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The email came in at twenty past three, while Dorian stood over the desk explaining the Ferrybridge account to a man he'd been calling Jamie for the best part of six years.

Joel felt the phone go off against his thigh and left it there. He nodded in the right places. He said makes sense, yeah, I'll flag it, and watched Dorian tap the monitor with one finger, slowly, as though the answer sat behind the glass. The account had lost the depot a week of stock and somebody upstairs wanted a name on the reason. It was Joel's sort of job. Go back through it slowly, find where a number had stopped adding up, hand it in, and hear nothing. He'd made his peace with that years ago. Dorian would go to his grave not knowing that there was more money in an account under a name that wasn't quite Joel's own than this whole floor would clear before Easter. It had got there off the back of his wife with her mouth full on the internet.

Dorian finished, gave the top of the monitor a pat, and wandered off to bother somebody on the second row. Joel got the phone out under the lip of the desk.

The business inbox on the page, the one the serious ones found. He read two lines with his thumb hovering, then stopped dead, because the third line had the word cock in it and he was sitting four feet from Sandra in payroll.

> ...and honestly, the whole office has watched it more than once. How good she looked taking that big cock right down to the base, on her own bed with the lights up - you can't coach that into a girl. She's got it.

He locked the phone. He set it face-down on the desk. His ears had gone warm and he'd gone hard in his trousers in the middle of a claims department on a Tuesday, and he thought, of all the things, that he'd better get a coffee before he tried to stand. Grown professionals in an office two hundred miles south were passing his wife round a screen. Getting hard over the size of the black cock going into her. And here he sat, half-stiff behind a desk, and not one person on this floor could have named him. It had been the joke of his life for years. Lately it was the best cover he'd ever had.

He read the rest in the car park at half four, engine running, heater on. When he got to the number at the bottom he read it three times over, to be sure the comma sat where he thought it did.
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She was at the kitchen table when he got in. Still in the black tunic from the salon, hair scraped up off her neck with a pen shoved through it, painting the nails of one hand with the other and getting more on the table than the nail. The telly was on for company with the sound down. There was a plate with the crusts of somebody's toast on it, hers, she never made it as far as a proper tea, and three glasses of water on the go at different depths.

"Don't kiss me, I'm wet," she said, meaning the nails, holding the hand up flat with the fingers spread. "How was Jamie's day?"

"Jamie had a day." He set his bag down and came round behind her and kissed her anyway, on the side of the neck where the collar gaped, with his hand flat on her back. She leaned back into it with a hum and told him to gerroff, she was concentrating. She smelled of the salon, product and other women's hair. Then she twisted to swat him and the tunic pulled open at the front as she went, her tits big and heavy and soft against the cheap cotton, and he stood back up before it turned into a whole thing. Half-hard off the neck of her already. Not remotely sorry. "Leave that a minute, will you? Only I want to read you something."

"Is it the gas?"

"It's not the gas."

He must have said it wrong, because she looked up with the brush still going. Then she stopped it, and capped it, and pushed the lot away across the table. She turned the chair round to face him, both hands drying in the air, and waited.

He'd chewed it over the whole way home. Whether to just hand her the phone. She'd handed it to him that last time, on the settee, months and a whole other life ago. But that one had been hers to hand. This one he wanted to read out loud. They'd built the first daft thing together at this same table, her on his shoulder while he typed a made-up name into a box. So he stayed on his feet, and got the phone up, and read it to her.

He gave her the top of it plain. The studio's name, who they meant, how long they'd been watching. Then the line about the office, and the big cock, and how good she'd looked taking every inch of it, and his voice dropped and thickened on that part. He stiffened in his trousers reading it out to her, plainly and helplessly, standing there in his own kitchen. Across the table her mouth had come open and she'd gone still with it, and he'd have handed over the whole account to keep the look on her. He told her the next bit, that her last video would sit right at home on the label they ran for exactly that, and he said the label's name out loud and watched her take it in. Then the part that mattered. They had their top man, the best in the business at it. He'd seen the video, and he was keen.

Then he read her the number.

"Read that bit again," she said.

He read it again. Two grand for the day in the hand, and a cut of whatever it made after. And the day meant one day. More for an afternoon than Joel dragged home in two months at the desk.

"Hell's bells," he said, quietly, to the phone.

Vanessa sat there and said nothing at all for a good few seconds. Then she was up, nails forgotten, printing a smudge of red onto the table edge as she came round. She took the phone off him and read it herself, top to bottom, in her socks, mouth slightly open.

"Joel." She looked up, eyes gone bright and huge. "Joel, they've watched it. A proper studio, sat in an office somewhere, watching me take a cock like that. And they've decided I'm it." Her thumb ran up the message and back down, greedy. "They want to film me getting properly fucked, face on, real cameras, and pay me like a doctor for it. And they've got the best one there is, and he's keen, look. It says keen."

"I read it out to you, remember."

"It's his actual job to fuck me." Her hand went up to her own chest, over her heart going daft under it. "This isn't Andre driving up the motorway with his own bag of drinks, bless him. This is people who do it for a living, with a crew, and somebody whose whole job is just the lights." She dropped sideways onto his knee, phone still up between them, warm and heavy across his thigh. "Say a proper thing. And don't you go quiet on me and start counting the ways it could go wrong."

"Give me a chance at the quiet, then." But he had an arm round her middle already, mouth near the pen in her hair, and under all of it was the same low helpless pull that had been there since the first faceless photo went up on a free board. He wanted her to have all of it, and he wanted to watch. She was warm against him, still in what she'd stood up in all day at the salon, and she was reading a porn studio's booking off his own phone. He was hard again, twice in a day, and he'd stopped keeping track of that a long time back.

"You're hard, though," she said, feeling it against her hip, delighted.

"Well, I've gone completely to seed, me. It's a disgrace."

"It's my favourite thing about you." She kissed him quick and got straight up, because she was already gone. Halfway down the road. Thumbs moving on his phone like it was hers. "I'm replying."

"You're not replying yet, though. There's forty questions to…"

"I'm only saying we're interested," she said, not looking up off the screen. "You can have your forty questions after."
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The forty questions took most of the evening, and Mia answered every one.

She rang, in the end, rather than type it. There was too much of it. Joel sat on the arm of the settee with the phone on speaker between them and a pad on his knee he'd written three things on and then forgotten. Mia had a warm, level voice and a knack for saying filthy logistics like she was booking a dental check-up. It got him going all on its own, sat there on the arm of his own settee with a pad on his knee.

She talked them through the shape of it. There'd be paperwork, a panel, the testing, all the things you'd expect, she said. Then a shoot day at the studio. Their crew, their director, a call sheet. The first one, she thought, they'd keep simple.

"Simple how?" said Vanessa. Joel heard the pout in it before it landed. She was cross-legged on the floor against his shins, head tipped back at the phone. "Only your email a while back said two of your men. I'd got quite attached to the idea of two of your men."

Down the line, Mia laughed, easy. "It did, and we'd love that, and we'll get there, I promise you," she said. "But I'd rather build you than throw you in at the deep end. So let's put you in a room with just Marcus first. He's our headline and he's lovely with a new girl, done it a thousand times, so he'll make it easy on you. Honestly, the two of you on camera are worth every penny on your own, before we ever make it a crowd. Then once you've got the measure of a set, we open it right up."

"See, now I want both," said Vanessa, sitting up. "Now I want the one, and then the pair of them at me at once."

"Good," said Mia. "That's exactly why you'll get both."

Joel wrote nothing on his pad and looked at the back of his wife's head. They've had her number since the first minute, he thought. She's the easiest booking they'll land all year and she hasn't even clocked she's being sold to. It should have frightened him, all of it, and low down it did. The old cold worry that they'd got in over their heads, and it was too late now to climb out. A studio. A man who was their headline. Her face on studio cameras in a building he wouldn't be let touch. But the pull was bigger than the fright, by a mile. A man called Marcus was sat across the country tonight, keen, having watched Joel's wife take it to the root on her own bed. Before the month was out he'd be doing it to her himself, with a professional on the lights. Fuck. Joel wanted to see it more than he'd wanted nearly anything. He stayed where he was and let it have him.

Mia said she'd send dates. Vanessa said tomorrow if you like, and laughed, then said no, go on, send them, and don't make me wait. Mia said she wouldn't.
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The dates came through before they'd even finished the washing-up.

Vanessa read it out over the tap. A Thursday, three weeks off, an address, a list of what to bring and what to leave at home. She dried her hands and came and planted herself in front of him, back to the counter, lit right up, the smear of red still on the side of her thumb.

"Right, then," she said. "Three weeks, and I get filmed getting fucked senseless by their number one, in a real studio, paid like a job to do it. And you." She reached out and took a fistful of his shirt and reeled him in by it. "You'll be sat in a corner going quietly out of your mind while a man they pay for it takes your wife apart. Won't you? Same as ever."

"I've told you about saying it like that."

"And I've told you I never will." Low, right up close, her mouth nearly on his. "You love it, though. You've loved it since that first photo went up and you know full well you have. So don't you dare stand there and tell me there's a bit of this you don't want. You'll do your notes and read every email twice over and pick holes in the lot of it, and then you'll sit there in bits while his cock does things to me you'll never manage. And I always come home to you, and I'll tell you every filthy second of it."

Every word of it went low and set him aching. He got her by the waist, both hands, and held on. On the counter his phone chimed once, soft, the page, a fiver off a stranger for a photo of her while she stood in her own kitchen booking the next thing entirely. Neither of them so much as glanced at it. She was stood right here with her fist twisted in his shirt and red varnish drying on the table behind her, and he pulled her in and kissed her properly, and let the count start.
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The lad from the estate agent's had run out of things to say about the boiler.

He'd said the good things about it twice already, the combi being new, the pressure being grand, and now he propped himself in the kitchen doorway jingling his keys, letting them have their minute alone. Ryan, his badge said, in a suit a size too big through the shoulders. He couldn't have been twenty-three.

Vanessa stood square in the middle of the room with her arms folded in the good coat, listening to the noise her boots made on the boards, thinking what she'd thought in every room of this house. We could actually buy this. This one, with the bay window and the strip of garden out the back and the second bedroom Ryan kept calling the nursery or the office, whatever life throws at you, eh… The deposit had sat in the account two years without shifting a penny, the careful little sum two renters put by and left alone. Now there was the other money piled right on top of it. More than the deposit, and more than she could look at straight for very long. She'd earned every pound of it with her face and her mouth and the rest of her, out in front of a phone. Some bloke in a box room had her open on a screen this minute with his cock in his fist, and he'd paid for the look. She kept that to herself, stood there in front of a lad called Ryan in a big suit.

"It's a lot of house for the money," Ryan offered from the doorway, in case they'd forgotten.

"It is," Joel agreed. He was over by the window, quietly doing the survey with his eyes, the damp course and the frames and whatever else he'd read up on for weeks before they came. "And what about the road? Is it quiet?"

"Dead quiet," he said. "School's the far end, so you get the morning for ten minutes and then nothing." Ryan came off the frame. "Tell you what, I'll wait in the car and let you have a proper look on your own, no pressure. Take your time. Doors just pull to."

Then it was the two of them and the empty house and the soft thud of the front door in its frame, and Vanessa turned round to find Joel already looking at her instead of the wall.

"Don't," she said, grinning. "You're off doing sums in your head again, aren't you? We can afford it, babe, I looked at the numbers same as you did."

"I'm not, honestly," he said, and crossed to her. He'd been careful all the way round the house, asking about drains and damp with his hands behind his back, and the heat had been running under it all along. "I'm stood in a house we can actually buy, that's all. And I keep waiting for someone to come and tell us we've read it wrong."

"Nobody's coming. Ryan's sat out there in the car." She got a fist in the front of his coat and reeled him the last step in. Their two faces sat small and dark in the glass of the bay, the grey street behind. "It's ours, near enough. We put the offer in tonight and it's ours. This exact room."

"This is the front room."

"It's the front room of a house we're buying," she said, and put her hand flat on the cold glass beside his head, "with the money off me getting fucked on camera with the lights up. Say that back to yourself and tell me your heart isn't going."

She'd had years of reading it off his face and off the front of his jeans, and both told the same story now, his colour up and him gone quiet. It got her every single time. It got her worse here, in the flat afternoon light, in a room with nothing in it but the pair of them and a For Sale board out the front.

"There's no bed," he said, hoarse.

"There's a sill," she said, already at his belt. "And a wall, and me, and a whole empty house, and a boy sat out there in his car who told us to take our time."

Christ, he was hard before she'd got the buckle open, half gone on the idea alone, and she loved him for it. After all the years, and everyone who'd had her since, her hand at his belt still did that to him in about four seconds flat. She got his cock out and wrapped her hand round it, thick and warm and stiff in her fist, and he made a low sound into her hair. She backed him to the low sill of the bay, the cold of it coming through to the backs of her thighs, and he shoved her skirt up round her waist and got a hand between her legs. He found her already soaked through her tights, her cunt wet and open, because she'd wanted it since the second bedroom.

"Look at the state of you," he said against her throat, two fingers working her slowly. "House isn't even ours."

"Then hurry up and buy it." She dragged her tights down her thighs, awkward and laughing, and pulled him in by the arse with both hands. "Come on. Right here in the window, and let the street have a look if it wants."

He pushed his cock up into her against the glass and she took every inch of him, wet enough that he sank all the way in on the first push, her breath fogging the pane by her cheek. She hooked a leg over his hip and let him have her there in the bay, the sill knocking the frame in time with him, a car going past on the grey road outside and nobody in it looking up. She moaned against the cold glass, loud, past caring who heard. She'd always been loud, and in a house that was nearly hers she was louder. She told him he felt so good, because he did, and told him he'd better not stop.

And the whole filthy afternoon was still going round in her head while he did it, so she put her mouth right at his ear and gave him that too. "In three weeks a man I've never met is going to fuck me on camera, and pay me a fortune to do it, and we're buying this house with the money. And you'll be sat in the corner with your cock in your hand, watching." His hips stuttered. Got him. "You want to, don't you? And don't lie to me, I felt you jump."

"I want to." Flat and helpless, the truth with the arguing gone clean out of it. "God, Ness. Every second."

"I know you do, love." She kissed him, filthy and fond at the same time, and clenched round him as hard as she could manage. "I'll go and get properly wrecked by their best man, and walk back through that door with his cum still in me, and you'll get every filthy inch of it out of me after. Now put your back into it. We've a house to buy."

He laughed into her mouth and did as he was told. Easily the best it had ever been, she decided halfway through, and she'd thought that a lot lately. He came in her with his forehead down on her shoulder, saying her name into it. She felt him spill, and held his head there, and grinned past it at their reflection in the dark glass, her skirt round her waist and her husband folded into her. His cum ran warm down the inside of her thigh and she left it there, and pulled everything back up over the mess of it, and they went and put the offer in from the car. Full asking. Ryan knew fine well what they'd been at in there, and made a poor job of pretending otherwise, and Vanessa grinned at him the whole way through it.
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The toy came on a flat grey Wednesday, in a plain brown box with a courier's sticker on it.

She heard the thud on the mat before she was fully up, and knew it by the size of the box and the giddy little kick it still gave her, even now. She'd paid for this one herself, out of her own money, and it was nobody's business but theirs. They just bought them now. For themselves, because they fancied it. She sat on the bottom stair in Joel's T-shirt and picked the tape off and had a look, and it was daft and it was pink and it did a thing she'd read three reviews about. Oh my days, she thought. Money and no shame and a house on the way. They were going to be an absolute menace.

They broke it in that night, and it lived up entirely to the reviews. Joel worked it into her slow, watching her mouth come open and her eyes go, and she came so hard round it she had to grab his wrist and tell him to stop, laughing, no use to anybody.

She'd bought the coat too, the good one she'd worn to the viewing. It had cost more than a whole month of clothes used to, back when a month of clothes was a number she had to work with. She'd stood in the shop and looked at the tag and waited for the flinch, and the flinch hadn't come, so she'd bought it and worn it out. She'd texted Joel a photo of herself in it in the changing-room mirror. Don't check the balance x. He'd fired straight back, what balance x.

She still went to the salon. It fairly set Donna off when Vanessa finally told her a sanded-down half-true version over the mid-morning brew. She was in her usual days, same as ever, sweeping up and settling old Mrs Petrie under the dryer and telling her yes, love, the perm's taken lovely. And on her days off there was a studio down south who reckoned she was worth two grand and a car to the door.

"You want to jack it in," Donna said, meaning the salon, delighted and appalled at once. "You don't need this any more, do you? Look at you."

"I like it, though." And she did, oddly. "I'm not here for the money, am I? I never was. I'm only here for you and Tash and the biscuits."

"You're here to keep your feet on the ground," Donna said, and Tash shouted through from the basins that some of them would love the chance to keep their feet on a studio, thanks very much. The three of them laughed, and that was that. She kept the job.

The paperwork wanted a name that wasn't hers. She was not putting a salon receptionist's real name on a thing that carried her face into a room full of strangers who'd paid to look, not with Mrs Petrie's granddaughter in her year at school and the whole town two people deep in every direction. So she sat at the kitchen table with Joel and a glass of wine and picked one, and they made a whole evening of it.

"Not Roxy," Joel said. "You're not a Roxy."

"I could be a Roxy, though. On a Thursday I could be absolutely anything." But he was right, she wasn't. She tried a few out loud, like earrings held up to a mirror, and they were each of them either a joke or a nan, until she landed on one that sat right the first time she said it. "Nina. Nina Wells."

"Where's Wells come from?"

"Nowhere. I just like how it sits." She said it again, and it still sat right. Nina Wells, who did this for a living and went home to nobody's business. It gave her a small cold thrill, having a name that wasn't hers, and she wrote it at the top of the form in her own hand.

And it was not going to stop at Marcus. She wanted the rest of it, and Mia had as good as promised it. One man first, the headline, the easy one, to find her feet. And then they'd put more men in the room. She thought about that more than she thought about the one man. Not the one man. The two of them, working her at once, then more than two. A cock in each hand and one in her mouth and never a second to catch her breath. The whole idea of walking onto a set full of professionals and being the thing they'd built the entire day around, opened up and filled and passed between them, and loving it. Wanted like that, by that many. She was properly getting started, at twenty-eight, and she meant to have the lot.
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Ryan rang on the Friday, and she knew from the so that opened it, the pleased professional so, before he'd got another word out.

"So. Good news, Vanessa." He milked it a second longer than he needed to. "They've accepted. Full asking, no chain your end, and they'd like to be out by autumn. So that's you sorted, pending the boring bits."

She said the right things and thanked him and hung up, and stood in the rented flat that wouldn't be theirs much longer with the phone still warm in her hand. It's ours. The house with the bay. The one with the front room she'd very nearly gone through the floor in.

Bought with money they mostly had, and a good deal more that was coming, and the more that was coming was for a Thursday she hadn't lived yet with a man she'd only ever heard described. They were buying a house on the strength of a promise that a professional was going to take her apart on camera, and that it would be good enough the studio came back for more.

Vanessa put the phone down and pressed both hands over her face and did a small, undignified dance on the spot in the kitchen, on her own, grinning into her palms.

Bleeding hell, she thought. We're actually doing it.
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"You'd never know, would you," Vanessa said, craning up through the windscreen. "Not a clue. You could bring your nan here."

Joel wouldn't have known it either. He'd spent three hours of motorway building the place up in his head, and none of that had looked like this. It was a flat-fronted unit on a business park the far side of Watford, grey cladding and a blue door, wedged between a firm that sold tiles by the pallet and a firm that did something with fire doors. A wheelie bin stood out front with a padlock on it. The sign said CROWN CONTENT LTD in the same plain font the accountants two doors down used, and no more than that, because you didn't advertise. He let the engine tick as it cooled. Behind that blue door, in three days, a crew of professionals were going to film his wife getting fucked stupid for money, and the two of them wouldn't sit together in his head.

"Come on, then." She was out already, the good coat on. "Don't make me walk in on my own. I've gone shy."

"You've never gone shy in your life."

"First time for everything." But she waited at the door and took his hand while she thumbed the buzzer, and hers was cold.

Reception was a woman called Priya at a normal desk, with a lanyard and a water cooler and a low sofa with last month's Radio Times fanned on the table. She signed them in and gave them a sticky badge each. Joel peeled his and pressed it to his chest, JOEL — VISITOR in blue biro, and stood in a porn studio's reception wearing a name badge like a kid on a school trip.

Then Mia came through.

He'd have known her anywhere off the phone, that warm level way she had. In the flesh she was fifty-odd, soft cardigan, reading glasses shoved up in her hair. She took Vanessa's cold hand in both of hers and held it.

"There she is. Look at you," Mia said warmly, keeping hold of the hand a moment longer. "You found us all right, then? Nightmare of a road, that one. Come on through, love, kettle's on, and I've a mountain of paper with your name on it. Your other name."

"Nina." Vanessa stood up a little straighter as she said it.

"That's the one," Mia said, holding the door back with her hip. "Mind the step there, love, nobody's ever got round to fixing it."
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The paper was the part nobody put in the fantasy, and it ran the best part of an hour, and Joel found he couldn't look away from it.

They sat at a table in a bright back room and Mia went through it a page at a time in that same flat kind voice. There were consent forms, then the panel, which meant the clinic, a date and a slip and a list of what they screened for, laid out as calmly as a smear. Then the schedule. Then the release, the one that mattered, the one that said the studio owned the film and could sell it wherever it liked. Vanessa read that twice before she signed Nina Wells, in a hand not quite her own.

Then Mia slid the final sheet across. "This one's just yours, love," she said, squaring it up in front of her. "Take your time with it. There's no wrong answers and no right ones, it's only so nobody puts you anywhere you don't fancy going."

The sheet was a checklist. A neat printed grid, YES and NO down the side and a third column headed WILL DISCUSS, and down the left every act one body could do to another. Kissing. Oral, giving and receiving. Deep throat. Anal. Double. Joel read it upside down across the table. There were words on a laminated sheet in that bright office next door to a tile wholesaler that he'd only ever heard spoken in the dark, in her mouth with his cock in it, meant only for him. Now they sat in ten-point type with a biro on a string beside each box.

Vanessa took the biro. She didn't rush it, and she didn't giggle, which he'd half expected her to. She read it like she'd already decided, and she went YES, YES, YES down the column, cleanly and steadily, one box after the next, and his mouth went dry watching her hand move. Down the country Marcus had the same grid in front of him right now, totting up what he'd be doing to another man's wife, and the thought of it had Joel half-hard under the table before he'd decided to be. She got him hard twice a day off one look across a kitchen. Now she was working down a printed list of everything she'd let a stranger fuck into her on camera, ticking a tidy box against each one, and the flat clerical calm of it undid him worse than any dirty word she'd ever breathed in his ear.

Halfway down she stopped and tapped the pen on a line, thinking. It was the anal one, and she looked up at Mia, not at him.

"That one. I've done it the once, years back, and it wasn't, you know … not up to much." She said it like she was taking a coat back to a shop. "Can I put the middle? The discuss one?"

"You can put whatever you fancy, love, that's what it's for," Mia said, reaching over to tap the column. "Nobody springs a thing on you here, Marcus especially. He'll take you there or he won't go near it, and it's your word on the day, not his."

"Middle one, then." She put WILL DISCUSS, and moved on, and gave three more YES without stopping. Joel sat four feet off with his hands on his thighs, hard under a strip light, ashamed of not one bit of it.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He got it out under the table, glad of a place to put his eyes, and it was Dorian. Jamie can you dig me out the Ferrybridge reconciliation b4 5, upstairs on my back re that shrinkage number. He read it twice. His wife was across the table marking a box that said deep throat, yes, paid more for one Thursday than that whole shrinkage business had ever cost the depot, and Dorian wanted his file by five and called him Jamie to ask. Joel turned the phone over on his knee and left it there. There was no good reason he was still going in at all, none he could say out loud.
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Wardrobe was a rail on wheels in a side room and a young lad called Theo with a tape measure round his neck, who talked to Vanessa's body the way a decorator talks to a wall.

"Can I." He didn't quite wait, but he asked with his eyebrows, and then he had the tape across her bust over the coat, briskly, bored and kind, reading the number off quietly to himself and biroing it onto the back of his hand. "Lovely. You're an easy fit, you'll be pleased to hear, there's loads on here that'll sit right on you." He held things off the rail against her without a flicker, a green one and a black one and one that was mostly straps, laying each to her front and standing back to squint. "That green. Marcus always reads better against a colour, trust me."

She tried it in the corner behind a curtain that didn't quite meet, and came out in it, and Joel forgot the badge on his chest. It was cut low and cut short. Her tits sat pushed up and full at the top of it, and the hem stopped not far past her arse, so there was a long run of bare leg under it. Theo looked her over with his head tipped, checking coolly how it hung on her. Joel looked at her and saw his wife. She found his face past Theo's shoulder, his own Vanessa smiling out from under Nina, delighted, and she gave a tiny turn on the spot for him and no one else. He was throbbing in his jeans just looking at her. Three days, and another man would have this exact dress off her under the lights, his cock in her in front of a room full of strangers, and Joel stood wherever they decided to put him.

"Go on, then," she said, tugging the hem straight, pink with it. "Tell me I look filthy."

"You look filthy."

"And you'd have me in it right now, wouldn't you?" she breathed, holding the hem down against her thighs. "Shame. It's coming off me for him, not you. You'll be stood at the back with your cock aching and nowhere to put your hands."

"God. Yes."

"Good." She turned to Theo, easily. "He's simple to keep happy, this one. Always has been, bless him."
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The director came in while Theo was zipping the green back onto its hanger, a compact woman in her forties, cropped grey hair and a coffee, unhurried. Cass, she said, and no surname with it. She shook Vanessa's hand, and then Joel's, sizing him up openly as she did it.

"You're the husband, then," Cass said, still holding on to his hand. "Off the videos. You shoot all her stuff yourself?"

"He does the lot," Vanessa put in before he could. "Filmed it, edited it, ran the page. He's brilliant at it."

"Was." Cass drank her coffee, not unkindly. "You're off the clock here, love. We've got Danny for the camera. You can watch if she wants you in the room, we allow that, and some like it and some can't stomach it. Just stay back behind the tape and out of Danny's light and we'll all get on grand." She turned back to Vanessa and forgot him completely. He stood at the edge of the room with his hands in his pockets, wearing a badge that said VISITOR.

A runner asked him, kindly, if he wanted a coffee, and nodded him towards a chair against the wall.

He took the chair. He watched his wife stand in the middle of the floor while Cass walked slowly round her, reading her.

"You've a proper look on you, you know that?" Cass told her, tipping her head. "It films. Plenty don't. You will." She stopped square in front of her. "So how far are you, honestly? Because I build the day round the answer, and I'd sooner have it now than find out at the deep end."

"Far as it goes." Vanessa answered straight off, chin up. "I don't want the careful version. I've had careful on our own page for months, and I've come all this way for the proper thing. I want more than one cock at once, and I want it on your cameras. I want you to make me take more than I ever reckoned I could…"

"Marcus first," Cass said evenly, and finished her coffee. "Then the rest of it, if you're half as good as she reckons. Two, three men on you at the once, the works. That's where you're headed, love, if the Thursday goes how I think it will."

His cock kicked at it, right there where he sat. Bloody hell. Two of them, three, stretching her out between them while he watched.

"Then you'd best start lining them up," Vanessa said.

That got to him, over on his chair by the wall. A few months back she'd have fired a line like that straight at his face, playing it for him. This one she gave to a stranger with a coffee, and her eyes stayed on Cass the whole time. He sat there, cock stiff in his jeans, the want climbing up him so fast he had to drop his eyes to the floor. Three days. He didn't know whether he wanted the Thursday to hurry up or wanted to be sick in the car park.
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They'd built a bedroom inside the warehouse, and the fakeness of it got him first.

A bed on a low grey platform, made up in white, lit hard from three sides. Behind the headboard a wall went up head-high and then stopped. Past its top edge you could see the real unit carrying on: the roof girders, a fire door, a stack of the tile firm's pallets showing through the gap where the two businesses shared a wall. On the nightstand stood a lamp that wasn't plugged into anything.

And in an hour a man was going to fuck his wife in it, while four people who did this Monday to Friday stood round and watched the light.

"Behind the tape for me, love." A lad in a Crown Content hoodie, kindly enough, walking him to a strip of gaffer stuck down on the concrete a good eight feet back from the platform. "Anywhere this side's grand. Just not in Danny's eyeline, not near the stands, they get hot. Coffee's on the trestle if you fancy it."

Joel took the coffee to have something to hold, and stood where he was put. Danny was the cameraman. A big calm bloke, setting a rig on a wheeled arm, panning it slowly across the empty bed and back. That job had been Joel's from the start. His phone, his frame. The whole thing only existed because he'd stood behind it and made it. He had a phone on him now, in his pocket, and nowhere on God's earth he was allowed to point it. He drank the coffee. It had gone lukewarm before anyone said action and he kept holding it anyway, so he'd look like he had a reason to be stood there.

She came out of the side room in the green dress and the heels, hair done, mouth done. Somebody had oiled her legs and her chest and they shone under the hard lights. She looked incredible. Nina, all over. She found her light without being told, stood on a mark a girl showed her, and laughed easily at Danny's crack about the weather, like she'd been on the payroll for years.

She did not look for Joel. He clocked it from where he'd been put, and it sat cold under his ribs. Nerves, he told himself. Hers. She was allowed them.

Then Marcus came in, and Joel got his first proper look at the man they'd all been talking round since the email landed.

He was tall and big with it, wide through the shoulders and flat through the middle. He had a robe on and he shrugged it off and handed it to the girl without a thought, easily. His skin was very dark against all that white bedding. He was hung heavy even soft. Thick and long, hanging halfway down his thigh. Joel's eye caught on it and stuck and would not come off. Bigger than him. A good deal bigger soft than Joel had ever managed hard.

Marcus caught him looking, over by the wall, and didn't smirk about it. He gave Joel a small nod, one bloke to another. Decent. Then he went over to Vanessa and asked her, low, if she was alright, if there was anything she didn't want doing. And Joel stood at the tape and watched the man be kind to his wife ten minutes before he fucked her.

"Right, my loves." Cass came over with a fresh coffee and a headset round her neck, cropped grey and unbothered, clapping her hands once. "Easy one to start. Nina, you're sat on the end of the bed, he comes to you, you take your time getting him out. Danny's wide, then he swings round your right. Eyes off the lens till I say. When I say, you give it to me. Yeah? Lovely. And relax, the pair of you, it's only telly." A couple of the crew laughed. "Whenever you like, Danny. In your own time, Nina… off you go."

And just like that, with no more ceremony than a woman starting a wash, it started.

Vanessa reached up and Marcus bent down and they kissed. A real kiss, open and slow, her hand going up the back of his neck. His chest went tight, watching her do to a stranger the thing she did to him in their kitchen every morning. She ran her hands down the flat of the man's stomach and took him in her fist. Or tried to. Her fingers wouldn't quite close round the thickness of him. Joel heard the small sound she made, low in her throat. He was hard in his jeans before he'd decided a single thing about it.

She went down on him with her whole appetite, greedily, straight to it. Her lips stretched round the head of him, and then she took him deep, as much as she could, her hand working the root her mouth couldn't reach.

Marcus put one big hand in her hair, not pulling, just holding. "There you go," he said, quietly. "Nice and slow." And she moaned round him at being told.

Fuck. She had it halfway down her throat, eyes watering, and she was loving every inch of it. She came off him wet and looked up. "God, I've wanted this cock since the day they booked it," she said, and went straight back down onto it. This was the woman who'd married Joel at twenty-four having never touched another soul.

"That's it, Nina, lovely." Cass, flat and easy, drinking her coffee, walking slowly round in a half-circle. "Danny, come round, I want the length of it going in. Nina, spit's your friend, don't be shy. Beautiful. Now up to me for one. Hold it there. Good girl. Back to him."

She gave the lens what it wanted, wet-mouthed and shining, and then went back to the cock in her hand like it was the only thing in the county. And Joel watched his wife get told how to suck a stranger off by a woman with a coffee. It should have been the filthiest thing he'd ever seen.

He was aching in his jeans. He wanted his hand on himself, badly, and this was the one room on earth he couldn't. So he held the cooling cup and watched.

At home she'd have found his face by now. She'd do the daft brave thing, then look straight over to watch him take it.

He'd have been down the far end of that bed with his phone up, in it, the reason the thing was happening at all. Here she never once looked over. She'd gone off into the lens on its wheeled arm, and there was no room in that for him, and Joel stood there harder than he could ever remember and kept waiting on a glance back that wasn't coming.

"Stop there a sec." Cass again. They stopped dead, both of them, mid-everything, his cock sliding wet out of her mouth, and they held like two people paused on a telly. Danny wheeled the rig two feet left and dropped it low. Someone darted in, blotted Vanessa's chin with a tissue, and was gone. "Right, straight back in. Nina, up on the bed for me, on your back, head this end. Marcus, love, whenever you're set."

The reset didn't break it. They could stop the thing stone dead and start it up again a minute later, and the heat came straight back off it.

She lay back where she was put and let her knees fall open for a man on a schedule. Joel saw her cunt, bare and already wet under the white lights, shining with it. She's soaked, he thought. They haven't even started and she's soaked, for a stranger, on camera. He looked at the fire door for a second to get his breath.

Marcus knelt up between her legs, took himself in his hand, and ran the head of himself slowly through her. She lifted to it. Then he pushed, and the whole thick length of the man sank up into her in one long steady push. Watched her stretch round it and take it and take it and keep taking it, her mouth coming open on a sound she wasn't performing for anyone.

The join of them was right there under the light. Dark and wet and out in the open, his cock dragging out shining to the tip and going back in. That's another man's cock going into my wife, Joel thought, and I'm stood eight feet off it with a hard-on and there's not one thing I can do about it. His own cock jumped hard enough to hurt.

"Fuck," Vanessa said, not to Joel, not to anyone, up at the ceiling. "God, you're big. You're so big, go on, all the way, fuck me properly…"

"You've got it." Marcus, low, easy, one hand clamped on her hip, giving it to her in long deep drives that shunted her up the white sheet an inch at a time. "There. That's the whole lot of it, and you're taking it lovely."

"Eyes to me on the deep one, Nina." Cass, off to the side, unhurried. "Both of you, right into the camera. Beautiful. That's the shot."

And Vanessa gave the camera the face Joel had spent seven years thinking was only ever aimed at him. He stood at his line, heart slamming, cock like iron. There she was, filled to the back of her and loving it, telling a roomful of men she'd never met that she wanted the whole of it.

Danny had the camera Joel used to hold himself. The girl had her tissues, and Cass had the whole shoot running in her headset. Joel had a cold coffee and a bit of tape to stand behind.

Marcus turned her over without being asked and brought her up onto her knees. She went eagerly. Arse up, face down, then back up to find the camera again. He took her from behind, hands spanning her waist, and her tits swung heavy under her with every drive of him. The sound of it was wet and hard and filled the fake little room.

His own cock was a hard ache against the denim, wet at the tip, both hands full of a cold paper cup. Danny brought the rig in low and tight on the place the man went into her. There's my wife, he thought, taking a stranger on a wage, and I filled in the form that put him there.

Christ almighty, the size of him going in and out of her. She reached back, grabbed her own arse and pulled herself open wider for it, filthy and past all shame. "Harder," she told him. "Come on, that fat cock, all of it, I can take it. I can take more than that, don't you dare go easy on me…" And he gave her more, and she took it, and she was extraordinary.

"That's my girl. Bring her home when you're ready, Marcus." Cass drifted in close, Danny at her shoulder. "Nina, he's going to finish on you, and I want you looking straight up that lens when he does. Big finish. You know what I want."

"On my face," Vanessa said, twisting round for it, up on her knees now, mouth open, hand pumping him fast. There was no part of this she wasn't running herself. "Come on, give me your cum, all over my face, let them see how much I want it…"

He finished like that. Over her face, her open mouth, her chin. Thick ropes of it. She caught it with her eyes shut and then opened them straight up the lens, just as Cass had asked, dripping with a stranger and glowing like she'd won something.

Sweet Jesus. He was close to coming and he hadn't laid a finger on himself. It stood there at the brink of him and no further, both hands round a cold paper cup behind a line of gaffer tape.

"And cut. That's the one, we've got it." Cass was already turning away, pleased, businesslike. "Gorgeous work, both. Nina, you're a natural, I said you'd be. Somebody get her a robe and a water, she's earned it."

The room came back to being a warehouse. The lights dropped a stop. Someone laughed over by the trestle. Marcus sat back on his heels and blew out a breath, then leaned in and said something low and kind, and Vanessa laughed, wiping her face with the back of her wrist. She pulled the offered robe round her.

Joel had braced himself back in his corner for it to level him, for the biggest filthiest thing they'd ever done to knock him flat like that first photo once had. What he got instead, as Cass called the wrap, was relief. Plain relief that it was over and he could put the cold coffee down. It caught him so badly off guard he nearly said it out loud.

Vanessa came to him across the concrete in the borrowed robe, bare feet, mascara gone. Herself again the second she was off the mark. She was warm and real under his hands, and she tucked her head in under his jaw and let out a long breath.

"That was a lot," she said, quietly, only for him now, come back from wherever she'd been. "Get me out of here, love. I just want to be in the car."

They drove out past the tile firm and the fire doors and the padlocked bin, back into the ordinary afternoon, and she put her hand on his leg at the first roundabout and kept it there. Out on the dual carriageway, with the business park gone behind them and just her and him in the car, everything that had gone flat under those lights finally started to move in him. Low down and warm and building, and by the time they hit the roundabout at the top of their road he was hard again with her hand still on his leg.
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The heels came off in the hall, one then the other, and she left them where they fell.

She got the green dress off in the kitchen, over her head and onto the back of a chair, and stood there in the middle of the kitchen with nothing on, because the studio had sent the underwear off with the wardrobe. Joel put the kettle on out of pure habit. Then he looked at her stood there and didn't switch it on.

"Don't," she said. "Not tea. God, not tea."

"No. No, you're right."

She was still half Nina. She'd spent all day as a woman called Nina Wells who did this for money, who'd let a man she'd met at eleven that morning fuck her in front of four strangers and a director calling the angles. Then she'd got in her own car and driven up her own road, and by the ring road she'd slowly started coming back to herself, and she still wasn't all the way there. Her body was still humming with it. She'd been wet and wound tight since about half past one, and it was all still sat in her. Nobody had turned the key.

She hadn't come. Not once the whole shoot. Nina didn't come. Nina gave them the face and the noise and the shaking, and kept the real thing back all day, because the real thing was his.

"Come here," she said.

He came over. He always did when she used that voice on him, and she loved him stupidly for it, her ordinary careful man who'd stood behind a strip of tape all afternoon with a coffee going cold in his fist while a stranger split his wife open on a bed. She'd known exactly where he was in that room every single minute, without once turning her head.

She took his hand and put it flat between her legs, and she was so wet he swore under his breath.

"Feel how wet I am," she said. "That's been like that for hours, Joel. That's me stood on a mark all day with another man's cock in me and my husband ten feet away, not allowed to lay a finger on me."

"Ness." His voice had gone thick.

She rocked onto his hand and had to grip his shoulder to stay up. She got her mouth against his ear. "They think they got it today," she said. "They got Nina, they got the film, they reckon that was the whole thing. They've no idea the whole thing doesn't even start till I've got you home and you're inside me."

She pulled him through to the bedroom by the belt.
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She got him out of his clothes quickly and roughly and pushed him back onto the bed, and that was the first time all day she'd been the one deciding anything.

On set she'd been moved about like furniture. Sit here. On your back, head this end. Up on your knees, love, give me the deep one, eyes to the lens. Six hours of being pointed, and she'd loved every second, more than she'd have admitted to a soul. But she got Joel flat on his own bed and climbed up over him, and there was nobody's shot to call but hers.

He was already hard, and had been most of the way up the motorway, she suspected. She took hold of his cock, ordinary and familiar and hers, lined him up, and sank down onto him slowly, in one long go. They both stopped breathing.

"Oh," she breathed. "That's better. So much better."

She started to move on him, deep and slow, taking him to the hilt and lifting nearly all the way off and sinking back down, her hands spread on his chest. His hands found her hips and she was glad of them there, warm and small and hers. She kept her eyes on his face. She'd gone all day without it and she wanted it now.

"Ask me," she said.

"Ask you what." But he knew. She felt his cock jump up inside her.

"You know what. You've been dying to since the car, you went dead quiet on the motorway." She rolled her hips and made him gasp. "Go on. I'll tell you anything. All the filthy bits the camera never got…"

He swallowed hard. His hands tightened on her.

"Was he bigger than me?" Joel said.

She sank all the way down and held it there, right at the bottom of him, and told him the truth, straight.

"Yeah," she said gently. "God, yeah. You saw the size of his cock, but you didn't feel it and I did. When he first pushed it into me I had to stop and just breathe round it. You remember they held the shot? That wasn't for the camera, love, that was me honestly working out how to take a cock that big. He stretched my pussy right open, Joel. I could still feel where he'd been an hour later, sat next to you in the car saying nothing."

His whole body went tight under her.

"You want more?"

"Yeah." Barely a word. "Tell me the rest."

She gave him more, in her own time, riding him through it, watching it show in his face as she went. Handing it over was hotter than getting it had been, and it wasn't close.

"He fucked me properly," she said. "And none of it was careful. He had me face down with a hand round the back of my neck and he took me till I couldn't get a breath, and I looked straight down that lens like a good girl and all that time I was thinking about you. Not him. You, stood right there watching a stranger fuck your wife, hard as a rail, and not able to touch me or touch yourself, half out of your head with it." She was breathless now, working faster on him. "That's what nearly finished me. Not his cock. That." She dropped her voice. "And I sucked him, right down as far as he'd go, till my eyes ran with it. And even then, love, knelt up there with a stranger's cum all down my chin in front of the lot of them, the only thing in my head was you seeing it."

"And you were thinking about me the whole time?" Joel's voice was wrecked under her. "His cock, his cum, the whole lot of it, and it was me you were doing it for."

"But you never once looked over at me." His voice cracked on it, and she stopped, and put her hand on his face.

"I couldn't. That's exactly why I didn't, because if I'd looked at you the once I'd have gone straight back to being your Ness and fallen to pieces, and Nina had a job to do." She leaned down over him, her tits against his chest, her mouth on his mouth. "So I saved it. I saved looking at you for now. I wasn't away from you, you daft man, I was doing all of it at you. You just couldn't see the wire."

He groaned low in his chest and got an arm round the small of her back. That was him finished being still.

"Come here," he said, and rolled her under him.

She went onto her back gladly and let him, and he came up over her and shoved back into her hard, and she cried out for real, no camera to pitch it for. All day she'd been the one calling it, and now she got to lie back and let him. He hooked his hand under her thigh and opened her right up and fucked her, watching her face, and she looked up at him with no lens to hunt for. Before long a room of strangers would watch two men do this to her at once, she thought, and it made her clench tighter round him.

"And there's one bit you've not had yet," she gasped, before he could ask. "I didn't come. Not once all day, I wouldn't let it out of me." She got her ankles round the backs of his legs and pulled him deeper. "I've been carrying it since half one, waiting for you. So you're going to finish what a professional couldn't manage, and don't you stop till I do."

"You held it all day." He drove into her harder and she took every inch. "You had that off him and you saved it for me."

"Every second of it. Now come on, make me come on your cock, I'm dying here…"

He got his thumb down onto her clit and she went off straightaway. The whole day of it let go at once, her back arching up off the bed, still sore and stretched from the afternoon, coming on her husband's cock with the ache of a stranger still in her, clenching down on him so hard he swore. She was still coming when he shoved deep and held and came, pumping his cum into her. God alive. She felt every jerk of it filling her, and she pulled him down flat and kept him there while they both shook, his face in her neck, her hand fisted in his hair, both of them wrung out and grinning like idiots in their own bed.

"That one's mine," she said, when she could talk. "They can keep the film."
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Later she lay half across him with the duvet shoved off, both of them cooling, his hand moving up and down her back without either of them thinking about it. Down the road a house with a bay window was going through a solicitor's, the same one they'd nearly gone through the floorboards of, bought off the back of exactly this. She'd think about how mad that was another day. Tonight it just felt like they'd got clean away with it.

"Can I ask you something?" Joel said, flat on his back.

"Ask me whatever you like tonight. You've earned that much."

"In the corner today. While it was going on." He stopped. "I kept waiting for it to level me, the way that first photo did, and the mask after it, all of it. And it just never quite landed. I stood there hard as anything and it wouldn't hit, and then it was over and I felt relieved and couldn't work out why, and I've felt like a fraud about it the whole drive home." A breath. "Does that make me broken?"

She propped herself up on his chest and looked at him, and thought hard about how to say it so it was true and didn't spook him.

"No," she said. "I don't think you're broken at all, love."

His phone went on the nightstand. A single buzz, then the little chime. She reached over him for it, because his phone had been half hers for two years and neither of them thought twice about it, and it was Mia.

Cass is over the moon, both of you were an absolute dream. She wants Nina back in for the bigger day whenever you fancy it — two of the men this time, proper booking, we'll sort numbers. Take a long bath, you've more than earned it xx

Vanessa read it twice, and felt it go right through her, low and hot. Two of them at once, at last. She turned and showed him the screen without a word, and watched his face for it.

And Joel read it, and she watched him get to the two of the men, and she braced herself for the flinch. It didn't come. His shoulders came down instead and he went easy underneath her.

"You should do that one on your own," he said quietly, like it had only that second occurred to him. "I'll be here when you get in."

She kissed him hard for it. He'd just handed her the last thing she'd been waiting all day to hear.
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"That's me handing my notice in," Joel said, and put the envelope down square on the desk, between the keyboard and a mug that said WORLD'S OKAYEST GOLFER.

Dorian looked at the envelope like a thing a previous tenant had left behind. Then he looked up, and Joel watched him place the face and reach for the name and not quite get there, same as most Mondays for six years.

"Right," Dorian said. "You're not happy, is that it? We can look at your banding, you know. If it's money, I'll have a word upstairs."

"It's honestly not the money."

Which was the truest thing he'd said in the building in a good while. There was more sat in the other account than this grey unit turned over in a quarter, and every pound of it had come off strangers paying to watch his wife get fucked. Three weeks back he'd stood in the corner of a warehouse near Watford while a man he'd shaken hands with earned her more in an afternoon than Joel cleared here in two months. And soon she was going back to do it with two men in the one go. He'd sat at this desk all week quietly half-hard about that and filed it under the Ferrybridge account like a professional.

"Well." Dorian had already turned a little back to his monitor, done with it. "You'll do the handover with Sandra, four weeks. Get the reconciliation squared before you go, if you can."

"It's mostly done as it is."

"Good man." And then, warmly, meaning every word, "We'll miss you, Jamie."

Joel lifted his coat off the chair. He didn't correct him. For years the wrong name had gone into him and he'd carried it home and chewed it over at Vanessa all evening, is it me, do I not even register. Tonight it slid off and left nothing. He was walking out the doors on it for good, off the back of a life Dorian would never guess at in a hundred years.

"Cheers, Dorian," he said, and went out into the car park, and that was the last of it done.
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The house had been theirs since eleven on the Monday, since a woman in a lanyard put a cold bunch of keys in his hand, shook it, and drove off. That left them alone in a hall that echoed when they spoke.

It didn't feel like theirs. It felt like a viewing where the owners had nipped out. Vanessa had gone straight up in her socks to lay claim to things, and he heard her overhead through the boards, crossing front to back and back again.

"Babe. Babe, come up," she shouted down the stairs. "The back room gets the actual sun. And there's a hatch to the loft. Joel. We've got a loft."

"We've come up in the world," he called. "A loft and everything."

He didn't go up. He went into the front room instead, the one with the bay window, the one they'd laughed about after, the day they viewed it and gave the young agent ten minutes in his car and christened the bare boards. Sun came off the bay and laid a long warm stripe down the middle of the room. A good room, and theirs now, on a bit of paper at a solicitor's. He stood there and let himself think the thing he'd kept down all week.

He hadn't earned a brick of it. The deposit sat still all the years they rented, and then in one summer it moved. It moved because the woman he'd married took her top off on the internet, and when that stopped being enough she went and let professionals do it to her properly, on camera, for money. She made this house. Her nerve and her body, and that appetite nobody had known was in her. He'd held a phone for two years and called it his share. Then a studio turned up with its own phone and its own everything, took even that off him, kindly, and stood him in a corner out of the light. And now here he was under a paid-for roof with the sun still on the floorboards.

Upstairs she'd gone quiet, which generally meant her phone.

She came down still on it, holding it up to her mouth on speaker, grinning at him, shushing him with her eyes though he'd not made a sound.

"No, that's perfect," she was saying. "Both of them, yeah, that's the whole idea, isn't it?" Mia's voice came back, warm and quick and businesslike. "Week Tuesday's grand. We've nothing on. Send it through and I'll sign it." She laughed at something. "Stop it, you. Go on, then. Bye."

She hung up and stood on the bottom step in a house with not a stick of furniture in it, the colour already climbing up her neck.

"Booked," she said. "Two of them this time, love. Both at me at once, the proper thing. I've been half wet thinking about it since the last one, honestly. I'm going to get absolutely wrecked."

His wife, calmly booking two strange men to take her apart on camera, stood in the hall of the house she'd bought them, easy as ringing for a table. She hadn't even sat down to do it. And him in the good room with the light going, hard just from the sound of her arranging it, and not a thing in it he was needed for.

"And you'll not come, then?" Lightly, but it was a real question, looking right at him, after the true answer and not the brave one. "You can, love, there's no rule about it. I'd have you there in a heartbeat."

He made himself sit with it once more, properly, testing it like a sore tooth. The set. The edge of it. The camera that wasn't his and the man doing his old job better than he ever had, and her working to a lens that had nothing to do with him. Then the drive home after, when it had all finally come up warm in him the second they were alone. He knew plainly which of the two he wanted.

"I'm staying put," he said. "I mean it, Ness. I want to be here."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. I want you to go and do the whole filthy lot, both of them, everything they can throw at you." His voice had gone rough with it, and he could hear it. "And then come home and get in the bed and tell me. Slowly, every bit. That's the one I'm after, Ness. I'd not swap that for a seat in the front row."

She came off the step, crossed the bare room, and put both hands on his chest.

"Oh, you lovely man." It had gone soft under the grin. "You'll get every filthy second. I'll come home stinking of them and get in that bed and leave nothing out." She went up on her toes to his ear. "I'll tell you how big they both were. What it does to me, being that outnumbered, a cock at each end and no gap to catch a breath in. You'll be too jealous to see straight. And then you can have me anyway, all used up, because you're the one who gets me after." She dropped back down, thrilled with herself. "There. Now you're in a state and there's not even a bed in the house."

"There's a mattress," he said. "Came this morning, it's upstairs."

"Is it now."

She had him by the belt before he'd finished the sentence.
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They did it on a mattress on the floor, in a room with nothing else in it. One lamp stood propped against the wall, because the box with the bulbs had gone astray in the move. The last of the day went blue in the bare window. She pulled his shirt up over his head, pushed him down, and got herself out of the dress. Then she was up over him in the low light. Her tits hung heavy and full above his chest, and her belly was soft where he put his hands, and the whole of her was warm and solid on top of him. He'd looked at her like this a thousand nights, and it still didn't seem quite allowed.

He got his hands under her thighs and drew her up over him, until her cunt was right over his mouth, and he put his tongue to her. She swore and grabbed a fistful of his hair. He'd not done this nearly enough lately, and he made up for it now, slow and flat and greedy, licking up over her clit and back down, tasting how wet she already was. He held her open with his thumbs and worked her clit with his tongue until she bucked, and she ground her cunt down onto his mouth and moaned and lost the thread of whatever she'd been saying.

"Oh, that's not fair," she got out. "That's not, oh, Joel, don't stop, don't stop, right there…"

He didn't. He took her up and over, her thighs closing on his ears, her whole body pulling tight and then breaking apart on his mouth, wet on his chin and his lips. He kept at it, licking her through it while she cried out and shook, until she went loose and swore at him properly and slid off his face, boneless and laughing.

"Christ on the cross." She was breathing hard. "Where's that come from? You've been keeping that back."

"Dunno," he said, wiping his mouth on the back of his wrist. "New house, new leaf, eh."

She got her hand round him then. He'd been hard all the while and aching with it, but he took her wrist off him and pushed her back down onto the mattress, because tonight he wanted to be the one doing it. He folded her legs up, a hand behind each knee, and pushed his cock into her slowly, until he was flush against her, into the wet heat of her, and watched her mouth fall open on a gasp.

"There," she said. "God, just like that."

He fucked her folded up under him, deep and unhurried, her cunt tight and wet round his cock, the wet sound of it filling the bare room, the mattress shifting beneath them, the lamp throwing them big and moving up the empty wall. And it came into him while he was still in her. In a week she'd be on her back like this for two men she'd not clapped eyes on, taking one and then the other with no gap in between, and he'd be at home knowing none of it yet. His hips picked it up on their own and drove into her harder for it, and she felt the gear change and grinned up like she knew exactly where he'd gone.

"You're thinking about Tuesday, aren't you?" Breathless, delighted. "You are, filthy man. Go on. Think about both of them having me while you fuck me."

"Ness."

"Both of them, love, and you home waiting on the story." She hooked her ankles behind him and pulled. "Come on. Give it me. I want it…"

He wasn't going to last and he didn't fight it. He pulled out at the end and came up over her belly and her tits, gripping himself, spilling it up her in the lamplight while she watched him do it. Her hand stayed warm on his hip, holding him there, and she watched him from below like he was the whole of the business. He knelt over her after, spent, shaking a little. She ran a finger through the mess on her stomach, fond and unbothered, took in the state of them both in the empty room, and started to laugh, until he had to lie down beside her.
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They ended up lying across the mattress the wrong way, her head on his arm, the lamp still down on the floor because neither could face getting up to it, the window gone black. Under them the house settled and ticked. A car went by outside on a road that belonged to them now, the same as the loft did.

"We'll want curtains," she said into his shoulder, half gone. "People'll see us."

"Let them," he said. "We're a local business now, aren't we?"

She snorted, settled, and was asleep before he'd thought of anything else to say. He stayed put and let his arm go numb under her.

A week Tuesday she'd walk onto a set without him and let two men have her every way there was, and he'd not see a second of it. He'd be here instead, phone face down, knowing nothing, making the whole of it up out of the dark until she came home and gave him the true version. He lay there in the black room wanting a week Tuesday to be tomorrow.
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"Left a bit, love, you're standing on your mark. There. Don't move now."

So Vanessa didn't move. She stood on a strip of grey tape on a warehouse floor, in a robe the studio had given her and nothing under it. A girl with a brush dabbed at the shine on her collarbone. Cass walked a slow circle round the bed and frowned at the light.

The set was the same fake bedroom the last one had come out of. Different sheets this time, a deep wine colour, and a proper headboard, and two lamps that weren't plugged into anything throwing warm off the pillows. She'd stopped finding that strange by about the second coffee.

"You warm enough?" Cass said, not really asking, already looking past her at Danny setting the rig. "We'll get moving in a minute. You had the sheet through, you know the shape of the day. Anything on it you're not happy with, you say it now and it doesn't happen. After that I'm going to work you fairly hard, because that's what they're paying for and it's what you're good at. That suit you?"

"It suits me fine. Work me as hard as you like."

"Course it does." Cass gave her the first real look of the morning, dry and pleased. "You're a natural, and I don't say that to the talent as a rule. Right. Let's have the boys."

And there they were, come out from wherever the men waited, both in gowns like hers and both far too big for them, and Vanessa felt the whole front of her go hot at the plain fact of two.

She'd told Joel she was going to get wrecked. She'd said it in the empty hall a week back with the phone still in her hand, and she'd meant it lightly, because it was a week off and none of it was real yet. It was real now. Two of them. One was enormous, older than her, broad through the shoulders and quiet, and the studio called him Leon. The other was younger and leaner and wiry and couldn't stand still, grinning at everybody, and that was Curtis. Then the gowns came off for Danny to check the light, and she had them both bare in front of her. Both dark against the wine sheets. Both thick and long and already half up, Leon's the heavier by a distance, hanging out over a fat set of balls, Curtis's leaner and standing higher. She looked from the one to the other and back, and made herself breathe, and did the sum she'd been doing all week and still couldn't get to add up. Both of those. At once. In her.

And Joel was at home right now, in a house with barely a stick of furniture in it, knowing none of this.

"You've gone a bit far away," Curtis said, easy, coming up on her. "You alright?"

"I'm brilliant," she said, and meant it, and reached out and put a hand on his stomach because she wanted to and she was allowed. "You're just a lot to take in, you two."

"You'll be taking in more than that in a minute," Curtis said, and Leon, behind her, made a low sound that was almost a laugh, and put one enormous warm hand on the back of her neck, and that was the last easy moment before Cass said, quietly, "Right, we're rolling, in your own time," and the day started.
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They started her kneeling on the bed between Leon and Curtis, and let her set the pace. She got a hand round each cock and just held them for a moment, one in each fist, and that was the first thing that undid her, honestly, before anyone had done anything. A month back one cock this size had been as much as she could handle in a day. Now there was one in either hand and neither of them fit her grip, both thick and dark and heavy, and she was already wet, had been since they'd dropped their robes, wet enough that she pressed her thighs together and felt it.

"God, look at the pair of you," she said, to both of them, to neither, working them slow. "Look at these cocks. I get both of these."

"You get both," Curtis grinned down at her. "Go on. Get your mouth on it."

She got her mouth on it. She leaned to Curtis first because he was nearer and took his cock as far back as she could, which wasn't far, and sucked him properly, wet and greedy, till he swore soft above her and put his fingers in her hair. Then she came off him with a string of spit on her lip, turned her head, and did the same to Leon. Sucking Leon made her eyes run every time. She loved it. She went from the one cock to the other and back, a hand always on whichever she'd left so neither went cold, spit running down both fists.

"That's lovely, keep sucking," Cass said, off to the side, unbothered, a woman reading a shopping list. "Nina, when you go across, give me your face, don't hide in it. Danny wants both cocks and you between them in the one shot. There. Just like that."

And she stopped being done to and started running it. Two enormous men kneeling either side of her while she sucked her way between them. A woman with cropped grey hair telling her calmly to keep her face up while she did it. And a man she tried not to look at, holding the camera that would take all of it home to Joel. She thought about that camera more than she'd expected to. Danny had it up on his shoulder, moving round the bed soft-footed and careful. Every so often the black eye of it swung across her stuffed and streaming face. She played to it on purpose, more than the men needed, tongue out, eyes up. In a few days her husband was going to sit at home and watch his wife suck two strangers off, and she wanted him to catch her enjoying it. He has no idea. Sat home right now with the telly on, no clue what my mouth's doing. The thought went through her and she clenched on nothing.

"Good girl," Curtis breathed, fisting her hair. "Take that cock. All the way." She took him deeper for it and gagged and didn't stop.
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"Spit-roast next," Cass said, as easy as calling a coffee order. "Nina, up on all fours, face down that end to Danny. Leon, behind, in her pussy. Curtis, you're at her mouth. Both of you wait for me."

They arranged her without hurry. Leon got in behind her and settled a hand at the base of her spine. She felt the fat blunt head of his cock nose up against her cunt and just rest there, waiting, soaking up how wet she already was. In front of her Curtis knelt and put the head of his cock to her lips, waiting too. And she understood all at once, on her hands and knees with a cock at each end of her, exactly what she'd booked. Exactly what she'd said, half wet, in an empty hallway a week ago. A cock in her mouth and a cock in her pussy and no gap in between. She'd said it to make Joel jealous. She hadn't quite believed she'd actually be knelt here about to take it.

"You good?" Leon rumbled, behind her, quiet, just for her.

"I'm good," she said, and pushed her cunt back onto him half an inch to prove it. "Go on, then. Fuck me, the both of you, and don't be gentle, I didn't come here for gentle."

"Whenever you're ready," Cass said. "And. Go."

Leon fed his cock into her pussy from behind, slow and enormous, going further in than she'd braced for, stretching her right open on it. At the exact moment she opened her mouth to swear at the size of him, Curtis pushed his cock past her lips. She couldn't have got a word out to save her life. There was no breath spare for one, and nothing to do but get fucked at both ends at once. Sweet fuck. That was the thing the money bought, and it was happening to her now. A cock working her pussy and a cock in her throat.

She lost herself in it for a while, and she wasn't proud of how completely. Cass kept talking through it, calm and constant, keeping them both in time. Long ones, Leon, right up her. Curtis, let her breathe. Now don't. And the men did as they were told, and Vanessa was in the middle of it getting worked from both ends by two professionals, doing exactly what a woman with a clipboard was quietly telling them to do to her. Curtis pulled his cock back and let her drag in a breath, ropes of spit and drool off her chin, her eyes streaming, and she got half a word out.

"Christ, the pair of," was all she managed, and Curtis pushed his cock back into her throat with a low "fuck, that's it, right down," and Leon slammed his home behind, and she lost the end of it.

Her jaw ached and her knees had gone numb on the sheet and she wanted neither of them to stop. Leon had a fistful of her hip and was hauling her back onto himself in long shoves that rocked her the length of the bed, and every one of them drove her mouth further down Curtis. Her hands got a fistful of sheet and stayed there. She'd never in her life been this outnumbered, and some huge greedy part of her had come here specifically to find that out.

With her mouth full of cock and her cunt stretched open behind and not a breath to spare, the clearest thing in her head was him. Him at home. Him not knowing, this exact minute, that two men had his wife stuffed at both ends. She'd been carrying that all week and she carried it now, low and hot, under the whole thing. He couldn't see a second of it, and God help her, that was better than him seeing.
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"Beautiful," Cass said. "Now let's give them their money's worth. Leon, sit yourself back on the pillows. Nina, up and ride his cock, facing out to me. Curtis, you're coming in over the top to double her when I say, not before. Nina, love, breathe, you're doing gorgeous, have some water."

She took the water. Her hand shook on the bottle and she didn't care, and neither did they, because a worn-out woman still standing her ground was exactly what they'd paid for. She drank half of it and wiped her mouth. Then she climbed up over Leon where he sat propped on the pillows, that huge cock standing up thick and hard for her, and sank down onto it facing out at the room and the camera and the woman running the whole thing.

Fucking Christ. Getting all the way down onto Leon's cock was a job of work on its own. She had to take it in stages, easing down and lifting off and easing further, her cunt slowly giving to the sheer size of him. By the time she was sat flush on him, stuffed full, she'd stopped performing anything at all. She was just breathing at the bottom of it, mouth open, no noise left in her.

"That's her taking it for real," Cass murmured. "Danny, you got it? Good. Curtis. Now double her up."

And Curtis climbed up over her from the front and worked his cock in too, into the last of the room there was. There was no room for it. He got it in anyway, a bit at a time, her cunt giving round them both. Both cocks in her at once, packed in tight against each other, so far past full that she made a sound she didn't know as her own, high and gone. She got a hand up on Curtis's chest, not pushing him off, just to hold onto him. Both of them started to move, out of time first and then, at Cass's low count, together. Vanessa hung between them with her weight gone off her knees entirely, held up on two men. She gave up completely on being in charge of one single thing.

"Oh, God," she got out. "Oh, God, both of you fucking me at once, I can't, I can't…"

"You can," Leon rumbled under her, an arm banded round her holding her down onto him. "You're taking it. Look at you taking both our cocks."

"Fuck, I can feel both of you." Her voice came out wrecked and thin. "Both your cocks right up against each other in me… don't stop, either of you, don't you fucking slow down…"

She was taking it. That was the part she'd want back later, in the dark, in her own bed, with Joel's ear against her mouth. Two men she'd met that morning had her cunt split open between them and she rode it out with her chin up and her eyes on the lens, and behind that black eye was her husband, days off, on the sofa, finding out exactly what his wife would do.

Curtis dropped his head to her tits, one then the other, sucking hard at her nipples while he fucked up into her. Leon's free hand came round and spread warm over her throat, not gripping, just there. A hand of his and a hand of Curtis's worked low on her clit. Four hands and two mouths and two cocks, and every last part of her in use at once, and both of them wanting nothing in that room but her.

Jesus God. This was what she'd said yes for.

And she felt her own body start to go, treacherous, far too early, the real orgasm, the one she was not allowed to give this room because it didn't belong to it. She caught it at the very edge and dragged it back down behind her teeth, jaw locked, her thighs shaking round Leon's hips. Then she screwed her eyes shut and gave them Nina's climax instead, loud and convincing, everything a camera wants. And underneath it she held the true one down, hers, saved and aching. It was going home with her tonight.

"That's a take," Cass said, delighted, low. "That's the one. Keep going, boys, I want you close now, don't waste it."
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They finished her as she'd known they would, because it was on the sheet and because she'd wanted it there. Cass had them pull out and stand her off the bed, and put her on her knees on the floor, mouth open, face up at both of them. Vanessa knelt there and took hold of both of them, working them the last of the way while they stood over her huge and close.

"Good. Both of you on her face," Cass said. "Nina, look up at them, not the lens. Beg for it if you want it."

"Come on," she panted, hoarse, sucking the head of one then the other, wanking both of them fast. "Give it me. Both of you, all of it, on my face, I want your cum, come on…" She looked from Curtis's face to Leon's, and had a fleeting daft thought that a month ago she'd not have known either of them to look at, and now she was knelt on a floor begging two strangers to cum on her. Then Curtis said "oh fuck, I'm there," in a tight voice and went first, his cum striping her cheek and her open mouth, and she kept her eyes up and her fist pumping and took it. A breath later Leon made that low mattress-sound one last time and followed, heavier, rope after rope of it over her lips and her chin and onto her tongue. Both of them spilled over her, one on the heels of the other, and she knelt there and took both their loads and didn't look away from either man.

Then it went quiet all at once. Somebody killed the lights on the far side, and there was a woman with a warm cloth already crossing the floor to her, and it was over.

"Lovely," Cass said, from behind the camera. "That, Nina, was a very good day's work."
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She sat in the little side room after, in a clean robe, with a tea she hadn't asked for and a wardrobe girl unpinning a clip from her hair. She came slowly back down out of it. The real one was still sat low in her, heavy and unfinished, held all day and hers, walked out of that room past the lot of them and not one of them any the wiser.

Leon put his head in, dressed now, ordinary, a nice man with a gym bag, and said she'd been a pleasure, that not everyone could do what she'd just done and mean it. She thanked him warmly. But there was only one man she wanted to say a word of any of this to, and he was at home not knowing a thing about it yet.

Her hands weren't quite steady. She got her phone up anyway and found his name. She didn't text him the details, not one word of them. The details were his. They were coming to him in bed in her own mouth tonight, and on a screen at home in a few days. She just wrote: done. get the bed warm. you have no idea. no idea, love. And she sent it, and sat there in the quiet with the day still strung tight inside her. She wanted her husband, and the dark, and the whole of it poured into him where nobody else would ever get to hear a word of it. She got her coat and went to find the car.
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By half nine he had all the panels laid out on the bedroom floor in the order the little book wanted them, and by twenty to ten he'd worked out the little book was lying.

There was a bag of bolts that didn't match anything, and a bolt in the frame that came with no bag. The diagram showed a smiling man doing in one clean move a thing that had so far cost Joel two knuckles and a word he was glad nobody heard. He sat back on his heels. A bare room, boards and boxes and a mattress shoved up on its side, and him down among it with an Allen key, on a Tuesday, in a house that was theirs.

He was meant to be at the desk. He'd told Sandra he had the plumber, which was a lie, and she'd cheerfully said no bother, because he was three weeks off gone and nobody chases a dead man for hours. The plain truth was he could not have sat under those strip lights today. He'd have got exactly nothing done, and someone might, for once in six years, have looked at his face and seen what was going on behind it.

So he'd taken the day and given himself the bed to build, because he needed a job for his hands.

She'd gone at eight. He'd heard the taxi, and the door, and her heels quick down the path, off to a warehouse near Watford to be a woman called Nina for a room full of professionals. She'd kissed him at the mirror with her coat half on and her head already up the motorway. Knock 'em dead, he'd said, which was exactly the wrong thing to say and made them both laugh, and then she was gone and the house went huge and quiet around him.

He picked the little key back up and got on with it.
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The buzz came at eleven.

He had the headboard braced between his knees and both hands full, so he left it and finished the bolt. By the time he'd wiped his palms on his jeans and turned the phone over, he'd half talked himself into it being the actual plumber.

It was a photo.

She was in a robe, a proper silk studio one, sat in a chair in front of a mirror framed all round with bulbs. Her hair was up and done in a manner she never wore it, her mouth painted a red that wasn't hers, and she was pulling a daft cross-eyed face at the camera to take the shine off the whole glossy business. Underneath she'd typed, nearly on. this is the calm bit apparently. love you love you x

He knelt on the bare boards and stared at it.

And in a minute, in that room, the daft face would come off her. The robe would come off her. Two men whose faces he didn't know would put their hands on his wife and their cocks in her, and start. That was the plain shape of the day. She'd booked it in a hallway with her thumb, and all he was getting of it was one picture and a kiss.

His mouth had gone dry. He was hard as anything over a photo of his wife done up as somebody else, and he laughed at himself for it, alone, out loud, in the empty house, and did nothing about it.

Go and be brilliant, he typed. I'll be right here. Then he added, building your bed, since you ask, and sent that too.

Then he put the phone face-down on a box, screen to the cardboard, because he knew himself. If he left it looking up at him he'd do nothing all day but wait on a light that wasn't coming. She'd not be texting now till the end of it. She'd be working.

He went back to the headboard.
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Not being there left him the whole job of it himself.

On the set the last time he'd had the lot in front of him, every second of it. Watching it, he'd known exactly how big the thing was, and no bigger. Today he knew nothing. Today he had a diagram of a smiling man and a warehouse three hours down the motorway. The only pictures of what was being done to his wife were the ones he made himself. And he could not stop making them.

Right now. He got a bolt started and let it come at him plain. Right this minute, while I'm knelt here with a bag of bolts, two men have got their cocks in my wife. The robe's off her. She's got a mouthful of one of them and the other one fucking her from behind. She's saying the filthy thing she says, the one she reckons she invented. There's a woman with grey hair telling them both to give her more. Bigger than me, the both of them. She promised him that in the hall, half wet, weeks ago. She's sucking a cock right now with her eyes watering and loving it, and there's another one going into her, and I'm here with a hex key. He didn't know their faces, so he could put anyone he liked in that room, and he put huge men there, because she'd promised him huge, two of them, more than she could take. His hands stopped dead on the frame. He was hard and aching, alone in an empty room, with nothing to be done about any of it, so he did nothing about that either and got the bolt turned.

He got up and made a coffee he didn't want, and drank half of it at the window with his cock still stiff against the counter. Down in Watford one of them had his wife bent over a studio bed with his cock in her while the other waited his turn, and here he was rinsing a mug.

It went on like that all afternoon. He built the bed and the pictures ran underneath it, and every so often one landed square and he'd go still over the wood with the want climbing up him and nowhere at all to send it. One got him while he was knocking the slats in. Her flat on her back between the two men, a cock in her cunt and a cock down her throat, the grey-haired woman calling out to swap her over. He set the mallet down and waited for it to go by. He could easily have dealt with it. He was in his own house with the day to himself. But he didn't want to spend it, he found. He wanted to keep it, wound tight and unfinished, right up until she walked back through the door. He got the side rails on instead.

By four he had a bed. A proper bed, dead centre of the room, solid when he leaned his weight on it, one panel sitting slightly proud where the lying book had finally beaten him. He stood back, daft and pleased. Then he did a thing he'd not have owned up to in company. He dug the good sheets out of the box marked BEDROOM in her writing, the set they'd not even opened, and made it up carefully, hospital corners and the lot, plumped the pillows, turned the top down. Made his wife a bed to come home to. By now two strange cocks had her making the noises he only ever got out of her in the dark, and he was up here smoothing her pillowcase.

He was downstairs pretending to unpack the kitchen when the phone finally went.
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He got to it too fast and didn't care.

done. get the bed warm. you have no idea. no idea, love.

He stood in the half-sorted kitchen with the fridge humming and read it twice more. Done. Gone six. Whatever the day had been, it was behind her, and she was pointing the car at him. He wrote back bed's built and warm. come home and then stood there useless and jangling, listening for a car on a road that was theirs now, and for the first time since eight the waiting had a bottom to it.

He heard the taxi at twenty past nine. The door. And then her in the hall, and he came out of the kitchen and stopped.

She looked wrecked in the best way there is. Her stage hair had half come down, and she'd scrubbed most of the red off her mouth so it sat pale and slightly raw. She had her own clothes back on, joggers and one of his hoodies, her face bare and shining and worn out and lit up all at once. She moved careful through the door, a small stiffness in how she set her feet down, and that plain fact, that his wife was walking like a woman who'd been properly used, went through him harder than the photo had.

"Look at you, up waiting for me," she said. Her voice was hoarse, worn out right down at the bottom of it. "There's my man."

"They've had you good and proper, haven't they?" He couldn't help it, it came out fond and thick together. "Get in here to me."

She dropped her bag where she stood and came, and he got his arms round her, and she pushed her face into his neck and breathed him in like she'd been holding it since Watford. Then she got a hand down the front of his jeans and closed it warm round his cock.

"God, you're..." She laughed into his throat, delighted, feeling how far gone he already was. "You've been like this all day, haven't you? My poor thing."

He had. He'd been on the edge of it for thirteen hours with nowhere to put it, and she got her fist round him, sure and slow, and gave him three pulls, and he went. Just like that, against the wall of their own hall, one hand braced on the doorframe, spunk all over her fist while she held him through it. "That's it, let it go," she breathed in his ear, delighted with him. "All that, just from me walking in. You've been aching to come since breakfast, you have." It was over in under a minute, and he could have died of it. She loved every second. He could feel her loving it, her hand not stopping till he was wrung right out.

"There." She wiped her hand, unbothered, on his ruined jeans. "That's the worst of the edge off you. Now you can hear me properly." She got both hands round the back of his neck. "Get me upstairs. I've been dying to tell you since the ring road."
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He got them into the bed he'd built, and put the one lamp on low, and lay her down in the good sheets, and she stretched out in them sore and grateful and pulled him in against her side.

"You made the bed." She ran her hand over the sheet. "You daft, gorgeous man. You built me a whole bed while I was..." She grinned, and left the rest of it lying there between them. "While I was out."

"While you were out," he agreed. His heart was properly going now. "Ness."

"Ask me, then." She rolled onto her side to face him, her palm on his chest. "Go on. You've got about forty questions queued up behind that face and I can hear every one of them. Ask."

He propped his head on his hand and looked at her, worn out and shining on his own pillow, and asked the one at the front of the queue.

"Was it both of them at once? The whole time?"

"They never took it in turns, love, not for a minute of it." She said it plain, her eyes steady on his face for it. "Together, both of them on me at once, and that's the whole thing I paid for, and it's what they gave me." Her thumb moved slow on his skin. "A cock in my mouth and a cock in my cunt at the same time, and then, God, both of them in my cunt together, right at the end. Two. I honestly didn't think it'd go in. It went in."

"Jesus, Mary and Joseph."

"It is that." She laughed, low and cracked. "They were both huge, Joel. The one behind was Leon, the big quiet one, and I had to take him in me a bit at a time, like getting into a cold sea. Curtis, the other one, all mouth, chattier, he was no smaller. I had one in each hand at the start and couldn't get my fingers to meet round either of them, and I thought, well. In for a penny."

"So what was in your head?" He swallowed. "Not the film of it, I mean. What it was really like for you."

She was quiet a moment, choosing it, giving it to him straight because straight was the whole point of it.

"You want to know the bit that got me? It wasn't the size in the end, and I'd have bet money it would be." She shifted closer, her mouth near his jaw, her voice dropping into the one she kept for him. "It was that neither of them ever once left me be. With one man you get a breather. He pulls out, you get your wind, you're a person again for a second. There was none of that. When Leon eased off, Curtis fucked straight in. When Curtis gave me a breath, Leon leaned in and drove it back out of me. They just passed me between them, front to back and back to front, and I never once got a single second to myself in the middle of it. Not one." She was breathing quicker now, giving it to him. "I stopped being able to think, love. I properly gave up on thinking. For a good long while in the thick of it I wasn't Nina and I wasn't your Ness, I was just a hole two men were using turn and turn about, and a woman with a clipboard telling them to use it harder."

"Christ." It came out of him ruined. "Could you even breathe?"

"No. That's the honest answer, and it's the bit I keep coming back to." Her eyes were bright and wet on his. "Curtis had his cock right down my throat at the front, Leon fucking me from behind, and there was a stretch where I genuinely couldn't get any air, gagging on the one and getting my cunt pounded by the other, eyes streaming down my face. And the whole time there's a hand on my tits, a hand round my throat, four hands on me and never a spare one. And here." She took his wrist and drew his hand down inside the joggers, where she was hot and swollen and tender. "Feel how swollen I am down there. That's two of them, all afternoon. I'm going to be walking funny for a week, and I want you knowing exactly why every time I do."

He felt it, and his whole body drew tight, and the softness she'd taken out of him in the hall was gone, back, stiff against her hip.

"God in heaven, Ness. How did they finish?"

"On my face." She said it against his jaw, simple as giving him the time of day. "Both of them, standing over me while I knelt on the floor with my mouth open and both fists going on their cocks. Curtis first, then Leon, cum all over my lips and my chin and my tongue, and Cass keeping my eyes up for the camera all the way through it. I stayed down on that floor and let them both empty over me and never looked away." Her voice dropped. "And I wasn't thinking about either of them, love. I was thinking you'll get to watch this back one day, on our own telly, and I wanted you seeing right off how much I meant it."

"And your cock's up again against me, and all." She rocked against his hand, pleased with him, pleased with the whole of it. "You want the bit I carried home for you? The bit that's yours and nobody else on this earth gets a scrap of?"

"Tell me."

"I didn't come." She said it right into his ear, warm and low and dead certain. "Not properly. Not the real one. I gave them the shaking and the wailing and the beautiful face for the camera, gorgeous stuff, they'll have loved it. But the true one I held onto. Same as the last time, only there were two of them at me this time, and it was so much harder to keep hold of, it nearly got off me twice, I had to screw my eyes shut and drag it back down by the teeth both times. That was the hardest thing I did all day, Joel, harder than taking two cocks in my cunt. Because it's yours." Her nails dug into him. "It was never going in that room. I carried it home aching in me the whole way up the motorway, and it's still here, and you're the one who gets to let it out of me. Not their best man. Not the two of them at once. You."

He made a sound he hadn't planned on. He got a fistful of the sheet he'd tucked in so carefully an hour before.

"Get those off, then," he said, and that was him done listening.
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He got her out of the joggers and the hoodie and turned her over onto her front. She'd just walked him through getting fucked from behind, and he wanted to give it back to her his own way, in their own bed, with his name in her mouth in place of a stranger's.

She came up onto her knees for him gladly, her face down in the pillow he'd only just plumped, and she was so wet when he got his fingers into her cunt that they both stopped dead and swore. He pushed his cock into her slow, all the way to the base, and she was swollen and hot and gripping tight round him, and she cried out into the pillow for real, no lens to pitch it up for.

"Yeah," she got out, muffled. "Just you now. Just my husband. God, you feel good after them, love. Fuck me."

He fucked her slow at first and then not slow at all, one hand spread between her shoulder blades, watching his cock go in and out of her, watching her take it and shove herself back for more. Two men had had her today, and she'd walked in wrecked off the back of it, and now she was up on her knees taking her husband and calling for him by name. He'd always feared it would gut him. It didn't. It ran straight down through him instead and made him harder.

"You've got me now," she panted. "All used up and yours. Go on, fuck me properly, fill me up."

Then he reached under and drew her up, till her back peeled off the bed and came against his chest, upright on their knees. He got one arm banded across her, a hand loose round her throat, not gripping, only holding her there against him. His other hand went down between her legs and found her clit, hard and slippery under his fingers, and worked it while his cock drove up into her. She was soaked around him, her cunt gripping tight on every stroke. Her tits were warm and heavy against his forearm. She dropped her head back onto his shoulder and reached a hand back into his hair and held onto him too. Wrapped up in him like that, he fucked up into her and felt her finally begin to go. She was slack and sopping around him, worked open on a wage by two strangers all afternoon, and it was Joel she was coming apart on.

"Yes, just like that," she gasped. "That's the one, that's yours, oh fuck, right there, don't you stop, don't..."

"I've got you." His mouth was at her ear. "Let it out. Come on, love. You're home now."

And she went. The whole held day of it let go at once. She shook apart in his arms with his name and nothing else in her mouth. She clenched down so hard he lost his own thread of it, and he shoved deep and held her tight back against him and emptied himself into her, filling her up with his cum. Two men had spent the afternoon coming all over his wife's face on camera. He was the one who got to spill inside her at the end of it, in a bed he'd built himself.

He kept her there after, both arms round her, her weight gone soft against him, neither of them in any hurry to move.
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Later they lay the right way round in it for once, in proper sheets, her head on his chest, the lamp still on because it was all the way over by the door and the bed was too good to get out of.

"You built us a lovely bed," she said drowsily, patting it. "First one we've ever bought that somebody didn't leave behind."

"Well, there's a panel sitting proud," he said. "Don't lean on the left side."

"I'll risk it." She was quiet a bit, tracing a slow line on his stomach. "Cass says the cut'll be through by the weekend. Edited, music, the lot. A proper film." She tipped her head back to read his face for it. "She wants to know if we'd like a copy. For ourselves."

He thought about it honestly. Him and her on a sofa downstairs, once they'd got round to buying one, the curtains they kept forgetting finally drawn against the road, and the whole of that Tuesday up on a screen in front of the two of them.

"Christ in heaven, yeah," he said. "Course we do."

She grinned against his shoulder and went heavy all at once, asleep in about four breaths, in the bed he'd made. And Joel lay under the warm dead weight of her, and found he wasn't waiting on a single thing for once. Just the weekend, and a sofa they still hadn't bought.


9




Cass had sent it on a stick. A little black memory stick, in a padded envelope, a compliments slip and nothing written on it but N.W. — Group. Final grade. Enjoy x. Joel held it at the kitchen counter a long while before he told Vanessa it had come.

He was building up to it, and she let him. So he made the tea. He drew the new curtains against the road, thick and lined and far too dear, and they shut the whole street out. He slid the stick into the side of the television. Then he had nowhere left to hide. He sat down next to his wife and picked up the remote.

"Go on then." Vanessa was tucked under his arm with her knees up. "You've dusted everything in here twice, love. Put it on."

"I'm putting it on."

"You're holding that remote like it's going to bite you."

He was. He set his thumb on the button and didn't press it. He looked at the dark glass instead, and their own reflection small in it, him and her on a sofa in a house that was theirs. A long time back, in a rented flat with a boiler that knocked, they'd hunched over a phone at a kitchen table and set a picture up together, laughing, half sick with it, thumbs bumping. He'd held the phone that night. He pressed play.

Black, then a slow studio logo in dark red, then a card. Plain white letters on it. NINA WELLS. Under the name, smaller, the one word GROUP. He felt her go still against him, reading her own made-up name off their own screen, and he put his mouth to her hair and said nothing.

Then it started, and it was not the film he'd built.

He'd built one. All that Tuesday, down on his knees over a half-built bed frame, he'd made his own version of it in the dark with no footage to go on. He'd got it wrong. The true one looked nothing like the pictures he'd run himself. It was cut and scored and graded like real porn, the sort men pay a monthly fee for, and it was his wife. The set he'd never laid eyes on. The deep red sheets. Her, coming into frame in a silk robe with her stage hair up, sitting on the edge of a made bed while Cass said a thing off-camera the mic didn't catch. On screen his wife laughed at it, easy, at home in front of a paying crowd.

"Christ above," he said quietly. "You look like you own the place."

"I felt sick," she said, watching herself up there. "You'd never guess, would you? Look at that. Butter wouldn't melt."

Then the two men came in. He'd known there'd be two of them. He'd lain in the new bed while she poured it into his ear, both of them at her at once, and reckoned he'd used the picture up. He hadn't. The robes came off the two men with no ceremony, and the camera took its time on both men before either of them got near the bed. They knelt either side of her on it, and Joel's mouth went properly dry, watching it come at him from the front at last instead of out of the back of his own head.

That was another man's cock in his wife's hand. On their own wall, in their own house. Two of them. The camera went in tight and held there on what she had in both hands, so there was no missing the size of what she'd taken on. Joel went stiff in his jeans and left himself well alone. He'd waited days for this. He wasn't rushing it.

"They filmed it lovely," Vanessa murmured. "Danny was on his feet the whole time, that camera on his shoulder, circling us soft as anything. You forget he's even there. Then you watch it back and he's got the lot."

On the screen she leaned and took the lean one's cock in her mouth, slowly, deep, until her nose met him, and Joel watched his wife's throat move and his hand tightened on her shoulder on its own.

"That's Curtis," she said. "The gobby one. Watch this. He thinks he's getting it easy, so I gagged on his cock just to shut him up." On screen she gagged hard on Curtis and pushed herself back down on him anyway, the mascara starting to go down one cheek. "And look at my other hand. That's me still wanking Leon off, so he doesn't feel left out. Greedy cow, aren't I?" Joel shifted under her, gone stiff enough to ache, and she pressed her hip back against it without turning round, grinning.
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Vanessa watched herself suck a stranger's cock with her husband gone completely rigid beside her.

That was her. That mouth, that hair some girl had put up, that woman kneeling between two big men and working from the one cock to the other with spit down her chin. And she owned it. You could see her owning it even from outside. She'd had no clue from the inside that it looked like that. She'd been down the bottom of it blind and breathless, hanging on, and it was only now, days later on her own sofa, that she got to sit up in the light and see the whole of what she'd done. Joel had had to make his out of nothing that day.

But she wasn't really watching the film. She was watching him.

She had her cheek on his chest and her eyes up on his face, and his face was worth the whole booking. His jaw had gone tight, his breath shallow, a flush climbing his neck he'd have died to know about. Every so often his eyes cut sideways to check she'd clocked him, and she had. A studio had made a proper film round her. They'd lit her and cut her and put her name up in white letters because she was worth the money. And the one face she wanted was three inches off her own, quietly coming to bits at the sight of her.

"You alright?" she said.

"Sweet mother of God, Ness." He didn't take his eyes off it. "You're up there. That's a proper film, that, and that's you."

"That's Nina," she said, turning his chin with two fingers so he'd look at her. "Nina's up there taking two cocks for the cameras, and I'm down here with you." She kissed him slowly and he shivered under her hand. "I don't mind you watching her. Watch all you want. She's good, isn't she?"

"She's incredible," he said, past helping himself, and meant both of them.

And it went through her clean and deep. She'd wanted to be worth a look again. That was all it had ever been, right back to a bored afternoon in a rented flat when she was a woman nobody looked at twice and had quietly given up on it. Well. A studio had built a wall-sized film to look at her, and the man she loved was sat next to it and couldn't get his breath.

On the film Cass called out off-mic, and the picture cut.

They'd built the spit-roast as a wide shot first, all three in frame at once, and Vanessa watched a version of herself she'd never met get put on her hands and knees between Leon and Curtis and worked at both ends. Even she caught her breath at it. Then the edit dropped low and close, a shot Danny must have got flat on the floor, of Leon's cock feeding into her from behind an inch at a time, more of her giving way than she'd have credited. Beside her, Joel breathed out heavily, like he'd been hit.

"That's Leon," she said, getting there before he could ask. "Look at the size of him going in me. That's the bit I told you about, where I gave up thinking. See my hand? Watch it." On screen her hand scrabbled at the sheet and closed on nothing. "That's the second he beat me. Right there."

"You never told me it looked like that."

"I couldn't see it, could I. I was a bit busy." She turned under his arm and slid her hand over him through the denim, pressing the hard length of him, watching his face now and none of the film at all. "You want a secret about her, up there?"

"Tell me."

She waited for the screen to reach it, and it did. The big shattering finish she'd given the room, the arch and the cry and the whole loud coming-apart. A good performance, honestly. She'd earned her money on that alone. "Watch her come. Go on. Isn't she good?"

"God. Yeah…"

"She never came," Vanessa said into his ear. "Not once, all day. That's acting, love, a proper little actress earning her fee. The true one never got anywhere near that room. I carried it home in the car and gave it to you in the bed you built." She popped his waistband open. "The whole world thinks they watched me come. You know for a fact they didn't. You did."
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He got a fistful of the back of her top and said her name, and that was the talking done for a bit.

She stood off the sofa and stripped. Quick, unbothered. Joggers down, top over her head, the film throwing a red glow up the new curtains behind her. Then she came back onto his lap, got his jeans open, and had his cock out and in her fist in a breath. She turned her back to him. She sat down onto him facing the screen, taking his cock in one long slow sink with the air hissing out of her, and settled back against his chest. There they were. Her and her husband on their own sofa, watching Nina Wells take two men on a screen while his cock filled her right up.

"Look at her go." She rolled her hips, riding him slowly and deep, his hands coming up to hold her. "That's what a whole studio paid for. And you get this. You get the real one, love, with your cock properly up her."

On screen the edit reached the part she'd half been waiting for, and he twitched hard inside her at the sight of it. "Here. Watch this bit. That's both their cocks going up my cunt at once, love." Two big dark cocks working into her cunt together on the screen, more than she'd known she had room for, and just her husband's one buried in her now. "Two cocks stuffed up me on that telly, and only yours in my cunt here. I know which I'd sooner have, every day of the week."

"Come here to me." He banded an arm across her chest and filled his hand with her tit, heavy and warm, the nipple gone stiff against his palm. His other hand pressed low on her belly, holding her down onto him. "Christ, you're soaking. I can feel it running."

"Course I'm soaking. Two cocks on the wall and my husband's up my cunt." She reached back and dug her fingers into his hair. "Watching her get wrecked with you buried in me. What does that even make me, eh." She wasn't after an answer. She rode him and watched the men work Nina up on the wall, and felt her husband's cock thick and real inside her, the one thing in the room nobody had lit or graded. It climbed up through her quickly, nothing held back.

Then she quit the film. She lifted off him, turned round, and came back down facing him, chest to chest, her knees either side of his hips. She took his face in both hands and rode him looking at him, and behind her the screen played on to nobody. She'd take this over the film any day going. She rode his cock and watched his plain lovely face and let it have her. On the wall behind her two men were still working Nina between them for the money, and in the room there was only her husband up inside her and only him to see it, and that was the one that finally took her. When it had her she didn't perform a second of it. She shook and swore and dropped her forehead onto his and came properly, for him.

"There she is," he said, holding her through it, ruined. "There's the real one."

"That's yours," she got out. "Always yours. I go and do all that, and I bring this bit back to you every single time…" She kissed him, sloppy, still going.

She stayed on him till it eased off. Then she slid down off his lap, onto her knees between his feet, and drew his cock wet out of herself and onto her tongue. Behind her, she knew without looking, the film was reaching its finish, both men stood over the kneeling woman with her face tipped up and her lips parted, giving the camera the money shot they'd paid for. Both at once. Vanessa didn't watch it. She had her husband deep in her mouth in their front room, not one camera anywhere pointed at either of them, and she worked him with her hand and her tongue and looked up the whole length of him at his face. When he went she took it, all of it, and swallowed his cum, and let not a drop run where a lens could ever have caught it.

The film ended. The screen sat a moment on a red card and a name, then dropped to a menu, a muted little loop of her own scene running in the corner, and neither of them reached for the remote.

He drew her up off the floor and into his lap and got both arms round her. She folded into him, warm and used and wholly herself. They sat in the last of the red light with the film going round and round on a loop nobody was watching.

"Dear God," Joel said at last, into the top of her head.

"I know," she said, patting his chest. "I know, love."

The house was quiet round them, and the road was shut off behind the curtains. He dug the remote out from down the side of the cushion after a while and turned her off, and Nina Wells went out mid-loop. Then he tucked his wife down against his side, and they sat on quietly in the dark.
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Mrs Petrie had worn her set the same since long before Vanessa was born, and that suited Vanessa fine. A blue rinse was no trouble at all, and left her free for the rest of it, the gossip, the sharp smell of the perming lotion. Donna was on the till, having a go at a supplier down the phone. Tash swept the same square foot of floor she'd been at for ten minutes. The radio played the forty songs it always played.

She could have jacked it in months ago. The money in the account had gone long past what a shift here paid for, and Donna had told her twice, kindly, that she'd not hold it against a girl who wanted more than this. Vanessa had come in the next week all the same. She liked it here. She liked old Mrs P telling her about her hip. She wasn't ready to give any of it up yet.

The lad came in behind a girl wanting her colour done, and took himself off to the chairs by the window with his phone while Tash sat the girl down.

He barely registered at first. Boyfriend on driver duty, killing an hour he'd sooner have back. Then she looked over again and he'd gone still, and not the bored kind. He had the phone low in his lap and tipped away from the glass, his thumb stopped dead on the screen, and his head down over it.

Then he looked up, straight at her, quick and gone almost before it landed. But she caught the little jump of him checking her face against whatever was on that screen and not being sure, and her stomach dropped clean through the floor.

He had her on his phone. Right this minute, two feet off a pensioner's hip. Some lad she'd never seen in her life, sat in Donna's window, quietly watching Nina Wells take a black cock balls-deep while his girlfriend got her roots done. The heat climbed her chest under the tunic before she could do a thing about it. Her nipples went tight against the nylon and she felt the pull of it low in her belly, hot and sudden, and she looked hard at the comb in her hand and kept it moving.

"You've gone a right colour, love," Mrs Petrie said to the mirror. "You're not sickening, are you?"

"Just warm in here, Mrs P." It came out level, which she was proud of. She fluffed the set and held the hand mirror up behind her. "There. Good as the Queen."

She heard the girl pay and the door go, and she made herself keep her eyes down, and then looked anyway. He was up and holding the door for his girl. Coming past the desk he caught her eye a second time and half-stopped. His mouth opened like he might come out with it. She stood there with her heart in her mouth and let him choose.

"Cheers," he said. Then, not quite easy, "Here. Have I not seen you somewhere? You look dead familiar."

"I've one of those faces," she said, giving him the flat warm smile she saved for the reps. "In here most weeks, me. Mind how you go."

"Yeah." He held her eye one more second. Whatever it was moved behind his and he thought better of it. "Fair enough. See you."

And gone. The door swung shut, his girl's arm through his, off down the wet street with whatever he'd been watching still open on his screen, and she would truly never know. She let a slow breath out through her nose. Her hand was shaking on the desk.

"Who's rattled you?" said Donna, off the phone at last.

"Nobody." The laugh came out too high. "Somebody's walked over me grave."

She did the back half of the shift on autopilot and drove home with the radio off. The shake in her went warm on the way, mile after mile, and by the time she turned onto their road she wasn't frightened any more. She was lit up like a bulb.
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Joel was at the kitchen table when she came through, sleeves shoved up, reading the manual for the new boiler with all the time in the world, because he had it now. He'd been out of the grey place a fortnight. He'd handed his pass over, carried a box of nothing to the car, and come home to sit in this kitchen at two in the afternoon not rightly knowing what to do with his hands. She'd loved him so hard that minute she'd had to go and fill the kettle to hide it. He was hers in the daytimes now.

"Good day?" he said.

"You'll want this one." She dropped her bag, came round the back of his chair, and put her mouth close to his ear. "I got clocked. Some bloke in the salon window watching me on his phone with his girlfriend sat right there beside him."

Joel went still under her arms. The same still the lad had gone.

"You're sure?" he said carefully. "The Darked stuff, you mean."

"I can't swear to it. That's the beauty of it, love. I'll never know for sure. He had it tipped down in his lap, and he looks up at me twice, and on his way out he only goes and asks have he seen me before." She hopped up onto the counter facing him, heels on the rail, and watched his face while she told it. "So there's me. Fluffing a rinse with a total stranger nine foot off who's maybe, that exact second, got my cunt on his screen with a fat cock buried up it. And I've to smile and tell him mind how he goes."

He'd set the manual down and forgotten it. "Ness. What if he'd said it? Out loud, in front of everyone."

"He didn't, though, did he." She said it with her hands spread. "But it's out there now, love. Somebody could, any week. One of these Tuesdays one of them will, and I'll stand there and take it with a smile pegged on my face." She was grinning at him, breathless with it. "And I'll tell you straight. I got in that car so wet I nearly drove home the wrong side of the dual carriageway."

He looked up at her sitting up there on his own counter, and the worry in him gave way to the horn, easily, the same as it always had, right from the start.

"You're a menace," he said.

"I am, and all."

He put the kettle on instead, the daft sod, buying himself a minute. Then he fetched the laptop and opened the page up without either of them saying to. They'd not looked in weeks. It was the oldest thing they did, the pair of them shoulder to shoulder over an open account, right back to the very start of it, when there was no money in it at all. It still gave her the same giddy little drop to watch the numbers tick.

The page ran itself these days. It barely needed them at all. The regulars were still down in the comments doing their faithful thing, and top of the pile, same as he'd been since the very first week, sat GenerousG, under the last set of photos she'd bothered to post. Still the best there is, he'd put. Proud to have been here from the start x.

"Aw," she said, putting her chin on Joel's shoulder. "Look at him. He's outlasted half the furniture, that one."

"Loyal, is our G."

"You don't even know his name."

"He's a good lad, whatever it is." Joel scrolled on, slowly. It was all winding down and warm. Then a message flag stood up in the inbox and he stopped on it, and she read it off his shoulder before he'd said a word.

It was from `dave_m_1984`.

She knew the handle at once. Every other name in there belonged to a stranger. Dean didn't. Macca's mate. The wedding. The thing she'd done to him in a hotel corridor with her pulse going, and told Joel every filthy word of after. Maybe another time, he'd said then. She'd left it dangling, a loose end she hadn't yet got round to pulling.

saw the studio stuff, it read. bloody hell nessa youre the real deal now arent you. proud, weirdly. anyway that offer never had a use by date on it. no rush… no pressure. you know where i am. D x

Joel didn't say anything. He looked at it, then raised his eyes to her, and what was in his face wasn't worry at all.

"Well." She read it again over his shoulder. "There's a name from the past."

"There is."

"I'm not answering that tonight."

"No."

"Some other time, maybe." She said it light, and heard herself say it, and left it lying exactly where it was. "Shut the lid, love."

He shut the lid.
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She was still up there on the worktop, and he came to stand between her knees to reach the mugs down, and the tea got forgotten.

She took a fistful of his jumper and pulled, and he came, and she kissed him with the whole afternoon still going in her. The stranger's face. The wet drive home. That loose end back in its box. All of it ran down into the one place it always ran, and his hands went under the tunic and up her bare back, and she felt him decide he wasn't waiting either.

"Here?" he said against her mouth. "On the good worktop?"

"It's ours, and we'll do what we like on it." She dragged the tunic off over her head and dropped it on the floor of the kitchen they owned. "That's what we bought it for."

He got her leggings and her knickers down off her heels, and she sat bare on the cold top with his warm hands on her thighs. He took a second just to look at her, blunt about it, his eyes going down her and back up and stopping on her tits. She let him. Her nipples were still up hard from the salon, from the lad and his phone, and she arched her tits up into his eyeline and felt the wet of herself against the cold top. It beat anything a stranger could ever get on a screen.

"Come here, then." She pulled him in by the waistband, got her hand down his jeans and his cock out, thick and hard against her palm, and put it where she wanted it. He pushed in slowly, and she was slick enough that he sank the whole way in one, with a groan. Her head went back against the cupboard and she swore softly at the ceiling.

"Lord above," he murmured against her neck. "You're properly dripping."

"I told you. I've been like this since the salon…" She hooked her heels behind his thighs and drew him right up to the hilt. "Some stranger sat there with his cock out, most likely, and me smiling back at him like a saint. Course I'm wet. And then I get to come home to your cock, don't I?"

He moved in her and she went with him, her arms up round his neck. Slow at first, just breathing it, and then not. She dug her heels in and made him give it to her properly, and he did, one hand hard in the small of her back to hold her on the edge, the other coming up to fill itself with her tit, thumb rough over the nipple. Some lad had got off to her tonight in a parked car, and here she was with her husband's cock buried up her on their own kitchen top. She'd been wet since a stranger's eyes found her over a pensioner's perm, wet the whole drive home, and it was her husband who got the good of it. Everything else fell clean out of the room, the film and the stranger and the name on the laptop, and it was only him. She got there quickly and easily, the whole of it rolling straight up through her.

"There," he said, feeling it take her. "That's it. Go on, love."

"Stay right there," she breathed, a handful of his hair in her fist. "Finish in me. Go on… I want your cum in me all night." He went a few strokes later, his face buried in her shoulder and his arms locked round her, and emptied into her and stayed put. She kept him locked in with her heels, stuck fast and breathing and going absolutely nowhere.

They stayed like that a good long while. Her ankles crossed at his back, his heart banging against her chest, the kettle he'd boiled gone cold on its stand. Out the window their own road went dark and wet and ordinary, and a lad she'd never meet was off down it with a phone in his pocket.

"Right," she said, kissing the top of his head. "You can make that tea now."

He laughed into her, wrecked, and didn't move an inch.

She looked past him at the closed laptop and the message asleep under the lid. Some other time, maybe. She'd get to it, but not this evening. She filed it away next to all the rest, for later, and pulled her husband in tighter.


CLAIM YOUR FREE BOOK
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There's a novella of mine called 'Home Improvements' that you won't find on Amazon. It's yours for nothing, here:

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

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

Though, of course, you can unsubscribe anytime!

Jack.


A NOTE TO THE READER


Thank you for reading all the way to the end. I'll assume you didn't skip straight here, and if you did, go back, you missed the best bits.

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

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

Thanks again. It really is appreciated.

Jack
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