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The text landed at twenty past eleven, in the middle of a meeting about a lost lorry of radiators, and Joel had it open before he'd decided to look.

babe ive done some calculations. if even half that line GenerousG bangs on about pays, we clear the deposit by autumn. not next decade joel. im not joking, tonight we do it properly.

Then, a second behind it, because she never once sent one message where three would do:

ps wore that new black set under my uniform all day for literally no reason. just fancied being a problem about it [image: see-no-evil monkey]

He turned the phone face down on his thigh. The procurement man kept talking about radiators. Right then, eleven miles away, his wife was tucking a gown round a pensioner in a black bra and matching knickers she'd put on for absolutely nobody, and telling him so, and Joel sat there in a meeting going quietly half-hard in his work trousers like a teenager. Half the men on her page would have paid good money just to know she'd done it. Some of them had a version of her in their heads right this second, the one they'd built off a single masked video, and she was his, and it was him she'd texted. There was a version of this life where a text at twenty past eleven meant pick up milk. He'd lived that version for years. He could barely remember it now.

He'd been at this desk a good six years. Grey carpet, grey screen, the lanyard he'd stopped bothering to clip on. Dorian came past at half eleven sharp, like every other day, and said, "Jamie. The Dewsbury job. You across it?" and Joel said he was across it, and Dorian said good lad and drifted off. He'd been Jamie here for months now and had quietly given up correcting it back in the spring. It cost him nothing. Jamie did the claims and ate his lunch at his desk and was so completely nobody that two of the directors couldn't have placed him in a lift.

And the whole time, sat heavy in his pocket, was a thing roughly the size of a small bomb.

Three Sundays back they'd put a video up on the free board. Vanessa in the mask, taking a stranger to the root on their own bed, Joel filming with a hand that would not keep still. The hidden half of the internet had lost its head over it so badly that it was still going now, three Wednesdays later, ticking over steady in a little window he kept open behind the spreadsheet. He opened it for a second. There she was, frozen mid-ride, a cock a good deal bigger than his buried deep in her, her mouth open and her eyes gone, the face she used to keep just for him. Hundreds of men had watched his wife take that tonight already. Hundreds more would before the news came on, with their cocks in their fists, and not one soul under these strip-lights knew her name. Christ alive. He shut the window before it did to him at the desk what it did to him at home.

He mostly just sat there feeling like the richest man in the building over a thing nobody could see, and checked the number once more before he closed it down.

The deposit was the only thing that hadn't moved. The same figure it had been all year, parked in the savings going nowhere while everything else broke and wanted paying for. They'd been getting there for about three years running. And now there was a door open in their lives with real money behind it, grown men with their wallets already out, and the pair of them kept being good and saying no like somebody handed out a prize for it.

She was right. Nobody handed out a prize for it.

He texted her back on the way to the kettle, two-fingered, careful even now that nobody could possibly see.

ok. tonight. and stop sending me filth at work, some of us are honestly trying to find a lorry x

no x
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She was on the sofa with her legs folded under her when he got in, the laptop already open, a notepad beside her covered in her actual handwriting. She'd swapped the salon black for one of his old t-shirts and not a lot under it, her tits loose and heavy under the worn cotton, the nipples just there through it where the bra had sat all day. She had her reading face on, pointed tonight at the laptop instead of the bills.

"Don't take your coat off and start tidying," she said, not looking up. "Come here. I've got a whole thing."

He came round and she caught a fistful of his shirt without lifting her eyes off the screen, and pulled him down over the back of the sofa, and kissed him upside down, unhurried, and then let him go to get on with it. Three weeks of this and his body still answered before his brain did, half-hard over one kiss in his own front room with his coat still on.

The flat was warm and smelled of the toast she'd had standing up at the counter instead of waiting for a proper tea, the same as every night of her life. The telly was on with the sound down. A mug had gone cold and forgotten on the arm of the sofa, and from the look of it there was a colder one keeping it company down by her feet. In an hour she'd be a paid page with her tits out and her name across the top of it, and the room would look exactly like this the whole time it happened, the mute telly, the dead mugs, the lot. His cock had been half-interested in her since the front door.

"You've made notes," he said, "and you've got a pen behind your ear."

"I'll have you know I'm a professional." She tipped her head back over the arm of the sofa and found him upside down. "I did three colours and a perm today, and then I built us an actual business on my breaks while Tash thought I was doing the rota. Sit down."

He sat, and she dropped her legs straight across his lap without asking, exactly as she'd done since they were twenty-one, and they bridged the laptop between them. On the screen sat the sign-up page for the paid site, clean and white, its little empty boxes waiting. JUSTFANS, the logo said, as if that settled anything.

It looked exactly like a hundred ordinary nights, her feet warm in his lap and a screen between them. It wasn't one. The window they'd thrown open had stayed open. Their own bed had stopped being the careful lights-off thing it had been her whole adult life. It went filthy now, loud and shameless. Some nights he'd get her to tell him again about the other one, about the size of him. What it had felt like to get split open by a cock half again as big as Joel's, while Joel knelt there and filmed it. She'd tell him slow and blunt, and the pair of them would go off like the house was alight. He'd married the quiet one. Turned out he'd done nothing of the sort, and the appetite under her ran deeper than his ever had, and he was honestly still getting his breath back from it most mornings. He had one rule now, the only one. He never let himself wonder where the bottom of it was.

By midnight a paying stranger would have seen more of her than most men got out of a whole marriage, and Joel would have framed the shot himself, and wanted it badly. He kept thinking it ought to bother him more than it did.

Her foot pressed slowly into his thigh while he thought all that. She wasn't even watching him do it. She kept a hand or a foot on him at all times these days, absently, like topping up a meter.

"Right." She cracked her knuckles, daft, theatrical. "Page name. I've had a proper think about this."

"Go on, then. We had punching_above for the free one, and the regulars know us by it now."

"That was us, though." Lightly. But she meant it. "That was you and me having a laugh on a Friday with a lager. This one's a proper page, with a card machine on the front door, and it's…" A small shrug, nowhere near as careless as she made it look. "It's mine. It wants to sound like a her, not an us. Don't go all soft on me."

"I haven't gone soft."

"You've gone soft. You're about to say whatever you want, love."

"Whatever you want, love." Which was true, and which made her laugh, which was half the reason he'd said it. She wrote a single word at the top of the pad, boxed it twice, and turned it round to him. Trouble.

"Trouble," he said.

"Like I told you in my text. I'm going on there as Trouble." Grinning, properly pleased with herself, but her eyes came up to check it against his, the dare and the question folded into one. "Tell me it's good."

It was good. It was exactly her, the one that had been folded up small under the quiet one all these years, and there was not one bit of Joel anywhere in it. The pride and the small cold thing under the pride hit him at once. He kissed her instead of trying to say either out loud.

"It's perfect," he said into her mouth. "You're trouble."

"I'm Trouble. Capital T. Keep up." Back to the screen. Her phone buzzed on the arm and she glanced at it. "Char. The seating plan for Leanne's wedding's doing her actual head in, and can June not just hurry up." She thumbed a reply back one-handed without really reading it, June and the wedding and the whole green-lawn family half of their life a worry for another day. "Right. Bio next, then the part you'll hate, where I have to decide what I'm worth."
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They built it just like they'd built the first one a whole lifetime ago, on this exact sofa, passing the laptop back and forth, her doing the brave bits and him the bits that kept them safe. He'd forgotten how much he loved this until they were back inside it. She wrote a bio, read it out far too filthy on purpose, and they both went to pieces over it. "You can't put that," he said. "You'll frighten them right off."

"That's the whole idea, babe." But she cut it right down anyway. The filthy version made her sound like she was trying, and she'd never once tried at anything in her life. come and see what your wife could be, it ended up, which said more with less and left the rest to them. He set up an email with nothing of their real lives anywhere in it. He set up a payment pot kept well clear of the joint account. He sat a moment with the banking app open and a cold little spike of worry about what on earth you told the taxman about a thing like this, and filed it carefully for the morning. He'd run the lot of it, he could see that already. The page, the inbox, the money, the careful boring bits, the same way he ran a desk nobody could put a name to.

"And the free board stays live," she said, scrolling the old video where it still pulled its numbers. "That's the shop window now, isn't it. They watch that one for nothing, they get desperate, and the rest of me sits behind here." She tapped the paid page. "He worked the whole thing out for us weeks ago. Been explaining our own business back to us in our own comments like we're thick." She scrolled up to his last comment and showed Joel.

mate youre leaving money on the table. set up a proper page, charge what shes actually worth, and ill be your first sub the day it goes live. you KNOW im good for it.

"He's not been remotely quiet about wanting to pay."

"No. He has not." She said that with a slow relish, and it dropped low and hot in him. "Right. Prices."

This was the part he watched her closest on, because this was the part that was really about her and not about the kit. She sat chewing the end of the pen, pricing herself, and he could see precisely what it did to her. She'd told him once, late and quiet, that the whole of it for her was just the wanting with a number stuck on the end. Here she was sticking the numbers on, the colour climbing up the side of her neck while she pretended the whole thing was admin. Some stranger tonight, ready to pay just to get at her. His own wife, priced up on a notepad in his lap. It landed in him hot and stupid and he shifted under her.

"Somebody's actually going to pay to watch me get fucked." She said it low, to the laptop, and her thighs moved across his lap.

"Somebody'll pay it." She tried the words out loud, low, and his cock gave a dumb twitch against her calf, and she felt it and looked up, delighted. "Oi. We've not even posted anything yet." She leaned over the laptop, the t-shirt sliding off one shoulder, the black strap of the bra still on under it from a whole day of quietly being a problem under her uniform. She put her mouth right at his ear. "You can have me after," she murmured, "if you do the boring upload bits properly first, like a good little account-runner." She bit the edge of his ear, soft. "And you can think about all of them out there paying just to get their cocks out over me while you do it. Don't pretend you're not."

He wasn't pretending. He was rock hard over a spreadsheet of his own wife's prices. Jamie from claims had never once been that man.

"First post," she said, sitting back, brisk again. "I took some this afternoon in the good light."

She had. She put them up and he had to take a slow breath through his nose. His Vanessa, that afternoon, the curtains half drawn, the black set on and then halfway off, and her whole face in the shot this time. No chin cut out of frame like the early days. The lot of her, looking straight down the lens as though she'd been doing it for years. Big tits barely held in the bra, then out of it, heavy and full and sitting high, her nipples gone hard for the camera and nobody in the room to do it for. By the weekend a few hundred strangers would have this on their phones, her face and her tits right there in the one frame, wanking themselves raw over a woman they'd never once meet. His woman, who'd shot it that afternoon between a perm and the school traffic.

"God, look at the state of them," she laughed, tilting the screen at him, fond and shameless. "They're going to pay actual money just for my tits, babe. My actual tits." She picked the one she liked best. He wrote the caption, because she always said he was better than her at making them want it, and he kept it short and filthy, and his hands were not quite steady on the keys doing it.

"Ready?" Her thumb hovered over the button. He knew this exact moment. Three weeks ago she'd held her thumb over a button just like it and not pressed it for half the night.

She pressed this one straightaway.

The page went live. Their phones sat quiet for a second. Two seconds. Both of them watched the screen as if it might move on its own.

Then the laptop made a small sound neither of them had heard before. A soft upward chime, brand new, the noise the site kept for one thing only. A box slid down from the top of the screen.

GenerousG subscribed · top tier [image: credit card]

"Oh my God." Her hand flew over her mouth, and then she was laughing, delighted and appalled at the same time, gripping his arm. "He was waiting. Joel. He was sat there waiting for it to go live, the dirty article."

Joel didn't say anything straightaway. He looked at the little box. At the word subscribed. At the daft credit-card emoji somebody had actually thought to put on it. Fucking hell. It went through him slow and strange, bigger than he was ready for. A fortnight ago a man called GenerousG had told them in their comments that he was first in line, and good for the money, and to name their number. They'd named it roughly forty minutes ago. He'd had his wallet open inside the first thirty seconds, sight unseen, a stranger out in the dark with his card already in his hand.

Somebody had just paid to want his wife. The page was nine minutes old.

"Go on," Joel said. "Read it out again."
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"Ness, love, your phone's been at it all morning. It'll buzz itself off the side."

Vanessa had it out of her tunic pocket before Donna had finished, thumb over the screen, cupped to her chest like a hand of cards. She'd had it on silent since eight and it hadn't stopped, a jolt against her hip every few minutes through her first colour, and every jolt had gone through her and landed low. She'd done a whole half-head of foils with her knickers ruined and a grin she couldn't shift.

"It's only Char," she said. "Wedding stuff. Leanne's got her doing the favours now, the poor cow."

"Mm." Donna gave her a wink meant to be knowing that only looked like grit in her eye. "Bride's sister. Busy busy. You've gone all pink, you have."

"It's the developer fumes, Donna. Open a window."

She set the phone face down on the trolley between the tint bowls and made herself leave it, which was its own small torture, because she knew what sat on it. All night, while she'd slept with her arm thrown over Joel, men had paid. Real cards, real money out of real accounts, just to look at the set she'd put up two nights back in the good light, her face in every frame this time and not a stitch on her by the end.

The phone buzzed again, face down, fat and impatient against the laminate.

God almighty, one of them was at it right now. Half nine on a Tuesday, some bloke with his coffee going cold and his cock in his fist, wanking himself stupid over her while she stood here in her tunic mixing a 7.3. A hundred of them out there who'd never meet her and still wanted to fuck her, and one paying for the privilege this very second. She rinsed the brush under the tap, watched the colour swill off pink down the plughole, and pressed her thighs together to feel how soaked she'd gone over absolutely nothing. Some of them would be cumming over those photos before lunch.

"Miles away, you," her ten o'clock said, settling in.

"Sorry, my love. Late one." She got the gown round the woman, clipped it at the back, and caught her own eye in the mirror. The woman in the glass looked exactly like front-of-house at a salon and nothing at all like a page men set alarms for. Nobody in this room knew. Nobody past the window knew. She could have stood up on the chair and announced it and not one of them would have believed it of the quiet one off the high street.
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It nearly came apart before twelve, and it wasn't even her that did it. Tash had her regular in, the every-three-weeks one who talks the whole appointment and never draws breath, and the woman swung her phone round to show Tash, far too loud, like she said everything. "Have you seen this one going round? You'll honestly die." Three feet off, sweeping a soft drift of grey clippings into the pan, Vanessa felt the floor tip under her. The brush stopped. Her body went to ice, then to a hot sick lurch under the ice, and for a second and a half she was certain, in the daft dream-logic way, that it would be her face on that little screen. Her tits. Her name. Here, in the light, with the kettle on.

It was a clip of a newsreader corpsing over a story about a duck. Tash howled. The woman played it again.

Vanessa straightened up with the dustpan and laughed along half a second late, her heart going like she'd run for a bus. She tipped the hair into the bin and thought, clear as anything: you want this, and it scares you witless. She'd never have said it to a soul. She wasn't sure she would ever say it to Joel. But she stood there with the pan in her hand, let the whole filthy size of what they'd started run through her once, and then went and put the kettle on properly.
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Joel was on the sofa when she got in, laptop open, work shirt still on with the top button gone, the careful face on. The screen showed the creator dashboard. She'd glanced at it twice and never once sat with it. He had plainly been sat with it an hour.

"Don't tell me," she said, dropping her bag, toeing her shoes off across the floor where they'd stay till Saturday. "Tell me. I can't look. Tell me while I get a drink. No, wait, don't." She folded down beside him with her legs over his and her chin on his shoulder and her eyes shut. "Right. Now."

"You want the followers, the subs, or the money?"

"The money, obviously the money, what am I, a nun?"

He turned the laptop so it bridged both their laps. A figure sat in a box marked this week, a real one, pound sign and all. Under it a list scrolled away of everything that had landed since Sunday night, the subscriptions and the tips and a custom request she had not even opened. She read the top line once, then again, because her head wouldn't take it in the first go.

"That's a typo. Joel. That's the followers count, you've gone and put it in the money box."

"It's the money," he said.

"In four days, though?" She heard her own voice go up.

"Four days," he said.

She did the sum she'd done a hundred times at that basin. The deposit they'd been not-quite-reaching for years, that figure parked in the savings like a stone that never shifted no matter how good they were. She held it up against this. Four days old. Made out of strangers. The two would not share a head. She made a noise she hadn't planned on.

"I shifted some over today," Joel said, careful, watching her face. "Into the deposit pot. Not all of it, mind, I kept a chunk back for the tax, because I still don't know what the tax even is on this and it's keeping me up at night. But I moved some." He pulled up the banking app, and there it was. The stone that never moved had moved. A different number than it had been her whole grown-up life. "Checked it about nine times. Kept thinking I'd fat-fingered it."

She stared at the deposit. The real one, the dull grown-up one they'd given up Friday nights for. It had gone up because men she would never meet liked the look of her with nothing on.

"Say something," he said.

"I'm going to cry, and it's the happy kind, so don't pull the worried face." She wiped her eye on the heel of her hand, laughed wetly, shoved him. "We did that, babe. My tits did that. My actual tits paid down our deposit." She caught his jaw and kissed him hard and a bit teary, then started laughing into it. "I'm getting them insured. I'm ringing a man on Monday."

"Read the tips," he said, grinning properly now, the worried face gone. "You'll want the tips, they leave notes now."

That was the new part the free board had never had. On there you watched the arrow climb and that was the game, the score going up while strangers said filthy things for free. Now they paid, and the money came in with a voice attached to it. She scrolled and read them out, because reading them out together had always been the best of it, the pair of them on the sofa cackling at men.

"GenerousG. Twenty-five quid." She grabbed Joel's arm. "Listen to this."

told you i'd be first gorgeous. worth every penny. consider it a deposit [image: winking face]

"He said deposit. He doesn't know about the actual deposit and he said deposit. He's psychic, Joel."

"He tipped again an hour after. Keep going."

fifty. cant stop looking at your tits in that last one, theres more where that came from. spend it on something tiny for me

She wriggled down into the cushion. "He wants me buying little knickers with his money. Dead courteous about it, honestly. A proper gentleman."

"There's one from QuietAdmirer," he said, and turned the laptop her way.

"Aw, he came over." She found it, and her face went soft. QuietAdmirer had been there since the very first night of the old board, never once crude. He'd told her right at the start that her laugh came through even in the captions.

never paid for anything online in my life. paid for this the second it went up. you look happy in them and thats the bit that does me in

She pressed the phone against her mouth. "We're keeping him. He is never allowed to leave."

"And then there's the rest of them."

"Go on. Read me a horrible one. A properly horrible one."

He scrolled, mock-reluctant, and read it flat, which made it funnier. "size_diff_enjoyer. Ten quid."

nice start but lets be honest love youre wasted doing solo. you need a proper cock on this page and we both know it

"He does not let up, that one." She said it with the same relish she said anything about him with. He'd been at them since the Roost days, the rudest of the lot, forever after the one thing she still wasn't quite ready to say out loud in her own front room. "Ten quid to tell me I'm doing it wrong. Tips and moans in the same breath. Bless his cotton socks."

"He's not wrong it's working, though." Joel said it light, and she heard the nudge in it, the same nudge he'd been giving her since week one.

"No. He's not wrong." She kept the rest to herself for now. "Right. While we're rich." She lifted the laptop off his lap onto her own without asking. "I want the other thing now. The list."
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The list had been Joel's find, which she'd never let him forget, seeing as it meant her careful, fretting, privacy-mad husband had gone looking for a way to let strangers buy her things.

"It's called Hoard," he said, "it's a wish list. You put up what you want, people you've never met buy it, and it turns up at a locker, not here. I've got us the locker already, two minutes off the salon, under a made-up name, and before you start, yes, I know I'm being mad about it."

"You're being you about it, and I love you about it." She was already in, already building it, and this got her worse than the money even, worse than the figure in the box. Choosing the things. Sat on her own sofa in his old t-shirt, picking which set a stranger would buy and post to a locker so she could put it on and peel it off again for whoever had paid. She added a black one. Then a red one. Then a sheer thing barely the idea of a thing at all.

"This is insane," she said happily. "Some man's going to put my knickers in a basket and pay for them and feel his heart go, and I'll never see his face. I just get a parcel." Some bloke out there wanted her badly enough to buy her underwear and have it sent to a box two minutes from her work.

"You just get a parcel," Joel agreed. His voice had gone rough.

"And then I wear it for him." She turned to her husband. The one who found the site, booked a locker in a fake name, sat there going quietly to bits over all of it. "Whoever buys it gets to watch me in the thing they bought. For all of them. Joel, I genuinely have to lie down, or I'm going to do something I can't take back."

She did exactly that. The list could wait the hour. It had waited three years.
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The first parcel came on the Friday. Joel did the locker run on his lunch and texted her a photo of a padded envelope held up against the grey of the lockers. 'acquired the contraband. extremely calm. did not look guilty at all x.' She was useless the rest of her shift. They opened it that night on the sofa, which had already, by only the second go, become a thing they did, him handing it over, her doing the tearing.

Inside lay the red set off the list, and folded in with it a card. A real one, the kind that comes with flowers, handwriting and all.

"He's written a note," she breathed. "Joel, he's actually written me a note." She read it out.

paywell_x: enjoy these. then id love them back, worn, if thats ever a thing you do. no rush at all… youve got a lovely way about you

She looked up, delighted and appalled in equal measure. "He wants them back. After. Worn, posted to him." She started to laugh. "That is so filthy and so polite at once I don't know what to do with my face."

"We are not posting your worn knickers to a man called paywell," Joel said.

"We absolutely are, that's a whole other tier, that's free money, just not tonight." She was up off the sofa, the red lace held against herself over the t-shirt, already gone. "Tonight he gets to watch me put it on. Get the camera. Good light's gone but the lamp'll do. Get it before I lose my nerve, which I won't, but get it."

He got the camera.

She did it for the lens, and for the whole faceless paying lot of them, and halfway through she stopped doing it for anyone and just did it. The set went on slowly under the warm lamp, the red against her skin, and she turned first so the camera took the back of her, then the rest. Low and blunt, she talked to them while she did it, which she'd never once managed on the old board because there she'd been laughing too hard. She told them whose she was. She told them exactly what she would do to the man holding the phone the second the red light died.

Then the lace came down her thighs, slow, left at her knees on purpose, and her own hand went to her cunt. She was so soaked the first touch made her gasp for real, no performance in it. Two fingers found her clit and she worked it slowly, watching the little black eye of the lens. She thought of them out there with their cards already used, men who wanted her and would never have her, one of them owning the very thing caught round her legs now.

"This is yours," she told the camera, low. "All of it. Watch me fuck myself for you." Her nipples had gone hard and she dragged her free hand up over her tits, pinching, and let the moan out properly for them.

The phone chimed mid-shot. The tip chime. Even gone as she was, she heard it land and felt it drop straight through her, low. Someone was tipping her while she did this, spending real money over the free advert of it, the bit they'd cut for the board. It tipped her clean over. She was cumming on her own fingers, her husband's eye over the top of the phone, a stranger's lace at her knees and his money still warm in the account. This time she didn't look to Joel at the finish. She lay flat on the rug, breathing hard, and let the camera run on the wreck of her a second more, because that bit was theirs. "Stop it there," she said. "That one's going to make us a fortune."

He stopped it. He said nothing for a moment, and when she opened her eyes he had the proud look on, jaw set, his eyes not quite matching his mouth. She reached up, got his collar, pulled him down to the rug, and kissed it off him.

Later, while he uploaded, careful as ever, she lay against his side half-asleep with the wish list open on her phone, planning what to add next. Then she saw it. One item had gone grey, gone bought. The grey one wasn't a set. It was the other thing, the one she'd dropped right at the bottom as a dare, where she'd been dead sure nobody would, the big one, the daft enormous one she'd added three wines in, going no one's actually going to.

Someone had. A name sat beside it. A one-line note had come through with the order. She read it twice, lying there, gone cold and hot at once against her husband's warm side.

size_diff_enjoyer: for when youre done with the small stuff. wear it for the camera. youll thank me

She looked at it a long while. Then she set the phone on her chest, stared up at the ceiling, and started, very quietly, to grin.

"Joel," she said. "You're going to want to see what someone's just bought me."
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"It's for her makeup videos, mostly," Joel said, and heard how it sounded.

The lad behind the counter couldn't have been twenty. He turned the camera box over slowly, without much interest. "Mirrorless'll do you for that, no bother. You don't need full-frame for sat at a dressing table. You'd be paying for glass you'll never use."

"He's getting the good one." Vanessa called it over from the lighting wall, where she'd been ten minutes already with the air of a woman who owned the shop. "He's a perfectionist. Aren't you, babe?"

"I'm a perfectionist," Joel agreed.

"What's the lights for, then?" The lad came round the counter. "Makeup, you said. You'd want soft. That one's hard, it'll show every line on her face."

"On the subjects," Joel said.

"On me." Vanessa held a ring light up under her chin and tilted it about, lit gold and pleased with herself. "I've lovely skin, I'll have you know. I don't want it flattened. I want it like this. Look. I look expensive."

She did. That was the trouble with taking her anywhere. She stood in a chain camera shop on a Saturday with a tester light under her chin, and three lads nearby had drifted half a step her way without knowing they'd done it. Men did that around her in any room. Joel watched it happen, caught between proud and a bit sick with it. None of them would have believed the truth of it. That the soft gold light she was choosing was for showing a hundred thousand strangers what she let a man do to her. He thought it anyway. He couldn't help it lately. The filth of it sat warm under the ordinary Saturday and he carried it round the shop like change in his pocket.

They left four hundred quid lighter. A proper camera, two soft boxes, the ring light she wouldn't go without, a tripod, a memory card the lad threw in because she'd made him laugh. In the old days money like that was a row, or a long-faced sit-down with the banking app. Joel paid it off a card that cleared itself now, and the floor didn't move under him at all.

"You said subjects," Vanessa said in the car, delighted, pulling the belt across. "To a child. Like it's a nature documentary."

"He kept looking at me."

"He was looking at me, babe. They all were. Did you clock the one by the drones?" She didn't brag it. She said it like she'd point out a nice dog. She put her hand on his thigh while he reversed, and left it there.
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They cleared the back room out on the Sunday.

It had been a spare room in name only the whole tenancy. Mostly it was where things went to wait. The clothes airer that lived up for good. A box of his that had followed them through two flats unopened. The exercise bike Vanessa bought one bright January and rode, by his count, four times. They got the lot of it onto the landing and stood in the empty space. Bare magnolia, one window, four dents in the carpet where a bed used to sit.

"It's so plain," Vanessa said sadly. "Nobody's getting their card out over magnolia."

"We'll put the lights on it, and you won't see the wall at all."

They set it up between them. Him reading the leaflet out and getting it wrong, her ignoring the leaflet and getting it right. A soft box either side, the ring light on its stand, the tripod where she could watch herself in the screen. By the end of the afternoon a corner of the room had stopped being a corner of a room. It was a warm bright pocket of light with nothing in it yet, and the flat went on around it the same as ever. The football results low through the wall. A wash on.

He plugged the last light in and it came up, and the empty patch of carpet went from nothing to a thing that pulled the eye, lit and waiting. His mouth went dry over a patch of floor. God above. He knew what it was for. He'd be stood about here with the camera when it happened, whatever it turned out to be, and the thought of it ran down through him while he wound the cable.

"Don't," Vanessa said, not turning round.

"Don't what."

"You've gone all quiet over the carpet. I can feel it from here." She stepped into the light just to see it on her, arms out a little. "How do I look?"

"You look like trouble."

"I am Trouble. We've been through this." But she came over and got a fistful of his jumper and kissed him slowly in the new light, and his hands went round her on their own. For a minute the room did the exact job he'd been picturing. Then she patted his chest and went to peg the wash out. The wash still had to go out.
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The Monday undid some of it.

He had his quarterly with Dorian at half ten. Twenty minutes in a glass box off the open-plan that Dorian called a catch-up and read off a screen. Joel was steady. He was reliable. There'd been a thing in the autumn, a backlog he'd quietly cleared over a fortnight of late ones that nobody had asked him to touch. It came up now as a line on the screen with the graduate's name against it. Connor had started in September. He could not, Joel was fairly sure, have found that backlog with a map. Dorian said Connor had really stepped up. Joel said that was good to hear, and mostly meant it. The lad was keen and twenty-three. It wasn't his fault his name had landed on the right line.

"You're a safe pair of hands, Jamie," Dorian said, shutting the laptop. Warmest thing he'd said in months, with the wrong name on the end of it.

"Cheers," Joel said.

He sat back at his desk after and left the phone in his pocket. There was nothing on it the glass box needed to know. There was a pot of money under a name that wasn't his, and it held more now than this floor would pay him before Christmas. It had got there because his wife took her clothes off for strangers and he framed the shots. The man who'd just called him a safe pair of hands could not have dreamed it. He'd thought it would feel like winning. It didn't, quite. It sat heavier than that, and stranger, a thing he couldn't tell one soul in the building. Same as her. Exactly the same as her, the pair of them carrying the one secret round a city that had them both filed as nobody much. He ate his lunch at his desk. He was across the Dewsbury job. He was good at the job and no one would ever say so, and he went home to a wife half the internet wanted and couldn't have. Some days he honestly didn't know which of those did the most to him.

His mum rang on the walk to the car. She asked, the way she asked every few weeks, whether they'd thought any more about getting on the ladder, because renting was dead money, Joel, you know it is. He stood in the car park and said they were getting there, Mum, slowly. He felt the size of what he wasn't saying. That they could put a deposit down in the spring. That it was sat in a pot right now. That she'd honestly rather never know where a penny of it came from, and so would he. He said the rent wasn't so bad. He said they were happy. Both true. He got in the car.

[image: ]


The box came on the Thursday.

The locker app pinged at his desk and he did the run on his lunch, two minutes off the salon end. This time he didn't text her a daft photo of it. Some things weren't a joke. The locker swung open on a brown box much bigger than the padded envelopes, plain, no markings, the size a kettle comes in. He carried it to the car under his arm, put it in the boot, shut the boot. He sat in the driver's seat a second before he turned the key.

He knew what was in it. He'd watched her add the thing to the list, three wines in, laughing, dead sure nobody would ever go for it. Somebody had. The man had gone through her whole list, past the lingerie and the heels and the little sets, right down to the bottom where she'd dropped the joke. He'd chosen the one that was bigger than Joel, on purpose. He'd made no secret of it. Forty quid to put a cock past her husband in front of her, and watch what she did with it. Joel drove it home in the boot of a Corsa with the parking about to run out. His own had been hard since the locker swung open, which he'd never have told a soul, and didn't have to.

She wouldn't open it without him, which he loved her for. It sat on the side till he'd eaten and she'd had her toast standing up and the light outside was gone. Then she did the tearing, because she always did, down on the rug with her tongue between her teeth.

"Oh my days." She lifted it out in both hands and held it up, looked at it, looked at Joel over the top of it. It was big. There was no soft way round that. Thick and heavy and a good few inches past anything Joel had ever brought to the rug, a deep brown, a suction foot on the base. "He actually went and paid for it. And he's not shut up since." She read his latest DM off her phone, low, grinning.

size_diff_enjoyer: bought you a man's size since youre clearly ready for one. set it up, take it slow, let us watch you struggle. youll think of me

"Youll think of me," she laughed. "Forty quid and a personality on him. I love it." But her eyes had gone darker over the note, and she set the thing down on the rug carefully, like it might go off. "Right. Lights. While I've got the nerve."

She had the nerve. She always had the nerve. He went and put the soft boxes on, and the warm light came up softly out of the dark room, and she stood in it in his old t-shirt and nothing else. She pressed the foot of it down onto the little table they'd stood there for exactly this, and it held upright on its own. Joel took the camera off the tripod and into his hand, because she liked one of them moving. His hands weren't steady.

"You stay behind it," she told him, kneeling down, pushing her hair back. She'd stopped asking him about any of this weeks ago. "And you." That to the lens, to all of them, easy now the red light was on. "You've gone on for months about me needing a proper one. Well. One of you went and bought it." She wrapped her hand round it where it stood off the table, and her fingers wouldn't meet round it. She felt that, and so did the camera. "God. Look at the size of this thing."

She didn't say it to Joel. That was new, these last weeks. In the old days she'd have turned and said it to him, made it theirs. Look, babe, isn't it mad. Now she said it to the lens, to the dark behind it, to the man who'd paid for it. Joel stood three feet off holding the phone, and he was nothing in the room but the thing that held the phone, and his cock ached in his jeans over being exactly that.

She bent and took the head of it in her mouth.

She had to open right up for it. He filmed her do it. His wife on her knees in the warm light, getting her lips round a cock bigger than his, wet already, spit stringing off it when she came up and went back down. She worked at it, jaw going, cheeks hollow. She'd never once had to do that for Joel. She held the base in her fist and sucked it and looked up the length of it into the lens. Never at Joel. The wet noise of it filled the room over the wash going round next door. He had to plant his feet. That's what she does to a real one. That's what I never get to watch her do to me. He was so hard it hurt, and he'd not laid a finger on himself.

"Watch me take it," she breathed, off it for a second, talking to them. "All of you. You bought me a proper cock. You can watch me get my cunt round it." Then back down on it.

She got up and turned and put a knee either side, lowered herself over it with a hand reaching back to hold it steady. She went slow, because that was what the man had asked for. Take it slow, let us watch you struggle. She gave him exactly that. The slow sink of it, her face going as it went, her thighs shaking with how slow she was making herself take it.

He filmed the join. The camera just went there, down low, on the place where the thick of it disappeared up into her an inch at a time and dragged back out shining. Christ. Her own slick was all over it, more than he'd known she had in her. She was so wet it ran. She got to the root of it at last and sat full on it, a sound punched out of her that wasn't for anybody. She held there, trembling, stuffed with a thing a stranger had paid for because it was more than her husband would ever be, while the husband knelt at the foot of it and got the angle right.

"There," she managed. "There. Oh, fuck, that's…" and that was the last of the words. She started to ride it. Slow, then not slow. Her tits went heavy under the shirt and then out of it when she dragged the shirt off and threw it, full and flushed high on the chest. Her hand went down to work her clit. Some stranger reached into our flat and picked this, and right now it's further up her than I have ever once been. "Fuck, it's so deep," she said, to them, not to him. She fucked herself stupid on a stranger's idea of what she had coming. The light made all of it gold. The camera ran. Joel knelt there and watched his wife take a thing he could never be, and film it for the man who'd chosen it, and the whole mess of it went through him at once. He'd not have stopped it for anything alive.

She came hard, bent over it with it still in her, her forehead nearly to the carpet. A long shaking finish she never once turned round to share. When it let her go she stayed down a minute, breathing, the toy stood up wet behind her. Only then did she find him over the top of the camera, and reach a hand back, and say it in her own voice, small now. "Come here, you."

He went. The settling-down was still theirs, even now. He held her on the carpet of the half-made room and she put her face in his neck, and he didn't say what was in him. That she'd had something there just now he couldn't give her. That he'd held the camera for it, and wanted it, and would set the lights up again tomorrow if she asked him to.

"That," she murmured into his neck, coming back to herself, "is going to break the internet. Did you get the bit where I went down on it? Tell me you got it."

"I got it."

"You're a professional."

"On the subjects," he said, and felt her laugh against his throat.
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He uploaded it late, carefully as ever, while she slept the dead sleep she slept after. He sat on the sofa with the laptop and got it cut and titled and put quietly behind the paywall where it belonged. The first of them found it inside the hour. Men who waited.

The tips came in. A thread climbed under it. He read them in the dark with the sound off, half of him still in there under the lights.

size_diff_enjoyer: WORTH it. look at her STRUGGLE. best £40 ive ever spent. now do you see Trouble. now do you SEE

GenerousG: tipped big gorgeous. that finish [image: hot face] youre a lucky man whoevers holding the camera

QuietAdmirer: the sound she made when it went in. im done for the night honestly

Then, near the top where the room had pushed it, a handle he half-knew off the old free board and had never much minded. He minded it now.

bigger_n_better92: lovely girl. but lets all stop kidding ourselves a bit of silicone is the answer. a toy doesnt want her back. shes ready for a real one and you all know it. find her a proper man and film THAT

Joel read it twice in the blue light of the laptop. Then he looked across the dark flat at the door of the back room, at the lights stood off in there in a room that had stopped being a room. He knew it then, cold and plain. He'd been looking away from it for weeks. The man was right. And he wanted it too.
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Vanessa stood on the little carpeted box in three hundred quid of dusky rose and tried very hard to be a bridesmaid about it.

"It's lovely, Lee," she said, to the three of her in the angled mirrors. "Honestly. It's gorgeous."

"You hate it." Leanne was down on her knees on the shop floor with a mouthful of pins, talking round them the same as their mum used to. "You've got your polite face on. You did the exact same face at my engagement do when I told you about the chocolate fountain."

"I did not hate the chocolate fountain."

"You called it a fondue with notions."

"That's not hating it, that's an observation." She turned on the box, the skirt swinging with her. For a second she really did look like the sister of the bride and nothing else on earth. Then her phone went off in her bag on the chair, a long buzz and then two short ones, and her whole body answered before her head caught up. She knew that pattern now. The long one was a tip. The short ones were the notes that came stuck to it. Some man had got his card out over her on his lunch and left her a fiver and a sentence, and she was up on a box getting her hem pinned and could not go and read it. The not-being-able-to was its own slow torture. Same as the salon.

"Leave it," Leanne said, not looking up. "Whoever it is can want you for five minutes."

You've no idea, Vanessa thought, and nearly laughed out loud at the size of it. Her sister, pinning her into pink for the family to coo at, three feet off and a whole world short of it. Men had paid actual money this week to watch her come. One of them had bought her a cock bigger than Joel's and watched her take it. And here she stood, told off for a phone buzz like a teenager texting at the table. The two lives sat stacked so close it made her dizzy. She loved it. God, she loved it. She stood perfectly still and let her sister pin her, and felt the soft, ridiculous wet of it go through her, in a bridal shop, over a buzz she hadn't even read.

"Honey jars," Leanne said suddenly, sitting back on her heels. "For the favours. Little ones, with the ribbon. Char's doing the ribbon. Tell me that's not naff."

"That's not naff, it's gorgeous, and you know it's gorgeous, because you've just told me a thing you'd already decided so I'd agree with you. You're doing Mum."

"I am not doing Mum." Leanne grinned up at her, pink in the face. "Stand still. And tell that fella of yours he's on the top table now. Mark's cousin's dropped out, so Joel's getting moved up by me and the groom whether he likes it or not."

"He'll be horrified, he'll have to actually talk to people." She pictured Joel in a suit up there making small talk with the groom's lot, a hundred thousand strangers with his wife on their phones and not a soul at that table any the wiser. The laugh that came up in her was so fond and so filthy at once she had to swallow it down. "He'll do it for you, though. He loves you. God knows why."
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They did it on the Saturday, because Saturday was the only day they had the light and the nerve in the same place.

Joel had found the spot the careful way he found everything, on a map, a forestry car park forty minutes out where the road gave up and the pines took over. Off-season. A gravel turning-circle, a wooden gate, a board with a faded map of walks nobody had walked in a while. He'd driven past it twice first, just to be sure, before he tucked the car in by the gate where the bushes came up close.

"Right." His hands stayed on the wheel a moment. "There's nobody. I've looked. But if a car comes, you're back in here in two seconds and you're a woman who got changed for a walk. That's all it is. All right?"

"You've thought about this in the shower, haven't you?"

"I've thought about it everywhere. Stop it." But the careful face was cracking into a grin, and she leaned over the handbrake and kissed him for it, the worry on his face going under and the want coming up.

She got out before her nerve could go. The cold came straight through the coat, the proper outdoor cold of a place with no buildings in it, smelling of sap and wet gravel and nothing of home at all. That was half of it right there. For weeks she'd been a body in a warm bright room with the lamp on. Now she was a body in the open, in the actual world, where the wind could get at her and anyone could come round that gate, and her heart was already going hard.

For a moment she nearly didn't. She stood in her good coat with her arms wrapped round herself, looking at the gate and the empty gravel and the great quiet of the place, and the whole thing felt mad in the flat cold light, far madder than it ever had on the sofa with a wine in her hand. A car could come. Somebody's dad. Somebody she did hair for on a Tuesday.

"You don't have to," Joel said through the open window, gentle about it. "We can go home and put the kettle on and nobody's any the wiser."

Which was exactly the wrong thing to say, and he knew it. The no went hard and turned to a yes, low down.

"Coat," she said, mostly to herself, and opened it.

She had nothing on underneath. That had been the whole drive out, sat in the passenger seat in just her coat and her boots with his hand warm on her bare thigh at every red light, wound up to a place she could barely sit still in. Now it fell open and the air hit her all over at once. Her nipples went hard and tight so fast it nearly hurt, gooseflesh racing down her belly and her thighs. She pushed it back off her shoulders. She stood out there with her tits out and her cunt bare to the wind, her husband's camera coming up on her. She had honestly never felt so close to being sick with how good a thing could be.

"Christ on a bike, it's freezing," she said, laughing, breathless, hugging her own arms. "Tell me this looks amazing or I'm getting back in the car."

"It looks amazing." His voice had gone rough already. He was crouched low with the camera, finding the angle, the cold light coming down grey through the trees. "Hold it open. Like that. God, Ness. Look at you."

She knew exactly what the cold did to her, and exactly what it was doing now. Her tits up and full, the nipples gone hard as anything, the whole of her pulled tight and shivering and on show. She held the coat wide and turned a slow half-turn for him, the swell of her in profile, the line of her belly and her hip, her bare arse going round to the gate. And the thought of where this was headed landed in her hot and dirty all at once. Not the lamp and the safe little set. The open world. Thousands of them tonight would know she'd actually done it, stood out here freezing and bare where any dog-walker could come up the path. Right now their cocks would be out over her, and the realness of it would tip them straight over. It was tipping her over. She got a hand down between her legs just to feel how far gone she was, and she was soaked, properly soaked, dripping for a phone and a patch of woods.

"Don't stop," Joel said. "That's the shot. That's exactly it."

Then he went still. The camera came down an inch.

"Don't move." Low and fast, a different voice. "There's a fella. Top of the path. Got a dog."

Everything in her dropped and lurched at once, the cold and the heat trading places in half a second. She had the coat shut and her back to the path and her heart in her throat before she'd decided to do any of it, hunched in against the bushes, a woman who'd stopped for a walk, exactly as planned. Away up the slope a black lab nosed along the verge, and an old boy in a flat cap came on slowly behind it, a stick in his hand, the whole length of the path between them.

"He's miles off," Joel murmured, the camera flat against his leg. "Should turn at the bench in a sec." Then his voice dropped. "No. He's looking this way."

"Is he?"

"He's had two looks now." A sound went low in his throat, and she felt it go straight through her. "He's clocked you. An old fella out with his dog, stood up there having a good long look at my wife in her coat, and he hasn't a clue."

The old man lifted his stick in a vague country wave, the sort you give anyone. He turned off at the bench just as Joel said he would. The lab swung after him and the two of them went off up the path. That was all of it. A flat cap and a wave and gone. He'd seen a woman by a gate. He'd never know what she'd had open to the air ten seconds before he came round, never know he was the danger she'd done it under. He'd looked anyway.

"He looked," she said, and heard her own voice gone thick. The fright hadn't cooled her. It had doubled her. "He had a proper look, didn't he?"

"He had a proper look." Joel was watching her face now, the camera forgotten in his hand. "You've gone all..."

"I know what I've gone." She stepped back out of the bushes and let the coat fall open again, the whole shivering wired length of her, harder and wetter than the first time, lit up by a stranger who'd looked and ambled off. "Quick. While he's gone and I've still got the nerve. Get it before somebody else comes."

He got it. He got the lot. She went down onto her folded coat on the cold gravel, the dark firs behind her, and worked herself with two fingers for the camera and the cold and the old boy gone off down the path. She came hard and fast and gasping, her breath going up white in front of her face, where anyone at all could have come round the corner and seen exactly what she was. Screwed tight on not knowing if they would, and then let go.

Then she was back in the car with the heaters on full and her teeth chattering, his coat thrown over the top of her own, the two of them laughing helplessly till they cried, high as kites.

"We're insane," she said. "We've lost our minds. Drive, before I get arrested in front of a Labrador."
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They didn't make it through the front door with their coats off.

Forty minutes home, wired and cold and wet under the borrowed coat, his jaw tight the whole way and neither of them saying much, past talking about it now. Then they were in the door and she had his belt going before he'd found the light, and he had her coat off her shoulders and his mouth on her neck, and the bag and the keys and the camera all went down where they fell.

"Bed," she got out. "I just want... come on."

They half-made it. The bed, anyway, if not much else of the plan. She went back onto it and hauled him down after her by the shirt. Got her knees up high, right up, hooking her legs back so she was open all the way to him. Neither of them properly undressed, his jeans shoved down, her still half in her boots. He went in in one, all of it, and she made a sound into his shoulder that wasn't a word.

"Oh, fuck. Yes. Like that. Don't be gentle, I don't want gentle, I've been like this for an hour."

He wasn't gentle. He got an arm under her knee and pushed it higher and fucked down into her, the bed knocking the wall. She took it with her head back and her eyes half shut. The cold of outside still in her skin, the heat of the house piling on top. Her husband's face was right over hers, the careful man gone clean out of it now, and she pulled him down by the back of the neck to feel his breath go ragged at her ear.

"They're going to watch me do that," she breathed, moving with him. "Tonight. The whole lot of them. They'll watch me open my coat in the actual woods and frig myself stupid out in the open air, and not one of them'll be able to stand it." Her nails went into his back. "I did that, babe. I stood out there in the freezing cold with my tits out and my cunt bare for the lot of them. And a man came past, God, a man came past and looked right at me."

"I know." Joel said it into her throat and fucked her harder for it. "I filmed it. I got him looking at you."

The picture of it kept forever, the old boy's cap and his eyes going to her, a real stranger's real look at her bare in the cold. That was what did it. She came round Joel with her legs locked high by his ears and her whole body gone rigid, gasping his name and then no name at all, just sound, and felt him go a few strokes after, deep and shaking, his face mashed into her neck.

They lay there a long while, the hall light the only one on in the flat, the cold from the wood slowly cooking off the both of them.

"My feet are freezing," she told the ceiling, eventually. "I've still got my boots on. We're disgusting. I love it here."

She felt him laugh, his whole weight going with it.
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The set went up on the Sunday and broke everything they'd done before it.

It wasn't even close. The numbers did a thing they hadn't done yet, the little graph climbing and not levelling off like it always did by morning, the subs ticking on right through the day. A clutch of new ones came off the free board, where Joel had quietly put up the cold-open of it, just her by the gate with the coat barely shut, the tease of it. The DMs came in faster than she could keep up. The tips dinged all afternoon while she sat on the sofa in her dressing gown and read them out to Joel, and every single one pressed that flat warm hand low in her belly. Some bloke had his cock in his fist over her right now, this minute, paying real money for the privilege of it.

GenerousG: outdoors. OUTDOORS. youre actively trying to kill me. tipped. tipping again. take my money you menace

QuietAdmirer: the little look you do, where you check the path. ive watched it more times than im going to admit to. you look so happy out there

She kept that one. She kept QuietAdmirer the way you keep a card. But it was the other note that stayed with her. It came up the thread twice while she scrolled, once from the rude one and once from a handle she didn't know. Near enough the same thing both times. The thing that had been seeping up under everything for weeks now.

size_diff_enjoyer: ok NOW were getting it. but be honest love, your own fingers in a wood is still just you on your own. give the page the proper cock theyre actually paying to watch you take

She read it twice. The newer one put it cleaner.

wifesharingfan_99: unreal. only thing missing now is a real man in the frame. you already know what the next one has to be x

She read them both out, flat, the same as Joel did the horrible ones, to make them funny. They weren't quite funny. She knew it, and from the way Joel had gone quiet beside her with his thumb still on the trackpad, she knew he knew it too. They'd both been not-saying it for weeks. She'd been not-saying it since the big toy came in its brown box and she'd ridden a stranger's idea of what she needed. It had been good. Very good. But it was a thing on a little table, silicone and a suction foot, and it wasn't what the men kept circling, and it wasn't what she'd started thinking about at the basin with her hands in someone's hair.

She set the phone down on her chest and looked at the ceiling, same as the night the toy got bought. She wasn't grinning this time. She just knew, and had for a while.

"Joel."

"Mm."

"They're right." She said it plainly, to the ceiling, before she could dress it up. "All of them. The toy was lovely. But it isn't it, is it? They want to see me with a real one. And the honest truth is, so do I. I have for weeks." She turned her head and looked at her husband, the man who'd just driven her to a wood and filmed an old fella looking at her. "I think it's time we found someone."

He was quiet a moment, getting there.

"You've already decided," he said.

"I've already decided." She found his hand and held it flat on her chest. "I just wanted to be the one who said it first."
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paywell_x: still thinking about you in the red set. did you ever keep them. i meant it about a price, name one, i'm honestly not shy

Joel read it, left it, and dropped it in the folder he kept for the ones who actually paid. That was the job now. Half eleven on a Tuesday, Vanessa dead asleep down the hall with one foot shoved clear of the duvet, and him on the sofa in the lamplight going down the messages while the rest of the country slept. Somebody had to. The page was two weeks paid and the inbox had quietly stopped being a thing you glanced at. It was a second shift now, done after the first one, in the dark, with the only light in the flat on his face.

Most of it was the same three letters in forty hands. He could sort it half-asleep. The beggars wanted her for free and got binned. The braggers led with a measurement, like it was a qualification. He minded the lonely ones least and answered them least. Then the payers, the few who moved real money. They got the warm dry replies he'd got properly good at, the thank-yous in a voice that was half hers and half nobody, and it worked on the lot of them.

He was good at it. That was the daft part he'd never say out loud. He'd gone thirty years and finally found a thing he had a knack for, and it turned out to be running the page where strangers paid to want his wife. Right now, this minute, one of them had his cock in his fist over the red-set photos. Another was halfway through typing a number he couldn't afford. A hundred-odd of them paying, more in the queue who hadn't yet, every one with his own wank-version of her on his phone. Joel sorted them, fast, into who got near her and who didn't. His own cock had been half-hard in his boxers a good while, stiffening as it always did this late. He'd stopped minding that too, somewhere around the second week.
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He clicked over to the free board before bed, same as every night, to check the shop window.

The Tom video still sat near the top, the masked one, a month old and still climbing. Hundreds of strangers found it new every day. A fat arrow under it sent the desperate ones to the paid page where the rest of her lived. The free stuff was the advert, she'd told him, like she'd done marketing all her life. And she'd been right, like she was about most of it lately. Pleased about it, too.

He scrolled the comments half-asleep, out of habit. The usual hyping and pawing. Then one of them snagged.

dave_m_1984: never gets old this one. bet shes even better up close

Joel stopped on it. Up close. It meant nothing. It was what any of them typed, a turn of phrase off a bloke who'd never get within forty miles of her. Dave had been on the board since the early days, polite as anything, a quiet liker of things who'd never once sent so much as a number. So it was a phrase, no more. He read it again, told himself to leave it, and shut the lid. It stayed with him a second longer than it should have, and then he was asleep.
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The message that mattered came on the Thursday, and he nearly binned it with the braggers before the handle stopped him.

He was doing the lunchtime sweep at his desk, phone tucked under the lip of the keyboard tray, Dorian three feet off promising someone on the phone he'd circle back. The new ones had stacked up since breakfast and Joel went down them with his thumb. Bin. Bin. Keep. Bin. Then his thumb went still.

the_real_andre: hey both, congrats on going pro. the masked vid suits her x

the_real_andre: no pitch off me. i shoot collab content, faces and terms yours, and i travel so theres nought to pay

the_real_andre: happy to send verification and references first. only if its something youd both enjoy x

No measurement. No begging. I travel, so there's nought for you to pay. Joel read it twice in the strip-light and the only part of him that moved was low down.

He knew the handle. Course he did. Anybody who'd spent a fortnight near the board knew it, because half the men on there either wanted to be him or wanted to send him their wives. The real andre, on account of the three or four fakes wearing his name, which honestly told you everything. A man big enough that other men borrow his face to get noticed. He had the verified tick, a back catalogue, a following in the tens of thousands. He turned up in other couples' videos and was, every single time, the calmest body in the room. He didn't pitch. He'd plainly never had to.

Joel sat at his grey desk with his sandwich going cold and went and properly looked at the man's page, which he'd had no cause to do before. He had cause now. Andre, in other people's bedrooms and other people's hotel rooms, big and easy and unhurried. A good bit older than Joel, tall enough to duck a doorway, built right through the shoulders and chest. Dark, and the contrast of him laid over some pale wife was already doing a thing to Joel he hadn't asked it to. And the cock the whole board worshipped, out and hard in a thumbnail, longer and thicker than anything Joel had ever had call to measure himself against. Jesus wept. That's what's going in my wife. His mouth had gone dry. He was stiffening in his work trousers before he'd decided to let it. He shut the page fast, the same as he'd shut the Tom window at this exact desk a month back, and sat dead still, aching, while the office went on around him none the wiser.

That's the man who'd be stood in our flat. That's what she'd be reaching for. Not a nervy stranger two hours off with the lights down. A man who all but did this for a living, who'd walk in calm and make her the only thing worth looking at. Joel finished the sandwich without tasting it and didn't open the page again. He thought about almost nothing else for the back half of the afternoon. He worked slowly across the Dewsbury reports, going quietly out of his mind, invisible as ever at his own desk.

[image: ]


He told her the second he was through the door, because there was no world where he sat on a thing like that until the kettle had boiled.

She was at the counter in his t-shirt eating toast standing up, her tits loose and heavy under the worn cotton. She had the phone off him before his coat was halfway off, because he'd said you need to see a DM in a voice that made her set the toast straight down.

"Read it to me, I've got butter on my hands." But she didn't wait, she just read it herself over his arm, her mouth moving with it. He watched her face do the work. He watched the exact second she hit the handle. Her whole body changed, a little drop through the shoulders and a sound low in her throat, and she set the phone flat on the counter like it might get up and leave.

"Joel." Quiet, for her. "Do you know who that is?"

"I know who that is."

"No, but do you actually know who that is?" She had the phone back up. "He's proper, babe, he's not the inbox lot. Couples save up for him. Except he doesn't even charge, he just turns up and he's lovely about it. That's the whole thing everyone says about him, isn't it? He's the one who's actually kind." She'd flushed up the side of her neck, the same colour she went over the prices that first night, the heat of it climbing while she pretended she was only reading. "And he watched my video. The masked one. He said congrats. He said it suits me."

"He travels." Joel landed on the sensible thing, because somebody had to and it was never going to be her. "He'd come here, then. To the flat. A bloke we've never met, a known face, walking in through our front door."

"I know."

"Faces and terms ours, which is exactly the right thing for him to say. But he's still a stranger we've only ever seen on a screen."

"Joel." She put her hand flat on his chest, butter and all. "I know what it is. I'm the one who said it out in the woods on Sunday, aren't I? I said it's time we found someone. I just never thought someone would turn up four days later with references." She laughed, and it shook a little. "Look at the state of us, babe. A reference. For a wife."

"You've already decided." He heard himself say it. Second time in a week he'd heard himself say that to her, and the floor had tipped under it both times, her a stride out front and him hurrying after, his own pulse going hard at being towed along behind.

"I've not decided anything, I've only..." She stopped, because she was always honest when it came down to it, and it was the best of her. "All right. Yes. The second I saw the name I'd decided, and I'm sorry, I should've waited, that's the rule, isn't it, we wait for each other." She turned and put her back against the counter and looked at him properly. "But I want him, babe. Not the idea of a man. Him. I want to do it with the one everybody else is too skint or too scared to get near, and have him be kind to me about it. And I want it up on my own page with my face right there on it. Tell me if that's mad."

"It's not mad." He felt it go through him again, low and stupid. "Christ, Ness, look at the state of you over him."

"I can't help it." She got a fistful of his shirt. "He's massive, Joel, you'll have seen, don't tell me you didn't go straight and look the minute I went up for a wee, because I know you. And here I am over a stranger's cock with butter on my hands, and you've gone hard about it, I can feel you from here, so don't you dare turn sensible on me now."

He wasn't turning sensible. He had a hand round the back of her neck and his forehead down on hers, the pair of them just breathing it. The worry was already losing. It always did, with her.

"It's different this time," he said into the inch between them. "Last fella you were shaking, you'd never done a thing like it. This one you've gone and decided before I've even read the message twice."

"Because this one I actually want," she said simply. "That's the whole of the difference. I'm not scared of it. I'm scared of how little I'm scared." She kissed him once, fast. "Right. Don't let me near the reply, I'll send him a paragraph and a photo of my tits and put the poor man right off. You do it. You do the clever ones. That's your job, account-runner."
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So Joel did it, same as he did all of it, on the sofa with her legs slung over his lap and her chin dug into his shoulder, reading every word back before it went anywhere.

They took the verification, because he wasn't daft and she let him be the one who wasn't daft. The two couples he wrote to said the one flat thing in different words. He's exactly what he looks like, you'll be fine, you'll only wish you'd done it sooner. Joel sat with that a minute. A man so safe that the safe part was the dull part. They sorted the wall between them, her quick and him slow. Yes, he was known, his face all over the internet. But he wasn't theirs. He wasn't a flat cap up the forestry path or a fella off the high street. He was two hundred miles south when he wasn't on a screen, and that was the one line that had ever actually mattered, and it held. She'd shed nearly all the rest of the fear these last weeks. That one she still let him keep, and he loved her for letting him.

He found himself doing sums that evening, same as he always did, only not the money this time. The logistics. A week Saturday they were meant to be at his mum's for a roast, and now they weren't, and he'd have to find her a reason that wasn't a man off the internet is coming up to film your daughter-in-law. He'd have to hoover the flat. Buy decent drinks. New towels, maybe, for the man who was going to do the thing to his wife that Joel had been quietly hard about all afternoon. He was going to host it. The careful one, laying on snacks for his own undoing, and he could not for the life of him stop wanting it.

"What're you grinning at," she murmured, gone heavy against him.

"Working out what I tell my mum about Saturday."

"Tell her we've got plans." She yawned, filthy and content with it. "We have, and all."

He set a reminder for the Thursday before, to get the drinks in, because he'd no clue on earth what you put in front of a man like that. He slotted it under milk and bin bags, an ordinary line on a week gone completely mad.

"Not the whole thing," he said, when it came to what they were actually putting on the table, and he felt her go still against him, listening. "Not the first time. We don't know him in a room yet."

"No." She got there before he'd finished. "A taster. He comes up, we have a drink, we see if it's as nice as everyone swears blind it is. And if it is..." She breathed out slowly. "Then he gets his cock out and I get my mouth round it on camera, my face and all. That's the bit we put up, and we see what the page does with it."

"And we see what the page does," he said, low, his voice going on the back half of it.

"My first one with my actual face on the act," she said, off to the dark telly, already gone into it in her head. "Not a toy. Not a mask. Me, with my mouth full of the cock the whole board's been carrying on about for a month, and every last one of them knowing it's me." She turned and bit the edge of his jaw, soft, that old habit of hers. "You're going to film your wife do exactly that, babe. Tell him yes before I lose my nerve, which I won't."

He typed it. Warm and clear and watchful, the clever version, the terms set down, the wall held, the offer plain. Come up, drinks first, no clock on the night, the one filmed thing to start. He read it back to her and she nodded against his neck, and he hit send, and it was gone into a stranger's phone, the biggest thing his thumb had ever managed.

The reply came inside the minute. He'd half known it would.

the_real_andre: perfect, thats the right way round to do it. drinks and no clock, i like you two already

the_real_andre: hows a week saturday? i can be up your way by four x

Joel looked at the date. Eleven days off. The man had a diary, and a slot in it, and the slot was Joel's wife.

"What's he said?" Vanessa whispered, eyes shut, her hand already gone to the front of his jeans like it knew the answer.

"He's free a week Saturday," Joel said. "He'll be here by four."

She made a low sound into his neck and went quiet, and so did he. They sat in the lamplight with a date on the screen and her hand on him and his cock aching under it and his heart going stupid, and the thing they'd circled for a month was finally going to happen. Eleven days. He could near enough hear a clock start.
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Andre was twenty minutes late, and the twenty minutes very nearly finished her.

By four she'd been ready an hour. By ten past she'd checked the back room twice, nudged the soft boxes an inch they didn't need nudging, stood at the bedroom mirror in the green silk thing she'd bought on purpose and decided she was trying too hard, then decided she looked perfect, then both at once. By quarter past she was sat on the arm of the sofa, watching the road through the gap in the blind while Joel laid out the drinks he'd fretted over all week like a man setting a table for the Queen. Beers in a cold row. A bottle of red he'd asked a shop bloke about. The four good glasses, washed twice.

"He's not coming," she said. "He's seen sense and he's halfway home by now, I'm telling you."

"He's stuck in traffic. Everybody's stuck in traffic at four on a Saturday." Joel came and stood behind her and put his hands on her bare shoulders, and they were steady, and she loved him for the lie of it, because his heart was going hard through his palms. "He'll be here. He's a professional, Ness. He does diaries."

"That's me, then. A man's slot in a diary." She turned her head and bit gently at the side of his hand. "I'm a four o'clock. Like a smear test."

That was when the car came round, slow, a dark estate looking for a number, and her whole stomach dropped clean out of her.
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He filled the door the way she'd known he would and still wasn't quite ready for. She'd seen the photos. She'd looked at the photos a great deal more than she'd ever told Joel. But a photo didn't put a man in your hallway with the cold still on his coat, taking up the light, a good head and shoulders over her husband and built right through to match it. He had a bottle of wine in one hand, held loosely by the neck, and that got her low in the gut before he'd said a word. He'd brought wine. To this.

"Vanessa." He said it warm and easy, like they'd met before, and bent and kissed her cheek, unhurried, the stubble of him just there. "Even better in person. I'll stop saying it, I'll get boring." Then he turned and put his hand out to Joel. "Joel. Cheers for having me up. Long old drive, that."

"Stuck on the ring road?" Joel said, taking the wine off him.

"Stuck on the ring road." Andre grinned, and the pair of them were off, the roadworks and the contraflow by the services, two blokes finding the safe boring thing to stand on, and the daft relief of it nearly buckled her knees. She'd braced for a hundred things. She hadn't braced for ordinary. He was so easy in his own skin that the ease came off him and got into the room, and into her, and her shoulders came down off her ears for the first time since lunch.

They sat. She fetched him a beer because she needed something for her hands, and he took it and stretched out on the good chair like he'd lived there a year. They talked, though not about it, not yet. They went round it instead, like you circle a hot pan. He asked about the salon and actually listened. He told a flat, deadpan story about a couple in Leeds with a parrot that wouldn't shut up through a whole shoot, and she laughed for real, too loud, the nerves coming out sideways. Joel laughed too. It was the maddest hour of her life, a beer in her own front room with a man who'd driven two hundred miles to do the thing none of them were saying, and it felt nice. It genuinely felt nice.

"I'll say it the once, then we'll leave it." Andre set his bottle on the coaster, because he was the sort to use a coaster. "Nothing happens that you don't want to happen. You change your mind at the door, at the start, halfway through... that's grand, no harm done. Faces, what we film, when we stop. All yours, both of you. I'm only the help." He looked at her then, properly, and there was nothing in it she had to fear, only a steady patience, a man with all the time in the world. "So. No clock. You say when, if there's a when at all."

The flush went up the side of her neck, the same heat that came over the prices that first night, climbing while she sat dead still and pretended it wasn't there. And there it was. The wanting, no number on it tonight, just the plain enormous fact of it. Two feet off sat the man the whole board carried on about, the one couples saved months for, and he didn't charge, and he was being kind to her, and she was already so wet she could feel it on her thighs.

She put her beer down. She didn't trust her voice for anything clever, so she didn't try.

"Now's good," she said.
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She crossed the little space and went onto his lap before she could talk herself out of it, a knee either side of him, the silk riding up her thighs, and his hands came up and settled warm and sure at her waist like they'd been waiting on it. The size of his hands. They went most of the way round her. She put her own up onto his shoulders and they were a wall, hard right across, nothing like the body she knew in the dark every night, and the difference of it ran through her bright and filthy. She was straddling a stranger in her own front room. He was already hard through his jeans, pressed up against her, thick enough that her mind went briefly and completely blank.

"There you are," he said, low, just for her, and kissed her.

She kissed him back. Slow, then not slow, his mouth easy and certain, his hand spreading wide up the bare of her back. And somewhere behind her she heard Joel move. The chair-creak, the small electronic wake of the camera, a careful footstep finding the angle. She knew exactly what it was. Her husband, getting up to film his wife snog the man he'd hoovered the flat for. And she did not turn round. In the old days she'd have looked. She'd have found Joel over the man's shoulder and pulled him in with her eyes, made it theirs. Tonight she kept her face where it was. She had a stranger's mouth on hers and his hand going lower, and she was gone into it, simply gone, and Joel could film what she did with it.

She broke off his mouth and went down. His jaw, his neck, lower, kissing as she went, sliding back off his lap to kneel up between his knees on the carpet. Her hands went to his belt. He let her. He sat back and let her do it, no hands, no pushing, watching her with that same unhurried patience, and that got her worse than grabbing would have. Belt. Button. Zip. She reached in.

"God," she said, when she had him out. She'd meant to be cooler than that. She wasn't.

The board hadn't lied and neither had Joel. His cock stood up thick and dark and heavy, longer than anything she'd ever had in her hand, longer than her forearm, the skin of him a deep brown that made her own fingers look milk-pale wrapped round the base, and they didn't come close to meeting. "Fuck," she breathed, to the camera, not to Joel. "Look at it." Her cunt clenched on nothing just at the sight of it. She held him there and looked, this near, the realness of him filling her whole eyeline. The want of it ached low in her belly. Her mouth had gone properly wet for it. She wanted his cock down her throat and she wanted every last paying one of them watching her take it.

"You can look as long as you like," Andre said, easy, amused. "It's not going anywhere."

"Shut up," she told him, fond, and put her mouth on it.

She had to open right up just for the head. Even that was a stretch. She heard his breath go slowly out above her, the first sound she'd pulled from him, and it felt like a small win. She took him in as far as she could and got stopped well short, her fist making up the rest, came off him wet and went back down. Spit strung off her chin. She built it slow, the way you never build anything with a man you know, because she'd never had cause. She had cause now.

She knew where she was the whole time. The lights. The black eye of the camera off to her left, Joel behind it, getting all of it, her face right in the frame this time, no mask, no chin cut from the shot. The quiet one off the high street, down on her knees with a stranger's cock stuffed in her mouth, and every paying soul of them about to watch her do it. She moaned round him for real. He twitched against her tongue.

"That's lovely," Andre said. A big hand gathered her hair back off her face and held it clear for the lens, and even that gentleness got her. "Go on. Suck it."

She sucked it. She came off and ran her tongue right up the underside of his cock, slow, looking up the whole length, up into the lens itself and the dark beyond it where the lot of them lived. Then down to his balls, taking the soft weight of them on her tongue, working his wet cock in her fist, and the noise he made then came from lower down, the easy gone out of it, and she had him for a second. The calmest man in the room, and she'd shifted him.

She came up off his cock, breathing hard, a hand still stroking the wet of him. "I want that big cock all the way down my throat," she told him, low. "Make me take it. I mean it."

He heard that she meant it. The easy went out of him at last. The big hand that had been holding her hair back gentle for the lens closed now to a fist at the root, and he held her still and fed his cock down into her, slow and certain, past where she kept stopping herself, taking the say clean off her. Her eyes ran over. A gag caught deep and he held her right through it, gave her another half-inch she hadn't known she had, her nose near touching him, and she took it because he wasn't leaving her the choice. Then he drew her back up by the hair. She came off him with a wet gasp, a rope of spit swinging from her mouth to the shine of his cock, her chin running, her own slick sheeting down the inside of her thighs onto the carpet.

"There you go," Andre said, low, his fist still closed warm in her hair. "All the way down on that cock. Good girl."

And she felt Joel close now, moved in low at her shoulder for the join, filming the place where her stretched mouth met the thick dark of his cock, a foot off her, and she did not turn her head toward her husband, not by an inch. She kept her mouth full and her eyes on the lens. She knew what it cost him, and she gave it to him anyway, and could not have stopped for the world.

Then she pulled off gasping and dragged the green silk down. Her tits came out heavy into the gold light. She pressed his cock up between them, the slick of it sliding on her skin. "Look at it between my tits," she said to the lens, breathless. Then she looked dead into the camera and kept going.

"This is the cock you've all been on about." Low, rough, half torn out of her. "A whole month of it. Go on, then. Watch me suck it properly." She dropped her head and took him deep, came up, spat on his cock slowly and watched it run, used the wet of it to fist him faster with her tits pressed either side. "You lot bought me this. Every single one of you. So sit there and watch me earn it."

He thickened in her mouth. His hand closed in her hair. He still never pushed.

"I'm going to cum." Calm even now. Decent even now, giving her the say. "Where d'you want it?"

She didn't have to think. She'd thought of almost nothing else all week.

"My face," she said. "All of it. They want my face."

She got both hands round his cock and worked him fast, chin up, eyes open and on the lens. "Go on. Cum on my face. Let them all see it." He gave a low grunt. His cock jerked in her fists and he came. The first of it landed hot across her cheek and her open mouth. The second striped her chin and the swell of her tits, thick and white, face-on to the camera. She held there and took it and didn't flinch. She milked the last of his cum onto her tongue and showed them. Then she looked up into the lens with another man's cum running down her face, and she smiled, slow, the most herself she had ever felt in her life.

"There," she said. "That one's yours."

The room had gone very quiet. She could hear Joel breathing.
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Andre was good about the after, which she'd have put money on by then. He did himself up easily and fetched her the kitchen roll from where Joel kept it, no fuss about it. Then he dropped back into the armchair with a fresh beer while she wiped her face and her chest and laughed, a bit wild, coming down off it in shakes.

"You're a natural," he said, plainly, like he was telling her she had nice hair. "That'll do numbers, that. Your husband's got a good eye and all." He tipped the bottle at Joel, who'd set the camera down at last and was stood there with the careful face wide open and undone. "You all right, mate? You went very quiet on us."

"I'm grand," Joel said, and his voice cracked on it, and Andre laughed, kind, and let him off.

He didn't stay long, which she liked too. He had the long drive back and made no secret of it, the same as Tom had two hours of dark and a life to get back to. Andre had none of that. No lie to get home to. Just the motorway and a verified page and a diary with someone else's four o'clock in it next week. At the door he kissed the clean side of her face, shook Joel's hand again, and told them to send him the link when it went up because he liked to see how his work landed. Then he ducked under the doorframe and was gone down the path into the dark, the estate pulling off slow, and that was the whole of it. One wave from the dark and gone.

She shut the door, put her back to it, and looked at her husband across the small warm wreck of the room. The good glasses. The kicked-over kitchen roll. The lights still burning in the back.

"Come here, you," she said.

He came. She got her face into his neck, sticky and wrung out and high as the moon. He held her so hard it pushed the breath out of her, and neither of them said anything for a long minute, because there wasn't a word for it that came out right. He was hard against her hip the whole time, aching, untouched, exactly as he'd stood there the whole hour. She put her hand down on him through his jeans and felt him jump.

"Later," she said into his throat. "I've got plans for you and all. But you do the boring bit first, account-runner. Get it up. I want to see what it does."
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He uploaded it as careful as ever, on the sofa, while she curled into him with the kitchen roll done and a glass of Andre's red going warm in her hand. It took him a while, the cutting and the titling, and she let him, because watching him do the careful thing was its own small pleasure. The man who'd hoovered the flat, now framing the very thing the flat got hoovered for.

Then it went behind the paywall, and they sat and watched.

The first of them found it inside two minutes. Then it did a thing the page had never done before, not even off the back of the outdoor one. The little counter that usually climbed and levelled off by morning just climbed, and kept climbing, the subs ticking up live while they watched, the soft money-chime going again and again and then so often it stopped being separate chimes at all and turned into a kind of weather. Tips on top of tips. The notes too fast to read. Joel turned the laptop so it bridged both their laps, the way it always sat. They read what they could of it, her chin dug into his shoulder, the two of them gone round-eyed at the size of what they'd let off.

GenerousG tipped £100 · no words. tipped everything in the account and id tip more. youre a queen and hes the luckiest man breathing.

size_diff_enjoyer: I TOLD you. months ive been saying it. THIS is what you are. dont you dare go back to toys now. youve had a real cock and we all watched x

"Listen to him," she said. "He's beside himself, he's going to be unbearable now."

"He's tipped, mind." Joel scrolled. "First time he's ever actually paid for anything. His cheek's worth money now."

bigger_n_better92: finally. FINALLY. this is the page. and lets be honest, a blowjobs only the trailer. we all know what the main feature has to be

wifesharingfan_99: cant believe you actually did it. her face. her FACE. all-time great. dont keep us waiting for the rest of it now.

She read that one twice. The rest of it. It landed low and sure, no jolt in it at all, because she'd decided it days back and only just heard herself admit it.

QuietAdmirer: I read these to feel like I know you a bit. tonight ive got no words really… except you looked so happy at the end there. happier than ive ever seen you. that did me in more than the rest x

"Aw." Her hand went flat to her chest. "He's right and all. I did. I do." She kissed Joel's jaw, sticky-eyed. "We keep him forever."

paywell_x: I have re-watched the bit where you spit eleven times. money is on its way. this is not a request, please just take it.

Joel laughed, and it went all down his side, and she pressed her face into him and laughed with him, the two of them helpless on the sofa, giddy with the money still pouring in. By the time the chime had slowed to something they could count, the figure in the box had gone somewhere they wouldn't say out loud. It had stopped being a deposit-mover and turned into a holiday, a car, a thing that wouldn't fit in their old life at all.

"Read me the total again," she said.

"You read it. I can't."

She read it. Then she set the laptop carefully off her lap onto the cushion, like you'd put down a thing that might break. She lay back into her husband and looked at the dark telly. He was warm and proud against her and a half-step behind her, getting there, the way he always got there.

Because she was already past it. Joel was still on the comments, still reading them out, still in the lovely shock of the night. And she was already eleven days down a motorway in her head, writing the message back, the one that said come and do the rest of me. She already knew she'd send it. She knew the page would lose its mind and the box would fill again and her face would be on the whole of it next time, not just the start. The blowjob was the trailer. They'd told her so themselves, and they were right, and she'd known it before any of them typed it.

"Babe," she said, easy, up at the ceiling.

"Mm."

"He's coming back. You know that, don't you?"

She felt Joel go still under her cheek for half a second, catching her up, landing where she already stood. Then his arm came round and held her there, and his mouth went to the top of her head.

"I know," he said. "I'll get the towels in."
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"You've done thirty," Vanessa said, leaning over the back of his chair. "And there's two hundred of them, babe, we'll still be at this when the band starts."

Joel had a reel of dusky-rose ribbon, her nail scissors, and a kitchen table covered end to end in little jars of honey. Two hundred of them, little six-sided pots no bigger than an egg cup, a paper lid and a bow round the neck of each one. Favours, for every place at Leanne's wedding. Back in the spring Vanessa had told her sister, with no warning to Joel at all, that Joel was a marvel at fiddly things and would honestly love to do the ribbons. He had not been a marvel at anything in the spring. He'd quietly become one since, just not at this.

"They want to be the same length." He held one up. "Or it looks like a kid did them. You cut, I'll tie. You're quicker."

"Listen to him. Quality control." But she pulled a chair round and started snipping lengths off the reel, fast and uneven, and he straightened them after her without saying so. His phone was face down by the jars because he could not have it the right way up. It buzzed anyway. Then again. Then a third time, a quick stutter against the wood.

"That'll be the eight o'clock lot clocking on," she said, not looking up. "Go on, you can read them. I know you're dying to."

He turned it over. Three tips in under a minute, the little notes stacked underneath, and the figure at the top of her page sat where it had no business sitting. The video had been up four days and had not slowed once. Right now, this minute, men he would never meet were paying to watch his wife on her knees in this exact front room with another man's cock down her throat and her face wide open to the lens. And Joel was sat eleven feet from where she'd done it, tying a bow on a jar of honey for her sister's top table. His cock gave a dumb half-interested twitch in his joggers. It did that now, every time the page chimed, and he'd quietly given up being ashamed of it.

"Good?" she said.

"Gone up again since tea. It's daft money now, Ness. It's stopped being a number I understand."

"It's not stopped being one I understand." She held a ribbon up, decided it was too long, and didn't cut it. "There's a whole kitchen in it now. A proper one, with a door onto a garden. I've been picking the tiles in my head all afternoon while Donna did the over-eighties." She tipped her head, slow and filthy with it. "There's a fella in Hartlepool tipped me forty quid since teatime just to tell me what he'd do to me. Forty quid, babe. I cut hair all day for that. And he's seen me suck a cock the size of my arm and take it all over my face, and he still can't leave me alone." She passed him the long one and he trimmed it to the others on his thigh, under the table, without a word, and she watched him do it and grinned. "Look at you. You'd straighten my pubes if I let you near them with those scissors."

He would have tied a bow in them. He didn't say that either. He was good at this, the slow careful nobody-job. Four days back he'd held a camera a foot off the place where her stretched mouth met a stranger and got the focus clean. He'd been good at that too, and the page had paid them more for that one upload than this whole do would cost. He kept it in. It wasn't a thing you said with two hundred honey jars between you. He just sat in it, warm and low and a bit sick with it.

Her foot came up into his lap, bare, and settled there, and then found the half-hard length of him through the cotton and pressed gently, idle, while she cut the next one wrong.

"Behave," he said.

"Make me, account-runner." She wasn't even watching him. She kept a hand or a foot on him at all times these days, like topping up a meter, and got on with her cutting.

[image: ]


Five-a-side was the Wednesday. The cold sports hall out past the retail park, the lines for four games painted over each other on the floor. Joel was rubbish at it and went anyway, because Macca ran it and Macca would sooner have driven round and hauled him out of bed than let a week go by a man short.

"There he is." Macca was already in his kit, all six foot four of him, ginger going grey at the sides, and he got Joel round the neck in something between a hug and a headlock. "The married man. How's that sister-in-law of yours, has she stopped losing her mind about flowers yet?"

"She's onto the favours now. I've been tying ribbon since Monday."

"Course you have." Macca steered him in toward the benches, delighted. "She's got you doing crafts. You're a kept man, Joel. I've said it for years."

He wasn't wrong, and he'd no idea quite how right he was, and Joel loved him for both at once. They got changed. The usual seven or eight of them, blokes Macca had hoovered up off other five-a-sides over the years, half of them Joel only knew by a first name and a bad knee. Eight men stripped to their pants in a freezing changing room, lacing boots and moaning about work. None of them had the first clue that the woman a few of them had quietly pictured at one time or another was, right this minute, on a hundred thousand phones with her mouth stretched full of a stranger. One of them might have her open in his pocket on the bench beside Joel and Joel would never know which. His mouth went dry. He bent to his own laces and let nobody see his face do anything.

And Dean.

Dean was Macca's, from the warehouse, a wiry quick little winger who'd been coming a year or so. Joel knew him as a mate's mate, well enough to nod, not well enough to ring. If he thought about it, he knew Dean had fancied Vanessa for as long as he'd hung about the edge of the group, harmlessly, the bloke at the barbecue who laughed too hard at her jokes and went careful round her. Old news, that. Joel had stopped clocking it years back.

"All right, Joel." Dean was lacing up two spaces down, and he got it in before Joel had even sat. "How's Vanessa? You two good?"

"We're good, yeah. Wedding mad at ours, but good."

"She'll be at the do, then. Course she is, sister of the bride." Dean nodded slowly to himself, doing his other boot. "Be nice to see her. Been way too long…" He pulled his lace tight and looked up. "She still at Donna's? Still doing the hair?"

"Still at Donna's, yeah." Joel got his own boots on. It was nothing. It was a man making chat on a bench. But there'd been half a question too many in it, and the cautious part of him sat up, same as it had over a comment on the board a fortnight back, over the words up close. Joel told himself off. Dean had carried a torch for years and the do had stirred it up. That was the whole of it. He was not going to stand in a freezing sports hall reading menace into a winger asking after the hairdresser.

He played his rubbish hour. Macca scored four and celebrated each one like a cup final. Dean played his usual game, sharp and quick and over-keen, and once, gone off for a breather, Joel caught him not playing at all, stood at the side with his water, looking over at nothing with a face on him that didn't fit the room. Then he was back on and it was gone, and Joel let it go with it.

After, in the car park, breath going up white, Macca leaned on the car and wouldn't let him off home.

"Here. Don't laugh." He picked at the label of his bottle, suddenly a big shy kid. "Me and Char. We've been looking at places. Properly. Two-bed, out past her mum's."

"Macca. That's brilliant, mate."

"It's a state, the prices. You wouldn't credit what they want for a shed with a postcode." He shook his head, genuinely up against it. "We're a good two year off the deposit if we're sensible. Three, more like. You and Ness must be close by now, surely. Renting that long."

And there it was. Joel stood with his cold keys in his hand and the true answer sat right behind his teeth, which was that they could ring the agent in the morning. That the figure had gone clean past a deposit and out the far side while he tied bows, that there was more in a pot under a name that wasn't quite either of theirs than Macca would save in five years of doing everything right. He could have handed his mate a house. He couldn't say where a penny of it came from.

"We're getting there," Joel said. "Slowly… you know how it is."

"Tell me about it." Macca pushed off the car and clapped his shoulder, none the wiser, the best of men. "Right, Char'll have my tea in the bin. See you Saturday. The big do. You're on the top table, I heard, very fancy."

"Don't remind me. I'll have to talk to Mark's lot."

"You'll be grand. Nod and say lovely service." Macca was already walking backwards toward his van. "Bring us a honey jar."
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The wedding group had been running since March, forty-odd of them in it, a churn of seating questions and lift-shares and a photo of Leanne's shoes nobody had asked for. Joel left it on mute. Vanessa lived in it, thumbs going, the family half of their life he loved from a polite distance.

That night, on the sofa, the laptop bridged across both their laps where it always ended up, she was half in the group chat and half in the page, flicking between the two worlds with one thumb. He watched her do it. The salon black washed off, his old t-shirt on, her tits loose and heavy under the worn cotton where it rode up against him, and he was not tying ribbon now and his head was nowhere near honey.

"Lee's been having kittens about the top table." She turned the screen an inch his way.

Leanne: right final version i promise! joel ur up with us now, mark's cousin pulled out. ur next to my nan whos deaf as a post so sit on her good side.

He read his own name up there on the family list, slotted in beside a deaf nan, a man so safe and so ordinary that Leanne could move him round her wedding like a spare chair. Up with the bride and groom. For all he knew, three or four of the forty blokes in this very chat had her open behind the paywall right now, tipping his wife a fiver between lift-share questions, and would shake his hand on Saturday and call her lovely. No one at that table tomorrow would have the first idea that the quiet one married to her sister ran a page tens of thousands of strangers paid into. Nor that the woman in the dusky rose two seats along had a stranger's cum on her tongue on four days of footage doing numbers a film couldn't dream of. He'd sit there and say lovely service to Mark's auntie. He felt half sick at how wide the gap had got, and under the sick was the other thing, the low hot pull he could never quite get the better of, that all of it was true at once and only the two of them knew.

Under it, the others had piled in.

Macca [image: eggplant]: top table joel get the man a speech!

Char: aw he'll be lovely, joel always is.

Then he scrolled on, idle, and saw the rest of it.

Dean was all over the chat. Not the lift-shares. Vanessa. A heart on the photo of her in the bridesmaid dress from a fortnight back that nobody else had thought to react to now. A reply under a message of hers about the running order, going on three lines, far past what the joke wanted. And an hour ago, on his own: cant wait for saturday. be good to have a proper catch up with you + ness mate. The cautious thing in Joel sat up again, harder, and he scrolled back through the year of it and saw it plain. Dean had barely typed a word in this chat since March. Then, somewhere in the last week or so, he'd come alive in it, out of nowhere, suddenly chatty, suddenly everywhere Vanessa was.

"He's keen, your Dean," Joel said, before he'd decided to.

"Who is?"

"Dean. In the chat. He's gone right chatty all at once." He kept it light, and half meant it light. "Asked after you twice at football and all. I reckon the wedding's set his old torch going again."

"Dean." She said it flat, with a little laugh, not looking up from the page, where a tip had just dinged. "He's harmless, babe. He's been mooning about after me since Macca's thirtieth. Char reckons he's never had a girlfriend last past Christmas." She thumbed a filthy reply back to a paying stranger and didn't give Dean another second of her life. "Let him moon. He can sit and look at me in my dress with the rest of them."

And that should have been the end of it, because she was right, she was always right about people. Dean wanted her, same as he always had. Saturday had lit it. Harmless. Joel said it back to himself in her words and most of him took it. The thin cold bit that didn't, he set down next to the up close from the board, and made himself finally stop turning it over.

"Hell's teeth," he said instead, because the figure on the page had ticked over again while they sat there. "Look at it go. They're not stopping, are they?"

"They're not going to." She set the laptop carefully off onto the cushion and turned and got herself across his lap, a knee either side, the t-shirt riding up off her bare thighs. She was warm and heavy and pleased with herself and a clean half-stride ahead of him now, easy with it. "He's coming back, you know. After the wedding. I've as good as told him the date." She kissed him, slow. "And this time I'm taking the whole of him, babe. On my back with my legs hooked back and my face right in the camera, and you filming every inch of that big cock going into me." Lower, against his mouth. "Two hundred thousand of them are going to watch your wife get split open and they're going to tip you for letting them. Fuck. I can't wait."

He was hard under her before she'd finished, and she sat down on it and felt him and laughed, low and delighted, and didn't move off.

"So you've got my sister's do to get through first," she said. "In your nice suit, on your best behaviour, next to a deaf nan. Then you get to film me do the whole of it. Think you can manage that?"

He could feel exactly what the saying of it did to her, soaked through the thin cotton onto him. He could feel what it did to him.

"I'll manage," he said.
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She went up first, heavy-eyed and content, and left him to the careful bits, which by now meant the page, the locking-up, and the last twenty jars he wanted out of the way before morning. He sat at the kitchen table and tied them, one after another, the bows coming out evenly, the radio off, the flat ticking quietly around him. Twenty to go. Out past the dark window the count was still climbing on the video of his wife and the stranger she'd sucked off, his cum dried on her face for all of them to see, and her husband sat in his own kitchen tying the bows for it, half-hard about her even now, as he mostly was these nights.

Saturday was two days off. Tomorrow the suit came back from the place that had taken the trousers up. Vanessa would do her own hair for once and look like the sister of the bride and nothing else on God's earth, and they'd drive over to the hall with a box of jars on the back seat and walk in among the whole green-lawn half of their lives. Leanne and Mark, Macca and Char, the aunties and the deaf nan and the warehouse lot, all of them raising a glass and not a clue between them.

And Dean, somewhere down the table. Lit up in the chat all week for the first time in months, asking twice after a wife he'd always wanted, who'd get to sit and watch her in that dress all day long.

Joel set the last jar in the box, squared it off, and turned the kitchen light out on the lot of them, and did not let himself stand there in the dark working out why his stomach wouldn't settle.
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By the time the plates were cleared and the band were tuning up, Vanessa had told four separate aunties that yes, the favours were honey, local honey, and yes, Joel had tied all the little bows himself, the love. She watched four faces go soft at the romance of it.

She stood at the edge of the dancing with a glass of warm prosecco going flat in her hand and let the room wash over her. Leanne up the front, glowing, the make-up holding through all the crying. Mark red and delighted beside her. The whole green-lawn half of their life crammed into one function room with a carpet that smelled of every wedding before this one. The deaf nan parked at the top table since two o'clock, and her own husband beside the nan being a marvel, leaning in close on the good ear, nodding along. She caught Joel's eye across the floor. He did a tiny thing with his eyebrows that meant save me, and she did a tiny thing back that meant no, and loved him so hard for a second it hurt.

Nobody in this room knew. She'd kept warming her hands on the thought all day. Two hundred people in their good clothes and not one of them had the first idea that the woman in the dusky rose, sister of the bride, had another man's cum on her face on week-old footage that paying strangers set alarms for. She'd handed her own mother a honey jar an hour ago. Her phone had buzzed twice in her little clutch during the speeches, the soft good buzz of money landing while the best man read the cards out. She'd sat there in the front row with her knees pressed together and her knickers gone damp, the want rolling through her thick and low, a slow throb starting up between her legs. Right now, this minute, some bloke had his cock in his fist over her, paying for the privilege. Another would've paid at breakfast to watch her take a cock down her throat, the lot of them watching her do the filthiest thing she'd ever done while she clapped at the right bit and nobody saw a thing.

It was the finest feeling in the world and she could not have told a living soul.

She was three glasses in and gloriously, comfortably lit, and she knew exactly how she looked in the dress, because men had been telling her all day without a word. Mark's cousins. The photographer. A waiter who'd refilled her twice unasked. Let them look. They could all bloody look.

Dean had been looking longest.

She'd clocked him at the church and again at the meal, two tables over, that wiry quick way he had, watching her over his pint and going careful whenever she glanced back. Old news, Dean. He'd been mooning after her for years, the bloke who laughed too hard at her jokes and never kept a girlfriend past Christmas, and she'd given up minding it years ago. She let him look too. The wedding had set his torch going again, Joel reckoned, and Joel was usually right.

So when he peeled off from the warehouse lot and came over with a fresh pint he plainly didn't need, she gave him the wide easy smile she gave everyone.

"Dean. You scrub up all right. Is Macca behaving himself?"

"Macca's three sheets. Char's got the car keys off him already." He had his wedding tie done a bit tight and a sheen on him, and he stood that half-step too close he always stood. "You look... yeah. You look really nice, Ness. The dress and that."

"Lee's choice, this. Dusky rose, apparently. I look like a posh macaroon in it." She drank. "Good do, though, isn't it? She's done herself proud."

"Yeah. Yeah, lovely." He wasn't looking at the do. He was looking at her, working himself up to it the same as he'd worked up to things at barbecues for years and never once landed one. She braced, kindly, for whatever sad little compliment was coming, ready to let him down soft.

Then he glanced at the dance floor, where one of Mark's mates, a tall lad, was throwing some daft shapes, and Dean's mouth went sour, and the thing he said was not a sad little compliment at all.

"Bit different to your usual, this lot, in't it." A nasty little curl on it. "Bet you'd sooner a different sort of crowd these days. Bit more... I dunno. Exotic."

She heard it land before she understood it. The word sat wrong in the warm room. Exotic. From Dean, who talked about away games and his van. The reflex half-laugh came up out of her and the look on his face killed it dead, because he wasn't joking and he wasn't drunk-rambling. He was watching to see if it had gone in. It had. Her whole body knew before her head caught up, the heat dropping clean out of her stomach, the skin going tight all up her arms.

There was only one way Dean knew what she'd got a taste for these days. He'd watched her take it.

"Say that again," she murmured, and kept it light. Her voice didn't shake, which she was proud of later.

"Nothing. Forget I said it." He'd gone pale under the sheen now, the bravado draining out of him the second he'd heard himself say it. "I didn't mean owt by it."

"You meant every word." She set the flat prosecco down on the nearest table, slowly, right by a honey jar with Joel's bow on it. "Come and get some air with me, Dean. Before you say it where my mother can hear."
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He followed her out through the fire door by the toilets, into the strip of car park the smokers used, gravel and a single security light and the bins. The band thumped muffled through the wall. The June night was warm and close. She walked until they were round the unlit side of the building, where the cars sat in a black row and nobody came, and turned on him with her arms folded and watched him not know what to do with his hands.

"Go on, then," she said. "All of it."

It came out of him in a rush. He was `dave_m_1984`. He'd known since the spring. He'd never planned to say a word, honestly, it had just got too big tonight, watching her be lovely to everyone, him the only one in the room who knew.

"How, though." She kept her arms folded. "How did you know it was me? The early ones had no face on them. We were careful as anything."

"Your phone." He couldn't look at her. He looked at the bins, the gravel, the black cars. "That leopard one, the case you've got. You had it out at Macca's, that barbecue with the bouncy castle, and then it was sat there in one of the photos. On the bedside, in the background. I'd been following that board, all right, I'm not proud of it, and there was your case. I told myself I was being mad. Then your face went up a few weeks later and I knew I wasn't."

The barbecue with the bouncy castle had been three summers back. When it was still a laugh, a daft little secret, the two of them on the sofa not believing their luck, dead certain in their bones that nobody they knew would ever see. And all that time Dean had been the far side of the screen with her leopard case memorised, watching her come apart for strangers, then sitting across the table from Joel at five-a-side with his mouth shut.

She should have been frightened, cold to the soles of her feet. This was the exact nightmare, the one thing all their care had ever been for, the reason poor Tom had been two hours away. Somebody we know. And here he stood, knowing.

What came up in her instead was so far from fear it nearly made her laugh out loud.

"And tonight you fancied letting me know you'd seen it," she said. "With your clever little comment, and that look on your face." She stepped in. He stepped back and fetched up against a cold car door. "You stood there with your pint thinking you had a hold over me, didn't you. Thinking, I know what she really is, I've watched her do it. Thinking it bought you a piece of me."

"No. God, no, Ness, I'd never. I wouldn't breathe a word, I swear down, not to Macca, not to anybody, I just..."

"I know you wouldn't." That was the truth, and it had nothing to do with mercy. He was a small jealous man who'd kept her secret all this time because keeping it gave him his one thread to her. It didn't frighten her. It turned her on, a low hot want climbing up the back of her neck, the same flush that came over the prices and the camera and the size of a stranger in her hand. Except this one had teeth in it. Her cunt clenched on nothing and she let it.

A few months back, being known would have finished her. Now a man who'd watched every filthy minute of her stood backed against a car apologising in the dark, and she had never once in her life felt so completely in charge of anything. She was soaked through, and she hadn't even clocked it happening.

"Stop there," she told him. "Don't you move. Two minutes."

[image: ]


She went back in through the fire door and the warm noise closed over her, and she found Joel exactly where she'd left him, escaped from the nan now, holding two drinks for people who'd wandered off to dance. She put her mouth right at his ear so he got it under the band.

"Dean's `dave_m_1984`. Our recogniser. It's been him the whole time, babe. Since the spring."

She felt him go rigid, felt the careful man come up hard and fast behind his eyes, the protector, the one who'd want to know was she all right, did she want to go home. She got there first, a flat hand on his chest, her lips at his jaw.

"I'm not scared. I'm the dead opposite of scared." She let the grin show against the side of his face. "He's out the back by the cars, going to pieces, and I want to play with him a bit. Just a bit. I want to show him exactly what knowing gets him." She pulled back to find his eyes. "That all right with you?"

The fright crossed his face first. Then the heat came up under the worry. He glanced at the side door, then at her in the dress. His throat moved.

"You're a one-off, you are." His voice had gone rough. "Go on, then." His hand found her hip and gripped it once, hard. "But don't you go getting into too much fun without me. That bit's mine. We do the rest of it together."

"Course it is." She kissed him quick on the mouth, in front of the whole room, sister of the bride and her quiet husband, and not a soul looked twice. "Back before they cut the cake."
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He was where she'd left him, naturally, stood against the cold car with his hands shoved in his pockets like a kid outside the head's office, and the sight of him finished what the prosecco had started.

"This way." She didn't take his hand. She walked and let him trail her, round to the blackest end where a low brick store jutted out and made a pocket the security light didn't reach. She put her back to the cold wall and looked at what little there was of him to see.

"Right. Here's what's happening, Dean." Calm. Almost chatty. "You've wanted this for years. All those barbecues, all that mooning about. Then you got to have it your own sneaky way, didn't you, watching me on your phone where I couldn't catch you at it. A whole year of that." She tilted her chin. "So it's only fair you get your reward for guessing right. Get your cock out."

He stared at her.

"You heard me. Get your cock out and show me what you've been doing about me for months." She reached behind her own neck and found the hook at the top of the zip. "And I'll take this off while you do it. That's the deal, love. Hands to yourself, eyes on me, and you can have your proper look at last. Only this time I'm looking back." She let the first inch of the zip go and the dress eased off her spine. "Go on. Before I change my mind and go in for cake."

The speed of him, then. The desperate graceless fumble at his belt, the wedding tie still on, the hurry of a man who couldn't believe his luck and couldn't afford her a second to take it back. He got his cock out into his fist and she looked, openly, because looking was the whole of her power out here and she meant to spend it. He was hard already, just off the threat of this, the head of him wet and shining in what little light there was. Nothing special. An ordinary cock on an ordinary man, nothing like the realness she'd ached over a month ago, and the plainness of it was delicious, because she'd done that. She'd stood him in the dark and reduced him to it, and he was already breathing like he'd sprinted.

"That's it." She slid the zip down the last of it and let the dusky rose drop off her shoulders. She caught it at the waist and worked it down slowly, the warm night moving over her bare skin, her tits coming loose and heavy and her nipples gone tight, twenty feet and one wall from her sister's wedding. He made a broken little noise. His fist sped up.

"Look at the state of you." She kept it idle, fond, properly cruel with it. "All these years being so polite to my husband, then going home and wanking your cock raw over a phone. You've cum over every picture I've ever put up, haven't you. Every single one." She got the dress down over her hips and gave him the full sight of her. "I've got tits men pay good money to look at, Dean, and a cunt half of them would sell the car for, and you can't even keep your hand still. Good boy. Keep going. Don't you dare stop." She was throbbing, soaked, her own cunt clenching on the sheer filthy power of it, near enough naked against the brick with the band coming through at her back. "Go on. Wank that cock for me and tell me what you used to think about. Out loud. I want every word. Look at you. You're going to cum just from this, aren't you. Just from me watching."

But he was already gone. Past the point where he could have stopped it, his breath snagging, his fist a blur, his face screwed up like it pained him. She saw it coming a clean second before he did. She stepped in and got her hand round his cock just as he broke, fast and helpless, before she'd even got the rest of her clothes off, before she'd had to decide a single thing. His cock jerked and twitched in her fist and his cum came over her fingers in a hot rush, a strangled sound bitten back hard against the music, his whole body folding round it. Then it was finished.

She held him through the shudder of it, almost kind, and felt the exact second the want drained out of him and the shame came flooding in to fill the space. That, she thought. That was the bit worth coming out here for.

She lifted her hand into what light there was and looked at his cum on her fingers, turning it slowly. Then she raised it to her mouth and licked them clean while he watched, dying, the same unbothered way she'd lick icing off a knife, holding his eyes the whole time.

"Well, now." She looked at him, unhurried. "All that cum on my hand and I've barely got my dress off. That was quick, Dean."

"I'm sorry, God, I'm sorry, that's not, that doesn't usually..." He was tucking himself away with shaking hands, scarlet even in the half-light. "I couldn't believe it was actually you. That it was really happening."

"Shame, that. Real shame." She bent, gathered the dress up off the gravel, and stepped back into it, unhurried, and turned him her bare back. "Do me up, then. Make yourself useful for the once." He managed the zip with clumsy fingers, plainly trying not to touch a scrap more of her than the zip needed, and she left him to manage it. She turned and patted his hot cheek once, lightly, like you'd settle a dog.

"Maybe another time, eh," she said. "If you behave yourself. We'll see."

And she left him there in the black by the bins, wrung out and apologising to nobody, and walked back across the gravel toward the warmth and the band and the lit windows of the do.
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She fixed her face in the mirror by the toilets, smoothed the dress down, her own cunt still aching and unused, and stood a second just to feel her heart going.

She'd done it. The exact thing the whole careful machine had been built to stop. A man from their actual lives, a bloke who'd be at every barbecue and every stag from here on, knew everything, had known for months, and the world hadn't ended. She'd reached straight into the nightmare with both hands and it hadn't bitten. It had done the other thing. It had got down in a car park and couldn't even last a minute.

Through the door the band swung into one everyone knew and the floor filled and her mother was up dancing with Mark's dad. She could see Joel from here, back at the edge of it, the two drinks still in his hands, watching the door for her. The second he saw her his whole face asked the question, and she answered it with her eyes, walking toward him through the room lit up, every inch of her, brazen with it, and she thought, with no fear in it at all, only a low bright certainty: let the lot of them know. Every single one. I dare them.

She took her drink off Joel and put it straight down her neck.

"Right." She pressed the empty glass back into his hand. "Dance with me before they do the cake. And then you can take me home, babe, and I'll tell you every filthy word of it. Twice."
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"That's us cleared more last month than I get paid," Joel said. "After Andre's nothing, after the lot. I did the sum three times and I still couldn't make it stick."

He had the laptop open on the kitchen table with a spreadsheet he'd built himself, badly, over two evenings. Tips in one colour. Subs in another. The customs and the wishlist money in their own boxes underneath. A figure at the bottom that had stopped looking like wages and started looking like a mistake. Every quid of it was a stranger paying to get his cock out over Joel's wife. Right now, this minute, some bloke had her open on his phone with his cock in his fist, and there were thousands of them, and Joel was half-hard at his own kitchen table just totting it up. That happened lately. He'd quietly stopped fighting it.

Vanessa was eating cereal at gone nine at night, leaned on the counter in his old work shirt with the sleeves shoved up, nothing on under it that he could see. Her tits sat loose and heavy against the cotton where she dipped to the bowl, her nipples plain through it in the cold kitchen. The spoon went while she scrolled at her phone, a message on it tugging at the corner of her mouth.

"Course we have," she said, not looking up. "You're a businessman, babe. I keep telling you."

"I'm not, though. A businessman knows what he owes, and I haven't a clue what we owe." He turned the laptop a degree she wasn't looking at anyway. "There's a thing called payments on account. They want the tax off you before you've even earned the next lot. We're going to need a proper accountant, Ness. A real one, who knows about this."

"About what?"

"About this." He flapped a hand at the colours, at the spare room down the hall with the lights folded in the corner, at the whole filthy lucrative lot of it. "I can't write 'my wife' in a box on a form for the taxman. There isn't a box."

"So put me down as a model." She came round behind him, looked at his colours for about a second and a half, kissed the top of his head, and drifted back to her bowl. "There. Sorted. You've gone and made it all yellow, look."

"The tips are yellow. Subs are green."

"My hero." She scraped the bowl noisily. Behind her the new telly threw the room blue, some baking thing neither of them was watching. "We could just not tell them. The taxman."

"We are absolutely telling them." He said it fast, the careful bit of him going properly cold at the idea, and she laughed at him for it, which was fair enough. He'd lain awake on it more than once. The daft terror of it. That they were running a business out of the spare room under a name that wasn't quite either of theirs, thousands of strangers a month paying into an account called Trouble, and not one form filled in anywhere. They'd bought a telly with it. A proper big one, not on the card this time, just paid for, the way other people bought a round, and it had sat there a week feeling like swag. He kept half waiting for a knock.

"You worry lovely, you do." She rinsed the bowl and set it to drain. "Ring the accountant, then. Ring whoever you like. You keep us safe, babe, you always have. I'll do the smiling and you do the boxes." She said it warm, no edge on it at all, the same easy way she'd tell him he was good at the fiddly jobs. Most of him took it exactly as she meant it. The uneasy sliver of him that had gone odd since the wedding quietly stood down.

Because there was the other figure, the one no colour on his spreadsheet had a box for. The blowjob video had been up the best part of a fortnight, and it had not slowed for one hour of it, and the comments under it had quietly stopped saying well done.
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He read them on the sofa with her sprawled half over him, her bare legs thrown across his, the laptop warm where it always ended up. She had a glass of wine going and the look she got when her mind was already made up.

They wanted the rest of it. All of them, in their different ways, and they'd been saying so for a fortnight straight.

bigger_n_better92: Saw the trailer mate. wheres the actual film?

size_diff_enjoyer: A throats a throat lads. I want to watch that big cock split her in half and I want it this month. Stop teasing us.

wifesharingfan_99: Shes gagging for the whole thing, you can see it in her eyes. Book him back. Dont overthink it!

GenerousG: Ill double my tip the day the full one drops [image: credit card] name me a date gorgeous and Ill be first in the queue, same as always.

paywell_x: Forget the toys for five minutes. Id pay proper money for the real video. And the knickers off you after. Say the word.

And under all of it, late, on her own with no buildup, the one who never pushed:

QuietAdmirer: Hope youre only doing this cos you want it and not cos we keep on at you. You looked properly happy at the end though, both of you. Thats the bit I keep thinking about.

"He's a soft lad, that one." Vanessa tapped QuietAdmirer's line with a fingernail and read it a second longer than the others. "Worries about me. Bless."

"He's not wrong to ask, though." Joel scrolled back up through the rest of it, the heat of a hundred thousand strangers leaning on the same door. "You want this because you want it. Not because that lot are shouting for it."

"I want it because I want it." She said it flatly, and reached over and pushed the lid down an inch so he'd look at her instead of the screen. "I've wanted the whole of that cock since I had the end of it, babe. You know I have. I told you the night it happened, with his all over my face." She put the wine down. "The shouting just means we'd be daft to wait. They'll pay through the nose for it, and that's a kitchen, that's not nothing. But I'd have him back here at the weekend if not one of them ever sent me a penny. I want him to properly fuck me this time. I want the whole lot of it. You know I do."

He knew it. His cock gave its dumb half-interested twitch against her thigh just at the plainness of her saying it, the same as it did most nights now whenever she talked like that, and she felt it and grinned without looking and shifted a half-inch to sit on it.

Saturday, then. That big dark cock going the whole way into his wife, deeper than he had ever once been in her, on her back with her legs hooked up and her face wide open to the lens, and him a foot off it with the camera, getting the focus sharp. Flaming hell. He'd filmed the front of it already. He knew now exactly what it did to him. There was nothing left in it to be ashamed of in front of himself. His mouth had gone dry just lining it up in his head.

"So I'll message him," she said. "Tonight."

"You message him." He heard it land a half-beat late, as most things reached him now. She'd already picked the day. She'd as good as picked it before the wedding, sat on his lap with a knee either side, telling him a date she'd handed a strange man before she'd handed it to him. He hadn't minded then. He turned it over now, with her warm and certain across him, and found he half minded after all, in a way he couldn't have named.
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She did it there and then, naturally, because that was her, thumbs going while he watched over her shoulder, and Andre wrote back inside ten minutes, calm as he was in the flesh.

the_real_andre: Good to hear from you both. Course im up for it, been hoping youd ask. Same as before yeah, drinks first, no rush, your house your rules. Saturday works for me. Ill set off after lunch, be with you about half four.

"There." She locked the phone and dropped it on the cushion like it was nothing, a thing booked in. "Half four. I'll do a chilli for after, he liked that I'd cooked. Did I tell you that?"

"You told me."

"He's easy, isn't he? For a man that's... what he is." She stretched lazily, the shirt riding up off her thighs, comfortable as anything and a full stride ahead of him without even trying. "Right. Bed. I've got the over-eighties at half eight and Donna'll have a face on if I'm yawning into the perms."

She went up. He sat a minute with the dead laptop and the baking thing still glowing blue on the wall, and did not go up after her, and told himself it was the locking-up, which it half was.

He charged the camera battery. Found the spare and charged that too. He checked the soft boxes were where they lived and the plate was still on the tripod, the slow careful nobody-jobs that were his and had always been his, because she was the one who walked into the light and he was the one who made the light work. He'd known that since Roost. Since the first faceless one. It had never once bothered him. It bothered him tonight, stood in the cold spare room with a battery blinking amber in his fist, and he made himself stay in it and dig out why instead of shutting the lid on it the way he usually did.

It was Dean, partly. She'd walked back into that reception lit up off it, found him by the door, and told him every word in the taxi home with her hand down his trousers the whole drive. He'd got off on it so hard he'd nearly gone in his good suit. All of it true. He'd loved it. But she'd done that on her own, twenty feet from her sister's cake, a man from their actual lives on his knees to her in the dark. She'd done it a good step past the line they'd drawn. She'd only stayed the right side of it because the poor sod couldn't last a minute. She hadn't checked it with him first. She'd told him after, glowing, and asked his blessing for a thing three-quarters done, and he'd handed it over gladly, because he'd hand her anything, and because the handing it over was half his own charge in the first place. She wanted it bigger. She reached the next rung first, then told him on the way down. He banked the money and charged the batteries and rang the accountant and held the camera.
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She wasn't asleep when he came up. She had the lamp low and the duvet to her waist and was scrolling something, and she watched him undress in the doorway light with her head tipped on one side.

"You've got your stomach-face on," she said. "What is it? And don't say the tax."

"It's not the tax." He got in beside her. She turned into him, warm, the whole length of her down his side, and waited, for all she couldn't sit still through an advert.

"Go on. Say it." She laid a hand flat on his chest. "You've been odd since the do."

"It's daft."

"Most things are. Say the daft thing."

So he said it, plainly, eyes on the ceiling because that was the only way it came. "You're getting away from me a bit, Ness. That's all it is. You did the Dean thing on your own and you loved it more than anything we've ever done together, I watched you love it. And now you're the one who books the men and prices the videos. The strangers want you, the page wants you, a famous bloke drives halfway up the country for you. And I'm the one who does the spreadsheet and charges the batteries. I'm not having a go. I'm made up for you, honest, every single day. I just had a minute back there where I couldn't find myself in it. Whether I'm the bloke you do this with, or the bloke who holds the camera while you do it."

She went quiet. A car went past outside and washed light up the ceiling and took it away.

"You absolute pillock." But she said it soft, and pushed up onto her elbow so he had to look at her. "Come here. Listen, because I'm only saying this once, and then you're banned from your stomach-face about it for life."

He looked at her. The lamp was low and her face was bare of the salon black and she had a pillow-crease in one cheek already, and he'd have driven the length of the country himself.

"Dean was a sad man in a car park I'll never think on again," she said. "He doesn't count and I won't let him count. And that hundred thousand, every last one of them, they get a flat phone with me on it. They get the show. You get the woman who walks back in after and tells you every filthy word with her hand down your pants in a taxi. There's no version of any of it that isn't you. I don't get my face fucked by a stranger to come home to an empty flat, babe. I do it to come home to you, grinning at me like a div over a spreadsheet you've gone and made all yellow." She put her forehead to his. "You're not the bloke who holds the camera. You're the only one I'd ever let hold it. That's the whole difference, the entire thing, and if you can't feel it then I'll just have to show you, which I'm dead happy to do, only it's late and I've got perms."

"Show me anyway," he said.

"Greedy."

But she was already moving over him, her mouth at his jaw, her hand going down between them to take hold of him. And she did. Slow and warm and filthy with it, the two of them and nobody filming for once, no light to check and no camera in the room. "There. That's it. Fuck, that's good. That's mine, this, all of it," she breathed against his ear, blunt and fond, and worked herself down onto his cock and rode it until she came with her teeth in his shoulder to keep it off the neighbours, and that did for him a breath behind her. She went heavy on his chest, asleep almost mid-word. The thin awake part of him had quietened, mostly. She'd looked dead at the true thing and not flinched, and picked the next bit with him anyway, out loud, her hand in his while she said it. They were doing the whole thing at the weekend. The both of them. He held onto that.
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Saturday came the way they all did now, too fast and not fast enough. He spent the morning being useless about the flat, hoovering rooms that didn't need it, the same as he'd hoovered before the first visit, because there was nothing else to do with his hands. Vanessa did her own hair and got the chilli on at two so the place would smell of dinner and not just nerves, and pottered about bright and easy with none of the white-knuckle quiet she'd had the first time. They knew how it went now. It wasn't whether any more, just how far, and how good. He'd been half-hard on and off all afternoon for no reason he could put a finger on, same as most days lately.

He set the room up while the light still had something in it. The soft boxes where they lived. The camera on the charger to the last percent. A clean towel folded over the chair, two more in the airing cupboard, laid out neat for company. He stood in the doorway when it was done. The made bed and the cold lights, his wife in the kitchen singing flat along to the radio. And the day took its low hard turn in him, half dread and all want, the same turn it took whenever the page chimed. Except today it wasn't the page. In a couple of hours a stranger would have his cock in her on that made bed, and Joel had spent the whole afternoon making sure the light was right for it.

At four she came and stood with him in the doorway and looked at the room alongside him and slid a hand into his back pocket.

"He'll be coming off the motorway about now," she said.

Joel thumbed the camera awake and checked it. A hundred percent. Green. Ready. In half an hour there'd be a strange man in his front room with a drink in his fist and his wife climbing onto his lap. Joel would lift the camera off the charger and start to film. A cock he couldn't get his hand round, going into her. And there was not one part of him that wanted to be anywhere else on God's earth.

"Let him come, then," he said.
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The second time, the door went at twenty to five and nobody's stomach dropped out of them.

Joel let him in and took his coat. It was the daftest thing, how ordinary it had got already. Andre filled the hallway the same as before. He ducked the low bit of the frame easily, without being told, and handed over a bottle by the neck, and this time Joel had a corkscrew ready for it. They had done this. Not this, exactly. But the front of it, the drink and the chair and the talk that went round the thing instead of at it. The doing of it again took the shake out of the room.

"Smells good in here," Andre said, going through to the front room like he half lived there. "You cook, or is that him?"

"Me," Vanessa called from the kitchen. "He'd give you beans on toast and call it tapas." She came through wiping her hands, in a black dress she'd bought new for it and never told Joel the price of. Joel watched the two of them clock each other. He saw them settle warm into each other in about a second flat, and felt the low pull of it start up in him already, this early, three people stood round a coffee table.

They had a drink. Just the one, and not a slow one. There was none of the careful circling of the first night, no parrot story, no long patience while she got her nerve up. They knew now. He had driven the length of the country for it. She had cooked for it. All three of them knew what the chilli was keeping warm for, and the knowing sat there with them, plain and hot.

Andre asked how the page had done off the back of the first one. Vanessa told him, grinning, the numbers gone somewhere daft. He said good. He said she had earned it, and he said it like a man who had a hand in a thing and was pleased it landed. His pint went down too fast. He could feel his own pulse in his neck. A bloke two hundred miles off had set out after his lunch to come and have the whole of his wife, and Joel had hoovered under the bed for it, and now the bloke was drinking his beer and being nice about the takings. His cock had been half-hard behind his fly since the door.

Vanessa set her glass down. She stood. She put her hand out to Andre, not to Joel.

"Right," she said. That was all.

Joel got the camera off the charger. A hundred percent. He woke it and the little red eye of it came on, and he found his spot off to the side, the angle he had worked out the first time, the one that took the bed and the light and left him out of it. He lifted it. That was him in.

She crossed to Andre and went up on her toes and they were kissing before they had fully closed the gap. Her hands went straight up onto his shoulders, the wall of him, the width of him through the shirt. He took her waist in one hand that near enough spanned it and walked her slowly back toward the made bed under the lights. Joel followed quietly with the camera, low, getting the kiss, getting her fingers working the buttons, getting the dark of his chest as the shirt fell open over her pale hands. The contrast of it filled the little screen. That's going in her. His mouth went to nothing. He was hard before a stitch of her dress had moved. His own cock pushed stiff and useless against the denim, and he left it there, and breathed. Look at how she wants him. She's not even started and she's gone.

She got his belt and his jeans down and got his cock out, and even small in the screen, even off to the side, the size of it stopped his breath the same as the first night. She did not kneel. She had done the kneeling, a hundred thousand of them already, her mouth stretched round it on camera, and tonight was not the trailer and nobody had to say so. She stood and reached behind herself instead. The black dress came down off her shoulders, off the heavy weight of her tits, down past her waist and over her arse to the floor. She pushed her knickers down after and stepped out of them and stood bare under the lights, in front of a stranger, her husband filming her.

Andre laid a flat hand between her shoulder blades and turned her gently toward the lens, so the front of her was in it. He bent and said something low at her ear. She laughed, quiet, and the last of the nerves went off her.

"Come on, then," she said. To the man, not the room. "I've waited long enough."
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She had waited days for the first one and two weeks for this, and the waiting had been the worse of the two, because now she knew.

He took her down onto the bed on her side and lay in close behind her. His whole front came down her back. She felt the hard length of his cock settle warm against her arse, and just at that she had to breathe right out. His arm came over and held her in to him. His other hand came up under her jaw and turned her face back to his, and he kissed her slowly like that, sideways, while his knee pushed up between hers and opened her. He lifted her top thigh and laid it open over his own.

She was wide open on her side, one leg hooked back over him, her front turned out to the black eye of the camera and the dark beyond it. The head of his cock dragged up through how wet she was. It nudged where she wanted it, and she pushed back onto it before he had even gone to.

"Easy," he said, low. The only word. He held her hip still and pushed carefully in.

She had held his cock in her fist and she had had the end of it down her throat, and she was still not ready for the feel of it going into her cunt. He took his time. An inch, then a wait, then more. She stretched round it slowly and felt every part of the stretch, the thickness of him opening her wider than she had a word for. Her mouth fell open and nothing came out of it. He was so far up in her she could have cried. He filled her clean up to a place nothing had got near before.

"Fuck," she got out, when she found the air. "Oh, fuck. Look at me. Look what he's doing to me."

She was not saying it to Joel. A few months back that would have stopped her dead. A few months back she would have found her husband over the man's shoulder and pulled him in with her eyes, said are you getting this, babe, made every second of it theirs. Tonight he could have been a lamp in the corner. She had a stranger's cock buried in her with her own slick running down her thigh, and she said look at me to the lens, to the dark, to every paying soul who had put money down to watch this happen. Her husband behind the camera was only how they got to. She was gone. She had told him she would be, and here it was, and she could not have turned her face to him for anything.

Andre fucked her slowly and deep on her side. He worked the whole long length of his cock in and nearly out and in, his hand spread wide and dark over the pale of her belly, holding her down onto him.

"That's it," she said to the lens, low and greedy. "Don't go gentle on me. I've waited a fortnight for this cock, give me the whole of it."

He gave her more. She got a hand back into his hair and let her noises go freely. The camera got her face for all of it. No mask. No chin cut from the shot. Just her, mouth open, eyes wet at the thickness of him, getting opened an inch at a time by a man the whole internet wanted. Her clit was up hard and she got her own fingers down onto it, and that was it, that was all it took. She came soon and hard and loud, biting it half back out of an old habit before she remembered there was nobody left to keep it quiet for, and let the rest of it go at the ceiling.

He rode her straight through it and did not stop. Her cunt was still clenching round him when he slid his cock out slowly, slick to the base, and turned her over.

He stood her up easily off the bed. Her legs barely took her. He walked her the two steps to the chest of drawers under the window, where the soft box threw its light, and bent her forward over it. Her palms went flat on the cold wood. She caught her own face in the propped mirror for a second, red and wild and grinning like a fool. He spat down onto her from behind, coarse and unhurried, and worked the head of his cock through the wet of it and her own, and then pushed back into her in one long shove now she was open for it. She cried out and dropped her head between her arms.

This was harder. He gave it to her properly now. His hips went steadily, the wet slap of him against her arse loud in the room, the drawers knocking the wall on every stroke, and she pushed back into all of it and asked for more in words she did not plan.

"Fuck. That's it." She got it out between his strokes, her cheek down on the wood. "Get it right into me. I want them watching your cock do this to me."

She heard the camera move behind her, the small careful shift of her husband finding the place where his dark cock drove up into her and dragged out wet, a foot off it. She knew exactly what it was doing to him. She did not turn round, and she could not have stopped if the roof had come down.

"Go on," she said, to the wood, to the lens, to the lot of them. "Harder than that. Let them see what he does to me. This is the bit you've all been paying for."

And he gave it her. He gathered her hair up off the wood into one fist and drew her head back by it, her spine bowed, and let the last of the easy go out of him. He fucked her hard then, no mercy left in the pace of it, the crack of his hips into her gone fast and steady as a clock, the drawers walking off the wall, her tits swinging under her on every drive. She braced her palms and took the whole of it and swore filthy at the mirror. The soft box shivered on its stand. For a good stretch there was no talk left in her at all, only the sound of him going into her and the small noises getting knocked out of her on his rhythm.
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Joel was down on one knee a foot from where they joined, and he was not going to last, and nobody had laid a finger on him.

Nobody was touching him. He was knelt on his own bedroom carpet in his jeans, holding the camera dead steady out of some last working part of him, getting the shot clean and sharp. The thick dark of that cock drove up into his wife and dragged back out wet and drove up again. Her face was turned away from him, toward the man and the wall and the whole watching world, and never once toward Joel.

He was so hard it ached and so far gone he could feel it climbing on him with nothing on his cock but the inside of his own jeans. He had never done that in his life. He pressed the heel of his free hand against himself, just once, to hold it off, and that was nearly the end of it then and there. So he stopped touching it. He wanted the rest of it on the page more than he wanted to come, and he let it build in him untouched while it built in her.

Andre brought her back to the bed. He laid her on her back at the edge of it, stood up off the floor, and lifted both her legs up onto his shoulders. He folded her right up and went back into her standing over her like that, upright, deep, dead slow now.

Joel came round quietly to her side and got the whole of it in the frame. Her face. Her tits flat and heavy across her chest, her own legs pushed up by her ears, the thick of his cock sinking into her cunt to the root and dragging back shining. The place where they met, all of it, face-on and lit and sharp. No part of me has ever once reached where he's reaching now. The thought went through Joel hot and certain and left his own cock throbbing against the denim. Her eyes were shut. Her mouth worked on nothing.

"Right to the back of me," she said suddenly, up at the ceiling, to nobody and everybody. "Don't you dare stop. I want them watching how deep that cock goes."

She had both hands fisted in the duvet over her head. Joel knelt a foot from it and filmed her folded open under another man and having the best of her life.

"Going to finish," Andre said. Calm even now. Decent even now. He looked, not at her, but at Joel, the question plain in it. Where.

And Joel's mouth opened, and what came out of it was no careful man's word.

"In her," he said, hoarse, the first he had spoken since the door. "Where they can see it. Finish in my wife."

Vanessa made a sound at that, at his voice in it, the only crack in how gone she was. She still did not turn her head. Andre nodded once and drove the last of it deep and held there, jaw locked. Joel got the lens right onto the join and saw the man's whole body go tight, and saw him come, buried to the root in Joel's wife. She felt it land and cried out and came again around it, her heels digging hard into his back.

Good Christ. It went straight through Joel, head to foot. He came in his jeans on his knees with the camera still up and steady, untouched, not a hand on him, just the sight of it, the dark of that cock pumping into her and her face wide open to take the picture of it. He made a low sound he'd never heard out of himself before and the camera shook, once. He caught it and held the shot, because some part of him would have died before it lost the join.

Andre eased his cock out slowly, careful with her, and there it was for the lens. The proof of the whole thing. Cum running thick and white out of her cunt and down. She got a hand under herself and tipped her hips to keep it. She looked dead into the camera over her own folded body, and only then, only once it was got, did she let her legs down off his shoulders and go boneless into the bed.

"There," she breathed, up at the lights. "There's your film."
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Andre was decent about the after, the same as the first time, which Joel had stopped being surprised by. He sorted himself out, and he knew where the kitchen roll lived now, and got it for her before she'd asked. He took a glass of water and not another beer, because he had the road. He sat on the edge of the chair while she came down in shudders, and told Joel, plainly, man to man, that he had a good eye, and that the side-on bit especially would properly do a number on people.

Then he got his coat. He had no lie to drive home to and no darts to pretend he'd been at, just the long dark motorway and a verified page and somebody else's Saturday in his diary next week. He said send him the link. He kissed the clean side of her face, shook hands with Joel with a grip that meant it, ducked the low bit of the frame on the way out, and was gone down the path. The estate pulled off slowly. One blink of brake lights at the end of the road, and that was the whole of him, gone the way he came.

Joel shut the door and put his back against it.

She was sat up in the middle of the bed with nothing on, hair stuck to her face, the kitchen roll balled in one fist. The soft boxes were still on and burning the room gold, the duvet half off onto the floor, the mirror shoved round from where he'd bent her over it. He had come in his jeans like a teenager. He felt it gone cold now, and he did not care in the least.

"Come here, you," she said, and it undid him.

He went. He got down on the bed and got his arms round the sticky, wrung-out, warm whole of her, and held on hard. She pushed her face into his neck and shook helplessly, half laughing and half something else, miles high and coming down at once.

"God, Joel." She said it into him, muffled, when she could. "He was so far up in me I felt it in my chest. The whole length of him, more than I've ever once had in my life. I have never come like that. Not ever, not close." She pulled back and looked at him, fierce and soft together, her hand flat on his bare arm. "And every second of it I knew it was you a foot off me with the camera, getting every bit of it down. That's the only reason it's worth a single thing. He's a man who visits, babe. This is ours, you and me. Don't you go forgetting that this week, you're banned from it."

He held her. It was the first time all this had run that she had told him straight out how big the other man felt, warm and to his face instead of into a lens. He understood she had been keeping it back on purpose, that she had waited until the man was gone and the camera was off to hand it to him plain, and it landed warmer in him than it had any business landing, this thing that ought by rights to have cut.

"I know," he said. "I got all of it. It's going to be the biggest yet."

"Course it is." She said it into his shoulder, half asleep. Then, after a breath, not asleep at all. "Upload it tonight. I want to be reading them by the morning."

And she was up and off the bed before he had answered, padding bare and creampie-wet to the bathroom, already gone toward the next part of it, already half a step down the road. Joel sat a minute longer in his cold jeans on the bed, still warm from her, and watched her go. Then he got up and set the flat battery on to charge, because the video would not cut and title itself, and she would want it live by the morning. That part of it was still his.
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The video went up at twenty past eleven. By the time Joel's alarm went at seven, the page had taken more in the one night than it used to clear in a month.

He lay there with the phone held over his face and watched the number climb. It just kept on. Tips, mostly, stacked up through the small hours while the two of them slept with the heating off. A long way south it was the middle of someone's afternoon, and a quiet queue of men he would never meet had spent their lunch breaks paying to watch the size of that cock go into his wife on their own made bed with the lights on it. Hundreds of them. His mouth had gone dry just totting it up. Bugger me.

His own cock had thickened against the duvet round about the third zero. He left it where it lay. He'd given up minding that about himself a good while back.

He made the tea, which was her job by rights, and carried it back through. They sat up against the headboard and watched the dashboard the way other folk watch the morning news.

"That's wrong." Vanessa had her chin dug into his shoulder, hair everywhere, last night's mascara still smudged. "Do it again. Properly this time."

"I've done it three times now, it's not wrong."

"Bloody hell fire." She took a mouthful of tea far too hot for it and winced and still wouldn't look away. "Joel. That's not a deposit any more, that. That's a house. That's a whole actual house, sat there, and it landed while we slept with our mouths open."

"I know."

"We could buy a house." She tried the words on carefully, like a coat she wasn't sure suited her. "A proper one. Our two names on the front."

"You already found one." He scrolled up to her message from gone midnight, a link and three words. "You sent me this at quarter to one. This one. Look. I was asleep."

"Two-bed, end terrace, past the chippy on Marsh Lane." She'd gone from the figures to the bricks in half a breath. "Round from where Macca and Char are having their nose about. It's got a little yard, Joel. I went round the back of it on the street view already. There's a yard and all."

She'd booked the viewing, an' all. Saturday, half ten, before he'd so much as clapped eyes on the place. He was forever catching her up lately, a step late on everything, the house included. He drank his tea and let her pull him along after it, because being pulled along by her was the best of his life, and he'd known that quietly for years.

Then the comments, because of course then the comments. They read them like they always had, her sprawled half over his lap, him doing the scrolling, the pair of them gobbing off at a hundred strangers like relatives who'd turned up without ringing.

size_diff_enjoyer: MONTHS Ive been saying it on this page. Solid months of telling you lot what she needed. And there it finally is, every one of us watching her take that big cock to the root. Best youve ever put up and you know it. Dont you dare let it be the last.

"He's beside himself, look." Vanessa was delighted. "Months he's banged that drum. He reckons he did this."

"He sort of did, in fairness to the man."

"He did nowt of the sort, the cheeky article." But she was laughing, and she read his line back over a second time, preening at it despite herself.

GenerousG: Doubled my tip like I promised gorgeous, its landed, dont spend it all in one shop [image: winking face]. Worth twice that and Id still call it a steal. First in the queue for the next one, you know I am.

bigger_n_better92: Knew shed take every inch in the end. The face on her when it went all the way home. Best page on here now and its not close.

wifesharingfan_99: Ive tried watching owt else since and I cant, youve ruined it for me. That bit where she looks straight down the lens at the finish. Killed me dead. Please tell me theres more coming.

And then, late and on its own with no fuss to it, the soft one.

QuietAdmirer: Long way from those first faceless ones now isnt it. Made up for the both of you, honestly I am. You looked like you were somewhere else completely at the end there, miles off. Dont go forgetting us little people when a proper studio comes knocking eh [image: grinning face with sweat].

"He's a soft sod, that one." She said it fondly, but she'd gone quieter on his line, the way she always did with him. "Miles off. Cheeky beggar."

She didn't argue it, though. Joel read it twice. The soft lad had landed on something true. She had been somewhere else at the finish of that video. He'd knelt a foot from her face with the camera and watched her go right away from him into the man, gone clean out of the room and the marriage, and the camera had got every second of it. A hundred thousand strangers owned it now. When a proper studio comes knocking. The lad couldn't have known how near the bone he'd landed.

He flicked over to the free page out of old habit, where the trailer pulled its own great numbers. The same handles down there, rougher where nothing cost. And near the bottom, careful, half lost in the rush of them, one he knew now in the flesh.

dave_m_1984: Looks like the pages doing really well for you both. Made up. All the best.

No more than that. Polite as a man at a funeral. Dean had gone quiet since the wedding, careful as anybody let off a hiding he'd thought was coming. Vanessa read it over his shoulder, and Joel felt her smile against his neck rather than saw it.

"Bless him," she murmured. "Behaving himself, look." And that was all she gave it, the man who knew everything there was to know, filed neatly back down where she'd put him. Maybe another time, was all she'd left him.

She got up to shower. He stayed propped there with the laptop warm on his knees and the count still ticking over, slower now, the morning crowd coming on as the night crowd took itself to bed. Every tick was a stranger. Right now, this minute, men were sat in cars and at desks with her open on a screen and a hand working, paying through the morning to watch a stranger fuck her wide open. He listened to his wife singing flat through the wall, already a stride ahead of him on an ordinary Tuesday, and made himself stay easy about it.
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The salon on a Thursday was the best cover she owned. Nobody hunting a woman with a hundred thousand strangers in her phone would ever think to look for her with perm rods in her hands and Donna's radio turned up too loud over the dryers.

She did Mrs. Aldous's set and heard the entire saga of the lad in Perth, twice, over the water. She tucked the gown round Mrs. Pryce and fetched her a weak coffee. And the whole shift the phone in her tunic pocket sat warm against her hip and went off softly every few minutes, money landing, men wanting, the filthy little weather of it buzzing away an inch from a pensioner's good ear. She'd had a damp patch in her knickers since the bus in. Her cunt gave a slow clench every time the thing buzzed, and she'd stopped being shocked at herself for that weeks back.

"Your phone's having another seizure," Donna said, not unkindly, over the top of a foiled head. "Popular this week, aren't we, madam."

"Group chat." Vanessa didn't blink. "Our Lee wants everyone's photos off the wedding."

"That sister of yours." Donna went back to her foils. "Lovely do, mind. You looked an absolute picture, you did."

She had looked a picture. She'd handed round honey jars with another man's cum barely a week old on a video that paid strangers' gas bills, and she'd walked a man out of her own life into the dark behind the bins and sent him home undone, and not one soul in two hundred had the first idea. She kept that day warm in her, a coal she could press a thumb to. A few months back, being known would have made her sick. Now it was the best thing she had.

It came in while she was sweeping up between heads, the buzz of it somehow longer than the rest. She dug the phone out expecting a tip and saw it wasn't the page at all. It was the proper email, the business one Joel had set up, the dead-serious one only the dead-serious ones bothered to find. She thumbed it open with the broom still going in the other hand.

From: Mia, Crown Content

Subject: Trouble x Crown, a conversation?

Hi both, and apologies for the cold approach. I head up talent and partnerships at Crown Content. You'll likely know our work. We've had an eye on the page a while now, and the most recent one frankly floored the office. Vanessa is a genuine natural in front of a lens, and the chemistry reads true, which is rarer than people think.

We'd love to talk about bringing her in for a proper shoot. Full studio, our crew, two of our male performers, expenses covered, and we pay properly. Four figures for the day, plus a share of the release. No pressure and no rush at all. Have a look at the site, have a think, and if it's of interest I'll send the details and answer anything.

Either way, congratulations on what you've built. It's a real page.

Best, Mia.

She stopped sweeping.

She read it through twice in the gap by the towel shelf with her heart going daft, then a third time, slower, the brush forgotten against the wall. A studio. A real one, a name she'd clocked on the sites, with a proper crew and lights that weren't two soft boxes off the internet. They'd been watching her. They thought she was a natural. They wanted her in front of real cameras, with two men, and a wage for the day that made a whole night of tips look like the coppers down the back of the settee. Two men. She felt herself go wet at just the words sat there on the screen, the same low drop she got off a notification, only deeper.

And the thing of it, the thing she'd never once say aloud to Donna or her mam or the woman dozing under the dryer, was that she'd already gone and said yes. Somewhere between the first read and the third, broom in her hand and bleach up her nose, she'd decided it cleanly. She was writing the reply in her head before she'd pocketed the phone. She knew exactly how she'd hand it to Joel, and she knew he'd want a week to sit on it and a list of forty questions and a careful read of every line, and she loved him for all of it, and she'd shot clean past him already. She'd be stood in front of those cameras. She'd known it before she reached the bottom of the email.

She put the phone away and picked the brush back up and called through to ask did anybody want a brew, bright as a button, a woman sweeping a salon floor with a studio sat in her pocket and two strange men waiting somewhere up the road. She had never in her life felt less ordinary, and she'd be damned if she'd let it show for Donna.
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She didn't land it on him at the door. She let him do the tea first, which was a kindness, near enough, and waited until they were sat with their plates on their knees and the telly low before she set her phone on the arm of the settee, face up, the email open, and slid it along the cushion with one finger.

"Don't say a thing yet," she said. "Just read it first."

He put his fork down and read it. He read it twice, carefully, as she'd known full well he would, his face giving away nothing while the cogs turned behind it.

"Crown Content." He said the name like he was weighing it in his palm. "I've heard of this lot. They're big, Ness. Properly big. This isn't some bloke with a camera in a Travelodge."

"I know they are."

"Two of their blokes. A real outfit." He skimmed it again. "They've not even said where yet." He set the phone on his knee and looked at it sat there. "Four figures. For the one day."

"I read it. All of it." She'd gone still beside him, watching his face the way she only watched it when a thing properly mattered. "What are you thinking? The truth, not the nice version."

What he was thinking was that she'd already decided. He could see it in her plain as day, the yes, gone in behind her eyes hours back, on a salon floor most likely, while he'd been at his grey desk getting called Jamie by a man who'd go to his grave never knowing Joel's wife was about to be flown off to be filmed by professionals. She'd handed him the phone for the form of it, because they did it together, because that was the rule and the rule still held good. But she was halfway down the road. He was reading an email she'd answered in herself at her dinner break.

"I'm thinking you've already said yes," he said.

She didn't bother to deny it. That was the thing he loved in her and the thing that ached, both at once. She never troubled to lie to him about the size of her own wanting. "I have a bit," she admitted. "In my head. On the floor at work, sweeping up… But it's not a yes-yes till you've had your read and asked your forty questions and gone all stomach-faced over the tax. You know that. It doesn't count till you've done your bit."

"My bit." He turned it over. It wasn't the camera now, and it wasn't the boxes. It was something with no name on it, the thing that was his while she went off and was the thing everyone watched.

"Your bit." She took his hand off his knee and folded it up in both of hers, plate forgotten. "You're not the bloke I leave behind while I go and do it, Joel. You're the bloke I can't do a scrap of it without. There's no me in front of those cameras that isn't you back here doing the boxes and screening the phone and ringing me on the break to make dead sure I'm all right. That's not less than the camera. That's the whole of the camera. It's only got too big for the spare room, is all."

He sat with it a moment. A studio. Two men. His wife flown off to be a thing he'd only ever filmed in their own bedroom, getting bigger than him, bigger than the both of them stood together. It should have frightened him stupid, and it did, a bit, down low. But under the fright was the same thing that had sat there since the first faceless photo went up on a free board a few months and a whole life ago. The want, plain and helpless, to watch her have every last thing she could carry off.

"Ask them where it is," he said. "And if they pay the half of what they're saying, you're going."

"We're going."

"We're going."

She was up off the settee before he'd got the second one out. Plate dumped, phone already in her hand, thumbs already moving, the reply she'd written at her dinner break spilling out of her now in a rush. She read it back to him over her shoulder, asking did that sound keen or too keen, deciding halfway through that it didn't matter, sending it anyway. Gone down the road. A stride out in front, same as she'd been out in front the whole way, since the first photo, since the page, since the bull came up the motorway. Braver and bigger and further off while he came on behind with the batteries charged and the boxes squared.

There she goes, he thought, exactly the way he'd thought it once before, on a different night that felt now like another man's life. Only this time he had a rough idea where she was headed, and he knew he'd be a step behind her the whole way of it with the phone in his fist. God love her, he wouldn't have it any other road.

She turned in the middle of the room, lit right up, daft with it, and dropped sideways into his lap.

"They'll want to fly me down, you know." She breathed it into the side of his neck, just to feel him go tight underneath her. "A hotel, a proper crew, the lot… Two of their blokes on me at the once, Joel, and you in the corner with your cock in your hand, filming every second of it. Same as ever."

"You can stop saying it like that."

"I never will, and you'd not have me stop." She kissed him slowly, then pulled back and had a look round the small flat and the dark telly and the lot of it. He got an arm round the warm middle of her and held on. The count was still ticking up soft on the phone in her hand, and it would all night, strangers paying through the dark to want her. Tomorrow he'd ring a studio and ask his forty questions. She wasn't gone yet. Not nearly. He held on to that.
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