had just given a blowjob to a twenty-two-year-old in a changing cubicle.

I stared straight ahead and concentrated on not screaming.

The changing room door opened and Liam stepped out. He wore the new jeans — dark indigo, slim-cut, the kind that cost a hundred and forty quid — and a vintage-style Stone Roses t-shirt. He looked clean and young and impossible. He looked like the lad your daughter brings home from university: bright smile, firm handshake, would you like a cup of tea, Mrs H?

He did a little spin. "What do you think?"

I nodded. My eyes were wide above my hand.

"I'll take them," he announced to the room at large, loudly enough for the grandmother and the father with the chinos to hear, and then he walked to the counter where Kevin waited.

He pulled out the cash. Daryl's cash, technically. My husband had become extraordinarily generous in recent weeks — peeling twenties from his wallet with a kind of breathless gratitude, pressing them into my hand before I left the house, saying Get the boy something nice, yeah? As if he were funding a school trip. As if the boy hadn't fucked his wife on their kitchen table while Daryl sat in the next room with his cock in his hand, listening.

"Although," Liam said, pausing as he handed Kevin the notes. He looked back at me, his face arranged into theatrical concern. "Do you have a tissue back there, mate? My mum seems to have spilled her yoghurt. She's got a little something right here."

He tapped his own upper lip.

I made a sound. Not a word. A sound — the sort of strangled, airless noise that happens when your body tries to produce horror and arousal at the same time and the wires cross somewhere in your throat.

Kevin turned the colour of a postbox. He reached under the counter and produced a box of Kleenex.

"Here," he said, not looking at me.

I grabbed a fistful and scrubbed at my face, dragging the tissues across my lip and cheeks, smearing foundation and mascara and the remains of Liam's orgasm into a beige-and-white mess. My skin burned from the friction. In the small chrome mirror beside the tie display, I caught a flash of myself: red-faced, makeup ruined, a middle-aged woman wiping a boy's cum off her face in the middle of menswear.

I looked exactly like what I was.

"Thanks," Liam said to Kevin, grinning with every tooth he owned. "She's such a messy eater."

Kevin said nothing. Kevin, I suspected, was going to need a moment.

We left the store. I walked ten paces behind him, my head down, my handbag clutched in front of me like a shield. As we passed through the security sensors he slowed and waited for me to catch up, and then — right in front of the guard, a thick-necked man in a black polo shirt who was already watching us — he reached out and grabbed a handful of my arse. Not a pinch. A full, possessive squeeze, the kind that says this belongs to me and I don't care who knows it.

"Stop it," I said.

"We're making his day." Liam laughed and threw an arm around my shoulders, pulling me into his side the way a boyfriend pulls his girl. The security guard stared. "Can you imagine the story Kevin's telling in the break room right now? 'Fit mum blows her son in the changing room.' He'll be telling that story for the rest of his life. His kids will hear it. He'll bring it up at his retirement do."

"You're terrible."

"Kevin is probably in the stockroom right now," Liam continued, steering me through the shopping centre's main concourse, past Boots and WHSmith and a Greggs with a queue out the door. "One hand on his little Kevin. Thinking about you."

"Please stop talking."

"About your mouth specifically. He couldn't stop looking at your mouth. Did you notice that? He knew exactly what had been in it."

My face burned. My thighs were slick beneath my sundress and I hated myself for that — hated that the humiliation was doing what it always did, bypassing my dignity and going straight to the place between my legs where my dignity apparently had no jurisdiction.

"I'm starving," Liam said. "How about you buy me lunch? All that protein I gave you was just an appetiser."

*

We ended up at a Five Guys with outdoor seating, the kind of place where the chips come in a brown paper bag and the portions are designed for someone who hasn't yet considered their cholesterol. It was loud, crowded, and completely exposed — and Liam chose a table right by the pavement, in full view of every pedestrian and their dog.

He ordered a bacon cheeseburger, large chips, and a chocolate milkshake. I ordered an iced tea. My stomach was a closed fist.

The sun was out. The kind of thin, English-summer sun that makes everyone drag their tables onto the pavement and pretend they're in Barcelona. Liam sat opposite me with his new clothes in a carrier bag at his feet — paid for with my husband's money, earned by my husband's cuckolding — and dipped a chip into ketchup.

"So," he said. "Let's play a game."

"I refuse to play a game."

"Have You Ever," he continued, as if I hadn't spoken. He didn't lower his voice. If anything, he raised it — projecting over the traffic and the chatter of the other tables and the distant thud of a busker's amp. "I'll say something, and if you've done it, you take a sip."

"Keep your voice down. People are looking."

"Have you ever," he said, staring directly at me, a chip poised between his fingers like a conductor's baton, "given a blowjob in a public changing room?" He paused, pretending to think. "Oh, that was a bit easy, wasn't it?"

The couple at the next table — mid-twenties, matching sunglasses, sharing a portion of onion rings — glanced over.

"Drink, ma'am."

My hand was not steady. I lifted the iced tea and took a sip.

"Good girl. Have you ever let two men roast you like a pig on a spit?"

The iced tea went down the wrong way. I coughed, pressed a napkin to my mouth, and glared at him through watering eyes. "Lower your voice."

"Drink," he said. "I know you have. I was there. I remember the noise you made."

I drank.

"Have you ever," he said, leaning forward, elbows on the table, close enough that I could smell the ketchup on his breath, "let a man come on your face and then walked through a department store wearing it?"

I took a long sip. The iced tea was too sweet. Everything about this moment was too much of something — too bright, too loud, too public, too precisely calibrated to the exact frequency of my shame.

He ticked them off on his fingers. "Anal. Cheating on your husband while he watches. Swallowing in a parked car in broad daylight." He whistled through his teeth. "You're racking up quite a score, Mrs Robinson. At the rate you're going, you'll end up in the slut hall of fame."

"Are you done?"

"Not quite." He put down his chip. He wiped his hands on a napkin with the slow, deliberate care of someone about to change the subject in a direction you won't like. "Have you ever fucked a girl?"

I blinked. "What?"

"A girl. A woman. Have you ever gone down on one? Scissored? Any of that?"

"No," I said. "Never."

"Why not? Because you're not interested, or because you never had the chance?"

I paused. The busker had switched songs — something acoustic, vaguely folky, drifting across the pavement. At the next table, the couple with the onion rings were pretending very hard not to listen.

"I don't know," I said. "A bit of both, I suppose."

That was a lie. Or rather, it was the answer I'd been giving myself for twenty years, which amounts to the same thing. The truth was more complicated and less flattering: I'd thought about it. Late at night, alone, with Daryl asleep beside me. Thought about soft skin and the absence of stubble and a mouth that knew where to go without being drawn a map. I'd thought about it, filed it under things I'm too old and too married and too suburban to try, and closed the drawer.

Liam smiled. Not the grin he'd given Kevin. The other one — the slow, calculating smile he'd worn when he told Daryl to sit in the chair. It belonged to a boy who'd just invented a new game and already knew the rules.

"Well," he said, wiping his mouth with a napkin. "Let's do something about that, then."

He said it the way you'd say let's grab a coffee or let's pop into Tesco. As if arranging for a married woman to have her first experience with another woman were an errand. Something to squeeze in between the shopping and the school run.

I should have said no.

I picked up my iced tea and drank until the ice rattled against my teeth. The sun was warm on the back of my neck. The couple at the next table had given up all pretence and were openly staring.

"Okay," I said.

One word. Two syllables. And just like that, another door opened — or rather, another wall came down, because there were no doors left by then. Just rubble.


chapter 
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The hotel room smelled of lavender air freshener — the synthetic, plug-in kind that budget chains use to disguise the fact that three hundred strangers have slept on the same mattress. It wasn't working. Underneath the lavender I could detect bleach, carpet shampoo, and the particular staleness of a room that never gets properly aired.

I sat on the edge of the king-sized bed, picking at a loose thread on the duvet cover. The duvet was white. The walls were magnolia. The curtains were the colour of dishwater. A framed print of a harbour hung above the headboard — the kind of art that exists solely to fill a rectangle. The whole room had the personality of a waiting room, which felt appropriate. I was waiting.

I was wearing black lace. A ridiculous, strappy basque that Daryl had ordered from Ann Summers specifically for tonight — sixty-five quid plus next-day delivery, which he'd paid for without blinking. It dug into my hips and hoisted my breasts until they spilled over the cups like bread dough rising past the tin. When I'd modelled it for him in the hallway before leaving, he'd gripped the banister and made a noise I hadn't heard from him in weeks. A hungry noise. A desperate noise.

He hadn't touched me, though. He didn't touch me anymore.

Our marriage had evolved — devolved, I suppose — into a spectator sport. Daryl existed on a diet of my stories now. He didn't need my body; he needed the details. How Liam gagged me. How he used me in car parks and changing rooms and on our own kitchen table. Daryl would sit in his armchair or lie rigid on his side of the bed, his hand working in his lap, and I'd narrate my own destruction like a bedtime story until he finished. Then he'd roll over and sleep.

I'd asked him, twice, if he wanted another three-way. If he wanted to be inside me again while Liam took the other end. Both times he'd shaken his head with the careful diplomacy of a man declining seconds at dinner.

I told myself I was disappointed. I wasn't sure that was true anymore. The distance between us had its own momentum now, and part of me — the part that came alive when Liam's hand closed around my throat — preferred it that way. Daryl consumed the fantasy; I lived the reality. And the reality was ruining me in ways I was starting to need.

A knock on the door.

I stood, smoothed the front of the basque, and walked across the carpet in bare feet. My toenails were painted dark red. Daryl had chosen the colour.

I opened the door.

Liam leaned against the frame with his usual slouch — one shoulder dropped, hands in the pockets of his jeans, the posture of a boy who has never once worried about being welcome. But for once, he wasn't alone.

Standing beside him, popping a bubble of pink Hubba Bubba, was the blonde from the supermarket car park.

Up close she looked even younger than I'd remembered. Her skin had that taut, unweathered quality that no amount of retinol or good lighting could replicate — the skin of a girl who still got asked for ID at Tesco. Heavy black eyeliner. A denim mini-skirt that barely covered her arse. A mesh crop top through which her small breasts were entirely visible, nipples and all.

"Hey, Mrs Robinson," Liam said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation and pulling the girl in after him. "Brought you a present."

The girl looked around the room the way you'd survey a car boot sale — nose wrinkled, already unimpressed. Then she looked at me. Her eyes travelled from my face to the basque to my bare feet and back again with the efficient contempt of someone who'd made up her mind before she walked in.

"So this is her?" She cracked her gum. "I know you asked for a favour, Liam, but seriously. Is it Grab a Granny night?"

I crossed my arms over the basque. My upper arms were soft. I knew they were soft. I knew she was looking at them and cataloguing every year I had on her, every gram of gravity.

"Trust me," Liam said, shutting the door and turning the deadbolt. "She's more than worth grabbing. Mrs Robinson takes a pounding better than you do."

"Doubt it." The girl — I didn't know her name and Liam didn't offer one — walked a slow circle around me. She was appraising me the way you'd appraise livestock at a county show: teeth, haunches, general wear. "She looks like she's about to break a hip."

They went on like that. Back and forth, batting my age and my body and my appetite between them like a shuttlecock while I stood in the middle of the room in my overpriced lace and said nothing. My face burned. My knickers were soaking through. The two sensations existed in the same body without contradiction, and I'd stopped being surprised by that months ago.

Finally the blonde sighed, tossed her handbag onto the desk beside the TV remote, and pulled the Hubba Bubba from her mouth, sticking it to the edge of the mini kettle.

"Fine. I'm here, aren't I? But if she can't get me off, you're stepping in. I'm not wasting my Saturday night on a charity case."

"My pleasure," Liam said. He settled into the armchair in the corner, spread his legs, and reached for something in his jacket. His phone. He was setting up the camera. "You may proceed."

The blonde turned to face me. She gripped the hem of her mesh top and peeled it over her head in one motion. No bra. Her breasts were small and firm, the nipples pale pink, the kind of breasts that didn't need support and wouldn't for another decade. She dropped the top on the floor.

"Well," she said, looking at my chest where it threatened to capsize over the basque. "You're not bad, actually. Decent rack. Bigger than mine."

I stared at her. At the flat plane of her stomach and the tiny silver stud in her navel and the casual way she stood half-naked in front of a stranger, entirely untroubled.

"Liam says you've never been with a woman before?" She unbuttoned her skirt.

"That's right."

"Nothing to it. You already know where everything goes and how it works. Easier than with a bloke, if I'm being honest. Boys just plough you and hope for the best. At least we know where the clit is."

"I never heard you complain," Liam said from the chair. His phone was propped against the lamp on the side table, the red recording light already on.

"You're better than most. And you've got the cock for it." She stepped out of her skirt. A black thong, barely there. "So — what do you like?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, what gets you off? Submissive? Dominant? What's your thing?" She tilted her head. "Other than arse-to-mouth, which I heard is your specialty."

My face went hot.

"She's submissive," Liam answered for me. He said it the way you'd relay someone's dietary requirements at a restaurant — matter-of-fact, slightly bored. "The rougher the better. She likes to be told what she is."

The blonde raised one eyebrow. "Really? That makes this more interesting."

She shoved me.

Not a playful push. A flat-palmed strike to the sternum that sent me stumbling backward until the backs of my knees hit the mattress and I sat down hard. Before I could stand, she was on me — crawling up the bed, straddling my hips, pinning my wrists to the duvet with her knees. She was lighter than a man but her frame was packed with a wiry, aggressive strength that made up for the difference.

"You like it rough?" She leaned down until her face hovered over mine. Her breath smelled of bubblegum. "You like being put in your place?"

"I... I don't know." The word no was forming somewhere in the back of my skull, assembling itself from rational components — I was straight, this was a girl, Liam was filming, none of this was something a woman my age did on a Saturday night. "Maybe we should stop. I don't think I can —"

She slapped me.

Not a tap. An open-handed crack across my left cheek that whipped my head sideways and left my ear ringing. The sound bounced off the magnolia walls and came back to me like an accusation.

"I said shut up. You don't get to talk. You're a toy tonight." She grabbed my chin and wrenched my face back to hers. "Isn't that right?"

The slap did what slaps always did to me. What Liam had learned weeks ago and filed away for future use. The shock went straight through my nervous system, bypassed every objection my brain was trying to file, and landed between my legs like a lit match.

"Yes," I said. "That's right."

"Look at the state of you. Mutton dressed as lamb."

She grabbed the front of the basque — sixty-five quid, next-day delivery — and ripped it open. The hooks popped. The lace tore. My breasts spilled out, freed from the scaffolding, and settled into their natural position, which was lower and softer than the basque had allowed.

"So old," she said, and flicked my nipple with a fingernail — a sharp, stinging ping that made me gasp. "All soft and doughy."

Then she leaned down and bit me. She clamped her teeth into the pale flesh above my left nipple and ground down, not playing, not teasing, grinding until I felt her incisors meet through the skin. I cried out. She held.

"Liam says you're one hell of a slut," she said against my breast, her words muffled by my own skin. "Let's see if you taste like one."

She slid down my body. Her fingers hooked into my knickers and tore them off — literally tore, the cheap lace giving way with a sound like a plaster being ripped from skin. I lay exposed, legs parted by her knees, the hotel room's overhead light making everything clinical and inescapable.

"God, you're leaking." She stared between my legs with the blunt assessment of a mechanic looking under a bonnet. "You're dripping all over this poor hotel's sheets. Desperate bitch."

She buried her face in me.

The sensation — I need to be precise about this, because precision is the only way to explain why my entire sexual history rearranged itself in about thirty seconds — was nothing like a man's mouth. Her tongue was softer. Faster. It moved with an instinctive cartography that no man had ever managed, finding the exact fold, the exact pressure, the exact tempo, without a single adjustment. She ate me with a focused, starving aggression, her nose pressed into my pubic hair, her nails digging half-moons into my inner thighs.

She knew where the clit was.

"Yeah," Liam said from the corner. "She likes that."

The sound of his voice — watching, recording, narrating my first time with a woman as if it were match commentary — added a layer I hadn't anticipated. I was performing for him and surrendering to her, and the two acts occupied the same nerve endings without conflict.

"Cum for me," the blonde said, her lips vibrating against me. "Cum for the girl who called you a granny. Show me what a dirty old slapper you are."

She picked up the pace. Her tongue lashed in short, precise strokes while two fingers pushed inside me, curling upward, finding the spot and attacking it. My back arched off the mattress. I grabbed fistfuls of the white duvet.

"I'm close —"

"Then do it. We haven't got all night."

I came. Not gently, not gradually — the orgasm arrived like a door kicked open, a full-body convulsion that snapped my hips off the bed and pulled a sound from my throat I'd never heard myself make. I clamped down on her fingers. She stayed, her mouth still working, drawing out every aftershock until I lay flat and gasping, staring at the harbour print above the headboard.

She lifted her head. Her chin was wet.

"Did you get all that?" she asked Liam, over her shoulder.

"Every second."

"Well." She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "That was a decent start. But I reckon I can get her to squirt."

*

"Scoot down," she ordered, grabbing my ankles and dragging me until my arse hung off the edge of the mattress. "Spread them. No — wider."

I obeyed. My thighs were shaking and my pussy was swollen and oversensitive from her mouth.

The blonde knelt between my legs and spat into her palm. "Trust me. This is going to be the best thing you've ever felt. And you are going to make a mess."

She drove three fingers inside me.

No preamble, no easing in. She buried them to the third knuckle and curled upward in a vicious come-hither motion that scraped a patch of tissue I'd spent forty-three years not knowing existed.

"There it is," she said, feeling me clench. "That's the button. No cock's ever hit you there, am I right?"

She began to pump. Her fingers hooked behind my pubic bone and pulled — a grinding, rhythmic pressure against the swollen tissue that built into something I had no frame of reference for. I was aware of Liam circling with his phone, getting angles. The pressure intensified. A weight settled low in my pelvis, distinct from arousal, more like —

"I need to pee," I said, trying to close my legs. Her shoulders blocked me. "Please — I'm going to —"

"No you're not." She laughed and pumped faster. "That's just your squirt. Trust me. Let it go."

"I can't —"

"Let it go!" She slapped the inside of my thigh. "Come on, you dirty bitch. Soak the sheets. Liam wants to see you ruin the bed."

"Do it," Liam said, leaning forward in the armchair. "Spray her, Mrs Robinson."

The blonde twisted her hand. Her thumb bore down on my clit while her fingers kept up that punishing curl. The pressure mounted — a physical, hydraulic ache that demanded release and overwhelmed every attempt I made to hold it back. I looked down at her. She was watching me the way a child watches a firework fuse.

"Push it out."

I lost.

My pussy convulsed around her hand and a jet of clear fluid erupted from me. It hit her square in the chest — a high-pressure arc that splattered across her small breasts and ran down her stomach. I gushed again. And again. Wave after wave, pouring out of me with a violence I couldn't control, soaking the duvet, dripping onto the carpet, flooding across the blonde's face and hair.

"Fuck me!" Liam stood up, clapping. "Look at that! She's a fire hose! Who knew?"

"She's drowning in it!" The blonde laughed, blinking fluid from her eyes, her hand still buried inside me. "Look at her go!"

I lay there gasping, staring at the ceiling, feeling utterly emptied and utterly exposed. I'd turned the hotel bed into a swamp. The sheets were ruined. The carpet was dark with wet. I smelled of salt and clean sweat and something mineral, like rain on hot pavement.

"You think you're done?" The blonde leaned in. Her voice dropped. "You're just getting started. You're so loose now. So open. This is where it gets good."

She withdrew her fingers. Then she made a fist.

I felt the hard ridge of her knuckles press against my entrance — five bones, compacted, insistent.

"No." I shook my head. "That won't fit."

"Everything fits if you're slutty enough."

She pushed.

The stretch was extraordinary — a slow, burning expansion that went past discomfort, past pain, into a territory where my body stopped categorising the sensation and simply received it. Her knuckles ground past the tight ring of muscle. I felt myself opening around the widest part of her hand, felt the moment where resistance gave way to accommodation, and then — with a wet, obscene sound — she was inside.

Her whole hand. To the wrist.

I'd been double-penetrated by Liam and Daryl. I'd been fisted by my own arousal and I'd been stretched by cocks and fingers and toys. But this was different. This was a closed fist sitting inside me like a stone, an alien fullness that made me feel occupied rather than fucked. I could feel her knuckles pressing against my walls, could feel the articulation of each finger as she rotated her wrist.

"Look at that," she said to Liam, turning her hand slowly. "All the way in. She's got a greedy cunt."

"Keep her like that." Liam stood up and unzipped his jeans. His cock was rigid, straining upward. He left the phone propped on the chair, recording. "Keep her stuffed."

The blonde began to fuck me with her fist. Slow at first — long, twisting withdrawals followed by deep, grinding pushes that rearranged my insides. Then faster. The friction was a hot, stretching burn that existed on the exact border between too much and not enough. I could feel her knuckles pressing against my cervix with each thrust.

Liam walked to the head of the bed and stood over me, straddling my face. He gripped his cock and began to stroke, aiming the head at my eyes.

"You're taking a fisting like a pro," he said. "Look at you. Stuffed full of a girl's hand while you wait for my load. You really are just a hole, aren't you?"

"Please," I said. The blonde's fist twisted inside me and I lost the rest of the sentence.

"Beg her," Liam said. "She's the one who owns you right now."

"Please," I said to the girl between my legs. "Don't stop."

"I'm not stopping." Sweat ran down her forehead. She drove her fist deep and rotated it. "I'm going to wreck you."

She did. The rotation, the pressure, the relentless grinding of her knuckles against tissue that had never been touched this way — it built into a second orgasm that arrived not as a wave but as a detonation. My body locked around her hand, every muscle seizing.

Liam pumped faster.

As I came — screaming, clenching around the fist inside me — he let go. His cum hit my face in long, heavy ropes. Across my closed eyes, my nose, my open mouth, running down my chin to pool in the hollow of my throat. He covered me. He painted me while the girl kept her fist buried inside me, twisting gently through the aftershocks.

"Perfect," the blonde said, slowing her movements. "She's a mess. A total, beautiful mess."

I lay there. Blind with cum, filled to the wrist, leaking onto a ruined hotel bed, and feeling — I am trying to be honest here — more purely, ferociously alive than I'd felt in twenty years of marriage.

Later, at the bathroom mirror, I did the accounting. A bite above my left nipple, purpling at the edges. Four crescent nail-marks inside each thigh. My jaw aching at the hinge, my cunt still pulsing around the memory of a fist, cum dried to lacquer in one eyebrow and along the shell of my ear. I stood under the strip light and itemised myself like a receipt. It was a long receipt. I'd been paid in full.

It turned out I did like girls after all.

*

The smell of roasting lamb and rosemary settled into the thick fabric of my navy-blue wrap dress. I'd chosen it — at Daryl's urging — specifically for its modesty: hem two inches below the knee, neckline high against my collarbone, the overall effect of a woman who attended PTA meetings and baked for the church fête. I smoothed my palms down my thighs and felt the conservative cotton bind me like a costume.

Daryl stood at the kitchen island, tightening his tie. His hair was combed flat — almost forensically flat, the way he wore it when clients were coming. He saw me looking and offered a sharp, approving nod.

He needed this dinner to project stability. Two senior partners from his firm — Richard and Jackson — were coming for lamb and Cabernet and the comforting theatre of a successful architect and his devoted wife. It was my job to provide the centrepiece: the warm smile, the seamless courses, the impression of a woman whose most exciting weekly event was Waitrose Click & Collect.

Beneath the dress, my body told a different story. My bra chafed against nipples still raw from the blonde's teeth. Deep in my pelvis, a bruised, heavy ache pulsed with each step — the lingering souvenir of what had been done to me in that hotel room three nights ago. I was a woman who'd been fisted by a stranger and had her face painted by the boy next door, and now I was arranging linen napkins into bishop's mitres.

I caught Daryl's eye across the steam rising from the red wine reduction.

This was what we'd become. He maintained his sterile distance — the far side of the bed, the armchair, the other end of the sofa — and I provided the narration. The night I'd come home from the hotel, we'd lain side by side in the dark while he worked his hand inside his pyjama bottoms and demanded the details.

"Tell me about the girl again," he'd whispered. "Tell me exactly what she did while he filmed."

I'd stared at the ceiling. "She was so young. She took one look at me and called me a charity case."

Daryl's hand had sped up. Hearing another woman degrade his wife was exactly what he needed.

"She slapped me. Hard. And I took it, Daryl. I let a girl young enough to be my daughter put me in my place."

"God." The mattress rocked with his hips. "Did she touch you?"

"She ripped the lace right off my chest. She bit my breast hard enough to leave a mark. Then she tore my knickers off. I was soaking the hotel sheets and Liam was in the corner with his camera, watching her eat your wife."

"Tell me how you squirted," he'd begged. His pace was frantic.

"She spat in her hand and shoved three fingers deep inside me. She hit a spot you've never touched." I'd turned my head to watch his silhouette in the dark. "I sprayed against her chest. I gushed over and over. Liam was cheering. He called me a fire hose."

"Fuck."

"Then she put her entire hand inside my cunt, Daryl. All the way to the wrist."

His breathing had come apart.

"And she fucked me with her fist while Liam came on my face."

Daryl had arched his back and finished into his own hand with a sob. He'd collapsed against the pillows, his chest heaving, his fingers sticky.

I'd watched him in the dark and felt a wave of something I couldn't file neatly into any category. Not pity, exactly. Not contempt. Something closer to the bewilderment you feel when you recognise that you and your husband are both getting exactly what you want, and what you both want is the systematic dismantling of your marriage.

The oven timer beeped.

I blinked, turned off the stove, and wiped my hands on a tea towel. Daryl jumped at the noise and smoothed his tie one final time, checking his reflection in the microwave door.

"The wine needs to breathe," he said, uncorking a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon — a forty-quid bottle, the kind he only bought when he was performing. His hands shook as he worked the corkscrew.

The doorbell rang.

*

Two men stood on the porch.

Richard and Jackson. Daryl's two senior partners. Both in their early fifties — a few years older than me — but they carried themselves with the specific, aggressive vitality of men who maintained their bodies through private trainers and competitive squash and the particular entitlement that comes with six-figure salaries and corner offices. Their suits fitted properly. Their handshakes, when I offered mine at the door, were firm to the point of declaration.

They'd come alone.

"Martha sends her deepest regrets," Richard said, stepping over the threshold. He had a Roman nose and thick, grey-flecked hair. "Sudden migraine. Completely derailed her evening."

Jackson handed Daryl a bottle of Bordeaux and smiled with teeth that had been professionally whitened. "And Sarah's stuck in Chicago. Flight delays. So we're flying stag tonight, I'm afraid."

I excused myself to the dining room to remove the spare place settings. The original arrangement had me at the foot of the table and Daryl at the head, with the couples facing each other across the centrepiece — a safe, symmetrical configuration that distributed the social energy evenly.

I was reaching for the extra silverware when Richard followed me in. His large hand closed over my wrist.

"No," he said. "Leave them. We're happy to sit right here next to our lovely hostess."

Daryl appeared in the doorway, clutching the wine. He offered a tight smile and told me to leave the table exactly as it stood.

The resulting arrangement put me in the middle. Richard sat directly to my left. Jackson to my right. Daryl retreated to the head of the table, marooned beyond the taper candles, separated from our tight cluster by three feet of white tablecloth and an entire stratum of professional hierarchy.

The first course passed without incident. They discussed the firm, upcoming contracts, the nuances of commercial property that I had no interest in and no opinion on. I played the hostess. Polite nods. Wine glasses refilled. The lamb was good; the reduction was better. I was doing exactly what Daryl needed me to do.

I'd just cleared the salad plates and returned to my seat when a hand settled onto my left knee.

Heavy. Warm. Deliberate.

I set my wine glass down too quickly and a drop of red bled into the white tablecloth.

Richard was discussing zoning permits with Daryl, his eyes fixed squarely on my husband. But under the table, his thumb traced a slow circle against my tights. I shifted away. He followed, his fingers sliding higher to grip the soft flesh of my lower thigh. He squeezed with the casual authority of a man accustomed to taking what he wanted.

"Sometimes a property just needs to be opened up completely," Jackson said from my right, swirling his Cabernet. "You have to tear down the old boundaries and let anyone with enough capital take a turn developing it."

"Exactly," Richard agreed. His fingers inched toward the hem of my dress. "In my experience, some assets are practically begging to be restructured. You just have to apply the right amount of pressure to see how much they can take."

Daryl frowned, adjusting his collar, the metaphors sailing past him.

Richard's hand slid under the edge of my dress. He found the waistband of my knickers and tried to push a finger beneath the elastic. I gripped his wrist under the table and forced him back.

He chuckled softly and took another bite of lamb.

A cold hand clamped onto my right thigh.

Jackson.

His fingers dug in just above my knee and climbed without hesitation. He leaned forward on his elbows, fixing his gaze on Daryl.

"The internet has completely changed the landscape of exposure," Jackson said. "As an example, a rather fascinating video was circulating the office today. Local piece. Pure amateur."

Daryl's fork stopped.

"I saw it too," Richard said, picking up his wine glass. His left hand returned to my leg. "Some little blonde and a college lad completely wrecking a middle-aged housewife in a hotel room. Had her on the bed begging for it like a dog. I've never seen anything quite like it."

The grandfather clock in the hallway ticked. I sat between them, paralysed, the last ninety seconds replaying in my head on a sickening loop: the phone propped on the chair, the red recording light, Liam's voice saying did you get all that?

They'd seen the video. Daryl's bosses had watched me get fisted and facialised. They'd watched it in their offices, on their phones, on their lunch breaks. They'd probably forwarded it. They'd probably discussed it over coffee — have you seen this one, absolutely filthy, reminds me of someone, actually —

"Fascinating, really," Jackson said. His fingers crept higher beneath my dress. "Some of the things they did to her in that video, I didn't know were anatomically possible."

Daryl's face had gone white. Then red. Then something more complicated — a colour that lived between terror and arousal, a colour I'd come to recognise as uniquely his. He stared at his two senior partners and I watched the full weight of it land: the destruction of his professional reputation, the exposure of his private arrangement, the total demolition of the suburban facade he'd spent the entire evening constructing.

And I watched the arousal hit him at exactly the same moment, like a second fist.

He stayed in his chair. His eyes darted between Richard and Jackson. He was not reaching for his phone to call a solicitor. He was not asking them to leave. He was sitting at the head of his own dining table, flushed and rigid, while his bosses openly discussed his wife's degradation.

"I figure it requires a very specific type of man," Richard said, turning to me, "to be married to a woman like that. A man who knows his wife spreads her legs for the whole neighbourhood — that's a funny thing. That's a man who gets off on his own irrelevance."

Both of them abandoned pretence. Under the table, Jackson shoved my dress higher, bunching the fabric around my hips. Richard mirrored him on the left. My tights and sensible cotton knickers were on display now, pressed against the mahogany of the dining chair — the most conservative underwear I owned, chosen specifically for this evening, now exposed to two men who'd already seen me naked and screaming on a hotel bed.

"She probably spreads them for everyone, doesn't she, Daryl?"

Daryl nodded.

"Do you like to watch?" Jackson hooked his fingers into my knickers and dragged them to one side. "I bet you do."

He pushed two fingers into me.

I gasped. It was dry — the shock of the last five minutes had overridden everything, and my body hadn't caught up. His fingers met resistance and he forced through it.

"Christ, Daryl." Jackson laughed, his digits grinding against unyielding tissue. "She's like sandpaper. Did your conversation dry her out before we arrived?"

"She just needs a minute," Daryl said. His voice was small. "She needs to warm up."

"She needs a reminder of her place," Richard said. He leaned close to my ear. "You're a filthy whore. We all saw you take that girl's hand. We saw you beg for that boy's cum. Start dripping for us."

The words — whore, beg, drip — worked on me the way Liam's words always worked on me, the way Daryl's begging always worked on me: they bypassed my brain and went straight to my cunt. I felt the switch happen, the exact moment my body overruled my fear, and the dry drag of Jackson's fingers transformed into a slick, easy glide.

"There she goes," Jackson said, his knuckles churning. "She's melting. You just have to call her a whore and she opens up. Is that the secret, Daryl?"

"Yes," Daryl whispered.

I opened my legs wider beneath the table. My Marks and Spencer tights strained at the seams. On the white tablecloth, the wine stain spread slowly outward from where I'd knocked my glass. The candles flickered. The grandfather clock ticked.

Richard put his mouth on my neck. His teeth found the tendon below my ear and bit down. "This is all right, isn't it, Daryl?"

Daryl gripped the edge of the table. "Sure."

Richard reached across and closed his hand over my breast through the dress. He twisted. "How about this?"

"Sure."

Jackson accelerated. He fucked me with his fingers, his thumb bearing down on my clit, while his other hand held my hip against the chair. My head tipped back. I heard myself making sounds I wouldn't have chosen to make — low, rhythmic, humiliating moans that filled the dining room we'd spent three years mortgage payments on.

"And this?" Jackson asked. His fingers slapped wetly against me.

"Sure."

Richard pulled back and offered a smile that had nothing to do with architectural partnerships or zoning permits.

"Well. I'm glad we've cleared that up. I think we should skip dessert."

*

They moved us to the living room. Richard told Daryl to sit on the sofa — our sofa, the John Lewis three-seater we'd argued about for six weeks before buying — and keep his hands flat on the leather.

"Palms flat, Daryl," Richard said, loosening his tie with the same efficiency he'd use in a Monday morning briefing. "You're going to sit still and observe. We might let you have yours later."

"Yes, sir," Daryl said.

Jackson grabbed me and bent me over in front of my husband's spread legs, manoeuvring me until my cheek pressed against Daryl's thigh. My wrap dress was bunched around my waist. My shredded tights tangled around my ankles. From this position I could see the strain in Daryl's trousers — the tent of his erection pressing against the grey wool — and the sweat on his upper lip, and the way his fingers gripped the sofa cushions as if they were the edge of a cliff.

I heard a zip.

"You really do have the most obedient little slut," Richard said, and pushed into me.

He was shorter than Liam and thicker than Daryl, and hard enough to hurt. He'd been ready for this since the starter course, possibly since he'd watched the video. He fucked me with the breathless, grunting impatience of a man who'd been waiting all evening, his hips slamming against my arse, my face grinding against Daryl's thigh with each thrust.

He didn't last long.

"Enjoy, Daryl," Richard gasped, pulling out at the last second. His cum splattered across my back and hair, hot streaks that dripped down my spine and onto Daryl's trousers. "Say thank you for me fucking your wife."

"Thank you, sir."

Jackson stepped up. "She still wants more. Look at her. You could queue them around the block and she'd still open up."

He pushed into me harder than Richard had — more girth, a rougher cadence, the kind of fucking that communicated contempt rather than desire. He grabbed my hair and yanked my head back, using the leverage to drive deeper. The air left my lungs in bursts. He was using me the way you'd use a piece of equipment — with efficiency and indifference to whether the equipment enjoyed the process.

"Look at him," Jackson ordered, twisting my hair until my eyes met Daryl's. "Look at your husband while I stretch you out."

Daryl sat three feet away, his hands flat on the leather as instructed, his erection straining against his wool trousers, his face a mask of abjection and arousal so tightly wound together I couldn't have separated them with a scalpel. He was watching his boss fuck his wife on their living room rug. He was watching and he was desperate and he was not asking him to stop.

The sight of him — that specific helplessness, that willing surrender of every masculine claim he'd ever held — pushed me over. I clamped down on Jackson and came, my body milking him in spasms I had no control over.

"She's finishing me off, Daryl," Jackson said through his teeth, and emptied himself inside me with a roar. I felt the heat of it filling me, coating my walls, and then the immediate, slick afterflow as he pulled out.

"Clean the mess, Daryl," Richard said. He pointed at my thighs, where Jackson's cum was beginning its slow crawl downward. "Lick your boss's seed out of your wife."

Daryl slid off the sofa. He knelt behind me on the rug — our rug, the Turkish kilim we'd bought on honeymoon in Istanbul — and pressed his mouth against me.

His tongue was hesitant at first. Tentative licks at the edges, like a man tasting something he wasn't sure about. Then he pushed deeper, his mouth covering my swollen, leaking cunt, and he began to lap Jackson's cum out of me. I could feel his tongue working inside me — my husband's tongue, scooping another man's semen from my body while that man stood three feet away, watching.

"Good boy," Richard said. "Now her arse. Spit the mess onto her arsehole and work it in."

Daryl shifted. He pressed his lips against my rear, spat the warm mixture against my sphincter, and began to push it inside me with his tongue. The filthy intimacy of it — my husband lubricating my arse with his boss's seed — sent a jolt through me that was part arousal, part horror, part something I no longer had a word for.

"Back on the sofa," Jackson ordered.

Daryl scrambled back onto the John Lewis three-seater, his face slick, his breathing ragged.

Richard pulled me off the sofa's edge and lowered me to the rug. He lay back on the floor and guided me on top, straddling his hips. Behind me, Jackson positioned himself against the place Daryl's tongue had just prepared.

They entered me together.

Richard from below, filling my cunt with slow, deliberate thrusts. Jackson from behind, forcing past the ring of muscle with a pressure that stole my breath and my sight and my capacity for speech. The dual penetration stretched me to a point where sensation stopped having names — it was fullness and friction and heat and the grinding of two cocks against each other through the thin wall of tissue separating my two openings.

"Take it all," Richard said. "Look at your wife, Daryl. See how easily she takes real men."

They established a rhythm — one pushing deep while the other withdrew, a seesaw of penetration that kept me perpetually full. Then they shifted, slamming into me simultaneously, and the impact forced the air from my lungs.

"She belongs to us now," Jackson said against my neck.

The pace built. My knees burned against the kilim. My hands clawed at the wool. Above me the ceiling with its tasteful John Lewis pendant light. Below me a man I'd met three hours ago. Behind me another. And on the sofa, three feet away, my husband — his hands flat on the leather, his erection untouched, his face wet with cum and sweat, watching his bosses break me in.

They came together. Jackson gripped my hips hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises and buried himself to the root. Richard slammed upward and held. I felt them erupt simultaneously — two separate floods of heat filling me from both ends, stretching me, marking me, finishing me.

I collapsed onto the rug.

"Keep your eyes open, Daryl," Richard said. He stood, tucked himself away. "Memorise exactly what we did to her."

I lay on the kilim — the Turkish kilim from our honeymoon — leaking from both openings, my dress ruined, my tights in shreds around one ankle. The pendant light above me buzzed softly. The grandfather clock struck ten.

"Get on your knees, Daryl," Richard said. "Clean your wife."

Daryl knelt beside me. He lowered his face to my rear first — as instructed, always as instructed — and dragged his tongue across my sphincter, lapping up what Jackson had left behind. Then he moved to my cunt, pressing his mouth against me, and began the slow, thorough work of swallowing everything his bosses had deposited inside his wife.

"Good boy," Richard said, securing his belt. "You serve a purpose."

I lay on the rug and accepted his tongue and stared at the ceiling. The pendant light. The tasteful plaster coving. The home we'd built together, the mortgage we shared, the life that looked, from the outside, like something you'd see in a John Lewis advert. A couple. A house. A dining table with candles and a wine stain spreading slowly on white linen.

The executives gathered their coats. Richard shook Daryl's hand at the door — a firm handshake, a professional handshake — and thanked him for a lovely evening.

They left in silence.

Daryl came back to the living room. I was still on the rug. He stood over me for a long moment, his tie loosened, his trousers stained, his mouth still tasting of his bosses' cum.

Then he knelt beside me and pulled the hem of my dress down over my legs, gently, the way you'd cover a sleeping child. He didn't say anything. Neither did I.

The grandfather clock ticked.

The lamb was cold on the kitchen counter. The Cabernet had breathed too long.


chapter 
seven



The tablecloth had a wine stain the shape of Italy. I stood over it at half past six in the morning, still wearing last night's dress — the navy wrap, now creased beyond salvation, its modest hem spotted with things I wasn't going to identify in daylight. The stain had dried to a dark rust that spread from Puglia to Lombardy, a small nation of spilled Cabernet marking the exact spot where I'd set my glass down too quickly when Richard's hand closed over my knee.

The lamb was still on the counter. Congealed fat had solidified into a white crust around the carving board. The rosemary had blackened in the residual heat of the roasting tin. The kitchen smelled of cold grease and stale wine and the particular deadness of a party that ended wrong — though "wrong" wasn't the word. "Wrong" implied surprise.

I filled the kettle. The mechanical act of it — lifting the lid, holding it under the tap, setting it back on the base, pressing the switch — was the only thing my body seemed capable of performing without instruction. Everything else required a decision I wasn't ready to make: whether to clear the dining table or burn it, whether to strip the kilim or roll it up and put it in a skip, whether to go upstairs where Daryl was lying awake and pretending to sleep, or whether to walk out of the front door in my ruined dress and keep walking until I reached a postcode where nobody had seen me naked.

The kettle boiled. I made tea. PG Tips, milk, no sugar. The mug was from a holiday in Cornwall — 2019, a week in a cottage near Padstow, rain every day, Daryl and I doing jigsaws by the fire and drinking too much cider. The mug had a cartoon seagull on it. The seagull was holding a pasty. It was the most aggressively innocent object in the house and I held it with both hands like a talisman.

I sat at the kitchen table — not the dining table, not that room, not yet — and looked at the garden through the window. Six thirty in the morning and already light. May. The cherry blossom was out in the front gardens, fat and pink and offensively cheerful, and next door's hedge needed trimming, the privet spilling over the fence line in the way that would normally have prompted Daryl to leave a note.

Next door. Liam's house. His parents' house, technically — the semi-detached three-bed where he'd grown up, where he still lived in his boyhood bedroom while he finished whatever degree he was theoretically completing. I could see the edge of his garden from here. The patio where I'd first watched him. The fence he'd climbed.

I drank my tea and thought about the video.

*

I'd known, of course. Known since the hotel room — since the red light on his phone propped against the lamp, since the blonde asked did you get all that? and Liam said every second. I'd known he was filming and I'd let it happen, because in that moment, with a girl's fist inside me and his cum drying on my face, the concept of a camera had registered as one more instrument of my degradation, and I'd been too far gone to distinguish between the degradations I'd chosen and the ones being chosen for me.

That distinction mattered now.

Richard's words from last night replayed on a loop: a rather fascinating video was circulating the office today. Circulating. Not "we saw a video" — circulating. Present participle. Ongoing. A thing in motion, spreading through inboxes and WhatsApp groups and God knew what else, propagating outward from Liam's phone into the professional world my husband occupied every weekday from nine to six.

Some little blonde and a college lad completely wrecking a middle-aged housewife in a hotel room.

That was me. The middle-aged housewife. Wrecked.

I set the seagull mug down and pressed my fingers against my eyelids until I saw colours. The facts arranged themselves with the cold efficiency of a balance sheet: my face was visible. My voice was audible. The video showed me squirting, being fisted, being facialised, begging a twenty-two-year-old to keep going while a girl half my age called me a charity case. And Daryl's colleagues had watched it. His senior partners. The men who decided his promotions, his project allocations, his annual bonus. The men who had, last night, fucked me on the living room rug while Daryl knelt on the kilim and cleaned up after them.

Had they watched the video before or after they'd decided to come for dinner?

I heard the creak of the stairs. Daryl appeared in the kitchen doorway in his pyjama bottoms and a grey t-shirt that had gone baggy at the neck. He looked like a man who hadn't slept — purplish half-moons beneath his eyes, his jaw slack, his hair pressed flat on one side from lying motionless for hours.

He stood in the doorway and looked at me. I looked back.

"Kettle's just boiled," I said.

He made himself a coffee. Instant — he couldn't face the process of grinding beans and waiting for the cafetière. He spooned Nescafé into a mug, added water, stirred it twenty-three times. I counted. He always stirred twenty-three times. It was one of those marriage things — the small, unconscious patterns you accumulate over two decades until you know someone's choreography better than your own.

He sat opposite me. The kitchen table between us. Two mugs. A Tuesday morning.

We didn't talk for a long time. The silence wasn't dramatic. It was the silence of two people who both knew what needed to be said and were calculating the cost of saying it first. Outside, a blackbird sang on the fence — a territorial song, repetitive and insistent, marking its patch.

"How much of it have you seen?" I asked.

Daryl's thumb traced the rim of his coffee mug. "All of it."

"When?"

"Three weeks ago. Richard forwarded it to the team WhatsApp. One of the junior associates screenshotted it before I could get the admin to pull it down." He took a sip of coffee. His hand was steady. "Forty-three seconds of you on the hotel bed. Clear as a passport photo."

Three weeks. He'd known for three weeks and hadn't told me. He'd lain beside me in bed — night after night, hand in his pyjamas, begging for the details of my latest encounter — with the full knowledge that his entire office had seen the source material.

"You didn't think to mention it."

"What would that have achieved?"

"Warning, Daryl. A heads up. Any small courtesy that acknowledged I might want to know that my face is circulating among your colleagues attached to footage of me being fisted."

He flinched at the word. Not at its meaning — he'd begged to hear the details of that fisting, had come to the recounting of it three separate times — but at its volume in the kitchen at seven in the morning, with the blackbird singing and the cherry blossom nodding outside.

"I thought it would blow over."

"Did it? Did it blow over, Daryl? Because last night your bosses fucked me on the living room floor and you licked their cum out of me. Does that feel like something that's blown over?"

He set down his mug. His eyes found the window. "I rang Clive Hutton this morning. At the firm. Half six — woke him up."

"And?"

"He said everyone's seen it. Not just Richard and Jackson. The whole team. The PAs. The graduates. Someone airdropped it at the Christmas drinks." He swallowed. "He said the partners discussed it in January. Decided it wasn't a disciplinary matter because it was my wife, not me, and the firm's code of conduct doesn't extend to spouses' behaviour outside work hours."

"How magnanimous of them."

"But he said the atmosphere has shifted. People are careful around me. The juniors avoid eye contact. There's been talk about whether clients have seen it — whether it's moved beyond the firm."

I thought about that. About Daryl sitting in his open-plan office, the glass-walled meeting rooms, the coffee machine where people gathered and talked. About him walking past desks where people had watched his wife's face contort in orgasm, had heard her beg a girl to keep her fist inside, had seen a boy young enough to be their son ejaculate across her cheeks. About the particular kind of professional death that isn't a firing but a slow exclusion — the projects you stop being invited to, the lunches that happen without you, the promotions that go to someone else for reasons that are never quite stated.

"Do you want to leave the firm?" I asked.

"It's the only thing I've ever done. Nineteen years."

"Then what?"

He looked at me. His face was stripped of everything except the bare question underneath. "Do you want to stop?"

I held the seagull mug. The cartoon bird stared up at me with its idiot painted eyes, clutching its pasty, oblivious.

"That's not what I asked you, Daryl."

"It's what I'm asking you."

*

I spent the morning cleaning. Not because the house needed it — though it did, God it did, the living room alone was a biohazard — but because scrubbing was the only alternative to screaming. I stripped the kilim and carried it to the utility room. Loaded the washing machine with the dress and the shredded tights and the dining chair seat covers. Wiped the dining table with antibacterial spray until it smelled of chemicals rather than wine and lamb fat. Vacuumed. Took the recycling out — the forty-quid Cabernet bottle, the Bordeaux Richard had brought, three tumblers with greasy fingerprints.

The kilim was the worst of it. I stood over it in the utility room and stared at the dark patches in the wool — patches that might have been wine or might have been something else, absorbed into the tight weave, indistinguishable now from the pattern. We'd haggled for that rug in the Grand Bazaar. Daryl had carried it rolled under his arm through three airports. It was a honeymoon memento, a conversation piece, the thing guests commented on when they first entered our living room: oh how lovely, is it Turkish, you must tell me the story.

The story had changed.

I put it in a black bin liner and left it by the back door. I'd decide later whether to have it cleaned or burned.

At half eleven I was kneeling in the living room — scrubbing the spot on the beige carpet where my knees had been, where my face had pressed into the wool while Jackson took me from behind — when I saw movement through the window.

Liam. In his garden. Shirtless, because it was May and he was twenty-two and the world existed as a surface for him to occupy without consequence. He was sitting on the low wall that bordered his parents' patio, drinking something from a can — Coke, or energy drink, the kind of neon-bright liquid that people his age consumed with the confidence of immortality. He had his earbuds in. His head nodded to whatever he was listening to. He looked unbothered. He looked like a boy who hadn't ruined anyone's life.

I put down the scrubbing brush. I dried my hands on my jeans. I walked through the kitchen, unlocked the back door, and stepped into the garden.

The patio stones were warm under my bare feet. Grey slate — the same grey slate where I'd knelt to watch him through the fence, months ago, when this whole thing was still a fantasy I could contain. I walked to the fence and leaned on it.

"Liam."

He looked up. Pulled one earbud out. His face arranged itself into the easy, confident greeting he used on everyone — neighbours, postmen, married women whose lives he was systematically disassembling.

"All right, Mrs Robinson? Bit early for a social call." He grinned. "Unless you're desperate."

"The video."

His grin didn't falter. "Which one?"

"Don't do that. The hotel video. You and me and the blonde. The one you filmed on your phone and apparently distributed to my husband's entire architecture firm."

He took a sip from his can. Tipped his head back. Swallowed. Set the can down on the wall beside him with the unhurried precision of someone who has all the time in the world.

"I didn't distribute it," he said. "I sent it to two people. They distributed it."

"And that distinction matters to you?"

"It's a factual distinction." He shrugged. "I filmed it. I shared it with a couple of mates. What they did with it after that — that's not really my problem, is it?"

"Not your problem." I gripped the fence. The wood was warm and splintered under my palms. "Daryl's entire office has seen it. His partners. His team. The man who decides whether he keeps his job has seen me take a fist while you ejaculate on my face. That's not your problem?"

Liam stood. He walked to the fence — his side, three feet from mine — and leaned on it the same way I was leaning on it. We mirrored each other across the privet and the worn timber, two neighbours having a chat on a May morning. Anyone watching from an upstairs window would see nothing amiss.

"I'll be straight with you," he said. "I knew it might get out. I didn't know it would end up at Daryl's firm specifically. But did I think about the possibility? Yeah. Did it stop me? No."

"Why?"

"Because it's hotter when there's a risk." He said it plainly. No cruelty in his voice, no pleasure — just the flat, affectless honesty of a boy explaining his reasoning as if it were obvious. As if the explanation were sufficient. "The whole thing is about pushing it further. You know that. You were there. You liked it."

"I liked being filmed. I didn't consent to being broadcast."

"You didn't tell me not to."

"I shouldn't have had to."

He considered this. Rubbed the back of his neck. Squinted at the sun. For the first time since I'd known him — since the garden, since the kitchen, since the car park and the department store and the hotel room — he looked like what he actually was: a twenty-two-year-old boy who'd been playing a game without fully calculating the stakes, and who'd just been told, in plain terms, what the stakes had cost.

He didn't apologise. I hadn't expected him to. Liam didn't deal in apologies — apologies were the currency of men who felt guilt, and guilt required a conscience that prioritised other people's consequences over his own gratification. He was twenty-two. He might grow one eventually. He hadn't grown one yet.

"So what do you want me to do?" he asked.

"I want you to understand what you did. Not just what you did to my body — that part I chose. I want you to understand what you did to my life. My husband's career. My reputation. The fact that I can't walk into his office Christmas party without knowing that every person in that room has watched me beg. That's what you took from me. Not sex. Choice."

He was quiet for a long moment. The blackbird sang. A lawnmower started up three gardens away — the distant, droning hum of suburban Saturday maintenance.

"Fair enough," he said.

Two words. Not an apology. Not a promise. An acknowledgment — small, insufficient, and genuine in the way that only very young people can be genuine: without ornament, without performance, without any awareness of how inadequate it was.

"From now on," I said, "nothing leaves your phone without my say-so. Nothing gets filmed without my explicit agreement before you hit record. And nothing — nothing — gets shared without me seeing it first and deciding who sees it after. Those are the terms."

He looked at me. His eyes moved across my face with something that wasn't respect, exactly — he hadn't earned the word, and neither had I — but recognition. He was seeing a version of me he hadn't met before. The version that wasn't kneeling.

"All right," he said. "Your terms. I can work with that."

"Good."

He picked up his can. Took another sip. "Does this mean we're done?"

"No," I said. "It means we're starting over. On different ground."

*

Daryl was in his study when I came back inside. The door was closed. I could hear the muffled sound of his voice through the wood — on the phone, speaking in the low, controlled register he used for professional calls. The words were indistinct but the tone was clear: damage control. He was ring-fencing. Containing. Doing what architects do — drawing boundaries, reinforcing load-bearing walls, deciding which parts of the structure could be sacrificed to save the rest.

I left him to it. Went upstairs. Sat on the edge of our bed — our bed, where he hadn't touched me in weeks, where he lay on his side of the mattress and asked for stories the way a child asks for bedtime tales — and picked up my phone.

The video wasn't hard to find. Liam had sent it to me months ago, in the early days after the hotel. A WhatsApp message: a forty-three-second clip, no caption, just the play button superimposed over a freeze-frame of a hotel bedspread. I'd never watched it. I'd known it existed the way you know your medical records exist — a document about you, held elsewhere, containing truths you'd rather encounter on your own terms.

I pressed play.

The screen filled with the hotel room. The magnolia walls. The harbour print. The white duvet, now darkened with wet patches. And there I was. Forty-three years old, spread across the bed, my breasts freed from the torn basque, my legs wide, the blonde's face buried between them. The angle was slightly elevated — Liam had been standing, or had propped the phone on a shelf. The lighting was flat and institutional, the overhead strip making everything clinical. No filters. No flattering angles. Just a woman on a bed, being eaten by a stranger while a boy filmed.

I watched myself come. Watched my hips lift off the mattress, watched my mouth open, watched my hands grab the duvet. The sound was thin through the phone's speaker — tinny, compressed — but I could hear my own voice making sounds I didn't recognise as speech. I could hear the blonde laughing. I could hear Liam saying yeah, she likes that.

The clip ended. Forty-three seconds. Not even a minute. Less time than it took to boil the kettle, and it had cost Daryl his professional standing and me my anonymity.

I looked at the freeze-frame. At my own face, mid-orgasm, caught between the blonde's fingers and the overhead light. I looked like a stranger. Not because the woman in the video was different from me — she wasn't; she was me, irrefutably, unmistakably me — but because I'd never seen myself from the outside before. I'd lived inside that body for forty-three years and I'd never once seen it from three feet away, arching and gasping and begging. I'd imagined how I looked. I'd feared how I looked. But imagination is kind in ways that video is not.

The woman in the clip had soft arms and visible cellulite on her thighs and breasts that settled sideways when she lay flat. She had lines around her mouth that deepened when she cried out. She had a body that was forty-three years old and looked it, spread under the fluorescent mercy of a budget hotel's overhead light. And she was, unmistakably, in ecstasy.

I watched it again.

Then I locked my phone, set it face-down on the nightstand, and went downstairs to finish scrubbing the carpet.

The afternoon sun moved across the living room floor. In the space where the kilim had been, a rectangle of darker carpet marked its absence — twenty years of foot traffic having lightened everything around it while the rug preserved the original colour beneath. A ghost of itself. A border where something used to be.

I scrubbed until my knees ached against the bare floor. Until my hands smelled of chemicals and my back burned from stooping. Until the beige pile looked uniform again, undifferentiated, betraying nothing.

Outside, Liam's music played faintly through the fence. The lawnmower three gardens away had stopped. Daryl's voice murmured on behind the study door.

The cherry blossom dropped a petal onto the windowsill. Pink against white. A small, ordinary thing falling from a great height.


chapter 
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I ironed Daryl's shirts on Thursday evening. Five of them, lined up on hangers along the bedroom door frame like headless men at a parade. The iron hissed and spat. I pressed the cotton flat — collar first, then yoke, then sleeves, then the long plane of the back — in the same sequence my mother had taught me at fourteen. Spray starch from a can. Steam on the stubborn creases. The smell of hot cotton and chemicals filling the bedroom while Radio 4 muttered from the clock radio on the nightstand.

Daryl hadn't gone to work since Monday.

Three days he'd spent in his study with the door shut, his laptop open, his phone ringing and going to voicemail. He'd told the office he had a stomach bug. I'd heard him say it — bit of a bug, should be back Friday, nothing serious — in that bright, performative voice people use when the lie is obvious and both parties have agreed not to notice.

He wasn't ill. He was calculating. I could hear him through the wall sometimes — the murmur of phone calls, the click of his keyboard, long stretches of quiet that I knew meant he was staring at the screen without seeing it. He emerged for meals, ate what I put in front of him without tasting it, and returned to the study. We hadn't discussed the dinner party again. We hadn't discussed anything. The house operated on the mechanics of a twenty-year marriage — meals appeared, bins went out, post was opened and sorted — without requiring us to acknowledge what we'd become.

I finished the fifth shirt. Hung it on the door. Unplugged the iron and wound the cord around its base and set it on the shelf in the wardrobe.

Then I went downstairs, put on my trainers, and walked next door.

*

It was half seven. The May evening was long and golden, the kind of light that makes English suburbs look like something from a property brochure — wisteria on the front, recycling bins tucked discreetly to the side, a cat on every third wall. Liam's parents' house looked identical to ours from the front: same red brick, same bay window, same tiled porch with a coconut-fibre doormat. The only difference was the trainers kicked off by the front step — massive, neon-soled things, size eleven, beaded with dried mud.

I rang the bell.

His mother answered. Sandra. A small, neat woman in her late fifties with highlighted hair and a Boden catalogue cardigan. She smiled the way neighbours smile — warm, uncomplicated, the social contract of a shared fence line.

"Oh! Hello, love. Everything all right?"

"Fine, yes. I was just wondering if Liam's about? I've got a parcel that was delivered to ours by mistake. Wanted to check the name."

The lie came easily. Lies had been coming easily for months.

"He's in the garden, love. Go round if you like — the side gate's unlocked."

I thanked her and walked around the side of the house, my trainers crunching on the gravel path that ran between the fence panels. The back garden opened up — smaller than ours, less manicured, with a trampoline from Liam's childhood rusting in the far corner and a barbecue that hadn't been cleaned since last summer. Liam was on a sun lounger with his laptop balanced on his bare stomach, scrolling through something on the screen.

He looked up when he heard me on the gravel. Set the laptop aside.

"Mrs Robinson. On my turf for once." He swung his legs off the lounger and sat up. "No parcel, I'm guessing."

"No parcel."

"Didn't think so. Mum's not the sharpest when it comes to cover stories, but even she'd have noticed we haven't had any deliveries." He stretched. The muscles in his shoulders moved under tanned skin. "So what brings you over the wall?"

I didn't sit. I stood in the middle of his parents' garden with my hands in the pockets of my jeans and looked at him the way you look at something you're deciding whether to keep. Not a question. An assessment.

"Your parents," I said. "Are they in all evening?"

"Dad's at darts till ten. Mum's watching telly in the front room — she'll be out cold by nine. She takes these herbal tablets, knocks her right out." He tilted his head. "Why?"

"Because I want to fuck you," I said. "Here. In your bedroom. In your parents' house. And I want to do it on my terms."

He didn't move. His expression cycled through surprise — the first genuine surprise I'd ever provoked in him — and then a quick recalculation, and then the start of something that wasn't quite his usual grin. It was smaller. More interested.

"Your terms," he repeated.

"My terms. I tell you what happens. You do it."

"That's not really how we —"

"It's how we work now." I took my hands out of my pockets. "You owe me one evening where I'm not reacting. One evening where I decide. You can have your game back afterwards — I'm not pretending I don't want it. But tonight you're going to do what I say, and you're going to leave your phone in a drawer."

He stood up. He was taller than me by six inches and broader by a foot and none of that mattered. What mattered was the expression on his face: not submission — Liam would never submit, not in any way that counted — but interest. The particular interest of a boy who'd been playing a game on easy mode and had just been offered a difficulty setting.

"All right," he said. "Lead the way."

*

His bedroom was exactly what I'd expected and nothing like what I'd fantasised about during the weeks of imagining where he went after he left me. Single bed pushed against the wall. A desk with a gaming monitor and a tangle of cables. Dirty clothes on the floor — boxers, a gym vest, jeans inside-out. A poster of some band I didn't recognise. A bookshelf with more protein powder tubs than books. The room smelled of deodorant and sleep and unwashed bedding. It smelled like a boy.

The single bed. That was the thing I kept coming back to. Every act he'd performed on me — every commanding, devastating, choreographed act — and then he came home to a room with a single bed and a poster on the wall. He came home to his mother's house, where his childhood bedroom still had the indentation in the carpet where a desk chair had sat for ten years, and ate whatever Sandra had cooked, and slept in sheets she probably still washed for him.

The disparity between what he was in my life and what he was in his own should have diminished him. It didn't. It made the whole thing more precise — more legible. He was twenty-two. This was his bedroom. I was the forty-three-year-old married woman standing in it.

"Shut the door," I said.

He shut it. Turned to face me. His back against the wood, hands by his sides. Waiting.

I'd never directed a sexual encounter in my life. Not with Daryl — we'd fallen into patterns fifteen years ago and ridden them into tedium. Not with Liam — he'd run every scene from the first moment in the garden, and I'd let him, because the letting was the point. Submission had been the engine. I'd been fuel.

But I knew what I wanted. I'd spent four days scrubbing carpets and ironing shirts and making meals that nobody tasted, and underneath the domestic mechanics a different kind of knowledge had been assembling itself. Not anger, exactly. Something colder than anger. An inventory of what I'd given and what had been taken without asking, and a clear-eyed understanding that the difference between those two categories was the only thing that mattered.

"Take off your shirt."

He pulled his t-shirt over his head. I'd seen his body dozens of times — in the garden, the kitchen, the hotel, the department store. But always as it was coming toward me. Always in motion, always in pursuit, always the aggressor's body advancing. Seeing it still and waiting was different. He had a mole on his left ribcage. A faded scar on his hip — appendix, probably, childhood surgery. His stomach was flat and hard and lightly haired and twenty-two years old, and I wanted it.

"Jeans."

He unbuttoned them. Slid them down. Stepped out. Black boxer briefs. He was already half-hard — the outline visible against the cotton, growing as I watched. Because I was watching. Because a woman was standing fully clothed in front of him and telling him what to do, and his body responded to that the way mine responded to the opposite. We were more alike than either of us had admitted.

"Sit on the bed."

He sat. The single mattress creaked under him. The duvet was navy blue with a geometric pattern — something his mother had probably chosen from the Argos catalogue. He sat on the edge with his knees apart and his hands on his thighs, his cock straining against the boxer briefs, and looked up at me.

I pulled my jumper over my head. Unhooked my bra — plain white, M&S, nothing performative. My breasts settled into their natural hang. Soft, forty-three, crêped slightly at the décolletage where sun damage from twenty years of holidays had thinned the skin. I didn't cover myself. I didn't angle my body to minimise anything.

He looked at me. Not with the predatory assessment he usually employed — the calculating once-over of a boy selecting which humiliation to deploy next — but with the straightforward hunger of a man being shown something he wanted to touch and couldn't. Because I hadn't told him he could.

I unzipped my jeans. Stepped out of them. Knickers — grey cotton, practical, unsexy. I left them on. I crossed the three feet of carpet between us and stood between his spread knees.

"Hands on the mattress," I said. "You don't touch me until I say."

His hands gripped the edge of the bed. His jaw tightened.

I reached down and pushed his boxer briefs below his cock. It sprang up — full now, flushed, the head slick. I wrapped my hand around it. His stomach muscles contracted. He made no sound, but his fingers dug into the mattress hard enough that I could hear the fabric straining.

"Every time," I said, stroking him slowly, "you've had me on my knees. Or on my back. Or bent over something. Every single time, you've decided the position and the pace and the script." I tightened my grip. His hips rocked. "I'm not complaining. I chose it. But you're going to see what it looks like when I choose the other thing."

I released him. He exhaled through his nose — a sharp, frustrated burst.

I hooked my thumbs into my knickers and pulled them down. Stepped out. Then I put one knee on the mattress beside his hip, and then the other, and lowered myself over him until my cunt grazed the head of his cock and stopped.

"You don't move," I said. "You stay exactly where you are. I take what I want."

"Christ." His voice was rough. His arms trembled with the effort of keeping his hands flat.

I sank onto him. Slowly. One inch at a time, taking him in increments, feeling every centimetre of the stretch. My thighs burned with the control of it — lowering at my pace, pausing where I wanted, adjusting the angle until he pressed against the spot that made my legs shake. Not the spot the blonde had found — deeper, different, the one I'd mapped over twenty years of knowing my own body.

I sat flush against him. His whole length inside me. His forehead dropped against my shoulder — I felt the heat of his breath on my collarbone, the reflexive twitch of his hips trying to thrust, his hands gripping the mattress.

"Stay still."

He groaned. "You're killing me."

"Hands on the bed."

I rolled my hips. A slow grind — forward and back, circular, pressing my clit against the base of his cock. I set the pace. I set the angle. I leaned back and changed the pressure, then forward, then lifted almost off him and dropped back down with a force that made him gasp. His head tipped back. The tendons in his neck stood out.

I rode him. Not with the frantic, performative urgency I'd always brought to our encounters — the breathless desperation to please, to earn his approval, to be worth the degradation. This was slower. Deliberate. I was using his cock the way he'd used my body for months: as an instrument for my own pleasure, shaped to the exact rhythm I needed, at the exact depth I wanted.

"Look at me," I said.

He lifted his head. His pupils were enormous. His lips were parted and wet and he looked — young. Stripped of the command and the cruelty and the choreography, he looked like a twenty-two-year-old boy being fucked by a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

"I'm going to come," I said. "And you're going to wait. You don't finish until I've finished. You don't move until I tell you. You sit there and you take it."

"Fuck." He swallowed. "Okay. Yes."

I leaned forward. Braced my hands on his shoulders. Changed the angle until his cock hit the place I needed, and ground against it — short, fast rolls of my hips, using him, taking him, the friction building behind my pubic bone in a steady, climbing pressure that I controlled entirely.

Through the wall, the faint sound of a television. Sandra, in the front room. Watching something. Three plasterboard walls away from her son's bedroom where a married woman from next door was riding him into the mattress.

The thought should have stopped me. Three months ago it would have. Now it was just one more fact in the constellation of facts that made up my life: I was naked in a twenty-two-year-old's single bed. His mother was downstairs. My husband was three doors away in his study, hiding from his colleagues. And I was choosing this. Eyes open. Terms set. Choosing.

My orgasm arrived without drama. No screaming, no theatrics, no performance for an audience. A tight, focused contraction that clenched around him in rhythmic waves and pulled a low, guttural sound from my throat — private, ugly, real. I pressed my face into the crook of his neck and let it happen, grinding through it until the last spasm faded.

I sat back. Breathed. His cock was still rigid inside me, pulsing.

"Now you can move," I said.

His hands flew off the mattress. He grabbed my hips — bruising, immediate — and slammed upward. Hard. Three, four, five strokes of pure force, his hips lifting off the bed, driving into me with the desperation of a man who'd been held at the edge for too long. On the sixth thrust he came — a groan muffled against my breast, his fingers digging welts into my hipbones, his cock kicking inside me.

We stayed like that. Him softening inside me, his face pressed against my chest, his breathing ragged. I could feel his heart hammering against my sternum — his, not mine. Mine was steady. Mine was calm.

After a minute he lifted his head. Looked at me.

"You're different," he said.

"No." I climbed off him. My thighs were wet and shaking. I reached for my knickers. "I'm the same. You just hadn't seen this part."

*

I dressed in his bedroom while he lay on the narrow bed and watched. The room was dim now — early summer evening, the light turning copper through thin curtains. His gaming monitor hummed on standby. The protein powder tubs on the shelf cast shadows.

"What happens now?" he asked. Casual. The voice of a boy asking what's for dinner.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean — are you in charge now? Is that how this goes?" He propped himself on one elbow. "Because I'm not sure I can do that every time. The waiting bit. It's not really my thing."

I pulled my jumper over my head. Smoothed it down. "I know it's not your thing. That's not what I'm asking for."

"Then what?"

I sat on the edge of his desk chair — a battered office chair on casters, the kind universities sell off cheap — and laced my trainers.

"I'm asking for equal footing. Not equality — I'm not naive enough to think we're the same. You're twenty-two and cruel and you get off on control, and I'm forty-three and married and I get off on surrender. Those facts haven't changed. But what changed last week is that I know the cost now. I've seen what it looks like when you make decisions about my life without me. So the arrangement continues — if it continues — with me as a participant who knows the rules. Not a toy."

He was quiet. The television murmured distantly through the floor.

"All right," he said. "Participant. Not a toy." He paused. "Can I still call you Mrs Robinson?"

I stood. Picked up my phone from his desk. Checked the time — quarter past eight. Sandra would be drowsy in the front room. Daryl would be in his study, staring at his inbox. The world continued to turn.

"You can call me whatever you want," I said. "As long as I've agreed to hear it."

I let myself out through the side gate. The gravel crunched under my trainers. The evening was warm and the streetlights were coming on — that amber glow that makes English streets look like film sets in the half-dark. I walked the twelve steps between his front path and mine.

Our house was lit from within. Kitchen light. Study light. The domestic constellation of a married couple occupying separate rooms. I stood on our front path for a moment and looked at it — the bay window, the door Daryl and I had painted navy blue three summers ago, the recycling bins, the wisteria climbing the brickwork.

I went inside. Hung my keys on the hook. Walked past the study door — Daryl's voice still murmuring behind it, another phone call, another ring-fence — and into the kitchen. I boiled the kettle. Made tea. Sat at the table with the seagull mug and drank it slowly.

Then I picked up my phone, opened the conversation with Daryl, and typed: We need to talk properly. Tomorrow. About what we are now. I'll make dinner.

He read it immediately. The blue ticks appeared. Then: Okay.

I locked my phone. Finished my tea. Rinsed the mug and set it upside-down on the draining board.

Tomorrow. We'd talk tomorrow. And I'd say what I needed to say not as the woman scrubbing the carpet or the woman on the kilim, but as the woman who'd just walked into a boy's bedroom and taken exactly what she wanted and walked out again.

That woman had terms. That woman had a voice.

She'd use it.
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I chose the yellow dress.

Not the navy wrap. Not the black lace. The yellow dress — cotton, knee-length, buttons down the front, the one I'd been wearing the afternoon Liam first climbed the fence. I'd washed it since, obviously. Washed it and hung it on the line and ironed it and put it back in the wardrobe where it had sat for three months, untouched, like a piece of evidence I wasn't ready to revisit.

I stood in front of the bedroom mirror and buttoned it from hem to collar. The fabric was thin enough to show the outline of my bra underneath — white, functional, the same one I'd been wearing that first day. My hair was down. No makeup except mascara and a tinted lip balm. Flat sandals. I looked like a woman going to a garden party. I looked like a woman who might bring a pitcher of lemonade to a neighbour.

That was the point.

Daryl sat on the bed behind me, watching. We'd had our conversation — last night, over shepherd's pie and half a bottle of Merlot from the Co-op. Not a grand scene. Not raised voices or ultimatums or a dramatic walk to the front door with a suitcase. Just two people sitting at a kitchen table, saying the ugly things out loud.

He'd told me he wasn't leaving. I'd told him I wasn't stopping. He'd said he knew. I'd said that knowing wasn't the same as agreeing, and I needed him to agree — out loud, with his actual voice, not with a passive "sure" while someone else ran the show. He'd looked at his shepherd's pie for a long time. Then he'd said: "I agree. But I want to be there. Not just hearing about it afterwards. I want to be in the room."

Not as a participant. Not the way he'd been at the three-way, clumsy and displaced. As a witness. A deliberate, positioned witness — present by his own choice, not dragged in by Liam's escalation or ambushed by colleagues who'd seen a video. He wanted to watch his wife because watching his wife was what he wanted, and he was tired of pretending that desire was something being done to him.

Fair enough.

So tonight was designed. By me. Every element chosen, every participant informed, every boundary drawn in advance and agreed to by everyone who'd be in the room. No cameras. No surprises. No circulation.

I'd told Liam yesterday afternoon, over the fence again — our new conference table, the privet-and-timber border where we conducted the business of whatever this was. I'd told him what I wanted, when, and how. He'd listened with his arms folded across his bare chest, nodding, asking one or two clarifying questions with the practical focus of a man being briefed on a project.

"And Daryl watches," he'd said. Not a question.

"Daryl watches."

"From where?"

"The armchair. The one in the corner of the bedroom."

"Your bedroom."

"Our bedroom. Yes."

He'd considered this. "You want me to fuck you in your marital bed while your husband sits in the corner."

"I want you to fuck me in my bed, in my house, on my terms, while my husband is present because I've asked him to be. Not because you arranged it. Not because someone walked in on us. Because I set it up."

He'd smiled — not the predatory grin, not the mocking flash of teeth. A smaller expression. Something that might have been admiration if he'd had the vocabulary for it.

"Seven o'clock," I'd said. "Use the back door. Daryl will let you in."

*

At five to seven I was in the bedroom. The bed was made — fresh sheets, white, hotel-plain. I'd cleared the nightstands of the usual domestic clutter: the water glasses, the paperback novels, Daryl's charging cable, my reading glasses, the hand cream. The room was stripped to its essentials: bed, wardrobe, mirror, armchair. The curtains were drawn. The bedside lamp was on — warm, low, flattering in the way that overhead lights never are.

I stood at the window and listened to the house. Daryl was downstairs. I could hear him moving — the clink of a glass, the tap running, the small domestic sounds of a man making himself a drink before something happens. He'd been calm all day. Eerily calm. The calm of a man who has spent three days in his study calculating every variable and has arrived at a position he can hold.

The back door opened. Closed. Voices — low, brief. Daryl's measured baritone and Liam's lighter register, exchanging the minimal courtesies of two men who have nothing to say to each other but a woman in common. Then footsteps on the stairs. Two sets.

The bedroom door opened.

Liam entered first. Jeans, grey t-shirt, the trainers he'd kicked off by the door downstairs. He scanned the room the way he always scanned rooms — quick, proprietary, mapping the terrain. His eyes landed on the armchair in the corner, then on the bed, then on me.

"Yellow dress," he said. "Nice touch."

Daryl followed. He'd changed into clean trousers and a navy shirt — dressed for the occasion, whatever the occasion was. A date with his own humiliation. A front-row seat to the thing he craved and couldn't name without flinching. He walked to the armchair and sat. Crossed his legs. Uncrossed them. His hands settled on the armrests — flat, deliberate, the same position Richard had instructed him into at the dinner party. But this time he'd chosen it.

"All right?" I asked him.

"All right," he said.

I turned to Liam. He stood in the middle of our bedroom — the bedroom where Daryl and I had slept for eighteen years, where we'd had the last of our real sex, where I'd lain beside my husband and narrated my own destruction while he finished into his fist. The bedroom carpet was cream. The walls were pale grey. There was a framed print of the Cornish coastline above the headboard — a watercolour we'd bought from a gallery in St Ives. Normal. Tasteful. Ours.

"Come here," I said.

He crossed the room. Stood in front of me. Close enough that I could smell his deodorant and the faint residue of whatever he'd eaten for dinner — garlic, bread, something Sandra had cooked. His height put his chin level with my forehead. He looked down at me and waited.

I undid the top button of the yellow dress. Then the second. Then the third, and the fourth, working downward with steady fingers while he watched and Daryl watched and nobody spoke. The dress fell open, revealing my white bra and plain cotton knickers — nothing expensive, nothing purchased for the occasion, nothing that announced I am here to be fucked. Just my body, my underwear, my Tuesday evening self.

"Here's what's going to happen," I said. "You're going to undress me. Slowly — no tearing, no ripping, you take your time. Then you're going to lie on that bed and stay still while I take what I want, at my pace, in front of my husband. When I've come — not before — you can have yours. Anyone in this room who objects to any part of that, say so now."

Nobody objected. From the corner I heard Daryl's breathing change. Liam nodded once.

"Good. Undress me."

He reached for the dress. His hands — large, rough-palmed, the hands that had gripped my hair and slapped my face and pinned me against walls — took the fabric at my shoulders and eased it down my arms with a gentleness I hadn't known he possessed. The cotton slid over my skin. He let it fall to the floor, a puddle of yellow around my feet.

"Bra."

He reached behind me. Unhooked it with one hand — practised, easy — and drew the straps down my arms. My breasts settled free. He looked at them. Not with the calculating smirk he usually wore when my body was revealed — so old, all soft and doughy, the blonde had said — but with a directness that had no script attached. He was looking at me because I'd told him to, and whatever editorial commentary usually ran in his head had been suspended by the terms of engagement.

"Knickers."

He knelt. The sight of it — Liam on his knees, in my bedroom, his face level with my stomach, his fingers hooked into the waistband of my M&S cotton briefs — sent a jolt through me that had nothing to do with submission. He pulled them down. I stepped out.

From the armchair, I heard Daryl's breathing change. Shorter. Faster. The sound of a man watching something he'd paid for with his career and his dignity and his professional standing, and wanting it anyway.

"Stand up," I said to Liam.

He stood. I reached for his t-shirt and pulled it over his head. Unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his jeans. He stepped out of them. Boxers. I pulled those down too, kneeling briefly to get them past his ankles, and then standing again. His cock stood against his stomach — familiar, thick, the cock that had been in my mouth and my cunt and my arse, the cock I'd swallowed in changing rooms and parking lots and hotel beds. I wrapped my hand around it and held it like a claim.

"On the bed," I said. "On your back."

He lay down. The white sheets beneath him, his body arranged across the mattress like an offering — dark against pale, the lines of his muscles, the flat plane of his stomach rising and falling with his breath. He was hard and waiting and doing as he was told, and the combination of those three facts made me wetter than any command he'd ever given me.

I climbed onto the bed. Straddled him. Took his cock in my hand and positioned it at my entrance and paused.

"Daryl," I said, without looking at the armchair. "Are you watching?"

"Yes." His voice was thick.

"Good. I want you to watch me take him. I want you to see exactly what I look like when I choose this."

I sank down.

The stretch was the same as always — the particular fullness of Liam's cock, the pressure against my walls, the depth that pushed against my cervix when I took him all the way. But the frame around it was different. I wasn't being pinned to a kitchen table or bent over a car bonnet or shoved against a changing room mirror. I was sitting upright on my own bed, in my own house, with my hands braced against his chest and my knees either side of his hips and nothing between us except what I'd decided would happen.

I rode him slowly. Long, deliberate strokes — lifting until he almost slipped free, then descending the full length, grinding at the bottom. His hands twitched at his sides. He wanted to grab my hips — I could see it in the tension of his fingers, the muscle jumping in his forearms.

"You can touch me," I said. "Gently."

His hands came up. Settled on my thighs. No gripping, no bruising, no yanking my hair or slapping my arse. Just his palms flat against my skin, warm and large, riding the movement of my hips.

"Tell him what you feel," I said.

"What?"

"Tell my husband. Tell him what I feel like."

Liam turned his head toward the armchair. Toward Daryl, who sat rigid and flushed with his hands white-knuckled on the armrests.

"She's tight," Liam said. His voice was strained, rougher than usual. "Wet. She's absolutely dripping."

"Good," I said. I leaned back, changed the angle, and increased my pace. "Tell him more."

"She's — fuck — she's riding me like she owns me. She's using my cock." He swallowed. "She looks — Daryl, mate, she looks like a different woman."

"I'm not a different woman," I said. I pressed my hands flat on his stomach and ground down hard enough to make him gasp. "I'm the same woman who got on her knees in the garden. The same woman who let you fuck her on the kitchen table. The same woman who took your fist and your cum and your blonde and every single degradation you invented. I'm all of those women. I'm also this one."

Daryl made a sound from the armchair. Not a word. A sound — short, strangled, the noise of a man who's been punched in a place he's been asking to be punched.

I looked at him. My husband. Sitting in the corner of our bedroom in his navy shirt and clean trousers, his erection visible against his thigh, his face a landscape of need and shame and gratitude so tangled together that picking them apart would have required instruments I didn't own. He was watching me fuck another man in our bed and he was more present — more here, more himself, more honestly occupying his own desire — than he'd been in years.

"Touch yourself," I told him. "If you want to."

His hand moved to his zip. He freed himself — fumbling, graceless, his cock already dark and leaking — and began to stroke with the short, urgent rhythm I recognised from all those nights in the dark, all those whispered narrations, all those stories I'd fed him like coins into a slot.

Except this wasn't a story. This was the thing itself. And he was here for it because I'd invited him.

I turned back to Liam. Planted my hands on his chest and rode him harder — faster, deeper, the bed frame knocking against the wall with each thrust. The St Ives watercolour rattled above the headboard. The lamplight made our skin golden and shadows moved across the ceiling and I could hear three sets of breathing: mine, rapid and open; Liam's, tight and held; Daryl's, frantic and uneven from the armchair.

"I'm going to come," I said. To both of them. To the room. "And when I do, I want you both to watch. I want you to see me choose this."

I ground down. Pressed my clit against the root of Liam's cock and rolled my hips in tight circles, chasing the pressure, building it, refusing to rush. His hands tightened on my thighs — the first real grip he'd allowed himself, his fingers digging in as he fought not to thrust.

"Go on then," Liam said through his teeth. "Take it."

I took it. The orgasm crested — a slow, full-body wave that started where his cock pressed deepest and radiated outward, clenching and releasing, my spine arching, a sound leaving my mouth that was low and guttural and mine. Not performed. Not narrated. Not offered as currency for someone else's pleasure. Just mine.

As I contracted around him, Liam bucked — his composure finally breaking, his hips slamming upward, hands gripping my thighs hard enough to mark. He came in three deep surges that I felt as heat and pulse, filling me, his stomach muscles cording, a groan torn loose.

From the armchair: Daryl. Three seconds after Liam. A strangled cry and his hand moving fast and the sound of him finishing — not into my body, not into the act, but into his own fist while he watched. Three feet away. Present. Witness.

The room settled. Three people breathing. The rattle of the watercolour fading. The clock on the nightstand reading 7:34. Half an hour. We'd been at it for half an hour.

I lifted off Liam and lay beside him on the white sheets. His cum ran from me immediately — warm, copious, darkening the cotton. I let it. These were my sheets. My bed. I'd wash them tomorrow. Or I wouldn't.

"Can I —" Daryl started.

"Come here," I said.

He crossed from the armchair. His trousers were still open, his softening cock exposed, his shirt untucked. He sat on the edge of the bed — our side, the side he slept on — and looked at me.

"You don't have to clean anything," I said. "You don't have to perform. Just be here."

He reached out and took my hand. Held it. His palm was damp and warm and his fingers interlaced with mine the way they used to, years ago, in cinemas and restaurants and on the sofa watching Saturday night television. A simple thing. A married thing.

Liam sat up. Reached for his jeans on the floor. He dressed quickly — the efficient, unbothered movements of a young man who'd finished and was ready to move on. T-shirt. Belt. He ran a hand through his hair.

"Same time next week?" he said. The grin was back — smaller than before, but recognisably his.

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

He nodded. Let himself out. I heard his footsteps on the stairs, the back door opening and closing, the crunch of gravel on the side path. Gone. Back to Sandra and the gaming monitor and the single bed.

Daryl and I lay on the bed. Side by side, on our backs, staring at the ceiling. His hand still held mine. His thumb traced slow circles on my knuckle.

"Thank you," he said.

"Don't thank me. I didn't do it for you."

"I know." He turned his head. Looked at me. "That's why I'm thanking you."

The lamp buzzed. Outside, the last of the May light faded behind the curtains. A car passed on the road. A fox barked in someone's garden — that sharp, single note that sounds like a woman screaming until you know what it is.

I closed my eyes.

The yellow dress lay in a puddle on the carpet. Tomorrow I'd wash it and hang it on the line and put it back in the wardrobe. But it wouldn't mean the same thing anymore. None of the same things meant the same things anymore. The house, the bed, the fence, the garden, the kilim-shaped absence on the living room floor.

We'd remade all of it. Not fixed. Remade.

Daryl's breathing slowed beside me. His grip loosened on my hand but didn't let go. I let him hold it. I let myself be held, here, in the bed we'd shared for eighteen years, in the room that now contained everything we were — the suburban and the obscene, the tender and the transactional, the married and the ruined.

Both. All of it. At once.


chapter 
ten



Three weeks later I knelt in the garden and weeded the border.

It was a Saturday. Late May tipping into June, the air thick with cut grass and honeysuckle and the distant snarl of someone's strimmer. I wore old jeans with mud on the knees and a faded Breton stripe top and gardening gloves from Wilko that were two sizes too big. My trowel was blunt. The dandelions were winning. I dug around the roots of a particularly stubborn one and levered it free, shaking the soil from its taproot, and tossed it into the wheelbarrow.

Normal. Ordinary. A woman in her garden on a Saturday morning, doing what women in gardens on Saturday mornings have always done.

Daryl was inside, on a call. He'd gone back to work on the Monday after our conversation — showered, ironed shirt, the good shoes, out the door by twenty past eight with his laptop bag over one shoulder and a Tupperware of leftover pasta in his hand. He hadn't told me what happened when he walked in. I hadn't asked. We'd agreed, without saying it, that his office was his problem and our house was our territory, and the border between the two would be maintained by mutual silence.

I knew some of it anyway. The junior who'd airdropped the video at the Christmas drinks had been quietly let go — not for the video itself, but for an unrelated HR violation that HR had apparently been sitting on since February. Convenient timing. Richard and Jackson had said nothing further. No reference to the dinner party. No knowing looks. They'd folded the evening into the category of things that happen between consenting adults after the third bottle of wine and do not require discussion in daylight. Architects, it turned out, were good at compartmentalising. They drew lines for a living.

Daryl still hadn't touched me. Not sexually — he held my hand now, kissed my forehead when he left for work, sat closer to me on the sofa in the evenings. Small, married gestures that had disappeared during the worst of it and were creeping back like perennials after a hard winter. But he didn't initiate. Didn't reach for me in bed. Didn't suggest, or hint, or position himself in the hopeful, expectant way husbands do when they want to be wanted.

He didn't need to. He had what he needed. And I'd stopped pretending that what he needed was the same as what other husbands needed, or that the difference made him less.

I pulled another dandelion. The root snapped halfway and I swore under my breath — you have to get the whole taproot or the bastard grows back. I jabbed the trowel deeper, excavating around the broken stem, and felt the satisfying give as the remaining root came loose.

"You're murdering those."

I looked up. Liam, leaning on the fence. Arms folded on the top rail, chin resting on his forearms, watching me with the lazy interest of a boy who has nothing to do and all day to do it in. He wore a white t-shirt and joggers. His hair was damp. He smelled of shower gel — the cheap, aggressive kind, all artificial cedarwood and testosterone, the scent that had become as familiar to me as my own soap.

"They're weeds," I said. "That's the point."

"Seems personal. You're going at them like they owe you money."

I sat back on my heels. Peeled off the gloves. My hands underneath were dirty, soil packed under my nails, a blister forming on my right palm from the trowel handle. Forty-three-year-old hands. My wedding ring had a crust of mud around the band.

"How's your dissertation?" I asked.

He blinked. "What?"

"Your dissertation. Your degree. You're at university — presumably you have academic obligations. Exams. Coursework. Something that isn't shagging the neighbours."

He grinned. The old grin, the one that showed all his teeth. "I handed it in last week. Three days late. My supervisor called it 'promising but underdeveloped,' which I think is also what your husband's boss said about me."

"Nobody said that about you."

"Richard implied it. At the dinner party. When he was balls deep in his employee's wife." He tilted his head. "He pulled me aside in Tesco last week, actually. I was buying beans. He was in the wine aisle. He told me I had 'potential' and asked if I'd ever considered a career in property development."

"That's obscene."

"That's networking. Apparently my CV now includes an impressive reference from a man whose cock has been in the same woman as mine." He paused. "Multiple women, technically, if you count the blonde."

I threw a dandelion at him. It hit his forearm and bounced into the privet. He laughed — a real laugh, not the performative cruelty-laugh he deployed during sex. A twenty-two-year-old's laugh. Bright and stupid and young.

"Come to dinner," I said.

He stopped laughing. "What?"

"Dinner. Tomorrow night. Sunday roast. Daryl's doing a chicken — he's been watching those YouTube videos, the ones where they spatchcock it and put butter under the skin. He's very proud. You should come."

"You're inviting me to a Sunday roast."

"I'm inviting you to a Sunday roast. Bring a bottle."

He looked at me. Not the predatory assessment, not the calculating scan, not the dominant's appraisal of his submissive. He looked at me the way a neighbour looks at a neighbour — a twenty-two-year-old boy whose mum lives next door, being invited for a meal by the woman three houses down. Except the woman three houses down had fucked him in car parks and hotel rooms and his childhood bedroom, and the chicken was being roasted by the husband who'd watched and paid and knelt.

"Will it be weird?" he asked.

"It'll be very weird."

"Good weird or bad weird?"

I put my gloves back on. Turned back to the border. Jammed the trowel into the soil beside the next dandelion and worked the blade around its base.

"Just weird," I said. "That's the best I can offer. Weird, with chicken."

"All right." He pushed off the fence. Stretched, arms above his head, the white t-shirt riding up to show the flat strip of stomach I'd licked and bitten and raked my nails across in the dark. "What time?"

"Six."

"I'll bring red."

He walked back across his garden. I watched him go — the easy, loose-limbed stride of a boy returning to his boyhood house, where his mother was probably loading the washing machine and his father was probably reading the paper and the world continued to operate on the assumption that everyone in it was behaving themselves.

I turned back to the weeds.

*

Sunday was warm. I opened the kitchen windows while Daryl wrestled with the chicken. He'd bought it from the butcher on the high street — not Tesco, not the supermarket, the actual butcher, the one with the green awning and the handwritten price cards. Four pounds fifty a kilo. Free range. He'd shown me the receipt with the quiet pride of a man who wanted credit for the effort if not for the outcome.

The spatchcocking was not going well. He stood at the counter with a pair of kitchen scissors, the bird splayed flat on the chopping board, its backbone removed in three ragged cuts that had left bits of cartilage scattered across the worktop. His forearms were slick with chicken fat. A YouTube tutorial played on his phone, propped against the olive oil bottle, the presenter's voice chirpy and encouraging in the way that cooking presenters are always chirpy and encouraging, as if the worst thing that could happen in a kitchen was a soggy bottom.

"The butter goes under the skin," he said, not looking up. "Apparently you make a compound butter with garlic and thyme and then you sort of — push it under. With your fingers."

"I know how compound butter works, Daryl."

"Right. Yes. Of course you do." He pushed a knob of butter under the breast skin with the concentration of a man defusing a bomb. "Do you think he drinks lager or wine? I bought both. I bought a Peroni six-pack and a bottle of that Malbec from Majestic. I didn't know which."

"He said he'd bring red."

"Right. So the Peroni, then. For before."

I set the table. Three places. I used the everyday plates — the white Ikea ones, not the good china. No candles. No tablecloth. Just cutlery and water glasses and a salt cellar shaped like a pig that we'd bought at a car boot sale in Wiltshire six years ago. I put Liam at the side, between us. Not at the head — that was Daryl's place. Not at the foot — that was mine. The middle position: guest, neighbour, the boy next door who was coming for a roast.

At six o'clock the doorbell rang.

Daryl froze over the chicken. His hands were greasy and his apron — a blue-striped thing from John Lewis that he'd never worn before today — was spattered with butter and thyme.

"I'll get it," I said.

I walked to the front door. Opened it.

Liam stood on the porch in clean jeans and a dark green shirt I hadn't seen before — new, possibly bought for the occasion, the collar still stiff with sizing. He held a bottle of Shiraz in one hand. His hair was combed. He smelled of that shower gel again, laid on thick, and underneath it something sharper — aftershave, maybe, or nerves.

He looked like a boy on his best behaviour. He looked like someone's son, arriving for dinner, wanting to make a good impression.

"Mrs Robinson," he said.

"Come in."

He stepped over the threshold. I took the wine. He followed me down the hallway — past the coat hooks and the shoe rack and the framed photos on the wall: Daryl and me on our wedding day, me in a hat at someone's christening, the two of us windswept in Cornwall with the sea behind us. Liam's eyes moved over them. He'd been in this house before — in the kitchen, on the dining table, on the sofa, on the rug — but always as an invader, always crossing a boundary, always taking. Walking in through the front door, invited, wine in hand, was different. He knew it. I could see him adjusting.

"Daryl," I said, leading Liam into the kitchen. "Liam's here."

Daryl turned from the counter. Chicken grease on his hands. The John Lewis apron. A smear of compound butter on his chin. He looked at Liam and Liam looked at him and the kitchen held the two of them — the husband and the lover, the cuckold and the bull, the architect and the boy who'd dismantled his architecture — in the ordinary yellow light of a Sunday evening.

"All right, mate," Daryl said. He extended his hand, then looked at it — greasy, buttery, ridiculous — and withdrew it. "Sorry. Chicken."

"No worries." Liam glanced at the splayed bird on the board. "Looks good."

"First time spatchcocking. YouTube says forty-five minutes at two-twenty. We'll see."

They stood in the kitchen. Two men with nothing in common except me, and nothing to say to each other that didn't route through the body of the woman standing between them in a Breton stripe top and muddy jeans. The awkwardness was enormous. It filled the room like a gas.

"Peroni?" Daryl asked.

"Yeah, go on."

Daryl opened two bottles and handed one to Liam. They clinked — a small, absurd, male gesture, the tap of glass on glass that means we are doing this and neither of us is going to acknowledge how insane it is. Then they drank. Then Daryl went back to his chicken and Liam leaned against the counter and I opened the Shiraz and poured myself a large glass.

We ate at half seven. The chicken was good — better than good, the skin crackling and golden, the meat pink at the bone, the compound butter having done its work. Roast potatoes from the Aunt Bessie's bag, because Daryl's ambition had limits. Green beans. A gravy made from the pan juices that was thin but honest.

The conversation was terrible. Stilted, polite, the verbal equivalent of three people navigating a room full of furniture in the dark. Daryl asked Liam about his degree. Liam asked Daryl about his work. I asked both of them to pass the salt. We discussed the weather, the price of petrol, whether the council would ever fix the pothole at the end of the road. We talked about football — a subject on which Daryl had strong opinions and Liam had better knowledge and I had no interest whatsoever, which made it perfect: a neutral territory where two men could perform masculinity at each other without anybody getting naked.

Nobody mentioned sex. Nobody mentioned the video, the hotel, the dinner party, the kilim, the changing room, the car park, the blonde, the fisting, the cum walk, the cleanup, any of it. It sat in the room with us — invisible, gravitational, the elephant wearing lingerie — and we ate our chicken around it.

It was awful and it was necessary and by the time I cleared the plates I realised it was also, in its terrible way, working. Not because the awkwardness had dissolved — it hadn't, and it wouldn't, not tonight, possibly not ever — but because we were doing it. Sitting at a table. Eating food. Being people. Three adults who had seen each other at their most exposed, their most degraded, their most honest, and were now passing the Aunt Bessie's and pretending to care about Tottenham's back four.

This was what the arrangement looked like in daylight. Unsexy. Graceless. A Sunday roast with a side of shared damage.

Liam left at nine. He shook Daryl's hand at the door — properly this time, no chicken grease, a firm grip and a nod. Then he turned to me.

"Good chicken," he said.

"I'll tell the butcher."

He looked at me for a beat. Then he leaned in and kissed my cheek — a quick, dry press of his lips against my skin, the kind of kiss you give your mate's mum when you leave a dinner party. Casual. Neighbourly. Utterly unlike every other time his mouth had been on my body.

"See you around, Mrs Robinson."

"See you around."

He walked down the path. I watched him go — twelve steps to his front gate, then the turn, then the crunch of his trainers on his parents' gravel, then the door. Sandra's voice from inside, asking how it was. His answer, muffled but audible: "Yeah, really nice. Good people."

Good people. We were good people.

I closed the door.

*

Daryl washed up. I dried. We stood side by side at the sink the way we'd stood ten thousand times before — him with his sleeves rolled to the elbows, me with a tea towel over my shoulder, Radio 2 playing something forgettable from the speaker on the windowsill. He washed each plate with the slow, thorough care he brought to everything — rinsing, scrubbing, checking, rinsing again. I dried and stacked.

"That wasn't as bad as I expected," he said, handing me a serving dish.

"It was exactly as bad as I expected. But I expected bad. So."

"He's not — he's not an idiot, is he? I always assumed he was thick. But he's not."

"No. He's not thick."

"He's just young."

"He's very young."

Daryl rinsed the roasting tin. The water ran brown with chicken fat and thyme. He scrubbed it with a Brillo pad, his elbows working, the suds foaming up around the tin's edges.

"Are you happy?" he asked. He didn't look at me. He looked at the tin. "I mean — is this. Whatever this is. Are you —"

"Happy is a big word, Daryl."

"Are you all right, then. With all of it. With what we are."

I folded the tea towel. Hung it on the oven handle. Leaned my hip against the counter and looked at my husband — at his profile, his thinning hair, the soft pouch of flesh under his jaw that hadn't been there ten years ago, the steady competent movement of his hands in the water. This man. This specific, known, catalogued man, with his twenty-three stirs and his YouTube chickens and his quiet, bottomless need to watch his wife be taken by someone else.

"I'm choosing it," I said. "That's not the same as happy. But it's mine."

He nodded. Rinsed the tin a final time. Set it on the draining board.

"Good enough," he said.

We finished the washing up. He wiped down the counters. I swept the floor. We moved around the kitchen in the practised choreography of two decades, occupying the space without collision, each knowing where the other would be before they got there.

I went into the garden. The evening was warm and still, the sky that deep blue-grey that English summers produce at half nine, when the light refuses to leave completely. The patio stones were cool under my bare feet. I walked to the fence — our fence, the border between our life and his — and leaned on it.

His bedroom light was on. A faint blue glow behind the curtains — the gaming monitor, probably, or his phone. Sandra's light was off. The house was quiet.

I stood at the fence and looked at the garden — at the patio where I'd knelt and watched him, months ago, when this was still a thing that hadn't happened yet. The grey slate was the same. The privet was the same, though it needed trimming — it always needed trimming, that was the nature of privet, you cut it back and it returned. The cherry blossom had dropped most of its petals. They lay on the lawn in pale drifts, browning at the edges.

I'd knelt here. Right here, on these stones, with my knees pressing into the grit between the slabs, and watched a boy in his garden and wanted him. A simple, stupid, ruinous want — the kind that doesn't ask permission and doesn't calculate cost and doesn't care that you're forty-three and married and that the wanting will crack open every container you've built around your life.

I'd wanted him. I'd had him. I'd been destroyed and rebuilt by the having, and the woman standing at the fence was not the woman who'd knelt at it, and the difference between those two women was the entire novel of my life for the last four months.

The patio stones were smooth and cool. I pressed my bare feet against them and felt the day's heat still stored in the slate, rising through my soles. A fox moved along the back wall of the gardens — a dark shape, quick, purposeful, heading somewhere with the absolute confidence of an animal that knows its territory.

Daryl appeared at the back door. "Coming in?"

"In a minute."

He left the door open. The kitchen light made a yellow rectangle on the patio. From inside, the sound of the radio — still playing, still forgettable, the ambient hum of a house with someone in it.

I stood at the fence. The stones under my feet. The privet against my arms. The boy's light in the window next door.

Mine. All of it. Chosen.

I went inside.


afterword


Afterword

Thank you for spending time with this narrator. She was difficult company — self-aware, self-lacerating, darkly funny about her own destruction — and I hope you found her worth the trouble.

Our Neighbor's Son began as a question I couldn't stop asking: what happens to a woman who discovers that the thing dismantling her life is also the thing making her feel most alive? Not in the abstract. In the specific — in the kitchen, on the kilim, in the car park of a supermarket on a Wednesday afternoon. I wanted to write a story where the domestic and the obscene occupied the same room, the same sentence, the same breath. Where a woman could iron a shirt and remember being fisted in the same paragraph, and neither act would cancel the other out.

The Picket Fence Confessions series will continue with new narrators and new confessions. Each book stands alone. The connecting thread is the fence — the line between what a life looks like from the outside and what it contains when the front door closes.

The next confession comes from a different marriage, a different suburb, and a very different crossing of the line. She's already talking. I'm writing her down.

If you enjoyed this book, a review on Amazon helps more than you'd think — even a line or two. For readers who found this story through a recommendation, word of mouth is how books like this find their audience. I'm grateful for every share, every mention, every you need to read this.

You can find me and the rest of the Picket Fence Confessions series on my Amazon author page — follow Cassie Wilder for the next confession the day it lands.

Until the next confession —

Cassie Wilder

Also by Cassie Wilder: The Wife He Failed — a marriage-in-crisis second chance romance about a wife a powerful family wrote off, and a grovel that costs something. → Get it here
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