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THE HOTWIFE COLLECTION


Every book in this collection is a standalone story, told by the husband, and each one goes somewhere different with the hotwife and cuckold lifestyles.

'Cold Feet', Book One. Everyone agrees Josh and Ellie are the perfect couple, so when he proposes, her yes should be a formality. Instead she comes home with a condition, one last taste of her single years before the ring goes on, with the exes she never quite got out of her system.

'All Inclusive', Book Two. On the flight out to two weeks in Jamaica, Millie finally tells Ryan the one thing she's kept back in five years together. She wants to try a black man, just once before they settle down, and she wants Ryan there while she does it.

'Short Changed', Book Three. After a blowjob that should have ended like any other, Lucy fetches a ruler from the drawer and finds out what four and a half inches actually means. Her oldest friend Dawn knows exactly what she's been going without, and after that there's no closing the drawer again.

'Safe Keeping', Book Four. Tracy's first husband walks out of prison and into the little seaside B&B she runs with Phil, after the money she helped him hide. Keeping him sweet falls to Tracy, and what Phil hears through those thin walls at night does something to him that shame doesn't cover.

'Open House', Book Five. Stu and Jade are two months behind on the rent, and instead of a final notice the swinging landlords next door bring round an invitation. There's just one rule for new couples. The wife joins in from her first visit, and the husband watches until they decide he's ready.

'Licking Wounds', Book Six. A husband gambles the couple's savings into a debt to the wrong men, and his wife finds out on the night they come round to collect. She pays it down the only way they'll accept, and afterwards she makes him clean up what the money cost her, and somewhere along the way she finds out she likes giving the orders.
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The two agency lads didn't show again on the Tuesday. That meant I spent the back half of my shift doing the work of three men and losing an argument with a pump truck that had been dying since March. That's the warehouse for you. You build the rota around bodies you're promised, then half of them ring in sick, or don't ring at all, and the pallets still have to go on the wagon by four regardless.

It hadn't always been three men's work. We'd lost two off the floor in the winter and the money never came back to replace them, so every week I built a rota that fell apart by the second day. I didn't hate the job. I just never got to the bottom of it, not once in six years.

I run the earlies mostly, sometimes a late, weekend cover when they can't get anyone else, which is more often than it should be. Fourteen years I've done that job in one form or another, the last six as shift manager, which is a grand title for a man who spends his day counting boxes and apologising to drivers. Sandra, our ops manager, put her head round the office door about two and told me the agency had let us down again, as if I hadn't noticed. Then she went off down the floor to shout at somebody else. Red hair, and a temper that came with a reputation. There was a driver a few years back who called her love and got sent home for the afternoon to think about it. I got on with her fine.

By the time I'd cashed the shift off and got the wagon away, I was knackered and my back had gone, and all I really wanted was to be home. I texted Lucy from the van. What's for tea, I'm dying. She sent back a photo of a lasagne, no caption, which was her way of telling me to stop moaning and drive. Eleven years together, eight of them married, and she could still fix most of what a day had done to me with a picture of our dinner.

She was already in when I got back, which meant she'd got off from the surgery on time for once. Lucy's on reception at the GP's up the road, the one with the car park nobody can get into. She takes it home with her, the whole day of it, the abuse over the phone and the old boys who won't wear their hearing aids. I could hear her in the kitchen before I'd even got my boots off, telling me some story about a woman who wanted an emergency appointment for a verruca. I didn't take much of it in, honestly. I was watching her move about the kitchen in her work things, the black trousers gone a bit thin at the seat, and I got the low, familiar pull of it just from that. From my own wife reaching up to the top cupboard so her top lifted off the small of her back. Twelve hours on my feet and my body still knew exactly what it wanted. I put a hand on her hip on the way to the fridge and she leaned back into me for a second without breaking her sentence.

Tea was as good as it had looked, which was the least it could do after the day I'd had. We ate at the little table in the kitchen. She told me the rest of the verruca saga, then the one about the bloke who'd rung four separate times about the same repeat prescription and got a bit shoutier with her on each go. I gave her the agency and the pump truck back, and did my impression of Sandra, which isn't very good but she laughs at it anyway. She had a glass of wine, I had a can. She leaned across for the bottle to top herself up and her top fell open at the neck, and I had a good long look at her tits, openly, because she's mine and I'm allowed, and thought about how the night wasn't over yet. At some point her foot found my shin under the table and stayed there, warm through my sock, and neither of us said anything about it.

Afterwards we washed up together, her at the sink and me drying, the radio on low. Then we took what was left of the wine through and put the telly on. Some property programme, a couple deciding between two houses they'd both clearly already decided on. Lucy had her feet up on my lap and I rubbed one of them without really thinking about it, and she made a noise like a cat, and we didn't talk about much. She'd changed into her comfies after tea and slid right down into the cushions, so her top had ridden up, and I spent a fair bit of the programme looking at the strip of her belly instead of the couple and their houses. I was half-hard again over nothing, quietly telling myself I was too tired to do anything about it. It was a good, ordinary evening.

We went up about half ten. She was in the bathroom a while and I lay on top of the covers listening to the tap run, already stiffening for no better reason than the shape of the night. When she came out I forgot about my back completely.

She had on the big washed-out T-shirt she sleeps in and nothing under it. Lucy's thirty-two and she's filled out in the years I've known her, and I've liked every stage of it. She's short, a good head shorter than me. Dark hair to her shoulders, still damp, pushed back off a round soft face. Brown eyes. Big heavy tits, the real kind, sitting low and full and swinging under the thin cotton when she reached to drop her earrings in the dish. A soft belly. A proper waist that went out into wide hips, and a full round arse the T-shirt only just cleared. Her thighs were thick and pale, and there was a triangle of dark hair between them when the shirt lifted. She caught me looking and didn't do a thing about it.

"Stop it," she said, getting onto the bed on her knees, not really meaning it. "You've been on your feet since five."

"Never too tired for that," I said. "I'm a professional."

"You're an idiot." She kissed me slowly, one hand flat on my chest, and then she pulled back and sat up on her heels. Her thumb went to the side of her other thumbnail and worried at the skin there, which is a thing she does when she's working herself up to something. I've learned to wait it out.

"What?" I said.

"Nothing. It's daft."

"Go on."

"It's not... it's a weird thing to ask." She blew out a breath. "Don't take it the wrong way."

"That's a great start."

"Rob." She half-laughed, and looked at the duvet instead of me, and then she just said it. "Have you ever measured yourself? Down there."

I looked down at myself, then back at her. "Have I ever what?"

"Measured it. You know. How big it actually is."

"No," I said. "Why would I? I'm normal-sized, far as I know." I did know it, or thought I did, the way you know your own shoe size and never think about it. "Where's this come from?"

"Nowhere. I'm just curious." She still wasn't quite looking at me. "Can I?"

"Can you what, measure it?"

"Why not." She reached over to her side of the bed and slid the drawer open, and when her hand came back it had a plastic ruler in it. The bendy kind, one of the ones that lives in the drawer downstairs with the felt-tips and the sellotape. She'd put it there ready. I clocked that and didn't quite know what to do with it.

"You've had that stashed," I said.

"So?" She gave me a smile that was working hard. "Humour me. Just this once."

You could just tell me what this is actually about, I thought, and didn't say it, because her other hand was already sliding under the waistband of my boxers, warm, and it's very hard to hold a line when your wife has hold of your cock. "For God's sake," I said instead. "Fine. Go on, then."

She pulled my boxers down and off. I was half-soft, from the tiredness and the evening, and she flipped me up flat against my belly, laid the ruler along me, moved it a fraction, and read it. Whatever it said, her face gave me nothing. She just nodded to herself, small, like she was checking a delivery against a docket.

"Right," she said. "Now hard."

"This has got to be the weirdest foreplay I've ever had."

"Well, get it up for me first, and I'll make the rest worth your while." She bent down and took me in her mouth before I could say anything else, and every smart remark I had left went out of me on the breath.

She's good at it and she knows I think so. She took me deep and slow, her lips tight round the shaft, one hand working the base and the other rolling my balls, her tongue dragging along the underside on the way back up. I felt myself thicken against her tongue and went hard fast in the wet heat of her mouth. I got a fist in her dark hair where it spilled over my thighs. "Christ." That was about all I had. She hummed round me, pleased with herself, and took me deeper, until the head of my cock nudged the back of her throat and she held it there deliberately. Fucking hell. My hips came up off the bed on their own and she pinned them down with her forearm and kept sucking, slow and filthy and in no hurry at all, spit running down onto her hand and me throbbing against her lips.

"Don't cum yet," she said, coming off me with a wet noise, a string of it breaking between her lip and the tip of me. "I have to do it while it's hard. Tell me when you're close."

"I'll be close in about a minute if you keep doing that."

"Then be quick." She went straight back down.

I should have found the whole thing odd. My wife with a school ruler in her fist and my dick in her mouth, measuring me like a shelf. Part of me did. The rest of me was harder than I'd been in months, aching against her tongue, because for some reason her being businesslike about me, weighing me up like that, only turned me on more. She sucked me right up to the edge, quick like I'd asked, and I tapped her on the shoulder before I went over. "That's it. You need to stop."

She sat up quickly and grabbed the ruler, pressed it to the root of me and squinted along the length of me, and this time I watched her face do the sum. Her eyebrows went up a fraction. Only a fraction. Then she caught me watching, and put the ruler down flat, like it was nothing.

"Well?" I said. "Go on, then. What's the damage?"

"Later." She was already pulling the T-shirt up over her head, tits swinging free of it, and she straddled me and reached down and fed me into her in one slow sit, warm and wet and tight, her pussy gripping me the whole way down. Whatever I'd been about to push her on went nowhere. "God, that's better," she said softly, settling onto me. "I do love your cock when it's hard like this." She started to move. "So shut up a minute and let me."

My gorgeous wife rode me like she meant it, both hands gripping my shoulders, her tits swaying heavy over me with her nipples gone hard, that soft belly and those wide hips doing all the work. I could feel every slow sit of her, my cock sliding up into her wet and then dragging back out to the tip, her arse landing soft against my thighs each time she took the whole of me again. I got a grip on it, two good handfuls, and let her set the pace. "There you go," she breathed. "God, that's got it. You're right up me, love. Fuck, right there." She likes being on top when she wants to come herself, and she wanted it now, chasing it, grinding her clit down hard on every stroke, her breath gone short and ragged. "I'm nearly there," she gasped. "Right there — don't you dare stop." I planted my feet and fucked up into her to meet it, my cock buried in her to the hilt. "That's it," she said, right at the edge. "Cum with me. Come on." She came with a shudder and a swear, clamping down tight around me, and that dragged me straight over with her. "There it is," she said, feeling me go. "Good. All of it." I came up into her in long hard pulses, both hands full of her arse and my jaw locked shut.

She stayed sat on me a moment, breathing, my softening cock still in her and the pair of us wet with it, my cum starting to leak out of her around me. Then she folded down onto my chest. I could feel her heart going. I put my arms round her and lay there with the mess of us between our bellies and the ordinary weight of her on top of me, and for a minute the ruler was just a daft thing that had happened.

"You going to tell me what all that was in aid of?" I said into her hair.

"Tomorrow." She kissed my collarbone softly. "I'm too comfy. It'll keep."

"It's not going to keep for me, is it. You've measured my knob and won't say a word about it."

"Go to sleep, Rob." She reached over and clicked the lamp off quietly, then rolled to her side and pulled my arm over her.

I lay there in the dark and tried to work it out. Not the number on the ruler — I never saw that, and she wasn't offering it up. The rest of it. Why a woman gets a ruler out of a drawer on an ordinary Tuesday and measures the husband she's had all this time, and goes quiet on him, and can't quite keep her face still while she does it.
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Iturned it over half the night and got nowhere with it, and when the alarm went for her at half six I gave up and lay there watching the ceiling go grey. She'd said tomorrow. It was tomorrow now. I was on a late that day, in at twelve, which for once gave me the morning, and I lay there thinking a man shouldn't have to wait until his lunch hour to hear what his own wife had measured him at.

She was up before me in the end, which was rare. I came down to the kettle already going and Lucy at the counter in her dressing gown, hair still flat on one side from the pillow, spooning coffee into the two mugs. The gown had fallen open at the front and I could see the swell of one tit where it hung, and the backs of her bare legs under the hem. I got the pull of it straight off, first thing, half-hard in my boxers over nothing but my wife making a coffee. For whatever reason my body was too busy wanting her to remember there was a strange conversation coming. It just wanted her, same as any morning.

"Sit down," she said, handing me a mug over her shoulder. "You look rough."

"Slept like a bag of spanners." I sat. "Somebody kept me up."

"Did I." She said it lightly, and dropped two slices in the toaster. She had the radio on low, the local one she likes for the traffic, and she went round the kitchen doing three things at once, buttering, filling her flask, slapping ham and cheese into two rounds of bread for our lunches, mine as well as hers. I watched my lovely wife move about the kitchen she'd moved about ten thousand mornings and thought, not for the first time, I'd done all right for myself. I got up and stood behind her and put my mouth on the side of her neck, just because, and she leaned back into it and told me I'd get nowhere flattering her at this hour, and I told her flattery wasn't the plan. For a minute it was an ordinary Wednesday and nothing else in it. Then she wrapped the sandwiches in foil and came and sat down opposite with her own coffee and her phone face-down on the table between us, and I clocked it, and I knew we were doing this now.

"Come on, out with it," I said.

"Have your breakfast first."

"Lucy."

"What?"

"You've had me up half the night wondering what the ruler said. I'm not eating."

She wrapped both hands round her mug and looked at me over it, and I watched her decide where to start. I waited. I've learned to.

"Four and a half," she said.

I'd known a number was coming and it still landed somewhere under my ribs. "Four and a half."

"Inches. When you were hard. I did it twice to be sure."

"Right." I drank some coffee I didn't want. "And that's around normal, isn't it? Bit under, maybe."

"That's the thing." She turned the phone over and woke it, and there was a page already pulled up on it, she'd had it ready, and that got to me more than the number had. She'd sat there before I was even awake and gone looking. "I read up on it properly. Last night, and again just now," she said, scrolling down a little. "Says most of them come in between five and six. That's your average, five to six. Under five they've got down as, well. Small."

"Says who," I muttered.

"Doctors, by the look of it. Proper sites, not just any old rubbish," she said, turning the screen to face me, and I looked past it. "I'm not making it up, Rob. I wouldn't."

"I know you wouldn't." I did know it. That was half the trouble. "Just, nobody's ever said, is all I mean. All this time married and it's come up exactly never."

"Because I never knew any different," she said, reaching across to put her hand flat on mine, warm, her wedding ring cool against my knuckle. "I thought you were average. You told me you were average, so that's what I thought, and that was all I ever had to go on. It's as much a shock to me as it is to you."

I turned my hand over under hers and held it. Behind her the toast came up and we left it.

"So I'm small," I said.

"On the smaller side, I suppose." And then she couldn't help herself. "God, when you put it like that, I've been short-changed all these years, haven't I." She laughed, a proper one, pleased with the joke, and squeezed my hand. "Eleven years and I never even knew."

Short-changed. It went in before I'd got my guard up, because she wasn't aiming it. She was sat there in her gown laughing at her own joke with her hand warm over mine, no more idea she'd put a knife in me than the toaster had.

Christ. I kept my face doing nothing and had a corner of the cold toast to prove it.

"Cheers," I said. "Glad it's funny."

"Oh, don't." She caught it then, a second too late, and pulled a face. "I didn't mean it like that, you know I did not. Come here." She leaned over the corner of the table and kissed me quickly on the mouth, and I let her, and she was up again straightaway to see to the breakfast because she can never sit still through a hard bit of talking. She buttered both slices at the counter with her back to me, carrying on to the window. "Nothing's changed, is what I'm saying. I still fancy you. Last night I fancied you rotten, didn't I."

"You did all right," I said.

"More than all right," she said, putting a plate down in front of me. "Had your cock in my mouth a good ten minutes and you didn't hear me complaining, did you."

"You seemed happy enough."

"I was very happy." She sat back down and pulled her knees up to her chest, watching me with that patient look. There was more coming, and I decided I'd sooner have it out than sit on it.

"Go on," I said. "You've got the face. What else did all this reading turn up."

"It's not the reading." She turned her mug a slow half-turn on the table. "It's, okay. Don't get funny with me."

"I make no promises."

"When we do it." She murmured it into her coffee. "I don't always feel a lot. Feel you. In there." She waved a hand vaguely at the whole business of it. "I feel you go in, and I feel it when you're going, and I like it, I do, honestly, I always come, don't I..."

"You always come," I said, and heard how much I needed that to be the end of the sentence.

"I always come." She nodded. "But that's me doing most of that myself, on top. Grinding, like. I can't really feel you filling me up, is the thing, the way it's meant to. I always thought that was just how it was for everyone, that there wasn't any more to it than that."

"You never said." It came out flatter than I felt it.

"Because I didn't know there was more to say, did I. I didn't know there was any more to it than that," she said, looking up at me properly, and there was nothing unkind in her face. "It only came up at all because Dawn was going on one night out, a couple of weeks back, about her and Keith and the way they carry on, and I said something about you and me being happy enough. She gave me a look and told me I'd been settling."

"Dawn," I echoed.

Dawn is Lucy's oldest mate, from before me, the one who says the thing everyone's thinking and then orders another bottle. I've never quite known where I stand with her. She'd been in on it, then. Of course she had. There's no thought gets into Lucy's head that hasn't been past Dawn first.

"Dawn reckons it shouldn't be like that," she said, turning her mug round in her hands. "That you should feel it properly, feel how big he is. That it's half the point of the whole thing." She said he. She'd said you for as long as I'd known her and it had quietly gone to he, and I don't think she clocked it herself, but it went down through me cold, some faceless bloke she'd actually be able to feel. "And I said, well, that's not something Rob and me have ever really. So she sent me a thing."

"A thing."

"Don't be like that till you've seen it." She woke the phone again and scrolled and slid it across the table to me, and I picked it up.

It was a shop page. A photo, on a white background, of a length of pinkish rubber moulded into the shape of a cock, thicker than mine and a good bit longer, hollow up the middle. A sleeve, the page called it. You wore it over your own. There were reviews under it, hundreds of them, five stars, women's names. It cost less than a weekly shop. The top one had it stood up next to a banana for scale, and some woman called Deb had written game changer and nothing else, and two hundred people had found that helpful. I looked at the thing sat there being bigger than me and my mouth went dry. There was the cold feeling again, low down. And under the cold, buried so far down I could pretend I hadn't felt it, a thing I had no name for and wasn't going to give one.

"It goes on over you, not instead of you," Lucy said, watching my face. "It's you, just more of you. You'd still be the one doing it." She'd flushed slightly herself now, saying it out loud, and she was talking faster. "It says it can give you your first proper one, from that, from being full up like that. Loads of couples use them, apparently. It's dead common. Doesn't mean anything, Rob, it's just a lump of rubber. It's not a cock, is it, and it's not another man."

"So you've decided, then."

"I've not decided anything, have I. I wanted to show you first. That's the whole point of showing you." She held my eye. "But I'd like to. If you're all right with it."

"It's a lump of rubber that's bigger than me," I said, and put it back face-down.

"Well, that's kind of the point of it." It was out before she could stop herself, and then, softly, "Sorry. Sorry, that came out..." and she pressed her lips together, and we sat there with the dark screen between us.

Bloody hell.

My wife measures me with a school ruler on the Tuesday and by Wednesday breakfast there's a fake cock sat on the kitchen table between the toast and the coffee. God knows what my face was doing. I got up and put the kettle back on for a reason to be on my feet. There we both were in the black of the window over the sink, her at the table with her mug and me stood there in my boxers. It was a normal kitchen, an ordinary Wednesday, washing on the airer.

"I don't know what you want me to say," I said to the window.

"You don't have to say anything this second." She'd come up behind me quiet on socked feet, and she put her arms round my middle and her cheek pressed between my shoulder blades, warm all down my back through my t-shirt. "I love you. You know that. This isn't me having a go at you, I promise it isn't. I just want us to have a laugh with it, see what all the fuss is about." She squeezed. "Together."

"Together," I said.

"Together." She turned me round by the hips and kissed me properly this time, slow, one hand coming up into my hair. I started to go hard against her hip, and she felt it, because she always does, and she smiled into the kiss and pressed against it once, deliberately, before she let me go. For a second it was just us and the number was a stupid thing that had happened to somebody else. Then she pulled back and clocked the clock on the cooker and swore. "Car park. If I'm not there by ten to I'll never get a space." And she went, dressing gown flying, up the stairs, calling back down that my sandwiches were on the side and to not go off without them like last time.

I stood in the kitchen and listened to her getting dressed above me and the toast going cold on the plate. I tipped the two coffees down the sink, rinsed the mugs, set them on the rack. The radio was still going about a lane closure on the ring road, ordinary as anything, while I stood in the middle of the kitchen trying to work out how we'd got from a quiet Tuesday night to a photo of a banana for scale in the space of one sleep.

"So I'll order it, then," she called down, over a drawer banging shut. "Tonight. Yeah?" Light as you like, it was, like she was adding it to the shopping, like she was checking we had enough teabags in.

She didn't wait for an answer. I heard the wardrobe, and her feet on the stairs, and the front door, and the car turning over twice before it caught, same as always. The toast sat there. I dropped it in the bin and got my work things on, and somewhere between that surgery car park and my warehouse my wife was going to buy herself a cock she could actually feel, and I hadn't said one word to stop her.
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The thing took over a week to come. She'd ordered it that Wednesday like she said she would, light as anything. Then it sat in a depot for eight days while the two of us went to work and came home and quietly said little about it, and the not-saying-much got louder every night. Twice I caught her checking the tracking on her phone at the table. On the Friday I got in off a late one and there was a plain brown box on the side, no label you could read anything off. Lucy had a look on her that said she'd already opened it once and done it up again, so she could open it properly with me stood there.

"It came," she said, which I could see.

We'd said we'd get a takeaway, a quiet Friday, both of us off in the morning. So we got the Chinese in and ate straight out of the tubs in front of the telly, and the box sat on the coffee table the whole time like a third thing in the room. The programme went past me completely. She had her legs tucked up under her on the sofa, in a big jumper and a pair of knickers and not much else, her thighs bare and pale against the cushion. Every time she leaned forward for the prawn crackers the jumper slipped off one shoulder and I caught a good look at the side of one heavy tit hanging loose in it. Twelve hours on the floor and I was half-hard over my own wife eating chow mein. Half of me was already upstairs.

"Right," I said, when I couldn't stand the box sat there any longer. "Let's have a look at it."

She was on it before I'd finished the sentence. She got the lid off and folded the tissue back and lifted the thing out, and we just looked at it.

It was a length of pinkish rubber shaped like a cock, thicker than mine all the way round and a good few inches longer, with a fat blunt head and a hollow up the middle where you were meant to go. Veins moulded down the sides of it. It flopped over in her hand, too soft to stand up on its own, and for a second it was just daft, a rubber knob out of a box on our coffee table on a Friday night, and we both laughed at it.

"It's massive," she giggled, turning it over. "God. Imagine that inside me."

"That's the idea, I think."

"It's heavier than I thought." She wrapped her hand round it, and her fingers came nowhere near meeting, and she clocked that, and glanced up at me quickly, and went a bit pink and put it back down. Neither of us said the rest. It stopped being daft about then. It just sat on the tissue being bigger than me in every direction. My mouth had gone dry. Low down there was that cold drop I was getting used to by now, and buried well under it, deeper than I was going to dig, a heat I didn't want to look at.

"We don't have to," she said, watching my face. "Not tonight. Not ever, if you'd rather."

"You've waited over a week for it."

"I have, yeah." She turned the box a little on the table with one finger. "But not if it's going to sit funny with you."

"It's a lump of rubber," I said, which was her line from the kitchen, and she smiled because she knew it.

"It is." She leaned over and kissed me slowly, tasting of soy sauce and wine, one hand curled at my jaw. "So let's have a laugh with it. Come here."

We went up. She had the sleeve in one hand and me by the other and she was quick up the stairs, quicker than the size of the thing in her fist ought to have let her be, and that told me plenty on its own.

She got me on my back and my jeans off, and told me I had to be properly hard for it to go on, so she bent down and took me in her mouth to get me there. It didn't take long, not with her that keen. She was sloppy and quick about it, no teasing tonight, one hand working my balls and her head going, and I got a fist in her dark hair and watched her at it. My cock was harder in her mouth than it had been in months, aching with it, and I told myself that was just her being greedy for once, and not what she was greedy for. Then she came off me with a wet noise and reached for the sleeve.

She rolled it down over me carefully. It was a strange thing to watch, my own cock disappearing up inside a bigger one, and then a loop of silicone at the base she stretched down and over my balls to hold it on. It sat tight round me, and my cock throbbed against the inside of it, gone harder for being shut up in the thing. She sat back on her heels and looked at what she'd made of me, and her breath had gone shallow.

"Look at you," she said, quiet. To the sleeve, more than to me.

Then she lay back and opened her legs, and I got up over her and had to feel about with the blunt end of it to find her. The thickness of it meant I felt nothing of her, not the wet or the give, only pressure. Like knocking on a door with a gloved hand. I found it and pushed, and watched the fat blunt head of it part her and stretch her open as it went, her lips dragging in tight around the girth of it, and she made a sound I'd never once heard my wife make.

"Oh," she said. "Oh… Rob. Oh my God."

I fed it into her the whole way and her back came up off the bed. I could barely feel a thing through the thickness of it. I was down inside the silicone and she was coming apart on the outside of it, over a cock bigger than mine, and in everything we'd ever done she had never sounded like this over the plain actual me. I pushed deeper. She grabbed two fistfuls of the duvet.

"Right in," she got out, greedy with it. "God, get it right in. Is that all of it, is that all the way in?"

"That's all of it."

"Fuck." She never swears in bed. "I can feel all of it. It's right up…" and then words gave out on her.

"Tell me," I said, low, and heard myself fishing for it. "Tell me how it feels."

"So full." She could barely get the words up. "God, it's so big, every inch of it, right up inside me. Fuck. It's so deep it's pushing the breath out of me. Don't stop, give me the whole thing…"

I fucked her with it. Strange, working that hard at a thing I could barely feel, but I could see her and hear her and that did the job on me plenty. That's not me doing that to her, went the thought, plain as anything, even while I did the pushing. That thing's as big as the ones she's been reading about, and here I am, the bloke feeding it to her by hand. I dragged it back till the head near came out of her, the shaft of it slick and shining with her, then fed it back up into her slow and watched her take the whole of it again. Her tits rolled heavy with every thrust, her mouth open. Her cunt was stretched wide round a cock that wasn't mine, gripping and wet round the girth of it, and she was loving it, loving it loudly, loud enough I was half-glad the neighbour's side stood empty. She dug her heels into my arse to drag me in deeper.

"I'm going to come," she said, amazed, like she didn't quite believe her own body. "Rob, I can't… oh God, I'm cumming⁠—"

Then she went rigid all over, clamped down, and came, hard and shaking, a noise coming out of her that honestly frightened us both for how much of it there was.

Jesus.

I felt her thighs lock round me and precious little else. Didn't matter. The sight of her, the sound of her, the sheer bulk of the thing that had done it to her. It tipped me over anyway, and I came into the rubber, sealed off from her by half an inch of silicone.

She lay there after with her chest going and her eyes on the ceiling, and said nothing for a while, and I slid it out of her and rolled off and lay next to her with my heart still up.

"You alright?" I said.

"Give me a minute." She breathed out slowly. Then she turned her head and looked at me, flushed all up her neck, gone soft and shy with it. "That was…" She stopped, looking anywhere but at me. "You'll take it the wrong way."

"Go on. Did you like it, then." I heard myself asking for it and asked anyway. "The sleeve. Tell me."

"I loved it." It came out of her in a rush, like she'd been holding a door on it. "Rob, I've never… I didn't know it did that. That it could feel like that, being full up like that, right up. I came just off that, off nothing else, I wasn't even touching myself." She said it half amazed at her own body. "I never have. Not once, not ever. I honestly didn't think I was one that could."

"Well." My voice was doing all right. "Now you know."

"Now I know." She rolled onto her side to face me and rested her hand over my heart, warm, and there was nothing cruel in it, only wonder. "It's like… all these years, and there was this whole other bit of it I never even… I've been missing out, haven't I. Properly, and I never had a clue."

Missing out. She said it softly, like good news.

"You've got the sleeve now," I said. "So you're not missing out any more. Are you."

"No." She kissed the corner of my mouth. "No, I've got you and I've got that. Best of both." She settled her head under my chin, and I put an arm round my beautiful wife and held her there, her heart still going quick against my ribs, and told myself best of both was a real thing a man could have.

I got up after and took the sleeve into the bathroom, and rinsed my own spunk out of it under the cold tap with my thumb up the inside of it, and dried it on the hand towel, and put it away in its box in the bedside drawer where it would live now. Then I got into bed, and she pushed her arse back into my lap in her sleep, and I lay there wide awake in the dark behind her.

I could still hear it, the noise she'd made, going round in the dark. All the years I'd had of her, and I'd never once got that out of her myself, and a bit of rubber off the internet had managed it in about four minutes flat. She'd felt it now, and there was no giving that back. I'd opened something tonight, and it sat there wide open, and it plainly wasn't going to shut. And I was hard again against the back of her, and fear was only the half of what that was.
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She woke me with her hand already down my boxers, which wasn't how most Saturdays started. Grey at the curtains, the alarm not gone yet. Lucy up on one elbow beside me, working me slowly with her fist and watching my face while she did it.

"Morning," she said. She kissed my shoulder and didn't stop her hand. "We've got hours yet before we're due anywhere."

"You're keen." I was half-hard for her already, like I always am first thing, and stiffening the rest of the way in her grip.

"I woke up thinking about it." She said it plainly, not shy about it, and reached across me to the drawer and slid it quietly open, and I knew before her hand came back what she'd gone in for. She had it out and laid on the pillow between us. "Is that all right? I want it again. Like the other night."

"Do it, love." What else was I going to say. My cock had answered for me already, gone hard against her wrist at nothing but her asking for it.

She dipped her head and got her mouth round me to finish the job, quick and greedy about it, no messing. One hand cupped my balls while she worked me stiff enough. It did me in, her being so plain about what she was after, wanting to be full up first thing on a Saturday, and I lay there with my fingers wound in her hair and let her. Then she came off me and rolled the sleeve down over me and looped it snug under my balls. This time she didn't wait to be told what to do next. She swung a leg over, reached down between us, worked the fat head of it against herself till it caught, and sank down on it slow, the whole thick length, taking it in stages till she was sat flush on the root of me, her eyes shut and her mouth falling open.

"Oh, God. There it is." She let a breath out through her teeth. "Right up. Fuck, that's it. I've been thinking about being full like this since I woke up."

I got my hands on her hips and felt the warm weight of her settle right down onto me. Her thick thighs spread wide, her tits swinging loose over my face. I couldn't feel a thing of her past the silicone and it barely mattered. She worked her hips in tight circles, grinding the base of it down against her clit, wet enough now I could hear the slick of it, then rocked forward and rode it proper, chasing the fullness of a cock that wasn't the size of mine. Her breath went short. She wasn't quiet about it now she knew what it did to her.

"Christ, that's good," she got out, riding it harder. "Keep me right on it. I love being stuffed with it, God, I do."

"You're not stopping." I planted my feet and drove up into her to meet it, the fat length of it going in and out of her wet, and watched her face do the thing it had never once done for the plain me before this week. She came quickly, quicker than the first night, like her body had learned the road. She ground down hard and shook and swore into it, clamped tight round the thing, soaking it, and the sight and the sound of her finished me. I went into the rubber with both hands full of her arse while she rode it out.

She sank down onto me after, both of us breathing hard, and I held her there. She was warm and heavy and thoroughly pleased with herself. She kissed my jaw and said we could have a lie-in yet, and for a bit it was the best Saturday morning I'd had in a good while. I got up eventually and rinsed the thing at the sink and put it back in its box in the drawer, and thought as little as I could manage about how she'd reached for it before she'd reached for me.

The party was that night. Ellie's engagement do — Ellie, Lucy's cousin, the pretty one, getting herself wed to a lad none of us had met. It was at The Vault, that place off the ring road with the function room out the back, the one they do up for weddings and christenings and somebody's eighteenth. I wasn't dreading it, exactly. I'm not much of a party man. I'd sooner it was the two of us and a takeaway. But Lucy loves a family do, and I'd have sat through worse than a warm function room to watch her enjoy one.

She came down done up and I forgot clean what I'd been doing. A dark green dress that stopped above the knee and clung everywhere it could. Her tits sat high in it and a good stretch of thigh was on show, and she'd put heels on that made her a shade less short than usual. She'd done her hair and her eyes and she smelled expensive.

"Well?" she said, turning on the stairs.

"You'll do," I said, which earned me a look, and then, because it was only the truth, "You look stunning. You'll not be short of blokes looking tonight."

"It's you looking I dress for." She kissed me carefully, minding her lipstick. I put a hand on the small of her back and had a proper feel of the dress over her arse, and she laughed and told me to behave, the taxi was on its way.

We'd booked the taxi because I was on the beers and she was on the wine, and we argued the whole way over whether her uncle would corner me again about the extension he was never going to build. The Vault was already going when we pulled up, doors propped open, the bass carrying out over the car park. Ellie met us just inside, three glasses in and glowing, hung off the arm of her fiancé. He had a nervous handshake and the look of a man who'd learned that week exactly how big a wedding gets. Lucy hugged her cousin and said all the right things. I shook the lad's hand and wished him luck, and we went in.

I got Lucy a large white and myself a bottle, and found the bit of wall I'd be holding up all night, over by the bar, where I could stand and nurse a drink and watch the room without having to be in it. Lucy was off into it straight away. Hugging aunties, out on the dancefloor with the girls before her first glass was down. I was happy enough. I like watching her at these things. She lights right up in a room full of people she's known her whole life, laughing loudly with her head thrown back in among the aunts.

Gemma found me at the bar an hour in. Her younger sister, and I hadn't known she'd be coming. She's a couple of years off Lucy and you'd have them for sisters straight off — same dark hair, though Gemma keeps hers longer, same round face. But where Lucy has gone soft and full, Gemma has stayed lean and hard in the shoulders, a runner's build. She does hair and beauty at a salon in town, or she did when I last heard. Eighteen months back she got herself divorced from a bloke called Callum, ex-army, a proper hard case, and the story always went that she'd blown up a decent marriage chasing a laugh and been sorry ever since. She had a big gin in her hand, and going by the look of her it wasn't the first.

"They've left you holding the coats, then," she said, leaning on the bar beside me. "Story of every one of these, isn't it. They all vanish off and leave the fellas standing about."

"I don't mind the coats," I said. "Quieter over here anyway."

"You're as bad as she is." She nodded out at Lucy on the floor. "Look at her. Loving it." She had a drink and watched her sister a moment, and her mouth pulled down slightly at the corner before she caught it. "Make the most of nights like these, Rob. I mean it. You don't know what you've got till it's too late to get it back." Then she laughed it off and told me not to mind her, she went maudlin on gin, and headed off to find Lucy on the floor, and I put her out of my head.

By eleven I'd lost sight of Lucy. She wasn't on the dancefloor and she wasn't at any of the tables, so I did a slow lap of the room with my drink and didn't turn her up. I asked Ellie, who waved a vague arm and reckoned Lucy had gone out the back for some air with Gemma. I went out through the fire door at the side, out to where the caterers had backed their vans up along the wall. I was halfway across the tarmac when I heard my wife's voice, low, round the far side of the nearest van. And I heard the word clearly before I understood it was me they were on about.

"...not small small," Lucy was saying. "Don't say it like that. He's just not big."

I stopped where I stood. Then I stepped back against the side of the van, into the shadow of it, before either of them came round and found me there. And I stood and listened to my own wife talk about my cock to her sister in a pub car park.

"But you never knew?" Gemma said. "All this time, and you never once thought his was on the small side?"

"Why would I? It's the only one I've ever had. I honestly thought that was just how they came." A pull on a cigarette. Lucy, who'd packed it in years back, which told me exactly how the night was going. "It was Dawn set me off on it. On at me about her and Keith, how she can feel every inch of him, how he stretches her right open and leaves her wrecked for days, how I've no clue what I've been settling for all this while. She keeps on at me to just go and find out for myself what a real one's like."

"Dawn would say that." Gemma didn't laugh. "Dawn's got Keith and her arrangement and no kids, and she reckons that's the answer for everybody."

"She might have a point, though. That's the trouble of it." Lucy's voice dropped and I had to hold dead still to catch it. "We got this sleeve thing. Off the internet. You wear it over the top of him, makes it bigger, and honestly, Gem, I've never felt anything like it. First time in my life I've come from just that. From being full right up. I never knew I was one that could."

"God, Luce." Gemma was quiet a second. "And Rob's all right, is he. With a rubber one."

"He's been good about it. He has." She blew the smoke out slowly. "It's me that's the problem now, if I'm being honest. I've had a proper taste of it and now it's all I..."

She didn't finish it. I stood against the cold metal of the van with my drink going warm in my fist and that same slow drop going through me, the one I'd had at the kitchen table with the banana on her phone. Not big. All she'd been missing. My wife telling her sister about the noise I still couldn't get out of my head — only in her telling of it, the sleeve had done that and not me. Which was true. Hearing her say it out loud was worse than knowing it ever had been.

Shit.

"Just be careful, Luce." Gemma had lost the drink out of her voice. "That's all I'm saying. Dawn makes it sound like nothing. It's not nothing. You get a taste for finding out, and then you never stop wanting to know, and one day you look up and you've put a good man in a skip over a thing you could've left well alone." Another pull on the cigarette. "Don't go and do what I did. You've got a good one there. Better than you rightly know."

"I know I have." Lucy said it quickly and certain, and it should have set me straight and it didn't, not quite. "I'm not going anywhere. I love him to bits."

"I know you do."

"I just want to..."

And there it went again, the sentence she couldn't get to the end of, and they let it lie between them. I heard the scuff of them both getting up off the wall, and I got myself back through the fire door quickly, before they came round the van and caught me stood there having heard all of it.

I found my wall again and finished the bottle too fast. Two young lads were out by the main doors having a smoke, neither of them a day over twenty, and as I came past, one muttered to the other and they both looked over and laughed at whatever it was. Probably nothing. Probably not me at all. It didn't feel like nothing. Fucking hell, I thought. Is it written on me now. I went and got myself a Coke I didn't even want, and stood with it until Lucy came back in off the forecourt, flushed and bright and none the wiser I'd heard a word, and slid straight under my arm and asked could we make a move soon. She wanted to get home.

We didn't say much in the taxi. She had her head on my shoulder and her hand resting warm on my thigh, half-asleep with the wine. I looked out at the ring road sliding past and turned the whole thing over. She'd said she loved me. She'd said it certain. She'd also said the other thing, the one she kept not finishing, and I found I could finish it for her easily every time, there in the back of the cab, and I couldn't make myself stop.

Back home she went straight up to get her face off and her heels kicked into the bottom of the wardrobe, calling down that she'd not be a minute. I locked up and turned the kitchen light off. Her phone was on the worktop where she'd dropped it coming in, face-down by the fruit bowl. It buzzed once, and the screen lit softly through the back of it, a glow against the counter, and went out. Then it buzzed again.

I stood there in the kitchen with the light off and looked at it. Then I picked it up.
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The screen woke under my thumb and there she was, my wife's whole night laid out in a green column, and right at the top the newest one, sat there unread, the one that had lit the kitchen up twice while I stood deciding.

So?? Did u find her then. Text me the goss when ur home xx

Dawn. Of course it was Dawn. I stood in the dark kitchen with the fridge humming behind me. I should have set it straight back down. Instead I marked the top one to unread again, carefully, back exactly where I'd found it, and scrolled up the thread to where it started going wrong. Then I read the whole thing forward, slowly, cover to cover.

It went back a couple of weeks, near enough. The start of it was ordinary. Dawn moaning about Keith, Lucy moaning about the surgery, a photo of somebody's dog. Then it turned, and I found the exact message it turned on.

Babe I've been thinking about what u said. The sleeve. Its a start!! But ur not actually fixing the problem are u. Ur just putting a plaster on it x

What problem?

THE PROBLEM lol. That uve never had a proper seeing to in ur life. U said it urself. U didnt even know u could cum like that. Its not right luce, its years wasted

I read it through again. I could hear Dawn saying it in her big flat voice, the one that carried the length of a pub, loud and shameless with it. Years wasted. My years, she meant. I scrolled on.

It's not wasted. I'm happy. Rob's been really good about all of it, better than most would be.

Course he has. Hes a good bloke, nobodys saying hes not. Then, straight under it, before Lucy could answer: but being sound and being able to give u what u need are two different things arent they. U can have both. Its that bit u keep not getting x

And there it was, the whole thing, laid out plain by half eleven on a Tuesday. Have both. I stood there being the good bloke, holding my wife's phone in the small hours, reading the other half of it get sold to her.

I couldn't. Even if I wanted to. I'm married.

So am I [image: smirking face] being married and having a shag are not the same thing hun. Keith knows exactly what I'm like and we're solid as owt. U just need one no strings. Someone discreet whos not gonna go blabbing. Get it out ur system, see what all the fuss is, and go home to rob none the wiser and everyone's happy. I'd not breathe a word, u know that

It's not even that. It's this town isn't it. Everyone knows everyone. Rob's mates, my mates, half the surgery. It'd be round the estate by teatime

Only if ur daft about it and ur not daft. U pick someone with as much to lose as u. U keep it to daytimes. U dont put it in writing and u dont go making a project of it. Me and keith have gone YEARS luce. Nobody knows our business but us. Its the easiest secret in the world to keep if u actually want to keep it x

I can't believe I'm even sat here talking about this.

Ur talking about it cos u want to, theres no shame in that. One fella before rob and thats ur whole life's tally, and now uve had a taste off a bit of plastic and gone oh. OH. Suddenly the penny drops. Course ur curious. Any woman would be. Its not a crime to wonder what the real thing does x

One fella before me, and that was her whole tally. I knew that, I'd always known it. She'd been near enough innocent when I met her, and I'd quietly liked it, that she'd only ever had me to measure a thing by. Sat there at one in the morning it read differently. It read like a woman who'd only ever had the one man, and was starting to wonder what that had cost her.

There was a gap after that one, a jump of forty minutes in the little grey timestamps. I could see her in it, sat on the sofa in the dark, working herself up to a thing. When she came back she'd come back smaller.

I don't even know anyone though. It's not like there's a queue at the door lol.

She'd quietly stopped arguing about whether, and started in on who, and I doubt she'd even felt herself do it. Some other man on her, then. One she'd pick off a photo like a takeaway menu, and let inside her, and actually feel.

Leave that with me. [image: smirking face]

Then a photo.

I nearly left it. Then I opened it, and it was Ben. My Ben. Ben off the five-a-side, stood in his own kitchen by the look of it with a beer, grinning easily at whoever was taking the photo, a good-looking bastard even in a bad one. I've known Ben four or five years, Thursday nights on the astroturf and a couple in the club after. He's younger than me, single, always has been, one of those blokes it all comes easy to — the birds at the bar, the banter, the lot of it coming free to him. There was a night last winter he pulled the girl behind the bar while the rest of us were still arguing over the score. Had her number before we'd sunk our pints. Told us the whole tale on the Thursday, easy as breathing, because to him it honestly was. I'd laughed along with the rest. He was that sort. Good lad. Sound. I'd only ever thought about him long enough to pass him a ball.

Ben?? That's ROBS ben!! U can forget that one dawn.

Why not. Hes gorgeous, hes single, hes discreet as they come and he plays footy with rob every week so no one'd think twice about him being about. Hes perfect. And between u and me he is not small, our paths have crossed [image: winking face]

DAWN!

What lol. Am I wrong tho. Tell me hes not fit!

...he's fit. Ok. I'm not saying anything. Stop it.

Want me to have a word with him? Feel it out, no names, no pressure. Just see if hed be up for it in principle [image: smiling face with halo]

Don't. Not yet. Let me think about it. And delete these dawn I mean it. All of them.

Deleting deleting [image: see-no-evil monkey].

I read that one back a good few times. She'd said not yet, and to let her think about it — the things a person says about a thing they honestly mean to get round to, said to Dawn, and to the ceiling, three feet up the stairs from me and fast asleep. She'd told Dawn to bin the lot and meant it. And there it all still sat under my thumb, the whole fortnight of it, glowing up at me.

And then the picture came, uninvited — Ben in my front room with his beer and his easy grin, and Lucy going pink for him like she'd gone pink last Friday. Another man in my house, his hands on her. Ben so big he'd pull that noise out of her without trying, the noise a bit of silicone had to fake up for me. Ben, bigger than me and not a stroke of effort in it. And me off to the side of it in my own head, watching her come apart on a cock the size she'd only ever read about. I let it run, and it kept running, and there was that cold drop low down and under it a sick, useless dread.

Christ.

I scrolled to the bottom, to the two that had come in tonight while she was up doing her face. The dog photo of a message. hope the do was good. did ur cousin behave [image: face with tears of joy]. And then the last one, the unread one, still sat there waiting on an answer.

So?? Did u find her then. Text me the goss when ur home xx

Find her. Meaning had Lucy come to find me in the car park, and I could guess easily enough what she'd wanted to say.

And that was the clever bit, the one Dawn was plainly proudest of, sat there in black and white. Nobody'd think twice about Ben, because Ben was always about. He'd be at my table on a Thursday with a can and his boots still on, taking the piss out of my defending same as every week. I'd pass him a plate. And any of the days in between might be a day he'd had my wife. Discreet as they come, Dawn said. I'd be handing the bloke his beer myself.

I put the phone back down on the worktop, face-down, exactly the angle it had been, by the fruit bowl, and stood over it with my heart going hard enough to feel in my fingers.

For a mad second I thought about waking her. Going up, putting the light on, having the whole thing out there and then with the phone in my hand for proof. Then I pictured how that went. Me stood over the bed at gone midnight waving her own texts at her, seething over a bloke she'd not so much as touched, proving every word Dawn had said about insecure little men in one go. She'd have the high ground before I'd got a sentence out, and she'd be right to. So I left her sleeping. Patience, I told myself. It wasn't patience.

It was all still talk, I made myself hold onto that. Dawn running her mouth, that was all, and Lucy half-cut and flattered, saying he's fit like you'll say anything at midnight to a mate who won't let a thing drop. Tomorrow she'd have the fear on and it would all look different by daylight. That was all it was. It had to be all it was.

I turned the last light off and went up.

She was dead to the world, on her front, one arm thrown over my side of the bed. The landing light caught the side of her, the dark hair pushed off her face, one bare shoulder out of the covers, one heavy tit pushed against the sheet, her mouth a bit open. My pretty wife, out cold and easy with it, smelling of the party and the wine. I stopped in the doorway and looked at her a while. She loved me. She'd said it in the car with her head on my shoulder and she'd said it certain, and I believed her, and it turned out a person could mean it and still be up on her phone lining the rest of it up. I got in beside her, careful. She shifted back into me in her sleep, and sighed, and went still, warm all down my front. I lay there wide awake with Ben's grin going round and round behind my eyes, and it was a long while before I slept.

The morning was a fog and the day behind it was worse. Most of the shift is a blank to me now. I know I stood in the yard at half six with a brew going cold in my hand, watching the wagons come off the ring road, my head anywhere but the job. I dropped a manifest and had to do it over. One of the drivers got sent to the wrong bay and had to be chased down and put right, and he moaned at me for it, fairly enough. The two agency lads had turned up for once, so it was only two men's work, and still every thought I started fell apart halfway. Whenever the floor went quiet I was back at that worktop with the whole green column in front of me. He's fit. I'm not saying anything. I kept pressing on it, and it kept being there.

Sandra found me about two, out by the loading doors where I'd gone to be nowhere for a minute.

"You're a waste of space today," she said, coming up beside me. She had her coat on already, which she never did before four. "What's up with you. And don't say nothing, I've watched you drop the same clipboard twice."

"Bad night's sleep." I straightened up slowly off the door frame. "I'll be right. I've got the four o'clock to sign off yet."

"You're not signing anything off." She looked at me a second longer than I'd have liked, red hair scraped back, that face that could take a strip off a driver at forty paces, and whatever she saw she decided against saying. "Go home, Rob. I'll cash it off. The lads are in, the wagon's loaded, there's nothing here that needs you stood there looking like a wet weekend. Go on."

"You don't have to do that."

"I know I don't." She was already turning back for the floor. "Which is exactly why I'm doing it. Go home to your wife before I change my mind."

Go home to your wife. She meant it kind. It landed like a boot anyway, and I said cheers, Sandra, and meant that, and got my coat.

I sat in the van in the yard a good while before I turned it over. By the time I did, it had stopped being a thing happening to me. It had turned into a thing I meant to act on. Dawn could say what she liked. Ben could grin away in his kitchen. I was the only man who'd ever had my wife, and the one trick that had ever pulled that noise out of her was a bit of rubber over my cock I could roll on any night of the week she fancied. So she could have it. If being fucked till she couldn't think straight was what she was after, then I'd hand her that till she was sick to death of it, and give her so much of it she'd have Ben clean out of her head.

I started the van. I'd stop at the big Tesco on the ring road and get a bottle of the red she liked, and be home before her for once, and I'd start tonight.
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Igot home before her for once, and I had the plan half-built by the time her key went in the door.

The red she liked was open and breathing on the side. I'd put the oven on for the garlic bread, and I'd had a shower and pulled on a clean t-shirt, which I don't do on a work night, and if she clocked that she didn't say. I'd gone over the plan the whole drive back from the Tesco and it was a simple one. I'd wear her out. Give her so much of me, tonight and every night after, that Ben could grin away in his kitchen for nothing and the whole daft idea died off on its own. I'd competed with a lump of rubber and come off worse. I'd made my mind up I could take Ben, though. Ben was only a bloke.

"Ooh. Wine's out." She dropped her bag on the chair and came and put her arms round me at the counter, still in her coat, cold off the walk from the car. "What've I done to deserve this, then."

"Nothing. Your mam all right?"

"Same as ever." She tipped her face up and I kissed her, and got a proper hold of her hips through the coat, and she made a small pleased noise into it before she pulled back to get her arms out of her sleeves. "Had me up and down the loft ladder half the afternoon fetching down boxes she wanted a rummage through, then decided she didn't want them down after all and up they all went again. I ache all over." She took the glass I poured her and had a mouthful and shut her eyes. "God, that's good. You're a good one, you."

"I have my moments."

"You do." She kissed me again, quick, and went to see to her coat. While her back was turned her phone went off in her bag, buzzing against the chair, and she came back and dug it out, had a look, and turned it face-down on the counter without a word. I knew the name that'd be up on it. I'd known it since one in the morning. I turned back to the oven and kept quiet. Anything I said started with I read your phone, and that was a door I meant to leave shut.

We ate on the sofa with the telly on low. I kept the plan going, a hand resting on her thigh, topping her glass before it was empty, telling her the funny bits of my day and getting her laughing, being the version of me she'd married. It was going all right. She'd shuffled in against my side with her feet tucked up, warm and heavy and half a glass past caring about the day. And her phone kept going. Face-down on the arm of the sofa, buzzing, lighting the arm up through the back of it. Every time it went she'd glance down and leave it lying, and every time she left it lying I felt the plan get that bit harder to hold.

"You can look at it," I said, on about the fourth go. "I don't mind."

"It's only Dawn."

"I know it's Dawn." It came out flatter than I'd meant it to, and she picked up on it, and there was a little silence with the telly going in it.

"Don't start, Rob."

"I'm not starting anything. I said look at your phone."

"You've gone all funny, though." She sat up out of my side and turned to look at me properly, her knees tucked under her, reading me. "You have. You've got a face on."

I should have laughed it off. That was the plan, right there. Laugh it off, top her up, get her upstairs. Instead I heard myself say, "What's she after, then. Dawn."

"Nothing. She's just being Dawn."

"Being Dawn how."

Lucy weighed it a second. Then she told me straight, because straight is what she gives me, even when soft would have cost her less. "She thinks I should stop mucking about with a bit of plastic," she said, "and go and find out for real. That's all. She's not wrong that it's on my mind. I'm not going to sit here and pretend it isn't, because you'd know I was lying."

There it was. Out on the coffee table between the plates, easy as you like.

"For real," I said.

"You know what I mean."

"I don't, though." I put my glass down. "Say it. Go on. Find out what for real."

"What a proper one feels like." She said it plainly, holding my eye, honest as anything, with no notion at all of what it did to me going in. "A real one. A big one, there. You made me say it."

"Mine's real," I said.

"Rob." She said my name tiredly, half a warning.

"No, go on. Mine's a real one. It's right here. You've had it." I could hear how it sounded and carried on anyway. "You mean a big one. That's a different word. Say the word you actually mean."

"Fine. A big one." She said the word soft, like she was doing me a favour by it. "Is that better? I don't see why the word matters when we both know the thing."

And there it was in my head straight off, the whole picture of it. Some faceless cock bigger than mine sliding up into my wife, her mouth falling open, her back coming up off the bed, that noise starting in her throat for a man who wasn't me. I held my glass and sat cold with it and couldn't make it stop.

"Feel like what, though," I said. I don't know why I pushed for it. Picking at it, the way your tongue goes back to a tooth. "Go on. What is it you reckon you're missing out on."

"You'll not like it."

"Say it anyway."

"Fine." She looked right at me, honest to a fault, right to the bottom of the well. "A proper big cock that actually fills me. That I can still feel the next day. One that stretches me right out and wrecks me for a bit. That's what I think about. That's the whole of it. Happy now?"

I wasn't. I sat there with the picture of it going round and nothing to put against her being that honest, and that was the trouble all over.

I couldn't argue the thing without arguing my own size, and there's no arguing your own size. Every road out of it went through me admitting I was small and jealous about it, which was Dawn's word for men like me, and I wasn't going to sit here in my own front room and prove it right.

"It's just sex, at the end of it," she went on, softer now, reaching over to rest her hand on my knee. "It doesn't touch us, does it. It's like... I've had a taste of a thing and now I want the whole of it, once, properly, and then I've had it and it's out of my system and I stop wondering. That's all it's ever been. You know I love you. This isn't about loving you."

Get it out of my system. She'd have got that off Dawn word for word, and it had gone into her like it was her own, and she believed it the way you believe a thing that lets you have what you want.

"And how's that supposed to work," I said. The garlic bread had gone cold on the plates. Neither of us had touched the last of it. "You have your one, your proper one, and then what. You come home and settle back down for the small stuff, do you. Happy as anything. Because that's not how anything works, Lucy. You don't un-know a thing once you've had it."

"You don't know that."

"I do, though. That's exactly what happened with the sleeve. You had it once and now it's every night and now it's not even enough." I hadn't meant to get that far and there it was. "So no. I don't believe get it out of your system. There's no system it comes out of. It just makes room for the next thing."

She had no answer for that straight off, which told me I'd landed one, and it landed hollow. My head had gone off while I talked, straight to the place I'd been steering it clear of all night. Some bloke with the thing she was after, up inside her right now, her doing that noise for him, the real one, the one a bit of rubber had to fake for me. And here I sat arguing the toss about it on my own sofa, cold with it, and something moving low that I shut down each time before it could speak up.

"So what do I do, then." She'd gone quiet and small with it. "Just want it forever and never say. Bottle it up and go funny, and you go funny, and we end up one of them couples who don't talk. Is that better than being honest with you? Because I'd rather be honest with you than anything. I've been honest with you about every bit of this from the ruler on. I could have done all of it behind your back and you'd never have known a thing."

She could have. That was the plain truth of it, and it sat in the room. She could have gone at it through Dawn and daytimes and someone discreet, someone I'd hand a beer to on a Thursday, and I'd have carried on none the wiser, the good bloke, right to the end of it. Instead she'd got a ruler out and shown me a shop page and sat here now telling me to my face. And somewhere in the last minute my brain had quietly worked something out I hadn't asked it to.

"If it's going to happen," I said, and heard the words come out of me like somebody else was working my mouth, "then I'd sooner know. That's all. I'd sooner it was done with me knowing. Than behind my back with everyone laughing at me but me."

Where the hell did that come from. I hadn't decided it. It had decided itself down under all the arguing, and my mouth had gone and said it before the rest of me had had its say.

Lucy went very still. "Are you saying..."

"I don't know what I'm saying."

"You are, though." She'd sat up, and her whole face had changed, gone careful, watching my face for whether I'd take it back. "You'd let me. With you knowing."

"I'm saying if. I'm saying I'd rather know." We both left the name out of it. She left it out because she'd no idea I had it, and I left it out because I couldn't say how, so it sat there between us, each of us stepping carefully round it. "That's all I'm saying. Don't make it more than that."

"Okay." She said it barely above the telly. "Okay." And then she was across the sofa with her hands either side of my face, kissing me hard, gratitude in it and a heat under the gratitude with its own weight. She was kissing me like I'd handed her a gift, and I had, and the gift was another man's cock inside her with my say-so on it. God help me it went straight through me and set me going.

"Come here," she said against my mouth. "No sleeve tonight. Just you. I want you now, and I want you to cum in me."

I was hard before she'd got my belt open, and she had my belt open before I'd got her jumper up. I dragged it off over her head and her bra came with it, her tits spilling heavy and full into my hands. I got my mouth on one and sucked the nipple hard and she groaned and pulled my hair. Then I hauled her leggings and her knickers down together and off one foot, and she lay back and let her knees fall open, already wet, flushed pink up her chest. I got down and put my mouth on her, dragging my tongue up through the wet of her and working her clit till she gasped and pushed up against it, then slid two fingers into her, slick and hot, and she ground herself onto my hand and reached down to get her fist round my cock.

"Don't muck about," she breathed. "I want your cock in me. Come on. Put it in me properly."

I fed myself into her bare, no rubber in the way of it this time, her cunt gripping hot round me the whole slow way in, and for a second it was the best thing in the world. My wife under me, wet for me, nobody's cock in her but mine.

"Yes," she gasped, "there. Like that. Fuck." She got her thighs up round me and dug her heels into my arse. "Harder. Go on. Fuck me properly. Right up, I want the whole of it."

I fucked her hard into the cushions, the wet of her loud between us, her arse working down to take every stroke of me. Her tits rolled heavy with it, and I got a hand up to grip one and thumbed the nipple stiff, and I watched her face the whole time, hunting for the thing, the look I'd first seen on her that Friday. I drove into her deep as I'd go and ground the root of me against her clit and gave her everything I had of just me. And she was warm and loud and lovely under me, and it stayed just out of her reach. A bigger one would have it out of her in a minute, went the thought, plain as anything while I worked at it. That's the picture behind her eyes right now, and that's who I've just told her she can have. My own cock throbbed hard at that, buried in her, and I fucked her rougher for it.

"That's it," she panted, holding my face. "Right there. God, give it me, come on, fill my pussy up." The filth out of her warm mouth wound me higher, even as I clocked she'd have said the exact same to a bloke twice my size and meant it twice as much. She got there in the end on her own, grinding her clit up against the root of me, swearing quietly, chasing it down and clutching at my back, and she came clamped tight round me and gasping into my neck. That dragged me straight over after her. I emptied into her bare in long hard pulls, jaw locked shut, both hands holding her hips down onto me, spilling every drop of it into my own wife where it counted for nothing against what she really wanted.

She'd loved it, and she lay there after with her chest heaving and her hand stroking slowly through my hair, and she kissed my temple and told me that was lovely, really lovely, and meant every word of it. She kept the other thing to herself, kind about it now. But I'd watched her the whole way through. I knew the difference between her taking herself there and a real one taking her there, and so did she, and her being kind about it landed worse than the morning she'd sat at the table and said it flat. A bigger man would have had her screaming the street awake, and I'd just sat here and told her to go and find one.

I rolled off and lay half on the floor with my jeans round my knee and my heart still hammering, my cum leaking slowly out of her onto the cushion, and that was when I felt it.

I was hard again. Stiffening back up already, minutes after I'd come, which doesn't happen to a man my age twice off nothing. And it wasn't nothing. My head had gone straight back to what I'd said out loud, I'd rather know, and on past it to what I'd handed her. Some bloke. A bigger one. Her under him doing the real, loud, no-faking-it version of what she'd just worked so hard at for me. My cock throbbed against my own leg over the thought of it, sticky and stiffening, honestly minutes after I'd emptied into her. I felt sick, and the sick sat right on top. Underneath it the other thing went on quietly getting harder, and stayed.

Bloody hell.

Lucy shifted on the sofa above me and reached down and pushed the hair gently off my forehead.

"You've gone quiet," she said.

"Just tired. Long day." I got my jeans up off my knee, and reached over and turned the lamp off, and we lay there in the dark, her warm along my side and already going heavy toward sleep.

We'd left his name out of every sentence of it, her and me. She had to, not knowing I even had it. And I had to, and I'd gone and handed her the thing anyway, sat right there on the sofa, given her the go-ahead for a man I couldn't make myself say out loud in the dark.
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For the next few days the thing I'd said on the sofa just sat there between us, live, and neither of us touched it. We went to work and came home and ate our tea and watched the telly, and I'd catch her looking at me across a room with a question she wasn't asking, and I'd look back like I'd no notion what she meant, and we'd both leave it lying. It might come to nothing, I kept telling myself. You say a thing like that in the dark with her mouth still warm on you, and by daylight I could half believe I'd never said it at all. I was good at telling myself things that week.

Then on the Thursday she came out with it, over the washing-up, drying a plate she'd already dried.

"Ben said he might drop round tonight," she said, keeping her eyes on the plate. "After. Just for a couple, if that's all right. He's at a loose end."

And there it was. Ben. She'd got the name out into the kitchen at last, light as you like, the way you'd tell a bloke who'd texted about the fantasy football. Ben, who she'd no idea I already knew about. Ben, whose grinning face I'd been carrying round behind my eyes since I read it off her phone at one in the morning. She said it and set the plate in the rack and picked up another, not a fidget in her, and that alone told me she'd rehearsed the saying of it, got it smooth before she opened her mouth.

"Course," I said. My voice came out level, which surprised me. "Yeah. Tell him to bring the beer, I'm skint till Friday."

"He'll bring beer." She glanced at me quickly then, checking my face for whatever sat under the calm of it, and I gave her nothing to find. "It's only Ben, Rob. It's a few cans and the football on. That's all it is."

"I know what it is."

"Do you." She put the tea towel down slowly. She'd gone still, and there was a second where the whole of it nearly came up out of the sink and onto the lino. The sleeve, the party, Dawn's green column, every word I was pretending I'd never read. Then she thought better of it, same as I had, and picked the towel back up. "Right. Well, he'll be about eight, then."

I'd done a long day. The earlies, then a wagon that came in wrong and had to be broken down and loaded again, my back gone by two. By rights I'd have been asleep on the sofa by nine. I wasn't tired now. I got changed out of my work things into a clean shirt, second time I'd done that in a week. I clocked myself at it, an all, smartening up to sit in the front room while another man came round for my wife. Put the shirt on anyway.

She got herself done up as well. Not obvious. She'd have said, if I'd pushed her, that she'd only had a quick shower and put a bit of face on after a day in her work clothes. But it was a Thursday and there was nobody coming but Ben, and she'd done her eyes and pulled on the jeans that did the most for her and a top cut low enough, and she'd left her hair loose down her back, which she knows does for me. She came in with her perfume ahead of her and tipped two bags of crisps into bowls, reaching up to the high cupboard so the low top gaped and gave me the heavy hang of one tit inside it. I stood half-hard in the kitchen watching my curvy wife lay a spread out for the bloke she meant to have, and I wanted her so badly it sat up in my throat.

He came at ten past. I heard his car pull up on the road and the door go, and Lucy was up off the settee before the knock had properly finished, and I made myself stay put and let her get it.

"All right, stranger," I heard her say brightly at the door, and Ben's easy laugh, and then them both coming through, Ben with a carrier of tins swinging off one hand.

"Robbo." He put the bag on the table, cracked a can open and handed it straight to me before he'd even got his coat off, which is Ben all over, settled in a room inside four seconds flat wherever he lands. He's a good-looking bastard, and I'd say it to his face. Younger than me and it shows, none of the thickening round the middle a man gets at my age. "You watching this, then? Should be a good one. City'll get done, mind. They've half a side out injured."

"They'll win anyway," I said, and took the can off him, and there it was, the exact thing I'd read weeks back off her phone. I'd be handing the bloke his beer myself. Only it was him handing me mine, and being on the wrong end of it was worse than the picture had ever been.

Then we watched the match. That's the mad part I keep going back to. For the first hour it was three of us round a football, cans on the go, the bowls between us. Ben and me doing the running commentary blokes do, slagging off the ref. Lucy tucked in the corner of the settee with a glass of wine, laughing along. Anybody at the window would have seen a Thursday like any of the last four years. And Ben was good company. He always was, damn him. He told a tale about a lad at his work reversing a forklift clean through a shutter, and I laughed properly, honestly lost the whole business for a minute, and then remembered, and the remembering came down cold.

Because underneath all of it I was watching her the whole time. Watching her laugh a shade too ready at everything he said. Watching her fill her own wine quicker than she filled mine. She'd started the evening well down her end of the sofa, safely clear of him. Over the hour she came along it, not in one go but by stages. A shift each time she leaned in to say a thing or reached for a bowl, till her knee sat near enough against his and neither of them minded. Once, when he cracked a daft joke, she reached over and shoved his arm and left her hand lying on it a moment past what the shove had wanted. I saw it. I saw the lot of it. And Ben, in fairness, kept cutting his eyes across to me while it went on, checking, a question in the look. Waiting to hear if I'd say a word against it.

I kept my mouth shut. I sat in my chair with a warm can going flat in my fist and let it happen in front of me, and I hated that I was stiffening for it under my jeans already, quietly, unasked, before a hand had strayed anywhere it shouldn't. I shifted about and told myself to pack it in and couldn't, and it stayed.

City scored. Ben was up out of his seat with his arms flung out, and Lucy grabbed at him laughing, and when he dropped back down he dropped down closer, right in against her, and stopped there. She made no move away from him either. She looked over at me the once, quick, and I'll never rightly know all of what was in it. But there was a question in there too, the same one Ben had been putting to me with his eyes all night, and I met it and I held my tongue. She read the silence for the answer it plainly was.

Then her hand came up and settled on Ben's chest, palm open, her wedding ring bright in the light off the telly. She tipped her face up to him and he bent his down, and they kissed, slow, right there with the football still going and me sat six feet off. My wife's mouth opening under another man's for the first time in all the years I'd had her. I felt it go through my cock in a hot ache, sat useless in my own chair, and I hated myself for it.

Fucking hell.

I'd thought I knew what it would do to me. I'd run it a hundred times lying awake. I hadn't known the half of it. It went through me like cold water. And under the cold ran that other thing, the one I'd given up being able to lie about since last week, running just as hard the opposite way. Together they made a roar in me while I sat dead still and watched.

She broke off first. Came up pink and bright about the eyes and rested her forehead against his jaw a second, and then she looked round at me properly, and her face had gone soft and careful, careful as she gets when she knows she's asking a lot of me.

"Rob." She wet her lips. "You'd not want to sit and watch the rest of this. Would you, love. Go out and have a quiet pint. Just for a bit, eh..."

It was kindly done. She wasn't cruel with it, not for a second, she never once was in the whole business. She was asking me to clear out of my house so she could be unfaithful in it with my blessing. And she asked it gently, like a mercy she was doing me, getting me up out of the road of the worst of it. Maybe it was a mercy. I stood up. I'd sooner be walking than sat in that chair a second longer.

"Yeah," I said. "I'll get out from under your feet. Give us a shout."

"Robbo, you don't have to head off, mate..." Ben was half up out of his seat, doing the decent thing, and I couldn't stand it, him playing the gent about it with his hand still on her leg.

"You're all right, mate." I got my coat off the hook. "Enjoy the game." Which was a daft thing to say, and I heard it be daft the second it landed, and didn't care. I picked up my keys. Lucy came out into the hall after me while Ben stopped where he was, and she caught my sleeve at the door.

"Thank you," she said, low, so he'd not hear it, her eyes gone wet at the corners. "I mean it. I love you. Nowt about that's changed."

"I know." I did know it. That was the whole trouble with every bit of it. "I'll be at the Wheatsheaf," I said. "Text me."

"I will. I promise."

I let myself out the front door into the cold and pulled it shut, and stood on the drive a moment listening to the football muffle away behind the glass, and then I walked off up the road before I could turn round and go back in.

The Wheatsheaf's ten minutes if you cut past the garages, and I took it slow, and took in none of it. Behind me my wife was on the sofa with Ben's hands going wherever they fancied. I kept trying not to build the picture and built it anyway, frame by frame. Her top coming off over her head and her tits spilling loose for him. His mouth going down over them, his hand shoving up between her legs. Then the thing itself, some cock bigger than mine sliding up into her slow, her mouth falling open at the stretch of it. The noise she'd make for him. The real one, the one I'd only ever dragged out of her the once, and off a toy at that, coming easy out of her now for a lad who'd not have to try for it. My gut dropped and kept dropping. And the heat came up right alongside it, shameless and stubborn, matching the drop stride for stride. My cock stayed half-hard and aching the whole walk there. I got to the pub sick and stirred-up at once, and there was no saying which had the upper hand.

The Wheatsheaf's gone downhill since they did it out. It used to be a proper local, sticky carpet, a decent bitter, the same six blokes propping up the bar. Now it's grey walls and a menu with halloumi on it and they've shifted the darts board to squeeze in tables nobody sits at. I got a pint of the one guest ale they still keep and carried it to the far end of the bar where I could put my back to the room, and I set my phone face-up on the wood beside the glass, screen showing, and looked at it.

Nothing. Twenty to nine. She'd said she'd text.

I had a mouthful of the pint and couldn't taste it. Honestly, it could have been anything. I drank it because holding it gave my hands a job, and I watched the phone lie there dark on the bar, and I went back over the thing I'd been going over all week, only it was happening now, not just in my head. Twenty to nine. They'd be up off the sofa by now, then. Up the stairs, maybe. In my bed, him buried in her in it this minute — the bed I'd made that morning with her still in it, mumbling at me to leave her the good side of the duvet.

"Rob, isn't it?" A bloke a little way down the bar, pint in hand, a face I half-knew off the five-a-side or the warehouse, I couldn't place him. "You all right, mate?" he asked. "Miles off, you were."

"Sound," I muttered. "Long day, that's all. Just after a quiet one."

"I'll not bother you, then." He tipped his glass an inch and went back to his own phone, friendly enough about it, and I turned back to mine, and it still hadn't lit.

I got a second one in. I don't know why. I wasn't drinking them so much as standing behind them. The telly over the bar had the darts on, and I watched a fat lad in a shirt like a set of curtains throw his arrows and the crowd go up, and not a bit of it went in. Ten past nine. Half an hour she'd had of him now. More. Still no text, and the silence was its own answer, because a woman doesn't stop halfway through the thing you sent her off to do so she can text you about it. She texts you after. If she thinks of it.

I nearly rang her. I got as far as her name on the screen with my thumb hovering, and then I saw exactly how it would go. The phone buzzing on the bedside table with them at it, her not picking up. Or worse, her picking up all breathless with him still going, and me stood in a done-up pub under the darts asking was she okay. I put the phone back down flat on the wood. I'd said I'd sooner know than not, and knowing meant standing here and letting the clock run and not turning into the man who couldn't hold his nerve for one lousy hour.

I lasted another ten minutes of that.

Then I was moving. I hadn't decided on it. I picked the phone up off the bar and pocketed it and left the second pint standing most of the way full. And I was out through the door and into the cold and walking, fast now, back the way I'd come, past the garages and up the road with my heart going hard, before I'd once said to myself right, that's it, I'm going home.
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By the time I got to the gate I'd been half-running the last stretch. I stopped there with my hand on the cold top of it and made myself breathe slowly. The house looked like any other night. The bedroom curtains dark, the little front-room ones not quite pulled to, a low light going behind them off the corner lamp and the flicker of the telly under it. Ordinary. A man could walk up his own drive and put his key in his own door.

Only I couldn't. I'd no idea what I might walk in on the wrong side of that door. So I did the daft thing instead, the thing I'd never have owned to in daylight. I went up the drive quietly, keeping in off the path, and put myself at the edge of the front window where the curtains hadn't quite met, and I looked in through the gap.

She was on her knees on the front-room carpet.

Ben sat back on my settee with his jeans open and shoved down his thighs, one arm slung easily along the top of the cushions, and Lucy was knelt up between his legs with her back half to me, her head going in his lap. She'd got her top off. I could see the bare curve of her back and the side of one heavy tit swinging as she worked, and the dark fall of her hair where he'd got a loose hold of it in one hand. He wasn't pulling, just resting it there, moving her along at the pace he wanted. I couldn't hear a thing through the glass. That was the strange part, watching my wife suck a man off in dead silence on the far side of the window with the street quiet behind me.

And his cock. She lifted off it for a breath and got her hand round it, and I got a proper look, and it stood up out of her fist longer than mine and a good deal thicker, wet all down the shaft off her mouth. My own cock ached in my jeans just looking at it. The exact thing she'd been reading about on her phone for a month, sat there hard in my front room. Then she bent back down over it and took it deep, her cheeks hollowing round the girth of it, her head working him steady, spit stringing off the shaft each time she came up for air and her fist twisting over the length she couldn't fit past her lips. I watched her do to Ben on our carpet what I'd only ever had to coax her into on a birthday.

I should have felt the cold drop then, the one I'd had at the kitchen table and out by the vans. It came, but it came second. What came first, stood in my own front garden with my breath fogging the glass, was that I'd gone hard in my jeans. Stiff and aching against the seam of them, watching another man's cock slide in and out between my wife's lips, before I'd had a single thought I could put a name to. For some reason. I pressed the heel of my hand against myself through the denim, once, quickly, and hated it, and did not look away.

That's my wife on her knees taking a cock the size she's always wanted. And I'm the one out here in the cold, gone hard, watching her do it. My own throbbed against my hand at the plain fact of it. I let it, sick to my stomach and stiff as a post at once.

He finished in her mouth. I knew it before I properly saw it. His hand tightened in her hair and his head went back against the cushion and his whole body drew up tight, and Lucy held dead still with him buried deep for a few seconds. Then she lifted her head slowly and put the back of her wrist to her lips. She hadn't spat it anywhere I could see. She'd simply swallowed it and wiped her mouth, easy as anything, and reached for the wine glass on the arm of the settee.

That got me worse than any single thing I'd watched through that glass. She'd let me finish in her mouth maybe a handful of times in all our years, and only ever when I'd earned it first. She'd done it for Ben the very first night, no fuss made, like it was only the manners of the thing. My cock kicked at that, at the ease of it, and I stood in the cold appalled at myself for it.

Ben's head came up off the cushion, and his eyes went to the window.

Shit. I got myself back and flat against the brick between the window and the door, my heart hammering, and stood there in the dark breathing hard. I didn't think he'd have made me out through his own reflection with the lamp on inside. But I'd not have put money on it. Then my phone went off in my pocket, loud as a fire alarm, and I nearly jumped out of my skin dragging it out to kill it.

Ben's off in a sec if you want to come back xx

I read it twice against my own wall. A second one landed under it, and this one was from Ben.

alright mate. off now. she's grand, looked after her proper. good on you btw, not many would. see you thursday [image: thumbs up]

Looked after her proper. See you Thursday. I'd be passing him a ball on the astroturf in a week and he'd be stood there having had all of this, and being decent about it into the bargain, which was the part I couldn't get my teeth into. I pocketed the phone without answering either of them and went back down the drive quietly and out the gate, and I waited up the street in the shadow between two lamps until I heard my front door go and saw Ben come out. He pulled it gently to behind him, got in his car, and drove off down the road, none the wiser I was stood forty yards up it. Only then did I let myself walk back.

The house had that smell to it when I got in. Wine, and a warmer smell under the wine, sweat and sex, the kind that hangs about a room after. The telly was off. I stood in the dark hall a second, then went through and ran the kitchen tap and ducked my head and drank straight off it, cold, and ran a wet hand round the back of my neck. Buying myself the length of it before I had to go up and be looked at.

"Rob?" She'd heard the tap. "That you? Come up."

I went up. She'd left the lamp low on her side. She was in the bed with the duvet pushed down round her hips and nothing on above it, sat up against the headboard, waiting for me, her hair still mussed from his hand in it. She watched me come in and stop in the doorway, and her thumb found the raw skin at the side of her nail and worked it, and I understood she was reading my face for how I'd be about it. Same as I was reading hers.

"You alright?" she said, carefully.

"Yeah." My voice came out level. I got my coat off, and my shirt. "You?"

"Yeah." A breath went out of her, and the thumb dropped from her nail. "Come here, then. I've been lying here waiting for you." She reached a hand across the empty side of the bed. "Come to bed."

I got the rest of my things off and got in beside her, and she was warm the whole length of her and smelled of him and of herself. I set my mouth on hers before I'd properly worked out whether I meant to. She made a soft pleased noise and opened to me, and there, on her tongue, was the salt of him. Ben. Still faint on her under the wine. It stopped me dead and I flinched back off her half an inch. Then I came straight back and kissed her deeper for it, because pulling away meant I couldn't do this, and I badly wanted to do this.

"Come here," she whispered, pulling me back down. "God. I want you now."

I got over her and she opened her legs and I pushed into her, and she was wet and slack and warm in a way she never was after only me. Loose round me, slick with more than her own, and I knew it the whole way in. His. Still in her. I was pushing into my wife full of another man's spend and I felt exactly what that meant, and I was harder for it than I'd been going in.

"You can feel that, can't you," she said quietly, watching my face right up close. "That it's not just me. That he was in me."

"I can feel it." I didn't dress it up. I fucked into her slowly and deep, feeling him move round me. Then I made myself ask the thing before the nerve went, because I'd sooner have it than lie here not knowing. "Tell me what you did. All of it. Go on."

"You really want it?" She said it softly, no cruelty in it, only checking, her hands coming up round my back. "You want me to tell you?"

"I want it. Was he bigger."

"Rob…"

"Was he." I got a hand in her hair. "Say it."

"He was massive," she said, and looked me right in the eye. She'd not dress a thing like this up for me and we both knew it. "So much bigger than you, love, I'm sorry. When he got his cock out I nearly laughed, I couldn't help it. I'd never had one that size near me. I could barely get my hand round it." She rocked herself up onto me. "And then he put it in me and I could feel every inch of it going up, the way I only get off the sleeve, only it was warm. It was real. A proper big cock in me at last." She caught it and softened it against my cheek. "I love you. You know I do. It was just so different to you."

"Could you still feel me. Just now, when I got in you." I had to know it and hated the knowing. "After him. Tell me straight."

"A bit," she said, and wouldn't lie to me, she never does. "Not the way I felt him, love, I'll not pretend. He'd stretched me right out. But I want you in me now, I do. I've been lying up here wanting your cum in me, on top of what he left." Her hips came up onto me. "Go on. Give it me."

"Did he make you come." I knew he had. I fucked her harder for the asking.

"Twice," she whispered into my neck. "He had me on my back first and I went almost straight off, I couldn't stop it. Then he turned me over and did me from behind, proper hard, and I came again on his big cock and that one was so loud I put my own hand over my mouth. And then he wanted to finish in my mouth, so I got on my knees and let him cum down my throat and I swallowed the lot." Her nails went into my back. "Two orgasms off him and I've hardly touched you and I'm already going again. What's that say about me."

She stopped, and she clocked what I'd have seen. "You came home, didn't you. You saw me on my knees."

I put my mouth to her neck instead of answering it, and fucked her, and she'd told me twice, and the last of him was still on her mouth where I'd kissed it, and it roared through me all at once. His spunk was still leaking out of her round me and I was going harder into it. I'm fucking my own wife full of the bloke I sent her, tasting what he left off her mouth, and I have never in my life been this hard.

"You're loving this," she got out, gripping me, half amazed. "You are. I can feel how hard you've gone. He's still dripping out of my pussy and you're going at me harder than ever, aren't you. God, Rob, you love it…"

"Quiet a minute," I said, gently as I could. I couldn't hear it said out loud, not yet. I got up on my hands and drove into her properly, and she took it, wet and open and swearing under her breath, her heavy tits rolling with each stroke. It was the best I'd felt inside her in years, and the worst night of my life, and I could not have pulled the two apart to save myself. She got a hand down between us and worked her clit and came a third time round me, clamping tight, gasping. That finished me off. I went off deep inside her, spilling in hard jerks on top of whatever he'd left in there, and held there shaking with my jaw locked shut.

Christ. The state of me.

I rolled half off her and lay getting my breath back, one leg still over hers, my heart banging. There was a word for what I'd just done, and I turned it over quietly and found it fit. Reclaim. That was the shape of it. She'd had him in her, and I'd needed to put myself back where he'd been, to leave mine where his had gone, to have her be mine again and not just his. I never said the word out loud. I kept it back and held onto it for myself.

She curled in against me, warm and heavy and thoroughly done in, and pushed her face into my shoulder.

"You went ever so quiet on me," she murmured, half gone already. Then, softer, right against my skin, her mouth curving against it as she spoke. "You could taste him, though. When you kissed me. Go on… say you could."
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She was up before me the next morning, and I could hear her downstairs turning the radio up and singing over the top of it, badly, which is always a good sign with her.

I lay there a minute and listened to it. Then I got up and went down. She was at the counter in the big T-shirt and her knickers and nothing else, bare-legged, buttering toast and moving her hips slowly to the song. She looked round at me over her shoulder, grinning, and it was a grin that had had a good night's sleep behind it.

"Morning," she said, and put her face up, and I kissed her. There was nothing on her mouth now but toothpaste. Just her. I don't know what I'd been braced for. The night before was still all over the inside of my head. Her on her knees in the lamplight, the salt of another man on her tongue when I'd kissed her in the dark. And here she was in the daylight making the breakfast, and I got a low pull of it looking at her bare legs like it was any other Friday.

"You're chirpy," I said.

"I slept like the dead." She handed me a slice off her own plate. "You went out like a light and all, in the end. I did try talking to you." She said it lightly, but her eyes came up to my face while she said it, checking, and I knew which bit of the talking she meant. She'd asked me a thing, right at the last, mouth against my skin, half asleep. You could taste him, though. Say you could. I'd not answered it. I'd lain there with my heart still going and let her drift off thinking I hadn't heard.

"You were half gone yourself," I said.

"I was. But you heard me." She turned round and leaned back against the counter, her mug against her chest, and looked at me steadily over it. There was no cruelty in it. She just wanted the truth of a thing, same as she'd wanted the number that time, plainly, out on the table where she could see it.

I had a mouthful of the toast I didn't want. "Yeah," I said. "I could taste him."

Her lips came apart a little and the colour climbed up her neck, and she pressed them together again and looked down into her mug, pleased and caught out both at once. "I thought so," she said quietly. "I wondered if you could."

"You knew I was at that window."

"I worked it out. After." She looked up. "Was it awful?"

Yes. No. I don't have the word for what it was. "It was a lot," I said.

She came over with her plate and leaned on the counter beside me. "He came in me twice, you know," she said, not to wound me with it, only telling me, plain as she'd tell me about her day. "I can still feel it this morning. Is that an awful thing to say to your husband over his breakfast."

"Probably," I said.

"But you came home and had me anyway. With him still…" She stopped, and let it lie, and neither of us finished it. She put her mug down and came over and put her arms round me and pressed her face into my chest, warm, and I stood in the kitchen with my toast going cold in my hand and my cock stiffening against her belly. She felt that straight off, and said nothing about it, only pressed in against it once and let me quietly go, smiling to herself, and went back to the toast.

Her phone had been going the whole while, face-up by the kettle, lighting and buzzing and lighting again. She'd been ignoring it for me, which was new. Now she picked it up and thumbed through it and laughed under her breath.

"Dawn," she said. "She's doing her nut. Been on at me since last night wanting to know how it went." She scrolled. "She reckons she's owed the details, seeing as it was her idea in the first place." She read on a second. "She wants to come round."

"You've told her, then," I said. "All of it."

"Course I have. She's my Dawn." Lucy said it like it explained itself, and I suppose it did. "She wanted to know was he good, and was he big, and was I all right after." She put the phone down and looked at me, gone a touch pink again. "I told her yes to the lot."

"When's she after coming, then," I said.

"Tomorrow, she's saying. She's not in work Saturday." Lucy had picked the phone back up, turning it over in her hands, and I clocked there was something she was working up to. "I know you're not her biggest fan. But she'd only want an hour, and it'd do me good, having somebody to properly talk to about it. That's all it'd be. Us three, a bottle of wine."

"Course," I said. "Have her round."

"You're sure."

"I said, didn't I." I wasn't sure of anything. But I'd sanctioned a good deal worse than a Saturday bottle of wine with her oldest mate, and I'd learned by now there was no clean place left to draw a line.

Dawn came round the Saturday, and she brought Keith, and nobody had said one word to me about Keith.

She landed on the step at seven with a bottle in each hand and a laugh already going before the door was properly open. I've known Dawn as long as I've known Lucy, and she's not changed a great deal in it, which is to say she works hard at not changing. She's a year or two older than Lucy and dresses a good ten younger, and gets away with most of it. She's behind the bar at the Legion four nights a week, and knows everybody's business for a mile in every direction, and tells most of it back to you whether you asked or not. Bottle blonde, done fresh that afternoon by the look of it, dead straight down her back. Orange with it, the sunbed kind, and a full face of make-up on for a Saturday in somebody's front room. She's a big handsome woman, tall, and she'd poured herself into jeans a size down and a top that showed the lot, and she stood there on my step filling the doorway and looked me up and down slowly, like she was pricing me.

"Rob," she said, like it was a great joke I was there at all. "Go on, then. Let the dog see the rabbit." And she was past me into the hall before I'd got the door properly wide, kissing the air by Lucy's cheek, both of them shrieking, and I was still stood at the open door when a bloke came up the path behind her.

"All right," he said. "You must be Rob."

Keith. Dawn's husband. I'd heard the name for years and never had him in front of me, and here he came up my path in the dark with a slab of lager under one arm like he'd been asked. He's a big unit, Keith. Not tall so much as wide, and gone to a belly on him now, but still with the arms and the neck on him from the work. Bald, properly bald, shaved down to the shine, and a big red face that looked like it went redder easy. Fifty if he was a day, and loud with it before he'd even got in the house.

"Keith runs his own scaffolding," Dawn called back from down the hall, like that settled who he was.

"Six lads on the books," Keith said, and stuck a hand out, and shook mine too hard, deliberately, watching my face while he did it to see if it landed. "Well. Five and a useless one." He clapped his other hand on my shoulder on the way past, the slab still going, and he was through into the front room and dropping onto my settee like he'd bought it, and that was that. He was in.

They, I thought, stood there with the cold coming in the open door. She said her. She never said them. I shut the door and took my time hanging her coat up, buying myself a minute before I had to go and be sociable. Through the wall I could hear Lucy going, "You didn't tell me you were bringing Keith," and Dawn going, "He'd only have sat home miserable, wouldn't he. And anyway Rob wants the company, don't you, Rob," not troubling to wait for an answer.

Lucy had done a couple of shop pizzas rather than cook, so we could have them on our laps in front of the football, and I was glad of that at least, glad of the telly and an excuse not to have to make talk with Keith. He was hard work. He watched the match with his can resting on his gut, telling me the score before it happened and reckoning loudly I was wrong about my own team. Every third thing out of his mouth was a story with himself in the middle of it, winning. He told one about a job in Leeds where the client wouldn't pay. Keith had gone back in the night and quietly stripped the whole lift of scaffold off the front of the man's shop, and left his half-done renovation hanging out in the weather. He told it laughing so hard he had to put his can down, and I laughed along, because the size of him beside me made it easily the safer thing to do.

The women were half with us and half in their own thing. Lucy was tucked in the corner of the settee with Dawn's feet up in her lap, their heads together over a bottle of the white. Now and then a burst of it would carry over the match. Dawn talking, mostly. She's always talking. I caught the end of a story about a hen do in Benidorm, a stripper and a fire escape and Dawn getting them both slung out of the hotel. Lucy was killing herself at it, her hand clamped over her mouth. And I thought, not for the first time, that all of it had come to Lucy through Dawn. Every last bit.

Then Keith wanted another beer and I got up to get us both one, and when I came back through the talk had turned, like I'd known it would. It had been building up all night.

"—so I said to her, well, you'd know, wouldn't you," Dawn was saying, and then she saw me in the door with the two cans and didn't drop it or lower her voice, she turned it on me, delighted. "Here he is. We were just on about your Thursday, Rob. Lucy's been telling me all about it."

"Right," I said, and handed Keith his can.

"All of it, and all." Dawn's eyes were bright over her wine. "Don't be shy. It's only us. I think it's smashing, what you did. Straight up, I do. There's not one man in ten would let his wife go off and get properly fucked and not turn into a nightmare about it." She took a drink. "Not one in twenty would stand out in the garden and watch her do it and not go through the window swinging."

The room went a bit far off for a second. "That's—" I said. "Who told you that."

"Ben did." She said it easy, like it was nothing, like she'd not just told me she knew I'd stood out in the cold with my hand pressed to the front of my jeans. "He rang me after. He rings me after." A little smile at that, private, and it went past me at the time. "He said he clocked you at the glass, right at the end. Thought it was a scream. Good on him, he said, not many would." She tipped her glass at me. "And I agree with him. Good on you."

I looked at Lucy. Lucy had gone a bit pink and was looking at me carefully, waiting to see how I'd take it, her hand still round Dawn's ankle in her lap.

"You never said Ben saw," Lucy said to me, quiet, under the other two.

"He wasn't sure," I said. "I ducked."

"You didn't duck fast enough, love." Dawn laughed, and Keith laughed along blankly without knowing what at. I stood in the middle of my own front room with a warm can in my hand and my ears going hot, and let it happen. There was nothing to say that wouldn't make it worse. They all know. He rang her from his car. She rang whoever. My wife on her knees in that window, and it's gone round the lot of them, and I'm the last to find out it's a good laugh.

"Sit down, Rob, for God's sake," Dawn said, not unkindly. "You're making the place look untidy."

I sat.

"See, this is what I keep telling her." Dawn nudged Lucy with her wine glass. "You two have been sat on this for years thinking you're the odd ones. You're not. Me and Keith have done it since before we were even wed. Haven't we, Keith."

"Done what," said Keith, half on the football.

"Told him what we're like."

"Oh." Keith took a pull of his can and settled back comfortably and told me what they were like, plainly, same as he'd told me the score. "We don't keep each other on a lead, me and her. She has her fun, I have mine. She's off with young Ben and whoever else takes her eye, and I've a couple of women I see, and we come home to each other after and there's no drama in it. Been that way years." He shrugged his big shoulders easily. "Keeps it fresh, don't it. You have the same missus twenty year, you want a bit of variety, or you both go off it. That's just nature, that."

"It works for us," Dawn said, firmer, like she'd had to say it to a lot of doubting faces before mine. "It's not that anything's wrong at home. Keith does me lovely, when he's a mind to. I do it because I like it. Because I like a different cock in me of a weekend, if you want it straight, and why should a fella be the only one who gets to, eh." She looked over at Lucy when she said it. And Lucy was drinking it in, all of it, gone still and rapt against the wine bottle. She sat there listening to a woman lay it all out, plain and unbothered, everything she'd spent this last month working out that she wanted.

"And Ben's one of yours," I said. It came together as I said it. "That's how Lucy got Ben. He's yours."

"He's nobody's," Dawn said, and grinned. "But yeah. Where d'you think she got him? I told her, if she was going to do it, do it safe, do it with somebody sound who'd not make a mess. And he is." That private smile again. "And he's not small."

Lucy laughed, sharp and surprised out of herself, and clapped her hand over it, and shot me a look that was sorry and lit-up at once. And I felt it go through me, sat there, the low hot pull of it that had no business being anywhere near a night like this, my cock stirring in my jeans in a room full of people talking about how much bigger than me the man was who'd had my wife on Thursday. Sat here with a hard-on while the lot of them laugh about the big one that had my wife on Thursday. I shifted in my seat and had a long drink of my can and told myself to leave off, and it stayed, low and stubborn, like it always did now.

Keith had caught the tail of it. "Ay up. Is it true what she says, then." He was looking at me with a great daft grin, enjoying himself. "Our Dawn reckons Lucy told her you're—" he held up a thumb and finger, a couple of inches apart, and squinted through the gap at me, "—not exactly troubling anyone. That right?"

"Keith," Dawn said.

"I'm only asking. It's all out on the table, in't it, we're all friends." He was still holding the gap up, delighted with it. "No shame in it, pal. Some fellas are hung and some aren't. I've had this cock up more women than you've had hot dinners and not one of 'em ever went fetching a ruler out. I got lucky, that's all. Luck of the draw." He knocked back the last of his can and crushed it in one fist. "Here. I'll show you what I mean, save us arguing about it."

"Keith, nobody's—" Lucy started, half a laugh in it.

But he was already up. Up off the settee in front of my telly with the football still going behind him. He shoved his trackies and his shorts down his thighs in one go, no more bothered than a man dropping his kecks for the doctor. Then he stood there with it out, in my front room, on a Saturday, his shirt still on and his gut hanging over the top of it.

And it was big. Even soft it was long and thick and heavy, a fat blunt weight of it lolling low over his balls, and I looked at it because you couldn't not, the same as I'd looked at Ben's through that window. Bigger than me by a mile with nothing even happening to it. A big bald bloke's cock, out casual in the middle of the room to win a point nobody had put to him.

Bloody hell.

My cock gave a thick throb in my jeans at the sight of it, my wife's eyes gone to it now, no daylight left between them. That's the thing she's had in her head a month. There's one hung out right there in the front room, and she can't take her eyes off it.

"See," Keith said, comfortable as anything, giving it a lazy shake. "That's a cock, that. No offence, Rob, but you asked."

"Nobody asked, Keith," Dawn said, rolling her eyes, but she wasn't looking away either, and neither was my wife. Lucy had gone still and quiet, her wine halfway to her mouth, her eyes down on it, on Keith's. The flush had come up her chest and into her throat. She was holding very still, the way she does when she doesn't want a feeling read off her. She caught me watching her look, and her eyes came up to mine, and she went a deeper red and turned her face quickly away and had a proper drink of her wine.

"Bloody hell, Keith, put it away," Dawn said, laughing now. "We've not eaten our pudding."

Keith laughed and hauled his trackies back up, in no rush about it, and dropped heavily back down. Just like that it was over, the match back in the room, another can cracked, as if a man hadn't just stood there and got his cock out over my carpet. I sat there with my face burning and that same low heat still going in me that I couldn't switch off, and the picture of it burned in behind my eyes, Lucy's face while she looked, the colour up her neck, the way she'd gone quiet. She's picturing it going in her. Sat there in front of the lot of us, that's exactly what she's doing.

"Aw, don't sulk, Rob." Dawn had been watching me, she misses nothing, and she'd dropped her voice down soft. "He's an animal, take no notice of him. It's not a competition, love." She said love like Lucy said it, warm, and off her it only made me feel smaller. "It's just a bit of fun. You're doing grand." She kept her eyes on me a moment. "You are. Better than grand."

"Did you like it, though," Keith said, out of nowhere, leaning across his wife to aim it at me. "Watching her, on the Thursday. Give us a straight answer. Did it do owt for you, seeing your missus take a proper cock for once?"

"Keith, honest to God," said Dawn.

"It's a fair question! He stood in the garden for it, di'n't he. You don't stand in a cold garden for summat you hate." He was grinning at me, waiting. And Lucy had gone quiet too, her eyes on me over the rim of her glass. She wanted the answer to that one as much as Keith did, I could see plainly enough, and she'd take it a good deal better than he would.

"I'm not answering that," I said, "with your cock still warm off my carpet."

Keith roared. Actually roared, head back, delighted, and slapped his knee. He told Dawn he liked me, this one's all right this one. And Lucy laughed too, relieved, and under the noise of it she caught my eye and mouthed sorry at me, and didn't look sorry in the slightest, only bright and full of the night. It was the nearest I'd get to winning anything, that. A room laughing with me for once instead of at me. I took it and had a drink on it.

The football finished. Dawn got the second bottle open and Keith started on a story about a lad on his crew who'd fallen asleep up a scaffold, and I lost the thread of it. I kept going back to my wife's face while she'd looked at Keith. The colour up her throat, the way she'd gone still and quiet and tried to keep it off me and not quite managed it.

Then Dawn stood up and stretched, top riding up off her belly, and said she was bursting, and asked was it top of the stairs.

"Top of the stairs, on the left," I said.

"I'll find it." She stepped over Keith's legs and past the arm of the settee, and on her way by she stopped, right by me, a second longer than she needed to, and looked down at me. The same look she'd given me on the step, taking her time over it, pricing me up. She didn't say a word with it. Then she went past.

"Won't be a tick," she said, and went up, and she didn't hurry on the stairs.
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Keith filled the gap she left going up. A man like Keith can't sit in a quiet; he has to put something into it. He'd another story going before her feet had got to the top of the stairs, this one about a lad on his crew and a cement mixer left running all night. I was three sentences behind it and not trying to catch up. Above us the bathroom door went. The floorboard that's never been right, the one over the hall, gave slowly under her weight and then went quiet.

Lucy had slid along the settee into the warm dip Dawn had left, her glass tucked up under her chin, and the colour that had come up her throat when Keith stood in front of the telly hadn't properly gone back down. She was half somewhere else. I knew where. She'd been there most of the night, quietly, behind her own face.

"Rob." She reached over and nudged my leg with her foot. "Be a love. Take Dawn a top-up for when she's down, she'll be gasping. There's another bottle of the white in the back bedroom, bottom of the wardrobe, I stuck a couple up there out the way. Go on, save me getting up."

I've turned it over a fair bit since, whether she meant anything by it. I honestly couldn't tell you. I think she wanted the wine and I was nearest the stairs. But she sent me up, and up I went, her glass in one hand, and that was how it started. Fetch a bottle. Top up the guest.

The bathroom lock went back as I got to the top.

Dawn came out doing her lipstick in the little mirror by the door, top riding up off her belly again, and she clocked me in the glass before she'd turned round.

"Ooh, service," she said, seeing the wine, and took it off me without asking whose it was, and drank some of it. She leaned against the door frame and looked at me over the rim, in no rush to go anywhere. The light up there made the orange of her go a shade deeper. "She send you up, did she…"

"Bottle in the back room," I said. "This is yours, that."

"Course it is." She smiled slowly. She had a way of looking at you like she'd already had the conversation in her head and come out of it on top. "You've been good as gold tonight, you know that. Sat there and took the lot. Keith and his carry-on and everything else. Most fellas would've slung us out an hour since." She had another mouthful. "I keep telling her. She's landed on her feet with you and she doesn't know the half of it."

"Right," I said, and made to step past her for the back room, and she didn't move out of the road.

"Show us it, then," she said easily. Like it followed straight on.

"Show you what."

"You know what." She nodded down at me, no more bothered than if she'd asked to see a new phone. "I've heard that much about it. Off her, off Keith going on down there. I'm curious, is all. I've seen a fair few in my time, love, and I've genuinely never known a woman take a ruler to one." She wasn't cruel with it. That was the thing about Dawn, she could hand you the worst of a thing folded up in something that felt near enough to being looked after. "One quick look. Settle it in my head and I'll say no more about it…"

"I'm not getting my cock out on the stairs, Dawn."

"Why not. Everyone else has had a good gander this month." She tipped her head. "What's up, you shy? After she's had it out on the table for the lot of us to talk over? Bit late for shy, that."

And there was the box I'd been shut in since the ruler first came out of the drawer. I couldn't say no to it without saying the thing underneath the no, which was that I minded, that I was ashamed, that a small man minds — and the minding was the very thing they took the piss out of. Say no and I'd prove every word of it true. So I stood there with Keith's laugh coming up loudly through the floor at his own story, and I quietly undid my belt.

"There we are," Dawn said, when I'd got my jeans and my shorts pushed down my thighs. She didn't crouch or make a show of it. She just looked, matter-of-fact, her head on one side, and then, because a look was never going to do for Dawn, she reached out and took hold of me. Cool fingers, the rings on them cold, and she lifted me and turned me a touch toward the light like she was reading the small print off a label.

And here's the thing I've never told a living soul. Stood there being handled by my wife's oldest mate on my own landing, weighed in her hand like a bit of fruit she'd not decided on, I slowly started to go hard. For some reason. Her cool fingers, and that flat pricing look on her, and me thickening steadily up into her palm before I'd had a say in it. She's turning me over like she's checking I'm real, and I'm going hard for it. I hated it, and it didn't matter a bit that I hated it, it carried on happening under her hand regardless.

"Well, there's life in it, any road," she said, and I honestly couldn't tell if that was meant kind. She gave me one slow, considering stroke, root to tip, the way you test the give in a thing. "Get us there, come on. It's no good to me half-up, I can't tell owt like this…"

Fucking hell.

I didn't lift a finger to help her and it made no odds. She did it herself, easily, a few unbothered pulls of her fist while she watched my face go, and I stiffened up full in the hand of a woman who hadn't the slightest interest in it past the measuring. She held me out and looked her fill, unhurried, and let a little breath go quietly out through her nose that wasn't quite a laugh. I looked down at it with her. My own cock, stood up hard and useless in another woman's ringed fingers, on the little square of carpet outside my own bedroom door. That's the thing my wife's decided isn't enough. Right there in Dawn's fist, and she can see plainly why. And it throbbed for her looking, the traitor, swelling that bit more against her fingers while she priced it.

Stiff as a post, and sick with the shame of it.

"Aw," she said. Soft. Kind, even, and the kindness was the worst of it. "Aw, love. Bless you. She wasn't having me on, then, was she." She turned me a fraction more into the light and looked properly. "That's a proper little cock, in't it, no getting round it. No wonder she's gone off looking. She's been short-changed all this while, poor cow, and never even knew there was owt to complain about."

Short-changed. Out of Dawn's mouth in the half-dark up there, the same word my wife had joked over her breakfast a month back and thought no more about. Dawn meant all of it. She said it gently as anything and watched it go into me and didn't look away while it did. And under the shame of it my cock pulsed thick in her hand. At the plain fact she'd just laid out, sick and steady, that I was small and my wife had gone looking elsewhere for what I couldn't do. Dawn clocked that too and said nothing about it, and I hated her for the not-saying worse than anything she'd said out loud.

"Right." She was brisk again all at once, and took her hand off me and gave me a little pat on the hip, done with me, like a nurse who's finished. "Put it away before she wonders where we've got to. And chin up, it's nowt to be ashamed of. Plenty of good men going about undersized, it's just how you're made, in't it, nowt you can do about it." She fetched her wine off the sill where she'd parked it. "Ta for the top-up, love."

And she went off downstairs with Lucy's glass in her hand, unhurried, and left me stood there with my jeans round my thighs and a hard-on going to waste, aching quietly at the front of me over nothing at all. She'll be down there inside a minute telling my wife I'm every bit as small as she said, and how much bigger than me the men out there run. Down through the floor I could already hear them starting up laughing again.

I did myself up and stood a minute, breathing, getting my face back the right way, and went into the spare room and stood in the dark of it not even opening the wardrobe, just being somewhere Dawn wasn't for half a minute. My heart was going and I couldn't get it to pack in. Then I went down without the bottle. I'd clean forgotten what I'd gone up for.

"Where's the wine, then," Lucy said.

"What wine."

"The bottle. That's the whole reason I sent you up." She was laughing at me, warm, honestly none the wiser about a bit of it. "Sieve, you are. Dawn, he's been stood up there and forgot what he went up for."

"Men," Dawn said comfortably, back in her corner with her feet up in Keith's lap now. She caught my eye for half a second, and there was the last five minutes of it in the look, and then it was gone and she was tipping the dregs of the bottle they did have between the two glasses. "Can't hold a thought and walk at the same time, can they. We'll manage on this."

The talk didn't go back to the football. It had found its subject for the night and it wasn't about to drop it. Keith had got it settled in his head that I was a good sport now, a safe thing to aim at, and every couple of minutes he'd lob another one over. Was it true I'd stood in the garden for it. Did I want the number of a bloke he knew who'd had one of them pump things fitted, worked a treat, so his brother-in-law reckoned. Dawn slapped him down for the form of it and laughed loudly at every one. And Lucy, and this was the new thing, the thing I kept catching on and not liking, Lucy laughed too. Once or twice she went in with them. Not cruel, she hasn't a cruel bone in her. But loose with it, lit up, a glass or two past minding, saying things over my head to Dawn and Keith that a month back she'd have died before she'd let out.

I sat there and took it with a can going flat in my fist. And under the burn of it the other thing turned over slowly in me again. All four of them were sat here talking round the plain fact that I couldn't do the job and she'd gone and found a man who could. And some low part of me was rising to it the same as it rose to everything now. They all know. They're all sat right here knowing it, and she's pink to her collar loving that they do.

"He's ever so good about it, though, isn't he," Lucy said, warm, proud with it nearly, her hand landing on my knee while she said the thing that took the skin clean off. "There's loads wouldn't. He let me have Ben and everything. Didn't you, love." And she leaned in and kissed my cheek, meaning it kindly, the colour high in her face and her eyes gone bright. Kissing my cheek in front of them both for being good about letting another man have her. And Dawn watched her do it, pleased, like it was all coming up just as she'd meant it to.

They went about eleven. Dawn held Lucy a long while on the step and said a thing low in her ear that made Lucy laugh and glance back in at me. Keith crushed my hand the once more and told me I was all right, I was, and to think on about that number for the pump. Then the taxi took the corner and it was just her and me and the wreck of the front room.

I started clearing it while she stood in the middle of the floor with her arms wrapped round herself, grinning at nothing, floating a foot off the carpet. She's not even here. She's off somewhere ahead of all this, working out which of them she'll have first. Two pizza boxes with the cold ends of the crusts curling up in them. A cider ring gone tacky into the arm of the good chair. Keith's tab-ends, he'd been out the back for a smoke and carried half of it in on a saucer. Eight cans stood about the place like he'd been marking his ground. I stacked them the way I stack a delivery that's come in wrong, quickly and without looking at it much, because it gave my hands a job and let me keep my back to her a minute.

"Leave that," she said. "Come here a sec."

I put the cans down and turned round, and she came and got hold of the front of my shirt in both fists and looked up at me shining.

"That was such a good night," she said. "Wasn't it. I've not felt like this in — God, I don't know… years. Like something's come loose in me." The words were tumbling out of her now, not from nerves this time, just from having too much wanting to come out at once and picking which of it to say. "It's like I've been asleep, Rob. All this time. Just asleep and getting on with things and never knowing there was more to it. And I've woken up. That's what it is. I've woken up and I'm starving."

"Starving for what," I said, and I should have left it in the ground and I went straight at it instead, the way I couldn't stop myself doing now, digging for the bit that'd hurt the most. "Go on. How much of it do you reckon you're after, in the end. Ben, and then what."

"I don't know." She said it happily, like the not-knowing was the best of it. "That's just what it is, I don't want to know yet. A few. More than a few." She laughed and pressed her forehead into my chest and then looked back up. "Dawn was telling me, you'd not credit how many she's had. And I thought, God, I've had the one man my whole life before Ben. One. And there's — how many out there, and I never even… I want to make up for it. Ten, fifteen, I've honestly no idea, that's the truth of it, I just know it's not one and it's not two." Her eyes were bright as a kid's. "I want proper big ones in me, love, as many as I can get before I'm too old to. That's everything, love. Is that a terrible thing to say to you."

Ten, fifteen. She'd got the number straight off Dawn, same as she'd got everything else off Dawn, and it had gone into her clean. Now here it was out of my wife's mouth in the front room with no top on it at all. And behind my eyes, quick and complete, the picture of it laid itself out. My wife on her back going under one big stranger and then the next. A queue of them with no faces to them. Doing to her easily, over and over, the thing I'd never once managed to give her on my own. My cock ached at it, tired as it was, sick as I was. And the deal I'd thought I'd struck, the one, the get-it-done, the once, went to nothing on the carpet in front of me. I'd sanctioned one man and half killed myself doing it and stood out in a cold garden while it happened. She was standing here glowing about ten. And even now, even sick with it, some low end of me throbbed at the ten of it too, gone half-hard in my jeans while the rest of me wanted to be sick on the carpet.

Something that had held in me all night finally went.

"You sound like a right slut," I said.

It came out flat and it came out mean. It was no sooner in the room than I'd have given a year off my life to have it back, because I could feel the two things wound up together in it and I knew she'd only take the one. Underneath, and I hated that it was even there, was that same low heat the whole night had put in me; the word had a pull down in it, saying it plainly did a thing to me the same as the rest of it did. But on top, and louder, was the other, the wound doing the talking, wanting badly to lift a bit of skin off her the way the evening had lifted it off me. And that was the half she took.

Her face changed. The shine went straight off it. She let go the front of my shirt and stepped back off me.

"That's a horrible thing to say," she said. Quietly. Lucy doesn't shout. She'd gone still the way she goes, only there was no colour up her throat now, it had drained the other way, gone pale. "I've been honest with you about every bit of this. Every bit, from the ruler on. And you stand there and call me that."

"Lucy—"

"You let me have Ben. You said you'd sooner know." Her voice never came up but it thinned right out. "You don't get to hand me a thing and then call me a name for taking it. You can't do the both, Rob. It's not fair and you know it isn't."

"I know." I did know it. It was the truest thing she'd said all night and I hadn't a thing to lay against it, because she'd got me dead to rights. I'd done the exact thing, held the door open and hated her for going through it.

We stood there in the mess of it, the boxes and the cans and the cold pizza, and I could feel the whole weight of the evening come down on us both, and neither of us put a hand across it. She was waiting on me to say the thing that took it back, and I couldn't find the thing, because half of what I'd said hadn't been a lie and we both knew a lie when we heard one. And I was waiting on I don't rightly know what. It didn't come.

"I'll kip down here," I said, in the end.

She looked at me a moment longer, and I watched her decide not to fight me over it, which sat worse on me than if she'd properly had a go. "Fine," she said, and her voice cracked the once on the word, just the once, and she turned and went up. The gone floorboard gave under her step, the same one Dawn had crossed an hour before, and then the bedroom door went softly to. Lucy never slams a thing in her life.

I got the spare duvet out the cupboard under the stairs, the one that smells faintly of the back bedroom nobody sleeps in, and I made the settee up in the dark. Then I lay down on it in my clothes among the cans I'd not finished shifting, and looked up at the crack in the ceiling that's been there since we moved in. One man. That was the whole of what I'd told her she could have, and near broke myself telling her it. And she was up there over my head now, wide awake and glad of the night, working out quietly whether ten of them would do her.
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The row hadn't mended. We'd had two days of it, the quiet kind, passing each other the milk and saying what needed saying and nothing past it. I'd gone in on the Monday half glad of the earlies, just to be out of the house and away from us both not looking at one another over the toast.

Only I couldn't get settled on the floor that morning. I checked the same delivery in twice off the same docket and had to go back and do it a third time when the numbers wouldn't add up. One of the agency lads was talking at me steadily about his weekend and I heard none of it. There was a thing sat low in my gut I couldn't get shot of, and I told myself it was only the row, and knew underneath that it wasn't. I'd left her that morning already on her phone, thumb going, and she'd laid it face-down on the duvet quickly when I came in for my keys and given me a look I couldn't read the back of. And she'd been doing the small restless thing she does when she's building herself up to something, while she watched me do my laces. I'd seen it a hundred times and I knew the tell exactly and I drove to work with it sat on me anyway.

By half nine I'd rung her twice off my mobile out by the bins and it had gone through to nothing both times. That was what did it. Lucy always answers. She works a phone for a living, she has it welded to her hand. Two rings out to nothing on a Monday morning and my head started making pictures I couldn't stop.

I went and found Sandra in the office.

"You look like death, you," she said, before I'd got a word out. She had her glasses shoved up in her red hair and a stack of dispatch notes she was going at with a biro.

"I feel it," I said. "My guts are off. I don't think I'll make the shift out, Sandra, I'm sorry, I know we're down as it is⁠—"

"Go home." She said it flatly and didn't look up from the notes. "You're grey. I'm not having you throwing up over a pallet. We'll manage, we always do. Go on. Ring me in the morning and let me know." Then she did look up, and the look on my face must have carried, because she softened it. "Get yourself home to your wife, love. Whatever it is..."

I said thanks and I meant it. I got my coat and left the floor to the agency lad and a shift half done. And the whole way out to the car I was ashamed of how badly I'd wanted to be told I could go.

I drove home too fast and told myself the whole way there was nothing to drive home fast for. She'd be doing a wash. She'd be down the shops. Her phone would be charging quietly in the kitchen where she couldn't hear it. I built each of them and knocked each one down, one by one, before I'd got to the end of the road, and my hands were tight on the wheel the last mile.

I came round onto our street and there was a van parked outside my house. A white transit, sign-written down the side with a scaffolding firm's name and a number, a set of ladders racked neatly on the roof. I knew whose it was before I'd properly read a word off it. Keith's. His own outfit — six lads on the books, five and a useless one, the way he'd told it over the pizza and cans at the weekend. Scaffolding.

Parked square across the front of my house on a Monday morning with the whole street at work.

I don't remember stopping the car. I was out of it and up the path with the engine ticking behind me. The key went in the door quiet. I hadn't meant to be so careful about it, except some part of me already knew, and wanted to see it before I was seen. The hall was warm. Her coat on the hook, his big jacket slung over the bottom of the banister where a guest drops it who thinks he owns the place. And from up the stairs, through the ceiling I'd painted myself, the sound of my bed going.

I went up.

I went up slowly, a hand flat on the wall, past the photos of us up the stairwell, and the noise got plainer with every step. The bed knocking the wall, steady, knock after knock. Him under it, low and even, a grunt fetched up at the back of every stroke. And her. My wife, making a noise I had never once heard her make, high and broken and helpless, going up and up.

The bedroom door stood open. I stopped in it.

Keith had her on her back across our bed, her legs hooked up over his big forearms and folded near enough in half. He was over her and down into her with the whole slow weight of him behind it, his back and shoulders gone red with the work of it. Her hands were up gripping his wrists, hanging off them. And where he went into her it was all there to see. That thick heavy cock he'd had out so casual in my front room a week back. Slick and shining now, buried in my wife to the root, dragging nearly all the way out of her and driving back down so she jolted up the bed each time.

My own cock went hard in my work trousers before I'd properly taken a second breath, and throbbed there against the seam. That's my wife under another man. That's the size she wanted so bad she got a ruler out to be sure, and there it is in her, and it was never going to be me.

I stood in the doorway and counted. Why counting was the thing my head reached for I couldn't have told you, only that it did it quietly, on its own, the trick it pulls checking a wagon in when the rest of me's clocked off elsewhere. She was already coming when I reached the door. Oh God, oh fuck, she gasped, her whole belly clenching up, and I'd walked in on the back end of one gone before it. That was the second, then. Keith rode it out of her and never slowed.

"There's my girl," he said, easy, barely blowing with it. "That's two off me now. And you were fretting you'd forgot how." He gave her a slow hard one that shunted her up the bed. "All them years going without on that little thing. Look at the state of you, taking a proper cock at last."

"Don't you dare stop." She could barely get it out. The exact words she gives me at her own edge. Only I have to graft a solid hour for them, and he pulled them out of her free.

He came out of her and flipped her over roughly, no care to it at all, and got her up onto her hands and knees facing the door. Facing me. Her eyes stayed shut and her face went down in the duvet and she never saw me stood there. He took her by the hips in both hands, fed himself back in with one long shove, and started to go properly. Harder now. All his heavy weight clapping into her arse, her tits swinging under her, the wet of it loud and shameless in the room. She had two fistfuls of the duvet and she was pushing back against him for more.

"Fuck, it's so deep." Her voice tore right up. "You're splitting me open, God, all the way up, oh fuck..."

"Where else would I be." Keith laughed low. "Greedy little cow, aren't you. Go on, then, you have every fucking inch of it. Look at you stretched right round it. This what you've been going without, is it." He reached round under her and got a thick finger going on her clit without ever breaking his stroke. She went off on it inside the minute, moaning down into the mattress, her whole back drawing up into a long shudder. Three.

And I stood there in my coat in the door of my own bedroom, counting my wife's orgasms off on another man's cock, and I could not make my legs carry me forward into the room nor back out of it.

God. I was rigid in my trousers and sick to the pit of me. Only there was no allow on this one. I'd sanctioned Ben. I'd stood in a freezing garden and half killed myself over the one man I'd said my yes to. This one had let himself into my house and got in my bed while I checked a delivery off a docket. And still my body took his side inside ten seconds flat, same as it took the side of all of it. I hated it past any saying and it made not a blind bit of odds. It throbbed and it ached and it did not care in the least whose bed it was.

I could smell them from the door. That was the thing the window had kept off me. Through the double glazing that other night there'd been the pictures and nothing else to it. Here it was the whole of it. Her breath and his grunt and the clap of him going in and the wet, the warm reek of them both thick in the room I slept in, and under it the one plain thought turning slowly over. She'd never made that sound for me. Not the best night I ever gave her. It came up out of her easy now, again and again, for a big bald bloke of fifty who'd not even had to try for it.

"Right, I'm there," Keith said. "Where's it going."

"In me." She said it down into the duvet, wild, gone clean past sense. "Don't you pull out, fill me right up..." She rocked back hard to make sure of it.

He knotted a fist in her hair and hauled her head up off the bed and drove down into her hard and deep, a dozen last strokes that walked the bed a foot across the boards. Then he buried it and held, and I watched the whole of him lock and groan as he emptied himself up inside my wife. She moaned and wailed underneath him, tipping over a fourth time on the feel of him going off in her, grinding herself back onto it to wring out every drop. And my own cock twitched and ached uselessly at the front of my trousers, at the sight of him filling her, at his cum already welling up thick round the root of him where they stayed joined.

And her eyes came open.

She was looking straight down the bed at the open door as she went over, her face slack and lost and wide open with it. And her eyes found me stood in it in my work coat. I watched them come back into focus in the middle of the best of it. Watched her see me, see that I'd seen, while another man was still pulsing the last of himself up into her. Her face did a thing I'd not wish on a soul. The pleasure still riding it and the sick coming up underneath before the pleasure had cleared off, both of them on her at once and neither giving way. Her mouth came open on my name.

"Rob—"

Keith was slumped down over her back getting his wind, only now cottoning there was owt up. I didn't wait for whatever came after my name. I'd seen all of it, more than I could hold, every last thing I'd sworn to myself for a month I could stand and plainly couldn't. I turned out of the door and went down the stairs two at a time. She was calling after me the length of them, Rob, Rob, please, wait... Behind her Keith was going, flat and thick and not even up off her yet, "Who's that when he's at home." I got the front door open and I was out, down the path and into the car, and I had it started and pulling off the kerb before she'd got to the window. I saw her up there as I went, at the bedroom glass with the duvet clutched up to her, mouth going, and then the street took her out of the mirror and she was gone.

I don't know where I drove.

The ring road, then the motorway, going the wrong way for anywhere I had reason to be. Seventy in the middle lane with the radio off and my head gone blank, and the blank was worse than any picture it could have thrown up. Her mum's junction slid by. Then the one for the retail park where we'd bought the bed. I kept going. A lorry sat off my back bumper flashing me and eventually I let it by, and I never sped up and never slowed, just held the wheel and watched the white lines come steadily at me and go under.

My phone lit on the passenger seat and buzzed itself round in a slow circle. I didn't touch it. It went, and stopped, and went again. I let it.

I came off in the end because the tank was near dry and the low light had come on and I hadn't clocked it come on. I don't remember choosing the slip road, or the roundabout at the bottom of it, or the lights after. The next thing I properly knew I'd pulled up and killed the engine and was sat at a kerb with my hands still on the wheel. It was a street I knew. A row of little houses with a hair-and-beauty calendar propped in one front window. I was parked outside Gemma's.
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Isat in the car outside her house a good while before I could make myself go up the path. The engine ticked as it cooled. A light was on behind the curtains, and the hair-and-beauty calendar was propped in the front window, some girl holding her wet-look nails up to nothing, and I sat and stared at it like it might tell me what I was doing there. Then I got out, because I'd nowhere else to be, and went up and knocked quickly before I could change my mind and drive off again.

Gemma opened the door in her joggers and an old jumper with her hair down, a tea towel slung over one shoulder, and I watched her face go from who-is-it to Rob to the state of him in about two seconds flat.

"Rob." She glanced up the street behind me, checking, I think, whether Lucy was coming up it too, and then came back to my face. "What's happened?"

"Sorry," I said. It was about all I had in me. "I didn't know where else to go. I shouldn't have come. I'll leave you be."

"You'll go nowhere. Come here." She got a hand round my arm and drew me firmly over the step and into the little hall, out of the cold, and shut the door behind me. Up close she smelled of her tea and of the salon still, the sweetish stuff off her hands. "God, look at you. You're grey. Have you been in an accident?"

"No." I stood in her hall in my work coat with nothing on me, no bag, not even my keys that I could turn up when I went for them, and I couldn't get the front of it to come out. "Nobody's hurt. It's not that. Nobody's hurt."

"All right." She said this slowly, watching me, and I could see her getting there without me, reading it off my face like her sister does. "All right. It's our Lucy, then. Come through and sit down before you go over. You've the look of a man about to."

She sat me at the table in the back kitchen, a little two-seater with the salt and pepper still out on it. She went to put the kettle on, then thought better of it and pulled a bottle of prosecco out the fridge door instead, poured me a big one in a tumbler because it was nearest.

"Get that down you," she said gently. "Sugar. You need it." She poured herself a smaller one and sat down across from me and didn't push. She just sat with me quietly while I got the drink down and got my breathing back to something like level, her hands round her own glass, waiting.

My phone went off in my coat pocket. I knew who it was without looking. It had been going the whole drive over, going and stopping and going, buzzing itself round the passenger seat until I'd stopped properly hearing it. I dragged it out and it was Lucy's face lighting the screen, one from a barbecue two summers back, laughing at something off to the side. I turned it face-down on the table without answering, and it buzzed hard against the wood between us until it gave up.

"That her?" Gemma asked.

"She's been ringing since I left."

"She'll be climbing the walls." Gemma looked at the dead phone, then at me. "I'll not tell you to answer it. That's your business. But she'll have herself convinced you've driven into a bridge by now, and I'll not carry that tonight, so I'm going to text her the one line. Say you're safe and you're with me, and that's the lot. Not the where-next, not the sit-down, none of it. Just that you're breathing."

"Fine," I muttered. "Yeah. Do that."

She thumbed it out one-handed, slowly, reading it back aloud so I'd know exactly what left her phone. He's here. He's safe. Leave it till morning. Then she put her phone face-down same as mine and topped my glass without asking.

I hadn't told her a word of it and she hadn't made me. She'd read enough of it off my face and Lucy's missed calls and let the rest lie, and I was more grateful for that than I could have said. Because every time I shut my eyes it was still going on behind them, plain as her kitchen in front of me. Keith over her on our bed with his back gone red. The whole heavy length of him driven up into my wife as far as it would go, dragging out wet and slamming down again so she went up the bed each time. His weight clapping into the back of her. The sounds she'd made for him, ones I'd never once pulled out of her. And him gone still at the finish, the mess of him already sliding back out of her, her eyes coming open on the best of it and finding me stood in the doorway in my coat.

Christ. I pressed the heel of my hand hard against my eyes until there were colours going in it.

And under even that, sat at another woman's table with my whole life come down round me, my cock had gone stiff and aching in my trousers at the picture of it. Hard in Gemma's kitchen, throbbing against the seam, over the very thing that was killing me. I shifted on the hard chair and had a long pull of the prosecco and made myself stare at the salt pot until the ache of it eased back down.

"You don't have to say owt," Gemma told me. She'd been watching me have it, whatever she'd made of it. "We can just sit. Or I'll stick the telly on and you can gawp at that instead. But you've not eaten, I can tell, and you're not driving anywhere else tonight, so I'm going to order us a Chinese, and you're going to have some of it, and then I'll make the spare bed up. That's as far ahead as either of us has to think just now."

"I'll pay for it," I said. "The Chinese. I'm not turning up on your doorstep and eating you out of house and home."

"You'll pay for nowt, you daft —" She stopped, and took a good look at me, and my face made her let me have it. "Go on, then. You get it. Proud as your wife, you are." She slid her phone across. "Order what you fancy off there, I'm easy. But get plenty. I've not fed a bloke in a good while and I've forgot how much you shift."

I ordered far too much of it, the way you do. While we waited on it she opened a second bottle of the prosecco and told me it was her one weakness. I'd caught her lucky with it in, she said, because on a normal Monday she'd have offered me tap water and a teabag and thought herself generous. She was working hard to keep it light, and I let her, because the light was easier to stand than the quiet was.

The food came and we had it out the trays on her little table, foil lids peeled back and the steam going up off them, the most ordinary thing in the world and I could barely get it down. Gemma ate properly, the way runners do. She topped us both up steadily, and after a bit, with a good drink in her, she told me her own of it without my asking.

"I did what she's doing, you know," she said quietly. She'd got her feet up on the spare chair, prawn crackers going. "Near enough. Only I hadn't the excuse of some rubber sleeve and a mate egging me on. I just got bored." She had a drink. "Callum wasn't a bad man, Rob. He was a hard case and he'd his moods on him, but he was decent to me, and he'd have walked through a wall for me, and I got restless with the decent of it and went off looking for a laugh. And I found one. Found a few." She turned a cracker over in her fingers and didn't eat it. "And by the time I'd had my fill of laughs there was nowt left at home to come back to. He'd stopped waiting. You can only make a fool of a good man for so long before he quietly stops being one for you."

"That's not what Lucy —" I started, and couldn't get to the end of that one either.

"I know it isn't. Not yet." She put it kindly. "That's the whole reason I'm sat here telling you it. Our Lucy reckons she's found the best thing that ever happened to her. She's lit up like a fruit machine, she has. I clocked it at Ellie's do, before any of this even started. And I know that lit-up, Rob, because I had it myself. It doesn't last. It costs you the thing that does, and by the time you cotton on it's gone too far to take back." She eyed me flatly across the trays. "Dawn'll tell her different, mind. Dawn's telling her she can have the pair of it, the laughs and the good man both, because that's what Dawn has to tell herself to sleep at night. But Dawn's got no kids and a Keith at home, and that's a different arithmetic to yours and hers." Her mouth pulled down at the corner and she caught it. "You two are the only halfway decent ones left in the whole sorry lot of us, if you want it plain. That's not nothing. That's worth somebody fighting for."

I hadn't a thing to lay against that, so I ate a forkful I didn't want. Behind my eyes it kept running, softer now but never quite stopping. The bed knocking the wall. His cock going up into her, her hands hanging off his wrists, her body jolting with every drive of it. I put the fork back down.

"Did she tell you?" I asked. I'd meant it to come out casual and it came out wrecked instead. "What happened. Today."

Gemma weighed for a second what to give me. "Some of it. She rang me before she rang you, sobbing that hard I could barely make her out." She set her glass down carefully. "Do you want them, Rob? Her words. Honest question. I'll tell you what she told me if you ask me for it, but I'll not tip it into you if you'd sooner not have it in your head tonight. Some of it you can't get back out once it's in."

"Tell me it wasn't planned." My voice had gone somewhere low. "That she didn't have him round on purpose. On the one sick day I was meant to be at work."

"None of it was planned." She gave it flat and certain, and I believed her, because Gemma's not one to soften a thing that needs the truth in it. "That much I'll give you for nothing. Keith came off his own back. Dawn'd told him how things stood - Dawn tells everybody everything, you know that by now - and he chanced it round while you were at work, and he pushed, and..." She turned her glass slowly on the table. "She folded. That's her word, not mine. She let him in for a cup of tea, telling herself that was all it was. And he'd his hands up her top before the kettle had near boiled. She says she meant to stop it, and then she didn't want to, and the two things went at each other in her and the wanting won."

"So she let him fuck her." It came out of me flat.

"He fucked her." Gemma didn't flinch off it, but gave it me straight, the way you'd give a plaster a quick pull. "On your bed. She says once he had his cock in her she'd have let him do owt he liked, and he knew it, and he took his time about it. And then you walked in on the worst of it."

She'd meant to stop, and then she hadn't wanted to. I sat with that a while. It was in me now, and it wasn't coming back out.

"She's not sorry she did it," Gemma went on, careful, watching me take it. "I'll not lie and tell you she's sorry, because she isn't, not underneath, and you'd know it for a lie the second it was out. What she's sick about is the how. That it was Keith. That it was your bed, and not somewhere that had nowt of yours in it. That you came in on it with your own two eyes instead of it being a thing she got to sit you down and tell you after, in her own words, the way she told you about young Ben." She had a mouthful of wine. "She keeps saying the one thing. 'Not like that. I never wanted him to find it out like that.' Round and round. She's not sat there wishing she'd never done a bit of it, love, and I'll not pretend she is. But she's in absolute bits that it landed on you the way it did."

And there it was, all of it, laid out plainly on Gemma's little table between the foil trays. She wasn't sorry. She was only sorry I'd seen. A month back that would have been my whole world ending. Now it was just one more thing to fit into a head already full to the brim of it. Keith's cock going up into her, her not stopping him, her eyes coming open at the last and finding me.

"She came off him," I said quietly. I don't know why I said it. It just rose up. "While I stood there. He'd her on her hands and knees facing the door and she went off on it, and I stood in that doorway and counted them."

"Rob..."

"Four. I counted four off her." My voice had gone flat and far away. "She's never once given me four in a night, Gem. Not in eleven years. And he had them off her stood on his own two feet, hardly blowing with it. I watched every one. Then I watched him fill her right up and not pull out, because she told him to leave it in her." I stopped, because the next bit was the part I could never say to a living soul. That I'd stood there in the doorway with a hard-on, watching Keith come inside my wife, my cock throbbing at it and not caring in the least whose bed it was. "And I couldn't shift myself. Couldn't take a step into that room or a step back out of it. I just stood and watched him finish in her."

Gemma didn't grab my hand across the table or tell me it'd all come right. She just sat with it quietly and topped my glass, and that steadied me more than anything she could have said.

"He's an animal, Keith," she murmured at last. "Don't you go measuring yourself against a thing like Keith. He's a fifty-year-old scaffolder with a big cock and nothing else to him. There's not one woman he's had who'd have him back for anything past the once." She held my eye. "That's not what my sister wants for keeps. She only reckons it is right now because it's new and it's loud and she's never in her life had a big one before."

Lucy came up in front of me then, how her face had looked at Ellie's do before any of it, lit up in among the aunts with her head thrown back laughing. Then the leaner, harder set of that same face across the table now, saying the kind thing about it. And I looked back down into my tray, because I'd caught myself weighing Lucy's soft face against her sister's harder one, and there was no good in that, not tonight.

Gemma cleared the trays after, wouldn't hear of me doing it, and made the spare bed up in the little back room with the ironing board still stood in the corner. She left me a clean towel and told me the immersion took twenty minutes if I wanted a wash come morning. Then she stopped in the doorway a moment with her arms folded, that same dark hair loose down her back, and looked at me sat there on the edge of her spare bed in my work clothes with nowhere to put any of it.

"I know what she said to me tonight," she said plainly. "Word for word, near enough. The whole of it, not just the bits I've handed you." No weight leaned on it. "You can have it off me, if you want it. Every word out of her. Or you can leave it lie, and go and hear it off her yourself in the morning when you're stronger for it, which is what I'd do if I were you and had the sense I've never had."

And she waited there for me to say which.
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"Leave it," I said, in the end. "I'll hear it off her. Like you said."

Gemma waited in the doorway a moment longer, weighing whether I meant it, and then she nodded slowly and let it be. "Right answer, that. For what it's worth." She reached in and clicked the little lamp on for me, and turned the big light off, so the room went down to the one soft corner of it. "Wash in the morning if you want it, twenty minutes on the immersion. And Rob." She had a hand on the door frame. "You'll not fix a thing tonight. So don't lie there all night trying to. Just get your head down."

"Yeah," I said. "Night, Gem."

"Night, love." She pulled the door softly to, not quite shut. I heard her go along the little landing and her own door close, and the house settled quiet around me.

I got my work trousers and shirt off and lay down on top of the made bed in my shorts. Getting properly in it felt like more of a liberty than I could take. The room was cold and smelled of nobody, of the airing cupboard and the flat-packed dark. An ironing board stood in the corner with a shirt of hers half done over the end of it. A box of Christmas stuff sat up on top of the wardrobe. I lay and looked at all of it, another man's whole life laid out plain in a room that wasn't mine.

On the floor my phone kept lighting and going dark, lighting and going dark. Lucy. I'd stopped hearing it hours back, and now, in the quiet, I heard every buzz of it.

And every time I shut my eyes it started up again behind them. Keith over her on our bed, his back gone red with the work of it. The knock of it against the wall. That thick cock of his hauling out shining and shoving back in so she rode up the mattress. The noise she'd made. Her eyes coming open at the finish and finding me in the doorway in my coat. I'd carried it round in me the whole way over here and it was no lighter for the carrying.

The phone lit again. I reached down and dragged it up to shut it off for the night, and it wasn't Lucy this time. It was Keith.

I looked at the name a good few seconds before I opened it, my gut gone to water. There was no good reason on this earth for Keith to be texting me at this hour of the worst day of my life.

No hard feelings eh pal. Dawn says youve took it bad + Im sorry it went how it did, honest. Youre a sound bloke Rob. We dont hold grudges me + her, life too short. Anyway seeing as youve seen mine having a laugh I thought no harm in a couple back. No offence meant. Enjoy.

Under it were the pictures. Four of them.

I knew before I opened the first what I'd be looking at, and I opened it anyway. Dawn. Flat on her back on a bed, naked, one arm thrown up behind her head and a grin going right down the lens, playing to it. The orange of her stopped dead in two white bands where a bikini had been, and the rest of her was bare and brown and shameless with it. Big heavy tits slid off to either side, her nipples up hard, a gold chain lost in the deep of them.

The next was lower down her. Legs open, one knee cocked, a hand come down to hold her own pussy open for whoever held the phone. Wet, and pink, and used-looking, so I knew plainly she'd been freshly fucked right before it was taken. In the third she was up on her knees with her arse to the camera, grinning back over her shoulder. The fourth had Keith's fat cock half fed into her from behind and her mouth gone slack open on it.

Shit.

I should have turned it off. I lay in the dark of another man's spare room and I didn't turn it off. I went back through them slowly, all four, and the low ugly heat of it came up in me the same as everything came up in me now, whether I wanted it or not. Because this was the woman who'd stood on my own landing two nights back and taken my cock in her cool ringed hand and weighed it, unbothered. Told me gently I was a proper little one and no wonder my wife had gone looking elsewhere. Priced me up and set me aside, done with me.

And here she was on my phone, legs wide, her own big bull of a husband halfway up her. It was the nearest thing to getting a hand back on any of it I'd had in a month. I went hard over it, wretched and glad at once, my hand already down the front of my shorts before I'd talked myself out of it. There was no talking myself out of anything any more. I propped the phone against the folds of the quilt and went at it quietly, teeth set, working my cock and taking some low mean corner of myself back off Dawn and Keith both, the only way there was left.

I never heard the door.

"Rob." Gemma stopped dead in it. "Oh. God, sorry."

I snatched my hand out of my shorts and dragged the quilt over myself, too late, far too late. The phone was still lit and propped up plain as day for her to see, and I fumbled it flat against the bed.

She'd not gone, though. She stood in the doorway in a long grey sleep-shirt, her arms half up in a sorry, her hair down loose, a glass of water in one hand, and she wasn't going anywhere.

"I came to see were you all right," she said. "You'd not settled. I could hear you. I wasn't..." Her eyes went to the phone, to my hand, and back up to my face, and I watched her work out exactly what she'd walked in on. And she laughed. Not cruel. Surprised out of herself, a short low laugh she caught behind her hand. "Bloody hell. I did not have that on the card for tonight, I'll be honest."

"It's not..." I started, and there was no end to that sentence, so I let it die. "Gem, I'm sorry. Turn round, will you."

"I've seen a bloke with his hand on it before, Rob. I'll live." She stepped further into the room instead of going, set the glass down carefully on the drawers, and folded her arms, in no hurry at all. "Whose is it, then. That you were... I'll be straight with you, I'd not have said you'd the heart for it tonight of all nights." She tipped her head at the dark screen. "Not our Lucy's, I'd hope."

"No." I got the phone and turned it over and showed her. The whole day had worn the sense clean out of me and there seemed no point left in a secret. "Keith. He's sent them me. Of Dawn. Reckons it's an apology."

Gemma took the phone off me and swiped through the four of them, once, her mouth pulling flatter with every one. She blew a breath out her nose. "That is the most Keith thing I've ever seen in my life." She dropped it back on the bed. "Fucks your wife on your own bed at dinnertime and texts you a picture of his missus's fanny at midnight to square it. Honest to God, that man." She looked at me a moment, sat there red-faced with the quilt hauled up over my lap, and the laugh went off her and left her face steadier, and a good deal more dangerous. "And here's you in bits, thinking you'll get a bit of your own back the only road there is. I'll not tell you off for it, love. God knows I'd want the same in your shoes."

"You should go back to bed," I said.

"I should." She didn't. She'd had the best part of two bottles down her over the evening and it was in her voice now, low and easy, the shyness gone right off her.

She came and sat on the edge of the bed by my knees, her weight tipping the mattress, and looked at me steadily with her sister's face on her, the harder-cut version of it in the lamplight. "You know what the worst of it is? I've not been touched since before Christmas. Not once. Sat in this house night after night on my own while our Lucy's off finding out what she's had missing, and Dawn's got a Keith and a Ben and God knows what else on the go, and here's me." She reached out and laid her hand flat on my chest, the way I'd seen Lucy do a hundred times, and the likeness of it went through me cold. "I'm not made of stone, Rob. And you're sat there hard and hating yourself over it, I can see the shape of you under that quilt. Seems a right waste, that."

"He fucked your sister today," I said. "On our bed. And you want to..."

"I know fine well what he did. I was on the phone to her for an hour of it." Her hand didn't move off me. "I'm not saying it's a clever thing to do. I'm saying it's two in the morning, and I'm lonely, and you're sat here, and we're both of us in a state, and there's nobody left to get hurt by it that isn't already flat on the floor." She leaned in, and her voice dropped right down, mindful of the thin walls even here. "So. I can go back to my own room and leave you to your Dawn pictures. Or you can have a warm one instead of a cold hand. Your shout."

For an answer I slid a hand up into her loose hair and pulled her down and kissed her, and she came into it like she'd only been waiting to be let, her mouth open on mine, that water-glass steadiness gone clean out of her all at once.

"There," she breathed against my jaw. She dragged the quilt out from between us and shoved it off my lap. "Let's have a proper gander at the thing that's caused all this bother." She took hold of me in a cool dry hand, no rings on this one, and gave me a slow, considering pull, root to tip, and I made a noise I was ashamed of. My cock stiffened up thick and eager in her fist before I'd had a say in it. "See, now." She smiled in the dark, close up. "Hard as anything, look at you. There's nowt wrong with that. I don't know what she's on about, our Lucy, I don't." Her fist worked me steadily, easy and sure. "I'm not fussed about big, me, whatever Dawn's filled her head with. I've had big, and I've had an empty bed a long while, and I know plainly which I'd sooner of a cold night. You'll do me lovely."

It should have stung, and it did, and it didn't. She'd landed dead on the wound, the same one every last one of them had been pressing on for weeks. Only she'd done it warm, with her hand round my cock telling me I'd do, and God help me it only wound me tighter. She pulled the long grey shirt up over her head and dropped it off the side of the bed, and there she was. Leaner than Lucy, harder in the shoulder, a runner's flat belly on her. But the same family in the chest. Smaller than her sister's, higher, firm, the nipples gone tight and dark in the cold of the room. I got a hand up and filled it with one, and she pushed into my palm and let a breath go.

"Now," she whispered. "Before either of us thinks better of it."

She swung a leg over me, reached down, and fed my cock into her in one slow sit. Warm, and tight, and wet the whole way. She settled down onto me with her hands braced on my belly. "Fuck," she said quietly, her eyes falling shut. "Oh, that's good. God, it's been that long I'd near forgot." She started to move, greedy with it, taking her own time, working herself down onto every stroke. "There. That's your cock right up in my cunt now, feel it? Nowt wrong with you at all."

And behind my eyes, plain as her weight was real, it was the other one. Keith over Lucy back home, driving into her deep. My wife's back drawing up into a shudder. That helpless noise she'd never once made under me. That's my wife's sister riding my cock while my wife lies in the bed a bigger man had her in tonight. It ran under all of it, and I couldn't have told you whether I was fucking her to get shot of the picture or fucking her straight into it. Both, maybe. I got two good handfuls of Gemma's arse and pulled her down harder onto me, and she gasped and grinned and went with it.

"That's it. Fuck, that's got it right there. Not so little now, are you." Her hand had gone down to work her own clit while she rode me, and I could feel her climbing to it, her thighs shaking either side of mine. "You've a good angle on you, I'll give you that for nothing... God, no, there." She planted a hand and pushed herself up off me. "Here. Let me get on my front, I want you deeper than this." She lifted off and turned herself quickly over onto all fours on the narrow bed, her arse up, and looked back over her shoulder. It was so near the thing Lucy had done under Keith that the breath went straight out of me. "Come on, then. Get behind us and give it me properly."

I got up behind her and pushed back into her in one go, took her roughly by the hips, and fucked her hard the way she was plainly asking for it. She dropped her face into the pillow to keep the sound of it off the walls, her fingers still going underneath, shoving back onto me to meet every stroke. Her arse clapped against me. The wet of it was loud in the little room.

"Harder," she got out into the pillow. "Go on, fuck it into me properly, I'll not break."

I gave it her harder, gripping her hips tightly and driving up into her. This is Lucy's sister I'm balls deep in, I thought, plain and useless, while a bigger man's spunk is barely dry in my wife across town. And it only drove me on rougher, not gentler, and I was past being ashamed of it. I looked down and watched my own cock working in and out of her, wet and shining with it, my balls slapping up against her clit each stroke. And it was mine doing that to her for once, not some big stranger's I'd sent round. The low mean joy of that was its own filthy thing.

"Fill us up," she gasped. "I don't care, I'm sorted for it. Come on, Rob, give it me, all of it, right up in me."

Fuck. She came fast and hard, biting down on the pillow, her whole back locking up into a long shudder, her arse grinding back hard to wring it right out of herself. The clench of her round my cock finished me before I'd got near deciding whether to pull out. I buried it and let go, both hands gripping her hips, spilling up into her in hard spurts with my jaw clamped shut on the sound.

We stayed like that a moment, breathing, joined and both of us wet with it. Then I came out of her and she folded down onto her side on the little bed. After a second she reached back and pulled my arm over her and drew me gently down behind her.

"There," she said, low, once we'd both got our wind. "That's a sight better than lying there hating yourself all night over Dawn's pictures, in't it." She found my hand where it lay and held onto it, matter-of-fact about the whole thing. "You needed it got out of you. So did I." She was quiet a moment, and when she spoke again the jokes had gone right out of her voice. "This is ours, though, Rob. Mine and yours, and it goes nowhere. Come first light you're driving home to my sister and the two of you are going to sort it out, because you're the only ones worth a damn in this whole sorry business, and I meant every word of that downstairs. Tonight's just tonight. Are we clear."

"We're clear," I said.

"Good." She pulled my arm in tighter round her middle and went still, and inside a minute or two her breath had gone long and slow against my hand, out cold, the drink and the day taking her under all at once.

I lay behind my wife's sister in the spare bed, the ironing board dark in the corner and her half-done shirt hung off the end of it. Down by the bed my phone had finally given up. Lucy had stopped ringing. Yesterday morning I'd been a man dreading a cold breakfast with his wife over a row about nothing. Now I was something else, and I'd no idea what, nor what I'd be getting up to face in a few short hours. I shut my eyes on the same picture that had run behind them all day. Keith, the bed, the look on her when she saw me. And down in it, with Gemma's back gone warm against me, I went to sleep.
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Iwoke up on my own with the light already grey at the curtains and no notion for a second of where I was. Then the ironing board came clear in the corner, her half-done shirt hung off the end of it, and I had all of yesterday back on me at once. The weight of it, before I'd so much as sat up.

Her side of the narrow bed had gone cold. From down the stairs came the spit and hiss of a pan and the smell of bacon going, and under it the radio turned low, some breakfast show nattering away to itself. Half seven by my phone. I should have been an hour into the earlies by then, counting a delivery in off a wagon with the frost still on it, and instead I was lying in Gemma's spare bed in yesterday's shirt with my mouth like the bottom of a birdcage.

I lay there a minute working out what a man was meant to do with a start like this one. Then I texted Sandra before I could think better of it. Sorry Sandra. Still rough, can't make it in. Back tomorrow. Sent it and quickly turned the phone face-down on the drawers so I'd not have to watch what came back. She'd granted me the one day soft as anything; a second was pushing it, short-handed as we were. I couldn't have explained the half of the why to her, and she'd not have asked. She never does. I was grateful for that. There'd been little enough grace going spare for me this last month.

I pulled yesterday's shirt back over my head, the collar of it gone stale and cold, and stood a second in the little room and let myself feel exactly that much sorry for myself and no more. Then I went down.

Gemma was at the cooker with her back to me, in leggings and a big grey sweatshirt with the sleeves shoved up, her dark hair scraped back off her face into a knot. She had the pan in one hand and a mug in the other, moving bacon round with a fork. The leggings sat tight over her arse, and for half a second, from behind and in that light, it could easily have been Lucy stood there. Close enough that the wanting went through me before I could put a stop to it. I was half-hard in yesterday's trousers over my own wife's sister frying bacon. That was how far gone I'd got. Then she turned and it was Gemma, the sharper face on her, and the wanting sat on regardless. Banked low, but not out. I hated that it was even in me of a morning like this. It carried on being in me anyway.

"There he is." She looked me over, the grey of me, and didn't make a thing of it. "Sit down before you fall down. I've done you two, you look like you could shift four." She tipped bacon onto bread already buttered and squashed the top slice firmly down with the flat of the fork. "Immersion's been on since six if you want a wash after. You've the look of a man who slept in a hedge."

"Ta." I sat at the little two-seater. She put the plate in front of me and a mug of tea by it, strong and orange the way you'd hand a man a shock, and sat down across the corner from me with her own, feet up on the spare chair the same as last night. I got a bite of it down. It was the first thing that had tasted of anything in a full day.

We ate a bit without saying much, the radio going, and I felt it building in the quiet, the thing that had to be said, sat there on the table between the plates the same as the salt and pepper.

"About last night," I said, and she said, "Look, about last —" at the exact same beat, and we both stopped, and she huffed a short laugh down her nose and quickly had a mouthful of tea to cover it.

"You first," she said. "You've clearly got it loaded."

"I've not, that's the trouble." I turned the mug slowly on the wood. "I don't know what I'm meant to say about it. Thank you seems mad, and sorry seems worse."

"Don't you dare say sorry. I'll not have that." She set the mug down and looked at me straight, no messing about it now. "It happened. We were both of us in bits and it happened and it did us both a bit of good, and now it's done. It's not the start of owt, Rob. You know that. I know that." She had a bit more tea. "Come first light you're driving home to our Lucy, and this stays in this house, with me. It doesn't leave. Not to spite her, not to get even, not for any of it. She never hears it from you and she never hears it from me. Are we clear on that in the daylight, now you've your head back, like we said in the dark?"

"We're clear," I said.

"Say it like you mean it. It's my sister we're stood to hurt with it, and she's hurt enough of her own doing already."

"I mean it," I said. "It goes nowhere. I'd not do that to her, whatever she's done to me. And I'd not do it to you."

"Good. That's all I'm after." She let a breath go, softened, and reached over and pinched a rasher off my plate, brazen as anything. "For what it's worth, I'll not be losing sleep over it either road. What's done in a bad week's a bad week. It's how you carry on after that counts, and after this I'm carrying on being our Lucy's sister and your daft mate who fed you when you'd nowhere to go. None the wiser about the middle bit. All right?"

"All right." And whatever we'd just sworn to over breakfast, it held about as long as it took to clear the plates.

She'd got up to put the pan in to soak, and I'd stood to carry my plate to the side, and we met in the middle of that little kitchen. I couldn't rightly say which of us moved first. Her, I think. She had a fistful of my shirt before I'd decided anything, the way her sister grabs it. My hand went into the scraped-back knot of her hair, and we were kissing hard over the sink, her tits pushed soft against my chest through the sweatshirt, the pan still hissing in the water behind her.

"This," she breathed against my mouth, breaking off, gone breathless already, "is the last of it, mind. A proper goodbye to it and then it never was. That's allowed." Her hand had gone straight down the front of my trousers, cool, and closed round my cock, and I was mostly there before she'd got a proper grip. "God. Hard already, and a morning like this. Sit yourself back down."

I sat back down on the chair. She knelt on the kitchen lino in front of me, quick and easy about it, no ceremony to her at all. She tugged my trousers and shorts down my thighs. My cock came up hard in her fist while the rest of me was still catching up.

"Settle something for me," I said, and it came out lower than I'd meant it. Fishing for it, going straight at the sore the way I couldn't stop myself doing now. "Tell us the truth of it in the cold light. Is my cock as bad as she's got it in her head. You'd tell me straight, you're the one that would."

Gemma looked up the length of me, my cock stood up in her hand between us, and she smiled slowly, merciless and kind all at once.

"It's no monster, I'll grant you." She gave me a slow pull with her fist, root to tip. "I'll not sit here and tell you it is. I've had monsters, love. Half of them hadn't the first idea what to do with the thing. Just waved it about wanting a medal for owning it." She dipped and dragged her tongue slowly up the underside of my cock, then came off. "There's a mercy in a little one and all. I can take all of your cock in my mouth and still breathe round it, and there's not many I'd say that of." She closed her lips over the head and sucked, soft, then pulled off with a wet pop. "So no. It's not bad, your cock. It's just not big. Our Lucy turned that into the end of the world, not me. Now stop talking and let me get on with it."

No one had put it to me that gently, and gentle turned out to be the worst way to hear it, her fist working me the whole time she said it. It stiffened me instead of shrinking me. Anything I opened my mouth to say would only have proved her right, so I kept it shut, and let her crack on.

She took me back in her mouth and went at it properly. Slow, and wet, and greedy, no hurry to have it over. Her lips worked down my cock, her hand rolling my balls, her spit running down onto her fist and off her chin. Her other hand had gone down between her own legs, fingers busy at her own clit, and I could hear plainly how wet she'd got herself over it. She pulled off me with a gasp. "Go on, get your hand in my hair and fuck my mouth with it," she said thickly. "I'll not break, I promise you. I want your cock as deep as I can take it." Then she sank back down onto me, right to the back of her throat, and held me there, her nose pushed to my belly and her lips stretched round the root of me. Gagged softly and never stopped, her eyes come up to mine. There was so much of Lucy in that face this close that it turned me cold and hot at once.

Here was the thing I'd carry off and never say to a soul. My wife's sister was down on her knees on her own kitchen floor with my cock in her mouth. My wife lay at home in a bed a man bigger than me had wrecked her in not a day since. The two of them had the same round face, the same way of looking up at a man with him in their mouth. That's Gemma sucking my cock and it's Lucy's face doing it, and I'm driving home to the one straight off the back of the other. It should have shamed me flat, and part of me was ashamed. For once it was me getting sucked off of a morning. Me a woman had gone down for, and not some big stranger I'd sent round to have her. My cock throbbed against her tongue at the plain wrong of it. I got a hand in her hair and I didn't push, only held, and let her take me the whole way there.

"I'm close," I got out. "Gem. I'm going to cum."

"Do it, then. Cum for us." She'd come off me barely long enough to say it, her fist still pumping my cock wetly. "In my mouth. Give us all of it." She took me deep again and set to it hard.

Fucking hell.

I emptied down her throat, my head tipped back against the wall, my cock jerking against her tongue while she swallowed round it. That's my wife's sister taking my cum down her throat, and another man's spunk barely dry in my wife across town. It hit me right as I finished and only dragged it harder out of me. She stayed down and took the lot. Every last drop of me. Then she worked me soft and slow, right to the very end, till there was nothing left in me and I was too tender to touch.

She sat back on her heels finally and wiped the corner of her mouth with a thumb, matter-of-fact about it.

"There." She hauled herself up off the floor, one knee cracking. "You cum plenty for a little 'un, I'll say that much for you. Any more of it and you'd have had me choking." She was grinning, taking the last of the skin off me even now, warm as owt. "Right. Goodbye's properly said. Now it never was, and we don't speak of it again, and you go and ring my sister."

For a thing that had never happened, it had gone and happened twice.

She left me sat there and went up to get her shower, and I heard the water start through the ceiling, and I did my trousers up and sat a minute in the quiet of a stranger's kitchen with the radio still going and the pan soaking in the sink. The feeling I'd been too busy to let land all morning came up in me. Not the arousal. That had left me the second I'd finished, gone flat and cold. This was a low ache under the ribs, and it took me a stupid while to put a name to it, because it made no sense that I of all men should be feeling it.

Guilt. I felt guilty. My cock still sat tender and aching in yesterday's shorts, her spit not quite dry on it, softening slowly. My wife had taken another man in our own bed on a day I was meant to be at work, and got herself caught doing it, and I'd walked out. And here I was the very next morning, gone off deep in her sister's mouth on her sister's kitchen floor, and it was me sat here feeling like the one who'd done the wrong thing. Because I loved her. That was what it came down to, plain and daft. Under the ruler and the sleeve, under Ben and Keith and the numbers she couldn't count, I loved my wife. And I'd just done a thing to her I could never take back nor ever tell her, and it sat on me heavier than anything she'd done to me.

I got my phone up off the drawers. Nine missed off Lucy overnight and three texts I hadn't opened. I didn't open them now. I found her name, stood up, took myself quietly out the back door into Gemma's little cold yard, away from the sound of the shower, and I rang my wife.

She answered before it had properly got through the first ring, like she'd sat holding the phone the whole night with her thumb over the green of it.

"Rob." Her voice went straight to pieces on the one word. "Oh God. Oh, thank God. Where are you, are you all right, I've been…" and then she couldn't get any more of it out. She'd gone under it. I stood in that yard with my own eyes stinging and listened helplessly to my wife cry down the phone at me, and couldn't say a thing myself for a minute.

"I'm all right," I managed, when I could. "I'm safe. I'm sorry I never rang you last night. I couldn't. I just couldn't do it."

"Don't. Don't say sorry to me, not you, not ever." She dragged a breath in that shook the whole way. "I'm the one that's, Rob, I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry, I don't even know how to… I never wanted you finding it like that. Not like that. Not any of it. If you never believe another word out of me you believe that one."

"I know," I said quietly. And I did. Gemma had told me and I'd believed it off her, and I believed it now off my wife's own broken voice. "I know you didn't."

"I love you." She said it fast and wet and desperate, like it might be the last go she got at it. "I do. Whatever you think of me now, whatever I've gone and done, I love you, I've always loved you, you're the best thing that ever happened to me. Please. Please just come home. We don't have to fix it today. Just come home so I can see you're real."

"I'm coming back," I said. "That's why I rang. I'm coming home, Luce."

She made a sound at that I'll not forget in a hurry, half a sob and half a laugh, the relief going through her all at once. "You are?"

"I am. I'm getting in the car now." My own throat had shut most of the way up. "And I love you and all, you daft cow. That never went anywhere, whatever else did. We need to talk about it proper, all of it, mind. But I'm driving back first."

"Come home," she said again, small now, worn right down. "I'll be here. I'm not going anywhere. Come home."

I stood in the yard a bit after she'd gone, getting my face level, the cold of the morning working at it. Then I went back inside. The shower had stopped. Gemma came down in a dressing gown with a towel turbaned round her hair and read the whole call off me in one look.

"You rang her, then."

"I rang her. I'm going home."

"Good. That's the only right thing in this whole sorry mess, you two under one roof sorting it out." She saw me reaching round for a wallet that wasn't there, for the food and the bed and the rest of it, and she flapped a hand at me firmly before I'd got the words up. "Don't you start. You'll insult me. Get yourself gone." Then, at the door, arms folded, one last second before she let me out into it. "You'll not make the ring road on what's in that tank, mind. You came in on fumes and a prayer last night. Stop at the Shell on the corner before you do owt clever."

"I will." I stopped on her step. "Gem. Thanks. For all of it."

"Aye. Go on." She gave me a small shove off the step, two fingers to my chest, and there was the whole night and the morning in that one touch and then it was gone, put away for good, and we were square. "And Rob. She's a fool for what she's done, our Lucy. But she's not a fool full stop. Go easy on her, and don't be one back."

I got in the car in the cold with yesterday's shirt on and her breakfast in me and the taste of them both, wife and sister, run together in my head. I put the key in and turned it, and it caught roughly, the low fuel light burning orange on the clock. I sat a second with my hands on the wheel and no idea on this earth what I was driving back into. Then I pulled off her kerb and drove.
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She was at the front window when I pulled onto the drive, and she had the door open before I'd properly got the handbrake up.

I sat a second with the engine dead and looked at her stood on the step at gone nine on a working morning, not dressed. Still in her dressing gown, her hair not done, her face already going before I'd so much as got the car door open. She'd not slept. You could read a whole night of it off her from the drive, the eyes swollen down to slits and her arms wrapped round herself against the cold she'd not thought to dress for.

I got out. We stood there a second or two with the width of the little garden between us, neither of us quite sure who was allowed to move first after the thing we'd just been through. Then she came down off the step in her bare feet on the cold path and straight into me, hard, both arms round my middle and her face gone into my chest, and I got my arms round her and held on.

"You came back," she said into my coat. "You actually came back."

"I said I would."

"People say a lot of things." She had a fistful of the back of my coat, holding it like I might get in the car again. "Come in. You're perished. Come in the house before Sylvia over the road gets her binoculars out."

She'd been busy in the house. I clocked it the second I was through the door and I wished I hadn't. The place was spotless, hoovered, the cushions squared off, a smell of polish over everything, that frantic clean a woman does with all night on her hands and nothing else to fill it. And when I went up for a wash and a change of shirt, because I couldn't sit down to any of it in yesterday's clothes with the taste of a service-station coffee in my mouth, the bed was stripped. Fresh sheets on it, tucked square. The old set gone. I stood in the doorway and worked out without being told that the ones he'd had her on were knotted in a bin bag out the back by now. Part of me was quietly glad she'd thought to do it, so I'd not have to lie on them tonight. The rest of me stood and pictured exactly what those old sheets had soaked up off them both while I was across town counting somebody else's boxes. I had to run the cold tap over my wrists a minute before I could make myself go back down.

I had my wash. I put a clean shirt on. When I came down she'd made a pot of tea and set two mugs out. She was sat at the little table with her hands round hers, one thumb picking slowly at the side of her nail, working herself up to whatever this was.

I sat down across from her and said nothing. Gemma had given me the one useful bit of advice anybody had in a month, stood in her spare-room doorway the night before. Let her get it all out, and keep your gob shut while she does, however it lands. So I put my hands round my mug and let her talk.

"I don't know where to start it," she said.

"The beginning does most people."

"The beginning's the ruler, Rob, and you were there for that." She almost smiled and it didn't hold. "All right. Yesterday. You want yesterday."

"I want all of it. But yeah. Start with yesterday."

"It wasn't planned." She said it quickly, like she'd had it loaded all night waiting to get it out first. "You have to have that one before anything else or none of the rest of it makes sense. I did not have him round. I want you looking at me for this bit." I looked at her. "Keith came off his own back. Dawn told him how things stood between us, because Dawn tells everybody everything, and he took it as a green light and chanced it round while you were at work. I opened the door to him thinking he'd come to see were we all right after the row. That's God's honest. And he stood in my kitchen and he was..." She pressed her lips tight a second. "He wasn't having any of the small talk. He'd come for one thing only and he wasn't pretending otherwise."

"And you let him in."

"I made him a brew." Her voice cracked on it, on how daft it sounded said out loud. "I stood and made the man a cup of tea and told myself that was all there was to it, and he had his hands up my top before the kettle had properly boiled and I let him. I let him, Rob. I meant to stop it. I swear to you I stood there and honestly meant to stop it. And then I didn't want to any more, and the wanting won, and I hate that it's the true version, but it is."

I'd had all this off Gemma two nights back, near word for word, and it still landed on me fresh coming out of her own mouth. I took a mouthful of tea I didn't want and made myself keep my voice level.

"Was it the first time?" I asked. "Him. Be straight with me, because I'll know."

"The first. On my life. There was Ben, the once, that you gave me. And there was Keith yesterday, that I never asked for and never got to tell you about because you walked in on it." She wiped under her eyes with the flat of her hand. "That's the two. That's the whole count. I'd not keep a third off you, not now, not after this."

"Go on, then." I turned the mug a slow half-circle on the wood. I could feel the next question coming up in me and I couldn't stop it, the same sore I'd been worrying at for a month, and I went straight for it, past stopping myself any more. "Was it good."

She looked at me a few seconds, weighing whether the truth was a kindness or a cruelty. Then she gave me the whole of it.

"Yeah," she said quietly. "It was good. I'll not sit here and dress it down to spare you, because you'd only hear the lie in it and it'd be worse. It was good." Her colour came up her throat, slow and dark. "He's so big, Rob. You saw what he's got on him. And once it was properly in me I couldn't think straight at all, and I'm not going to pretend to you that I could."

"How big." I asked it low, going straight at the sore again before I could talk myself out of it. "Next to me. Next to Ben."

"Rob, don't do this to yourself."

"You said you'd keep nothing off me. So tell me. Was he bigger than Ben."

She looked at me and gave it to me honestly, because I'd asked and she'd sworn to. "Bigger than Ben. Thicker and all. I could hardly get my hand round the middle of it." Her breath had gone short with the saying. "He put that big cock in me and it just kept going, further up than owt's ever been, and it hurt for a second and then it was the best thing I've ever felt in my life. He fucked me properly stupid with it. I couldn't have stopped him if the house had come down round us."

And there it was again behind my eyes, plain as her wet face across the table. Another man's cock, thick and wet, working up into her and driving her up the bed with it. The helpless noise it dragged out of her, one I'd never once managed myself. My own cock stiffened against the seam of my clean trousers, throbbing quietly there at my own kitchen table while my wife told me over the cold tea exactly how well a bigger man had fucked her. I let it. I asked her the next one regardless.

"Did you come on it," I said. "The truth of it."

"You already know I did."

"Say it to me anyway."

"I came on his cock," she said, low and steady, her eyes not once leaving mine. "Not fingers, nothing else, just him fucking me. And I told him to finish inside me, and he did."

"You felt him go? Up you?"

"I felt every bit of it. Hot, right up me, and I ground myself back down onto it to keep it there." She said it plainly, not sparing me a scrap of it now she'd started. "And then I lay there in the wet of it and I wasn't sorry, and that's the worst thing I'll ever tell you about myself."

"Four," I said. It came out flat. "I counted four off you."

"Don't." She shut her eyes tightly. "Don't go counting them at me. Please."

"I'm not having a go. I counted them because I couldn't make myself do anything else. I stood in that bedroom doorway and I counted my wife coming on another man's cock and I couldn't move for it." I heard my own voice drop then, somewhere I'd not meant to let it go. "You've never given me four. Not once in eleven years, Luce, and I've grafted for the ones I have got. He had them off you stood on his own two feet, hardly out of breath, a fifty-year-old bloke with a beer gut."

"Because he's got a big one and you haven't." She said it and then her whole face fell in on itself at the sound of it. "Oh God. I didn't mean..."

"You did, though." I put a hand up before she could take it back. "Leave it. Don't unsay it. That's the whole of it, isn't it. That's what the ruler was, and the sleeve, and every bit of the rest. He's got a big cock and I haven't, and you've woken up at thirty-two and found out you want big ones in you, and I can't grow one no matter how nice I am about the whole business."

She was crying properly now, not making a show of it, just the tears going down her face while she looked at me. "I still love you," she said. "I know it makes no sense to say it after what I've gone and done, so I'll just say it plain and you can do what you like with it. I love you. I don't love him, there's nothing there to love, he's an animal. I only want the thing he's got, and that's the whole ugly truth of it. And both of those are true at the same time, Rob, and I can't make one of them stop being true just because it'd sit easier on you if it did."

I got up and put the kettle on again, more for something to do with my hands than because either of us would drink it, and stood with my back to her watching the wall while it came up to the boil. Behind me it had gone quiet apart from her breathing slowly getting itself back level. And in the quiet the picture came up, unasked and filthy, same as it did a hundred times a day now. Keith over her on that bed, another man in my bed in the middle of a working day. His thick cock buried right up in her, working in and out at that heavy slow pace, and him spilling himself up inside her at the finish because she'd asked him to leave it in her. My own cock thickened and throbbed, gone hard and full down the front of my trousers, aching there with nowhere to put it, right there at my own kitchen counter, with her sat wrecked at the table behind me. I didn't tell it to pack it in. There wasn't any point any more. It never listened, and I'd finally stopped expecting it to. I just stood there and let the kettle climb, and let the thing be in me, and this time I didn't go looking for a reason to.

I turned round and leaned back against the counter and made myself say the piece I'd worked out somewhere on the motorway.

"We're not right, you and me," I said. "Not this bit of it. Everything else works. We get on, we always have, I'd sooner spend an evening with you than anybody I've ever met. But this bit's broke and being decent about it isn't going to mend it. You want something I've not got, and I've watched what happens when you go and get it behind my back, and I'm not doing that again. I'm not being the last one to know in my own house."

"So what are you saying." She'd gone very still, her hands flat on the table, hardly daring.

"I'm saying if you're going to do it, you do it with me knowing. Not sneaking. Not a cup of tea that turns into something while I'm counting pallets. Out in the open, both of us looking at it." I dragged the chair back out and sat down again, closer this time. "You can have your big ones, Luce. If that's what's woken up in you and it's not going back to sleep, then all right. I'd rather that than lose you, and I'd rather that than find out about it off Dawn. But there's two things, and they're not up for haggling."

She waited quietly, her eyes wet and going bright with a hope she was frightened to let show.

"One. I get a say. If I don't like a fella, or I don't like the where or the when of it, then that's a no, and a no means no, and you don't go working round me on it. I'm not a rubber stamp." I held a finger up before she could jump in. "Two. I know everything. Who, and when, and after. I hear all of it. What you did, what he did, the lot of it. Not some version tidied up to spare me. Everything, or the whole thing's off before it starts."

"That's it? That's the two?" She looked like she'd been braced for a list as long as her arm. "Rob, you can have a hundred rules if you want them. You can have a say on every last thing I do."

"Two's enough. Two I can hold." I turned the cold mug round again. "The knowing's the main one, mind. You never keep it off me. Whatever it is, however much it'd sting to hear, I'd sooner have it than not."

And even as I said it, laying full honesty down as the one thing I'd not bend on, there was Gemma's kitchen floor sat in the back of me and it wouldn't shift. The taste of her still on me somewhere under a service-station coffee and a clean shirt. The one part of this whole sorry business I'd carry to my grave sooner than tell my wife. I looked her dead in the eye and asked her for the total truth, and gave her nothing back at all about the night I'd just had. Did it cleanly, and knew I'd do it again tomorrow. Some things you keep off a person for their own good, I told myself, and I half believed it.

"Won't it kill you, though?" she asked, and there was real worry in it, her head tipped. "The knowing. Hearing how big he was and how it felt and all the bits you can't... won't that just be you hurting yourself on purpose, over and over?"

Here we go, I thought. This was the bit I'd not said out loud to a living soul, not even to myself square-on until the last day or two.

"It turns me on," I said.

She went quiet. Her mouth opened and shut.

"That's the thing I've been carrying round and couldn't get said. When you told me about Ben, after, when I could taste him on you and you had me own up to it, I got harder than I've been in years. When I stood in that door yesterday, the worst minute of my whole life, I had a cock like a bar of iron down my leg and I hated myself for it and couldn't do a thing to stop it. Every rotten bit of this that's meant to be finishing me off, some part of me lights up at instead. I don't know why. Maybe it's because I'm small, and my body's found a way to make it a thing I get off on rather than a thing that beats me. I've given up trying to work it out." I made myself keep looking at her. "But if I'm going to be a bloke whose wife takes big cocks with his say-so on it, I'd sooner be one who gets something out of the deal than one who just grits his teeth. And it turns out I do. God help me, I do."

And even saying it out loud, I could feel it working on me. The knowing. The reports I'd get off her. Her ringing me some night to tell me in full what another man had just done to her, every filthy inch of it. I was going half-hard in my chair over the pictures of it already, owning all of it out loud at last. And it didn't feel like losing at all.

She sat there a moment taking the whole of me in. Then she got up and came round the table and folded herself down into my lap, both arms round my neck, her wet face against my jaw, and she started helplessly laughing and crying at once.

"That's what I never let myself hope you'd say," she said into my neck. "I thought I'd broke us. I thought I'd have to choose. Rob." She pulled back and looked at me, close up, her eyes going over my whole face. "We're a right pair, aren't we. There's got to be a name for what we are."

"Don't put a name on it," I said. "The minute you name a thing it's official. Let's just be us, doing a daft thing, and see if it holds."

Her phone went while we were still tangled up in the one chair.

She near ignored it, then saw the name and made a soft noise and answered it, wiping her face and putting a bright voice on out of nowhere. "Ellie! Hiya, love." She listened, her free hand finding mine on the table. "No, no, you're fine, we're just having a lazy one, honest, go on." She listened a good while longer, and then her whole face went warm and ordinary right in the middle of all the wreckage, and it did me good to watch it happen. "Next June. Aw, that's lovely. Course we will, put us down. We wouldn't miss it for the world." She reached for the pad we keep by the bread bin and wrote it down and turned it round so I could see, Ellie & wedding, next June, SAVE THE DATE!!, underlined twice in her round hand. "You've not sorted a where yet? No, well, you take your time, there's no rush on any of it. You just tell us when and we'll be there with bells on. Love you. Give your fella a kiss off us. Bye. Bye."

She put the phone down and looked a bit dazed with the ordinariness of it.

"Your Ellie," she said. "They've set a date at last. Next June. She's over the moon." She huffed a wet laugh. "Life just carries on going, doesn't it. Doesn't even wait for you to sort your own out first."

"Somebody should tell it to give us a minute." I gently tucked a bit of her hair back off her damp face. "Come here."

We took what was left of the day up to bed like a pair of teenagers whose folks were out, and it was the cleanest thing that had happened to either of us in weeks.

I got her dressing gown off her on the fresh sheets and took my time looking at my wife in the daylight, which I'd not done properly in an age. Short and soft and warm. Her tits full and heavy and low, the nipples going up dark and hard when I bent and sucked at them, first the one and then the other, until she was arching up off the sheet after my mouth. That soft belly. The wide flare of her hips under my hands. I kissed my way down her, and she was already wet, soaked when I slid two fingers into her, and I put my mouth on her cunt and licked slowly and steadily at her clit while she gasped and swore and dragged at my hair. She was crying a bit still and grinning through it at the same time.

"Just you," she gasped, hauling me back up her by the neck before she could go over on my tongue. "Right now it's just you. Come here and be my husband."

I got between her legs and pushed up into her slowly, all the way. She was hot and slick and gripped tight round me the whole way down. She moaned and hooked her heels over the backs of my thighs to pull me in deeper.

"There," she breathed. "God, there you are. That's mine, that. That never once stopped being mine."

I fucked her like that, watching her face. Both of us knowing exactly what the other had been up to, and no lie left standing between us for the first time in a month. And even here, buried in my own wife with her heels dug into me, the picture ran underneath it plain as anything, same as it ran under everything now. Another man on this same bed a day back. The thick of him going up into her, bigger than mine, splitting her right open. Her coming apart on it four times over. I should have gone soft at the thought of it. I went harder for it instead, and I'd given up being ashamed of that days ago. She got a hand down between us to work her clit while I moved in her.

"I know it's not big," she said, right up against my ear, and I felt her go warm round the words even as they came out of her, "and I don't care this second, I just want my husband in me. I want a real..." She stopped herself, then went and said it anyway, soft and stubborn. "A real one. You know what I mean by it, so don't start."

"There's that word again." I got it out between strokes, and there wasn't the fight left in it there'd have been a week back. "Mine's real enough, Luce. You've got it up you right now, you can feel it going. It's a big one you're after, not a real one. You know the difference fine, you just like the sound of the other one better."

"All right. A big cock, then." She was smiling, wet-eyed, rolling her hips up greedily to meet every stroke. "I want big ones and I want this one and all, right this minute, so quit talking and give it me properly."

So I did. I got a grip on her arse in both hands and fucked her hard and deep, how she likes it when it's her own turn. Her clit worked between us on every stroke, her tits swaying heavy under me, my cock buried in her to the root. Her breath went short and ragged, and she was throbbing and clenching round me, chasing it hard.

"That's it," she gasped, right at the edge of it. "Right there — and cum in me after, go on, I want it. I want your cum left up me for once." She came apart the second I gave it her, her cunt clamping down hard round me with a long shudder, her nails dragging down my back. The pull of her tipped me straight over after her. I buried it deep and emptied up into her in long hard pulls, my face gone down in her neck. Then I lay there and felt my own cum start to leak slowly back out of her round me, and for once the mess of it was mine and nobody else's.

Bloody hell. I lay half on her after, both of us slick with it, her heart still going quickly under my ear. For a minute there was no ruler and no sleeve and no big bald bloke, just the woman I married holding the back of my head in the daylight.

"See," she murmured softly into my hair. "That still works. Whatever else we do. That bit still works."

Her phone went again while she was in the shower and I was lying in the wrecked fresh sheets we'd only just made, and it buzzed itself round on the drawers on her side, and I reached over and it was Gemma's name lit up on it. I let it go to nothing. It was Lucy she'd be after.

But it was my own phone that buzzed a second later, on my side, and that one I did pick up.

It was Gemma.

Right. Our Lucy's just been on, says you two have sorted yourselves out, thank Christ for that. She floated summat past me just now and I've been thinking on it. You want a proper one lined up, one you can actually stand having in the house, not Keith, God, never Keith, then our Callum's your man. Big lad, fit, ex-army. And I'll tell you for nowt, he knew what he was about in that department, more's the pity. We're still civil, me and him. Want me to have a word?

I sat on the edge of the fresh bed with the phone in my hand and read it twice. Callum. Gemma's ex-husband, put to me in a text by the woman I'd been inside of not six hours back, about the next man to have my wife, on the same morning I'd promised that wife I'd never again keep a single thing off her. And Gemma was the one thing I never could tell her.

Before I'd got so far as working out what I even felt about any of it, another one came up under the first.

Ignore that, spoke too soon. Just asked him straight out and he's only gone and said yes before I'd even finished asking him. Keen as owt. So that's that sorted, if you want it. Let me know.
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The cans I'd got in for him were the strong Polish stuff. Four of them stood up in the fridge door, and there was a bag of ice in the freezer drawer that had never once held ice in all our years there. I'd been out that afternoon and bought both. And I stood in the kitchen at gone six on the Saturday and looked at what I'd gone and done a special shop for. Beer and ice, in for the man coming round to have my wife. I had a quiet laugh at myself that didn't have much in it.

Lucy had been getting ready the best part of an hour. She'd said little all day, but it wasn't the quiet she goes when a thing's eating her. It was the other one. She'd hummed a bit doing her face. Changed her mind twice over the dress. And her thumb had gone nowhere near the side of her nail the whole while, which is the tell, with her, that there's nothing needs working up to. She wasn't nervous. That was the thing sitting on me while I put the ice away. Whatever tonight was for me, and it was more things at once than I could sort out, for her it was Christmas morning.

She came down in the black dress. The one she'd bought for a wedding a couple of years back and not worn since, a shade shorter than she'd wear for her mother, her hair done and her heels on.

"Well?" She did a little turn by the telly. "Does it do?"

"You'll do." I looked at her openly, because she's mine and I'm allowed, and the old pull of her came up in me, low and familiar, the same one I've had off her a thousand nights. Only there was the other thing under it now. The picture of exactly who she'd done herself up for. You'd think that would kill the pull off. It did the opposite. I'd stopped fighting that particular thing a few days back and I wasn't starting again tonight. "You look like you're off somewhere better than here."

"I'm not off anywhere." She came and picked a bit of nothing off my collar, close, her scent all done up and strange with it. "It's all happening right here, love."

The knock came at half seven. Two goes, firm. A man who knocks like the door's already his.

I got to it first. I don't rightly know why I made sure of that, except it was still my door, and I wanted to be the one who opened it.

Callum filled the frame of it. I'd had him off Gemma as ex-army and fit, and off a photo on Lucy's phone, but the photo hadn't got the bulk of him across, nor how he held himself. Tall. A good head taller than me. Built the hard flat way a certain sort of bloke keeps himself into his forties, no gym-puff to it, just use. Cropped hair going grey at the sides, a few days of grey on the jaw. He had a bottle of red held by the neck and a leather jacket on that had cost somebody. And he looked past me into my hall before he looked at me, a quick read of the place, the exits and the worth of everything in it, and then back to my face.

"Rob." He put his free hand out. "Callum."

I shook it. He gave it the squeeze. It was worse than the daft crushing thing a lad does to prove a point. A slow steady press that kept climbing after my grip had given all it had, till I felt the bones of my hand shift and his face stayed friendly through the whole of it. Then he let go, easily, before it got to be a thing either of us would have to mention.

"Come in," I said, and heard it come out a bit high. "Lucy's just⁠—"

"There she is." He'd seen her over my shoulder already. He stepped past me to get to her, close enough that I caught the cold night off his jacket and a wall of aftershave, and I found myself holding the front door open for him like a bloke who'd come to read the meter.

He kissed her on the cheek, one hand light at her waist, and said a low word I didn't catch that she laughed at, properly, her head going back. The hand slid off her waist and settled low on her arse in the tight black dress, easy, like he'd every right to it, and she let it stop there. I stood in the hall watching another man's hand on my wife's backside, and felt the low pull of it go through me all the same. She took the wine off him and told him he shouldn't have. He told her he'd not turn up empty-handed to a lady's house, he wasn't raised in a barn. She laughed again. I shut the door on the cold and went through after them.

I got the beers. Of course I got the beers.

They'd sat themselves down. Callum in the middle of the settee with his arms spread along the back of it like he'd paid for the three-piece, Lucy in the armchair turned to face him, knees together and angled his way, leant right in. I handed him a can. He took it without breaking off what he was saying, a flat "cheers, pal" thrown up at me sideways. I took the armchair that was left, the one with its back half to the window, and sat down a foot outside the little circle they'd made between them.

It carried on that way a good while. He told her about the work and she drank it in. Close protection, he did now, door work between the contracts, a fair bit of it out in Dubai minding the sort of people who need minding, which he made sound both very dull and like a job I'd never in my life be hard enough for. There was a story about a footballer's do in a hotel I'd have laughed at, told to me. It wasn't told to me. It went clean over my head, to my wife. She kept saying "you never" and "God, and then what," her chin propped on her hand. Every so often his eyes left her and did a slow lap of the room. My carpet. My curtains. My wedding photo on the wall. Then back to her.

As far as those two were bothered, I might as well have been out in the van.

And I sat in it and I went hard. That's the plain fact of the evening, and I said I'd be plain about it. My own wife leant at another man in a dress she'd bought for somebody else's wedding, and my cock thickened up quietly against my jeans while I fetched the bloke his beer. I'd given up asking it why weeks back. It never answered, and I'd finally packed in expecting it to. Part of me wanted to stand up and tell him to get out of my house. That's my chair you're spread across, that's my wife you're leaning at, and I don't much like your face. The rest of me sat still. Hard, and glad of the cover the armchair gave.

He turned to me when he'd decided it was time.

"So." A slow pull of the lager, and he looked at me over the can, friendly, and I knew before he got a word out there'd be a hook in it. "Gemma filled me in on you two. Says you're all right about all this." He left a little gap there, on purpose. "Very understanding of you, that."

"Something like that," I said.

"No, I mean it. Takes a big man." He let the big hang there half a second, his face never budging off the friendly. "Specially when you're..." He tipped his head. His eyes went, slow and unbothered, down to my lap and back up, and he left the rest of it unsaid for me to fill in. "Well. She told me the lie of the land. No offence, pal. Not every fella's built for the job. That's just how the cards fall."

The heat crawled up the back of my neck. And lower down, quietly, my cock gave a slow heavy kick at being weighed up and set aside by a man twice my size in my own lounge. I let it. There was no point doing owt else with it by now.

"None taken," I said, because anything else would only have made it worse.

"He knows what he is." Lucy said it warmly, gently, her hand settling warm on my thigh, and it went into me like a knife she'd not the first idea she was holding. "He's made his peace with it, haven't you, love." She smiled at me, lit right up. Then she looked back at Callum and the smile went with her. Went hungrier. Lost its guard. "God, I've thought about nowt else all week. I've been wet since teatime just knowing you were coming, if you want it straight."

"That right." Callum drained the can and set it down on my coffee table without a mat, and I clocked it and said nothing. "Then there's no sense the three of us sitting here being polite about it." He put his big hands flat on his knees, and his voice dropped a register, down into something quieter and a good deal worse. "You going to show me up, love. Or what."

Lucy's colour came up her throat all at once. She said nothing clever back. She stood up out of the armchair, smoothed the dress down slowly over her thighs, and put her hand out for his.

"Come on, then," she said, and her voice had dropped into the low register I'd only ever heard her keep for me, and not for me in a long while. "It's up the top."

She looked back at me on her way past. There was a whole question in it. A checking-in, this is still all right, isn't it, the rule I'd set her sat right there behind her eyes. I could have said the word. That was the deal, the one that's mine to hold: I say no, and it's a no. There he stood at the bottom of the stairs with his hand out for my wife, and one flat word off me would have ended the whole thing, and she'd have shown him the door. I knew she would.

I didn't say it. I got up and went up after them.

They'd gone into our room. The one with the fresh sheets still on it from the day we'd put ourselves right. I stopped in the doorway. The last time I'd been in it there'd been a man I hadn't asked in going at her on that bed, and I'd not been able to get my legs to take me over the step. This time I made myself go in. Just inside it, and no further.

Lucy had the little lamp on, not the big light. In the low of it she'd already got her arms up behind her, going at the zip. My own wife, undressing for another man in our bedroom, and me stood just inside the door, come up the stairs to watch her do it willingly on my own two feet. My cock was still stiff in my jeans from the hall. It stayed that way. Callum wasn't watching her do it. He was watching me watch her do it. He took his time over the cuffs of his shirt, easy in the middle of my bedroom, and when he'd got my eye at last he gave me a small nod. A man telling another man to settle himself. This'll take a minute.

Then he stripped. He did it with no show to it at all, like I wasn't worth performing for. A man who'd got his kit off in front of a lot of people, barracks and gyms and God knows where. He peeled the shirt over his head, dropped it on my chair, and stood bare to the waist in the lamplight. And I understood then, properly, what the whole lot of them had been on about for weeks.

He was made how I was never going to be made. Flat and hard down the belly, the muscle sat there quiet. An old faded tattoo up one forearm gone blue with age. A scar here and there, each with its story. He pushed his jeans and his shorts down in the one go and stepped out of them, and there it was. The thing itself. The thing the ruler had been about, and the sleeve, and every last miserable hour since.

It hung down him heavy and long even soft, thick as my wrist near enough, the head half out of the skin. As I watched, it began to fill and lift. Callum let it. He stood there easily, his hands hanging loose at his sides, while it came up on its own in front of my wife. By the time it was full it stood out from him hard and veined and curved a touch at the end. A good eight inches of it, and thick the whole way down. Every kind word I'd ever been told about my own, I could hear plainly now for exactly what it had been worth. Nothing.

Christ. There it was in my bedroom, up and ready. And my whole body went off at the sight, the wrong way, the only way it goes off any more. My cock ached hard down my leg while the rest of me took in the size of the thing that had beaten me before it did a single thing.

Lucy had the dress off. She was down to her bra and knickers by the bed, her tits pushed up full in the cup of it and her nipples already showing dark and hard through the thin of it, and she'd given up pretending her eyes were anywhere but on him. She was looking at that. Her mouth had come open. She'd gone still all over, that held-breath stillness she gets when a thing's got the better of her, one hand pressed to her own chest.

"Fucking hell," she breathed, low, to nobody in the room. To it. "Look at the size of that."

"You can do a sight more than look at it, love." Callum wrapped a fist round himself and gave it one slow pull, root to tip, the flushed head of it already slick and shining. He kept his eyes steadily on my face the whole time he did it. "Rob. Come here. Come and get a proper look at what your wife's having tonight."

I went. I could tell myself it was the rule, that I'd signed up to see all of it, close, no version tidied to spare me, and that was true, and it wasn't the whole of why my legs carried me across the room. I fetched up beside the bed, a foot off him. Him bare and hung, me in my work jeans and the clean shirt I'd ironed for the occasion like a prize idiot.

His cock stood out between us near enough level with my belt buckle, and my eyes went straight to it and stopped there, and he knew fine well they would. Long, and thick the whole way, a slow bead of clear sliding off the end. Mine gave a hard useless jump behind my zip at the plain sight of it. I hated that, and it did it regardless. It didn't surprise me any more.

"Big difference, in't there." He said it easily, almost kindly, no heat in it at all. "No shame in it, pal. Some fellas get the length. Some get the wife who goes out and finds it." He glanced at Lucy, up on her knees drinking us in. "You got the wife. I'd call that a fair trade."

There was no answer to that. There never was any answer to a scrap of it, not once in all of this, not since the ruler. Anything I said would only have made me the smaller of us. So I gave him nothing. And I let it be the one true thing left about me, hard as he was in my jeans over the pure fact of him.

"Will you come here to me," Lucy said, and her voice had gone thick with it. Bra gone now, knickers gone, up on her knees on the fresh sheets, watching us both weighed off against each other like it was the finest thing anybody had ever set in front of her. Her thighs had come apart where she knelt, and she had a hand down between them already, not troubling to hide it, working herself slowly while she looked. "I can't wait, I've wanted your cock in me since you were stood on the doorstep, God, come here..."

Callum went to her. He got a big hand round the back of her neck and the other full on her bare tit, rough with it, and she made a sound into his mouth I'd only ever grafted an hour to fetch out of her myself. And I hung back a second by the bed, forgotten again. Watching my wife reach up both hands for a cock that would never be mine to give her, my own jammed hard and aching down the leg of my jeans. There wasn't a scrap of me left that wanted to be anywhere on God's earth but right there, watching it happen.

Then she caught sight of me over his shoulder. And it wasn't him she spoke to.

"Rob." Steady now. Sure of herself. A voice I didn't rightly know yet. She patted the sheet down by her feet. "Down there. The bottom of the bed. I want you where I can watch your face while he fucks me." She waited patiently till I'd gone where she'd put me, to the foot of my own bed, looking up the length of it at the two of them. "There," she said, softer, pleased, sinking back against him. "Just like that, love. Now you keep your eyes on me, and don't you dare look away."
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He got up over her without a word to me, one knee going down heavily into the mattress. I stood at the foot of the bed and watched him line himself up against my wife. She'd let her knees fall open for him already, both hands going for him, and from where she'd stood me I could see the whole of it plainly. The fat head of him against her. Her cunt wet and open and waiting on it. Both of them a foot up the bed from my face.

"Go on," Lucy breathed. "God, go on, I can't be doing with the waiting..."

He pushed in. Not slowly to be kind and not roughly to make a show, just steady and certain, the whole thick length of him going up into her until there was none of it left to give, and it dragged a sound out of my wife I'd never once heard her make.

"God."

It came out of her cracked, to nobody, her head pressed back into the pillow. "Oh God, that cock's so big. I can feel all of it right up in me."

He held it there a second, sunk to the root in her, and then drew it near enough all the way out again, wet and shining the length of it. I got the full sight of it before he fed it slowly home. He was doing that for me. He knew fine well where I stood, and he'd tipped her hips so I'd not miss a stroke.

And I went hard in my jeans watching another man's cock go up into my wife. I didn't reach to cover it and I didn't tell myself any story about it. That was just what happened to me now when I saw it, plain as a knee jerking when the doctor taps it. I'd stopped keeping accounts on the why of the thing days back.

He worked into her steadily. Long and deep and unhurried, taking her apart by inches, and she came apart under it fast. Faster than she'd ever done for me on my best night, her hands scrabbling up his back, her heels hooked over him and hauling him in. The noise of it went round the bedroom, the wet of them and her breathing gone high, and my cock kicked hard against the zip at every bit of it.

"You watching this, pal?" He said it easily, not even short of breath, his eyes leaving her to find me down the bed. "Course you are. Where else would you be." He gave her a harder drive that jolted her right up the sheet and she cried out. "There's one coming."

She broke apart on him almost at once. "Fuck." She cried it out, high and helpless. "Oh God, I'm coming, oh fuck—" Her whole body pulled tight and then broke, a long shaking cry with my name nowhere in it, her thighs clamped round his hips. He didn't slow for it. He fucked her straight through it and out the far side, and she was still gasping when he started building her toward the next one.

"That's her first." He watched me the whole way through it, cold and easy. "Keep count for us, eh. She'll not manage."

So I kept count. I stood there and counted my wife coming on him, and I did it out loud where he could hear, because he'd told me to and because I couldn't have got a word of my own out past what it was doing to me. "Two," I said, low and wrecked, when she went off again with her fist knotted in the sheet. It didn't sound like a man losing anything. That was the part I'd given up fighting weeks back.

He had her face-down after the third one, dragging a pillow roughly under her belly to tip her up, and got in behind her, and it was worse from there and it was better. I had all of it in front of me. His thick cock working up into her from the back, sliding out slick and shoving back up to the hilt so her whole body rocked forward, his hips smacking up against her. Her arse lifted for him. That dark hair I'd had weeks of watching other men get their hands into, stuck now to her cheek with the sweat of it.

He got a fist into that hair and pulled her head up off the sheet by it, easily, like he'd done it a hundred times, and her eyes came open and found me stood there watching while he kept fucking her.

"His cock's so far up me, Rob," she got out, wrecked, her voice jolting on every drive of him. "God. I can feel it right up in my belly. You've never... oh, fuck, nobody's ever got this far up me." My own cock ached stiff and shut out in my jeans while she got it out, and I did nothing about it but stand and take the whole sight of her saying it to me.

"Slow up a sec." He pulled near out of her and held there, and then he looked at me down the length of the bed, and a slow enjoyment came into his face I liked even less than the rest of him. "Show him, love. Reach back and open that cunt up and let your husband get a proper eyeful of what he's been sending you to bed hungry on all these years."

She did it. No word, no beat of thinking it over. She got a hand back off the sheet and reached down between her own legs and held herself open for me, and I looked, because I couldn't not, and I saw my wife gaping. Loose and red and used and still working with the want of him even empty, in a state I'd not once left her in across all my years of trying properly. She held it open there for me. She wanted me to see it. My cock throbbed hard and trapped behind my zip at the plain sight of her holding herself open like that, and it was her wanting me to see it, more than the sight itself, that near finished me on the spot with my hand nowhere near myself.

"There's your answer," Callum said, and slid slowly back into her, and she let go of herself and went back to gripping the sheet.

"Rob." It was Lucy this time. She'd got herself up on straight arms, her heavy tits swinging under her with the force of his fucking, and she'd turned her head to find me. Her voice had gone low and flat and sure of itself, no hedge left anywhere in it. "Get it out."

I stayed put.

"Your cock. Get it out and get a hand on it. I want to watch you while a real one does me properly." She said real, and it landed on me, and the old argument I'd run against that word all book long stood up in me like it always did and then it just sat quietly back down again. I'd nothing left to put against it. She was up there with the plain proof of it in her and I was stood at the end with what I'd got, and there wasn't a word in the language that was going to close eight inches. So I did as I was told. I got my jeans open and got my little cock out there in front of them both and took it in my fist, hard as a bolt and already dripping, and Lucy watched me do it with her mouth gone soft.

"Good," she breathed. "That's it, love. Now you keep it out and you don't stop, and you don't finish till I say you can." Her eyes went from my fist back up to what she'd got buried in her, greedy with it, me watching and him up inside her. "God, look at the difference. That big cock filling me right up, and you stood there holding your little one for me. That's what I've been going without, all these years." She was lit right up saying it, warm as owt, not a hard word in her anywhere, and it stung all the same.

"You heard the woman," Callum said, and laughed, and fucked her harder.

He rolled her onto her back when he'd had his fill of her that way, up on his knees between her thighs. His cock came out of her red and slick and stood off him hard as a tyre iron, and he had a fist round it, working it slowly. He wasn't going to put it in her again. He shuffled up over her belly instead and pushed the whole heavy weight of it up between her tits and got them squeezed round it in his two big hands.

"Push 'em together for us," he told her, and she got her own hands under them and held them tight round him, and he fucked up slowly through them. The fat wet head of him came up at her chin on every push, and she had her eyes down on it, her tongue out for the tip when it got there. "Look at it," she breathed, watching it slide up at her through her own tits. "The size of the bloody thing. Go on, let me get my mouth on the end of it, let me suck it." My wife. Holding those heavy tits of hers round another man's cock for him to fuck, reaching her mouth down greedily for the end of it. And me a yard off with my fist going on myself over the whole picture, my own cock throbbing hard and useless in my hand, hating every good thing it did to me and not stopping for a second of it.

"Where d'you want it," he said, tight now, his hips going quicker. "Come on. Tell me."

"On my face." She told him straight to his face, no scrap of shame in it, her hands still working her own tits round him. "I want your cum all over my face, and let him watch you do it."

He came up off her tits and got a fist round himself and gave it three hard pulls with the head of it right over her, and then he went. A thick rope of it landed across her cheek and her open mouth, and another over the bridge of her nose, more of it than I'd have said a man kept in him, streaking her chin and her throat and running down into her hair. She held still under it with her eyes shut and took the lot. She was smiling. Fucking hell, she was smiling through it, my wife, her face striped with another man's spunk in the lamplight, more pleased with herself than I'd seen her look in years.

"There." Callum eased back off her, blowing out a long breath, giving himself a last slow pull. He looked wrung out and easy with it, a man who'd finished a job he was good at. "Bang on, that."

"Now you." Lucy's eyes came open, gummy at the one corner, and found me straightaway. She reached a flat hand out toward me down the bed, not to be helped up, only to point me where she wanted me. "Come on, love. Right here where I can see you. You've been ever so good and you've earned it." She patted her own chest, the mess of him already sliding down it. "Do it here. Cum for me. Now."

I came before she'd got the word finished. Stood where she'd put me, not a hand on me but my own, the last one in the room to go. I emptied myself in hard jets up over my wife's belly and the wreck another man had already left up her front. It was the hardest I'd ever come in my life. I made near enough no sound at all doing it, just my breath going out of me and my knees very nearly buckling under me. Lucy watched every jet of it. Her hand rubbed slow circles on her own chest through the two men's mess of it, that soft pleased look sitting on her striped face.

"There's my good husband," she said softly. "That's the both of you on me and in me now, in't it. My proper big one, and my little keeper." She said it warmly. She meant it warmly. It went into me like it always did, and I took it standing there, and God help me, I loved her right through the heart of it.

Callum didn't stop long after. He was never a man who was going to. He got himself washed and dressed in my bathroom while Lucy lay in the wreck of the bed getting her breath, and he came back through pulling his jacket on and stood a second looking down at her, with an ownership I'd have swung for a man over once.

"Any time, love," he told her. "You've got my number." He looked over at me on his way past, and gave me a nod that wasn't unkind, and that friendly little nod was the worst thing in the whole night. "No hard feelings, pal. You did all right, that. Most fellas couldn't sit still for it." And he saw himself down my stairs and out the front door. I heard the car pull off down the street. Then the house was just ours again.

I went and ran a flannel under the warm tap and brought it up and cleaned her face myself. She let me. She lay with her eyes shut and let me wipe us both off her cheek and her chin, and out of her hair as best it would come, and neither of us said much of anything. I didn't try to have her back. I could have. She'd have let me, warm and open and half asleep. A week back I'd have needed to, to put a mark of my own down on top of his and call her mine again. I stood with the flannel going cold in my hand and found I didn't want to. There was nothing left to take back off anybody. She was mine going out of the door and mine coming back through it, and what she got up to in between had quietly stopped being a thing I lost her over.

She reached up and got hold of my wrist and pulled me down onto the bed beside her, the two of us still half-dressed and past caring, and turned in against me with her clean cheek on my chest.

"I keep thinking I'll have had my fill of it soon," she said sleepily, tracing nothing on my shirt with one finger. "That's what I told myself right at the start, you know. Just till I've had a proper go and got it seen to. And every single time I finish with one of them, I only want the next one worse." She told it to me easily, like the weather. No sorry in it anywhere. "There's no bottom to it, love. I don't reckon there's a number that'd do it."

"I know," I said quietly.

"Ben's got mates, he was saying." She yawned into my chest. "A few of them. Reckons we ought to have a proper do of it one night, all of them at once, if you'd sit good in the corner and behave..." She said it light as anything, already half gone, a woman planning a barbecue. "I might. I think I'd quite like that. We'll see."

I lay there in the dark that was coming down and thought about my wife. Thirty-two, one fella before me, eight years married and eleven together, and I could still remember her going shy about the light being left on. Now she was dropping off to sleep on me with another man barely out of her hair, working out how many she could take in a room at the one time, and putting me in the corner of it to watch her do it. I ought to have been able to find the exact place it had all turned. I couldn't. It had only kept going a bit at a time, same as everything does, until here we'd both washed up.

She lifted her head off me a last time before she went, and found my mouth in the dark, and kissed me slow and soft, her goodnight kiss, the same as any other night.

"Don't you go thinking you got short-changed out of all this," she murmured warmly against my lips, her eyes already shut. "You got the whole of me, love. More of me than he'll ever get near. He's just having the big bit off me." She settled back down with a small happy noise and was asleep in under a minute.

I reached over her and clicked the lamp off. I lay there in the black with her heavy and warm on my chest, her plans still hanging half-said in the air above us both. Harder than I'd been over any single thing in my life, and not sorry for one scrap of it.
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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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