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The envelope was propped against the marmalade when I came down, my name across the front in Tom's careful little capitals, and I knew before I touched it that he'd been up in the dark to put it there. That was Tom all over. Ten years married and he still did the whole thing early and quiet so he could pretend it had just appeared, then sit there with his tea going cold, watching me over the rim of the mug, waiting.

"You didn't have to do anything," I said, which is what I always said, and I picked it up anyway.

"It's not anything." He turned his mug a quarter-turn on the table, and another. "Well… it's a bit of something. Open it."

Inside was a card, and folded into the card a printed sheet from a website — a booking confirmation. Twelve personal-training sessions, paid in full, at the leisure centre. A trainer's name I didn't recognise. A start date for the following Tuesday.

I read it twice before I looked up. "Tom."

"For before Crete," he said, quick, like he'd rehearsed the reason and wanted it out before I could get the wrong one. "Not because… you know I don't think you need it. I just thought, you've been on about the beach and the photos and Kim, and I thought, what if it was a thing you got to enjoy instead of a thing you dreaded. That's all. He does the plans and everything, you just turn up."

I looked back down at the card. A googly-eyed cartoon dog on the front, the corner-shop kind, and inside, in his blocky capitals: *Happy anniversary Gem. Here's to the beach. Love Tom x.* One kiss. He signed everything with the one kiss, his mum's birthday cards included.

"Balance for the villa came out Friday," he said. "So that's sorted, that's the worst of it out the way. We're properly going now."

"We're properly going." I stood the card up on the shelf by the toaster, next to a Christmas robin nobody had taken down yet.

Tom's thirty-five, average height, going soft round the middle in a way he's forever promising the darts league he'll sort out and never does. Brown hair he keeps short so he doesn't have to think about it. He measures floors for a living, an estimator at a contractor's out past the retail park, out with his tape and his laser most days, pricing jobs down to the last square metre. He brings it home with him, too: a man who trusts a real number over a nice feeling every time. On our second date he told me the exact area of the restaurant we were sitting in, to the metre, because he'd counted the ceiling tiles while I was in the loo. And I'd thought: either this is the dullest man alive, or I'm going to marry him. It turned out to be the second one.

So a gift like this, from him, wasn't nothing. He'd have sat with the website for an hour, comparing, reading the little reviews, working out which one was worth the money. He didn't do impulse. He did his homework.

"Crete's six weeks off," I said.

"Twelve sessions. A couple a week, more some weeks. It works out." Of course he'd counted.

The trip was the tenth anniversary, the big one, a villa above a cove on the south coast that we'd put the deposit down on in January and been quietly terrified of the balance ever since. Kim had rung on the Sunday, my sister, three glasses in, to tell me she'd found the place on the map. The beach below it was one of the ones where nobody bothered with tops, she said, and had I packed accordingly, and then she laughed for a solid minute at her own joke while I held the phone away from my ear. The suitcase was already down from the loft, open on the spare bed, and had been for a fortnight.

I got up and went round the table and put my arms round his neck from behind, and he leaned his head back against me, and I felt the small pleased noise he made more than heard it.

"Thank you," I said into his hair. "Really."

"You'll go, then."

"I'll go." I kissed the top of his head. Under my hands his shoulders had that solid ordinary warmth I'd known for a third of my life, and it was a good thing to have.

Later, before work, I stood in front of the wardrobe mirror in my bra and knickers longer than I usually let myself. Thirty-three. Dark blonde hair I hadn't cut properly since spring. A body that had softened, honestly, too many years sat at a council desk and too much love of my dinner. Full hips, a stomach that wasn't flat and hadn't been for years, breasts I'd always been quietly glad of. I turned side-on and turned back. It was a decent body, really. It had just stopped being looked at very hard, including by me. The card was on the chest of drawers behind me, the trainer's name printed on it, and I caught myself reading it again in the glass, backwards, before I put my blouse on and went in to price a car park extension for the council.
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The leisure centre on the ring road smelled of chlorine and rubber matting and the burnt-dust smell of a radiator that's been on all winter. I gave my name at the desk and a bored girl in a polo shirt found my booking, clipped a day fob to a lanyard, and pointed me down past the pool viewing window to a studio room with a glass wall. I stood outside it feeling exactly as stupid as I'd known I would, a thirty-three-year-old in leggings I'd bought that lunchtime, holding a water bottle like a prop.

He came out to get me himself, which I hadn't expected.

"Gemma?" He put his hand out. "Darius. Come in."

He was big. Not gym-big in the puffed-up way, but built all the way through. A black man of about twenty-seven, shaved head, a hard straight jaw. Under a plain grey training shirt, a chest and a set of shoulders that filled it out completely, no slack anywhere. His arms were thick, the forearms roped and veined, and his thighs stretched the fabric of his shorts when he moved. His hands, when I shook one, swallowed mine right up. I came up to about his collarbone. I am not a small woman and I felt small standing next to him. For a second, before I got hold of myself, the smell of clean sweat and deodorant off him went straight through me, and my stomach did something it had no business doing at ten past six on a Tuesday.

"Right," I said, too brightly. "Be gentle with me."

"No," he said, not unkindly, already turning for a clipboard. "But I'll be clear."

He was, too. He sat me down and went through an assessment sheet in a flat, level voice, asking how active I was, any injuries, what I was after. I said the trip, the beach, six weeks, and he nodded and wrote it down without a flicker, no once-over, no reassuring little lie about how I didn't need it. He weighed me and measured me and put the numbers on the chart, and I kept my eyes off what he'd written and he didn't offer. Somewhere in it he mentioned, almost idly, that he'd played rugby league, semi-pro, until a knee went at twenty-four, and that this was what he did now; he stated it plainly, like a postcode, and moved on. He rented the room off the centre, he said, and had his own place besides, a studio in one of the railway arches the other side of town, for the clients who wanted somewhere quieter.

Then he stood me up and put me to work. He was very good at it.

"Feet a bit wider. Good — now sit back into it, like there's a chair behind you. Down, and up, and that's one."

He counted. That was the thing about him. He counted everything, in a low even voice with no encouragement and no cruelty in it, just the number and the correction and the next number, on and on. When I let my knees fall in, he crouched and pressed two fingers flat to the outside of one thigh, a light professional tap, no more than a physio would. He told me to push out, into his hand, there. I did, until I felt the warmth of it come through the leggings, and I lost the count entirely and had to be told where we'd got to.

"Sorry," I said. "I was miles off there."

"Don't be sorry. Be here." He wasn't smiling. He refilled my water bottle from the cooler in the corner without being asked, screwed the cap back on, set it down by my feet, and had me get my breath and give him ten more.

By the end of the forty minutes my legs were shaking, I was slick to the roots of my hair, more thoroughly worked than I'd been in years. And underneath all of that, quietly, I was turned on in a way I couldn't have explained to a single soul. It was a low steady throb, and it came up every time he crouched to fix my form, every time he said the word *good* in that flat, earned way, as if it cost him something to hand it over. I fixed my eyes on the mirror and did the reps.

He walked me out. There was already a lad waiting on the bench by the desk, keys and a gym bag, another client — the quarter-to-seven, I'd learn, the one who always came in behind me.

"Same time Thursday," Darius said. It wasn't a question. "Drink water tonight. You'll ache."

"I already ache," I said, and then heard it, and felt my face go, and he just held the door and let me out into the car park without appearing to have noticed a thing.
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Tom wanted to know how it went. Of course he did. He'd bought it; he'd have been waiting all day to find out if the money had bought me a good evening. We were in bed, lights off, his hand doing its usual sleepy circle on my hip, and I told him it was hard and I ached and the trainer knew his stuff, and that should have been that.

"What's he like, then?" he said into the dark.

"Fit, young, knows what he's doing." I turned onto my side to face him. "You'd hate him. He counts everything, out loud."

"What did he have you doing?"

So I told him — the squats, the sitting back into nothing, the counting, the flat quiet voice. I did the impression, the deadpan *that's one* he dropped between reps, half to make him laugh, and it worked; I felt him huff a laugh into the pillow. And then he asked, in that even factual way of his, like he was pricing a job, "Did he touch you?"

And I heard myself go careful.

"Only to fix my form," I said. "It's his job."

"Where'd he have his hands?"

"My leg. Just here." I found his hand and moved it to the outside of my thigh, where Darius's two fingers had been. "Just… push out, into my hand, that sort of thing. Nothing in it. He's completely professional."

Tom's hand had gone still on my leg. I couldn't see his face, but I could feel the change in him, the whole attention of him swung round and pointed at me.

"How big is he?" he said.

"Tom."

"I'm only asking."

He wasn't only asking.

"Big," I said. "Big all over. His hand went right round mine when we shook. His shirt… there's just no room in it, you know? Arms like…" I stopped, because I'd been about to describe them properly, and because I was suddenly, thoroughly wet, clenching on nothing, lying there telling my husband about another man's arms.

Tom made a low sound and his hand moved up off my leg.

There wasn't a gap after that, no clean edge where the talking stopped. I was still going — his big hands, the flat *be here, not sorry* — when Tom's fingers slid down and found me already wet through, slick and swollen, wetter than I could remember being.

"Christ, Gem," he breathed against my hair. "You're so fucking wet."

"I know." I got my hand round his cock. He was hard as anything, harder than that lazy hand had let on, and he groaned when I squeezed him. "Feel what you've gone and done."

He rolled onto me, I opened my legs, and he pushed his cock into me in one long easy slide, no working for it, just the good familiar fill of him, and I gasped at how badly I'd wanted it. I kept talking, not sentences by then, only pieces pushed into his shoulder, his big shoulders, his hands, the size of him. And my husband, who barely speaks in bed, who in all the years I've known him has said maybe ten filthy words to me, put his mouth to my ear and said, low and wrecked, "Bigger than me, is he."

"Just fuck me, Tom." I hooked my heels round the backs of his thighs and pulled him in. "Harder."

And he did, harder than he had in months, one hand flat between my shoulder blades, holding me down into the mattress, both of us pretending and not pretending there was a third man in the bed with us. I came with my nails in his back and the word *huge* half out of my mouth, my pussy gripping at him in pulses, and he drove deep and came right after me, shaking, his face buried in my neck.

Afterwards we lay in the wreck of the duvet not saying anything for a while. His heart was going, and mine was too.

"That was…" he started, and didn't finish.

"Yeah." I pressed my face against his chest so I wouldn't have to say any more than that.

He found my hand under the covers. "You'll tell me about Thursday? After."

"There's nothing to tell. It's squats, Tom."

"I know." He was quiet a moment, choosing the words. "Tell me anyway."

I said I would. He was asleep inside ten minutes, one arm heavy across me, and I lay there a long while, wide awake, aching in the legs and warm through the middle, and what kept going round was not that he'd loved it. I'd known he would love it; that was almost the whole reason he'd bought the sessions, whether he'd have admitted it to himself or not. It was that when I'd reached for the story in the dark, I hadn't reached for it for him. I'd wanted to say it.
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On the Thursday he had me on the mats by the pool window, the gala thrashing away on the far side of the glass, forty kids and a whistle and a tannoy nobody could make out. He counted me steadily through my squats in that flat, level voice, as though there wasn't another soul in the building.

Nothing happened. He fixed my knees with a single word. He timed my plank on the big wall clock and noted, without any particular kindness, that it was ten seconds longer than Tuesday. When my wrists finally gave, he crouched and set my hands square again, his fingers resting over mine for two seconds and then gone. He filled my bottle. He was completely, immaculately professional, and I knelt and pushed and held for forty minutes in a fog of quietly wanting him not to be.

"Ten left after this," he said, thumbing his phone while I got my breath back. He kept the block on an app, a neat little row of ticks. "You're stronger than Tuesday. It's showing."

"Is it." I deliberately didn't look at the ticks. Ten left. They'd run out about the same time the summer did, and then Crete — and I found I genuinely didn't want to think about Crete, which was the entire reason any of this existed. Kim had texted twice during my plank — a photo of two bikinis laid out on her bed, which one. Then, before I'd even answered, the crying-laughing face and both of them, obviously.

"Same place Saturday?" I said, too lightly. "Or…"

"My other place. Nine o'clock." He was already glancing past me to his next client. "Centre's shut for the gala all weekend. It's quieter at the arch anyway. You'll get more done."

I said that was fine. I drove back thinking it was fine. And by the time I was standing at the hob with the pasta on, I'd already begun, without ever quite deciding to, to move his hands about in my head. I took those two dutiful seconds when his fingers had rested over mine and slid them lower, slower, further than they'd ever really gone, and tried the invented version out in my mouth. It sat beautifully, like a thing I could hand Tom in the dark and watch go off.
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"—and then he put his hand flat on the small of my back," I said, "and told me to hold that arch and not let it dip."

None of that had happened. He'd kept his careful yard of distance the whole session and never once put a hand wrong, and I'd known it perfectly well even as the first words left my mouth. I'd started the way I'd started before — the squats, the counting, that flat unbothered voice — and somewhere in the second sentence I felt Tom go still behind me, that whole listening stillness of his. I'd wanted badly to give him better than the truth. So I did. I lifted Darius's hand off the side of my thigh, where it honestly hadn't ever been on Thursday, and set it low on my spine, and dropped my voice to do him.

"'Hold it there, don't let it drop.'" I did the deadpan, close to Tom's ear. "'That's it. Good.'"

His breath went slowly out at the back of my neck. I was learning to read him by then — not his words, he'd gone quiet, but the breath, and his hand, which had stopped the slow circle it always made on my hip and simply pressed there now, heavy and wanting.

"Where were you," he said, "when he had it there?"

"On all fours, on the mat." I hadn't been. "He was crouched behind me with a hand in my back, and honestly, Tom, the size of it, one hand nearly reached across the both of me."

He hardened against me through his shorts and I pushed back into it before I'd decided to. A made-up sentence, and a second later I felt it land against my thigh.

"Did you like it?" he said. "His hand on you."

"I don't know…" Which wasn't what he wanted and wasn't even true. "A bit… yeah. It doesn't really mean anything, it's just what he does, but his hands are huge, I told you. You've no idea."

"Tell me how big."

So I told him, bigger than I'd told it before, because before it had been true and this didn't have to be. He'd got his hand round the front of me by then and pushed down inside my knickers, two fingers circling slowly on my clit. I was soaking, lying to Tom about another man's hands, and he made that low broken noise he makes when he finds me like that.

"Listen to the state of you," he breathed. "You're making it all up."

"I'm not," I said, and I absolutely was.

He worked my knickers down and I lifted my hips to help him, and he sank his cock into me from behind in one long shove, deep, his mouth open on my shoulder. I reached back and gripped a fistful of his hair and kept talking, the size of the man, the flat good in his voice, the hand that had never once been there. Half of it invented, all of it landing, my husband fucking hard and grateful up into my cunt while I built another man out of nothing a foot from his face. He went before I did, which he never usually let himself, too far gone to hold on, shaking, his arm locked tight across my chest.

After, he lay with his face in my hair and I felt him not quite laugh.

"You'll be the death of me," he said. "Weeks of this."

"Ten sessions." Of course I was counting now, too.
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The arch sat on a cobbled service road behind the tyre place, the roller door up to about waist height, and I ducked under it into a long brick room that smelled of chalk and rubber matting and, faintly, of him. Only once I was inside did I properly understand what I'd agreed to that Thursday night, back when it had all seemed fine, no glass wall, no bored girl on the desk, no quarter-to-seven lad on the bench. Just the pair of us and a stack of his own kit and something low and clean playing off a speaker in the corner.

"You found it." He reached past me and rolled the door down to the floor. For the light, he said, and the cold white morning shut off behind it.

We worked. For a good half-hour it was exactly as it always was — the count, the flat corrections, the bottle filled and set by my feet. I let myself believe that was all it was going to be, the two of us shut in here, because believing it let me stay. Then he had me on my back for the last of it — knees up, feet flat, hips driven up and held.

"Up, squeeze, and hold." He crouched in over me and laid one hand flat and heavy just below my navel, the sheer breadth of it right across the low span of me. "Drive up into my hand, mind the knees. Again."

I drove up into it. It was a professional hand, it had been a professional hand all week, and for a fair few reps, honestly, it stayed one. Up, and squeeze, and down, his palm pressing me firmly back down each time, the weight of his forearm across me. And I was aching for it before we were even halfway through. I'd been wound up since I first stepped in off the street, off a week of feeding Tom stories about this exact man. Grinding up into the heat of a hand over and over was only ever going to end one way.

Then a rep came up harder than it should have, and I brought myself against the heel of his palm where it had slid lower, right down over the seam of the leggings, and I didn't drop cleanly back. I held there, against him, entirely on purpose.

He didn't move the hand. He didn't lift it away and he didn't push it on, only held it flat and perfectly still and let me feel exactly where it was. In the same level count as everything else, he said, "Again."

So I did it again. This time I gave up pretending it was the exercise, and his palm dragged the seam hard across my clit. A sound came out of me I truly hadn't meant to let out.

"There, that's it." Low, unbothered, no more a kindness than feet-a-bit-wider had been. "Keep going. Don't stop."

I didn't. I rode his hand through the fabric, heels dug in, my back lifted clear, my pussy soaking straight through the leggings. There was nothing left of the morning but the flat steady pressure of him and his voice handing me the count. He curled his fingers up hard into the seam, and I came against his palm with my whole body locked off the ground, biting the noise cleanly in half. Another man's hand, a Saturday morning, the door rolled down on us both.

He took the hand away the instant it was over.

He sat back on his heels a clear foot off me, and the register dropped out of his voice, flat as a switch thrown.

"That shouldn't have happened." Nothing in it — not sorry, not pleased, only the plain fact of it. "That one's on me. I let it run." He stood, filled the bottle at the tap, set it calmly by my head, and held a folded towel out where I could reach it without having to look up at him. "Nothing else happens in here. Not that, not more than that — not unless your husband says it to me himself. To my face. That's not me being awkward. That's how I work, or I don't."

I stayed where I was and caught my breath, and kept my mouth shut, because everything I had was either a lie or too true to say out loud.

"Same time Tuesday." He was back at the door by then, hauling it up into the white light, professional again, exactly as though he hadn't just wrung the orgasm out of me through my own leggings. "Drink your water."

I drove home the long way with the windows down, the wet slowly going cold on me. What stayed with me the whole slow drive wasn't guilt. It was one plain thing, steady the length of the ring road: he'd said your husband. Twice, both times as though Tom were already standing in the room with us. Whatever came next, if it came at all, wasn't mine to open. That door was Tom's.
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"So there's no glass wall at his other place," I said. Tom went still, and I told him what had really happened on that mat — all of it, the true thing, every last detail — in the exact voice I kept for the invented ones.

I gave it to him slowly. The big door coming down. The bridges, the squeeze at the top, a heavy hand flat on my belly and then, with no fuss at all, sliding lower. How I'd pushed up against it and stayed.

"And he… he let you," Tom said, barely a voice at all.

"He wouldn't move it. Made me do every bit of the work myself." I had his cock in my hand by now, thick and straining, and I gave it a slow pull in time with the words. "Made me grind my clit down onto his palm till my cunt soaked straight through everything I had on, coming all over a stranger's hand while he called the count like it was a set. Flat as you like. 'That's it. Don't stop.'"

"Christ." His hips lifted into my fist. "Did you⁠—"

"I came so hard I had to bite my own arm quiet." It was all true, every word, and safe only because he was certain I'd invented the lot. "Right there on his floor, Tom. His big black hand on my pussy through my knickers, the door pulled down on us."

He made a noise like he'd taken a hit and went down the bed. He dragged my knickers off, got his shoulders under my thighs, and put his mouth on my cunt. I was wet from the telling, from the real memory of the morning I was handing him as a lie. He ate me like a starving man. I dug my fingers into his shoulders and kept the story going above him, breathless. I told the ceiling about a hand wider than both of his, about a low even voice that had counted me clean through the whole thing. He groaned into me and worked me with his tongue until I broke over his mouth, thighs clamped round his ears.

Then he came up wet-faced and pushed into me while I was still going, slow and deep and completely undone, kissing me, tasting of me. He said the only filthy thing he had in him — "bigger than me, was he, bigger than me" — and I said yes, yes, because it was the game and because it was true. I genuinely could not have said which of the two had him so far gone he came inside me before I'd got to the end of the sentence.

Afterwards he lay heavy on my chest, wrung right out, happier than I'd felt him in a year.

"Best one yet," he mumbled. "The stuff you come up with."

"Mm." I stroked his back and looked at the ceiling.
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Tom slept the way he always slept afterwards, flat out and easy, one leg thrown heavily over both of mine, and I lay under the whole heavy length of him and couldn't get anywhere near sleep.

He thought I'd made it up. That was the whole of it. Somewhere across town a man had had his hand between my legs that morning and made me come apart in a locked room, and I'd carried it home and laid it out in the dark, and my husband had taken it for a story and thanked me for it.

I went looking for the guilt again, on purpose. It simply hadn't come. What was there instead was worse: I didn't want any of it undone. I wanted Tuesday. I wanted that door to roll down again, Darius still needing Tom's word before anything more. And I lay there wanting all of it, my husband asleep and happy against me, and the one true thing between us in the bed that he'd never know he'd been told.
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"It wasn't a story," I said. "Saturday."

Tom was at the counter with his back to me, waiting on the kettle, two mugs out and a spoon standing in each. He didn't turn round. It was starting to climb toward its boil and I made myself keep going straight into the rising noise of it, rather than wait for a gap that wasn't coming.

"What I told you Saturday night. The arch, his hand, all of it. That wasn't one of the made-up ones." I had my own hands flat on the table by then, sat on the edge of the chair. "That happened. I let it happen. I didn't… I wasn't going to tell you like that, as a story. I just couldn't work out how else to get it into the room."

The kettle clicked itself off. He stood there another second with his back to me. Then he turned off the gas ring he'd not lit and not been using either.

"Right," he said, very quietly. "Okay. Right."

"Tom—"

"No, just — give me a second here, will you." He got the milk out and didn't pour it. "Start at the door. Tell me what he actually did."

So I told him. Properly this time, the true version, in the plain level order he asked for it in, because that was the only kindness I had left to give him. The last exercise, the hand low on me, the count. How I'd rocked up into him and stayed there on purpose, that it had been me, that I'd been the one who wouldn't drop back. He listened with his jaw working and asked the next one before I'd finished the last.

"And you came." He said it flatly, already knowing.

"Yeah."

"On his hand."

"Straight through my leggings. He never — it was over the top of them, Tom, if that … I don't know if that makes it better or worse, I honestly can't tell anymore."

"Did he." He stopped and measured the next one out slowly. "Did he say anything, after."

"He stopped it dead. Said nothing else happens in there unless you tell him yourself. To his face." Kim's name lit up my phone on the table, a photo half-loading, and I turned it over without looking. "That's the whole of it. There's nothing I've left out this time. I've told you the worst of it and the best of it and they're the same thing, and the bit I can't… Tom, I keep waiting to feel bad about it. I've gone looking. It won't come. That's the bit that frightens me, not the hand."

Saying it out loud, even to him, even like this — I felt the low pull of it start up again between my legs, right where I had no earthly right to be feeling it. At my own kitchen table, with my husband coming apart across from me, I pressed my thighs together and hated myself a fraction and went on anyway.

He came and sat down across from me finally, heavy, and put both his hands round the cold mug he'd not filled, looking wrecked. And under the table, when his knee came against mine, he was hard. I felt it, and he knew I felt it, and neither of us said a single word about that.

"How long," he said. "Have you known you'd do that, if it came up?"

"I don't know. Since the first night, maybe. Since… since you asked me how big he was and I wanted to tell you." I held his eye and didn't let myself look away. "It was never just your thing. That's what I'm trying to say and making a mess of. The stories were mine. I liked it before you did."

Something went over his face that wasn't only hurt. He turned his cold tea a quarter-turn, and another, and when he spoke it came out of him like he'd been carrying it a long way.

"I've wanted it for years," he said. "Someone like him. His hands on you… and me knowing about it. I never once had a word I'd let myself use for it." He breathed out slowly. "I thought I'd bought you a trainer."

"You did buy me a trainer."

"Gem."

"I know." I got to my feet and rounded the table and stood between his knees, and he put his face against me, against my dressing gown, his arms coming round the backs of my legs, and I held his head and felt how fast his heart was going against me. "I know what you bought me."

We stayed like that a while. Then he pulled back and did the thing I should have known he'd do, being Tom, being a man who couldn't leave a thing half-settled. He laid out the terms, not angry, careful and slow, the way he got when a thing mattered and he didn't want to say it wrong.

"If this is a thing we're doing," he said, "then it's got rules, and the rules are the whole of it, all right? One. He gets my word off me, not off you, not a text — me, saying it. He wanted that, he can have it." Two fingers, counting them onto the table. "Two. He wears something, every time. I mean it, every time. That one's not up for a conversation." He stopped on three, and his voice went, and he pushed it out anyway. "Three. You tell me. All of it, every time, the real thing, the worst of it. Not as a story. You don't get to keep the real one back and hand me a made-up one ever again. If I'm going to — if we're doing this, I'm not being the last to know a thing that happened to my own wife. That's the one that matters."

"Okay," I said. "Yeah. All of it. I promise."

"Say it back."

"He wears one. You give the word yourself. I tell you everything, true, every time." My voice did something on the last of it. "I can do that. The telling's the easy part for me, Tom, you've seen."

He almost laughed, and didn't quite get there, and reached up and held the side of my face for a second with his big soft hand. I'd come down the stairs braced for the worst morning of our marriage. Instead we sat at our own table drawing up rules for the thing, the tea gone stone cold between us, both of us a bit shaky. I said yes to all three and meant every one. Thursday went from a word in a booking to a real day on a real calendar that the two of us were, God help us, already looking forward to.
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Tom took an early finish on the Tuesday and drove us both down to the leisure centre, though it was my session and not his. He'd barely spoken in the car. In the lobby he stood turning his van keys over and over while the desk girl went to find Darius. I stood a step back and watched my husband getting himself ready to hand me to another man in a room that smelled of chlorine.

Darius came out in his grey shirt with a towel over one shoulder and somebody's forty minutes plainly waiting behind him. He looked at Tom, and at me, and worked the whole thing out without anyone needing to say it, and put his hand out.

"Tom." My husband shook it and cleared his throat. "I'll not keep you. I know what went on Saturday — Gemma's told me, all of it, she's not left anything out." He got it out in the careful, level voice he kept for numbers he was sure of. "And I'm all right with it — more than all right. Whatever the pair of you do from here, it's got my say-so. That's the bit you wanted off me, so there it is. Off me, to your face."

Darius took a second with it. No smile, nothing that gloated, none of the things I'd been dreading on the drive down.

"Understood." He nodded once, like a man accepting a delivery. "Thank you for coming in to say it in person. That part matters." Then, as though everything after were only the diary, which for him I think it honestly was: "Not here, then. My other place. Thursday, same time as before. It's the better room for it."

"Right. Good." Tom shook his hand a second time, for no reason at all, because he'd run clean out of the thing he'd come to do and had no idea how to leave a room he'd said it in.

I didn't say anything the whole time. I stood there in the chlorine and the strip-light while the two of them settled it politely over the top of my head, my next session moved into a new room by two decent men being decent to each other. And all of it tightened and dropped a floor lower in me, very quiet, where not one of them could see.

[image: ]


The arch on the Thursday was the same brick room and a different planet.

He warmed me up first — actually warmed me up, a proper ten minutes of it, the count and the corrections, my water topped up and stood by my feet. I understood after a minute that he was doing it on purpose, letting the ordinary version of him be in the room first, so whatever came next had a floor to step down off. Then he walked over and pulled the roller door down to the ground, shutting the grey daylight and the cobbles and the street off behind it, and came to stand in front of where I sat getting my breath back.

"Your husband gave me his word to my face on Tuesday," he said. Level, flat, the exact voice he counted in. "So we both know where we are."

"We're clear."

"Stand up, then."

I stood. He took the hem of my top and lifted it off me himself, unhurried, the way he'd move an arm into position. He reached round and unclipped my bra and let my tits drop free into the cold air, and looked at me — properly, head-on, the way he'd never once let himself in all those sessions of writing on a chart instead. Then he pulled his own shirt over his head and pushed his shorts down, and I got my first real look at the thing I'd spent two weeks describing to my husband in the dark. I'd sold it short.

He was huge. I'd handed Tom the word a dozen times and never once meant it the way I meant it now, standing a foot off it with nothing left between us to pretend through. His cock hung thick and heavy and dark against his thigh, veined and blunt-headed, not even properly hard yet and already bigger soft than my husband got at his hardest. Big and black and real, so far past the neat little pictures I'd been feeding Tom every night that my mouth actually went dry. Some scared honest part of me looked at that black cock and thought, plainly, that it was never going to fit inside me.

"Down you go."

I went down onto the mat in front of him. I took him in my hand and couldn't get my fingers to meet round him. He thickened and rose heavily as I held him, swelling past my grip until I had to bring the other hand up to it, and there was still a fist of him left over. Up close the size of it was obscene. I got my mouth to the thick head of him and he was too much for it straight off, my jaw forced wide before I'd got anywhere near down.

"Slow." His hand settled on the back of my head, not pushing, just resting there, heavy. "You don't force it — down as far as you can go, breathe through your nose and hold it there, same as any set. You don't get all of it today."

I did exactly as I was told, because being told was the only thing keeping me from panicking at the sheer size of him in my mouth. I took him as far as I could and gagged, my eyes streaming, and held there with his cock blocking my throat until he said "up." I came off him gasping, a thick string of spit swinging between us, and went straight back down because he hadn't said I could stop.

"There. Good girl." Not warm, just earned, handed over plainly, and it hit me somewhere lower than any warmth would have. "Now again, a little deeper this time. Get that greedy mouth working and let me see how much of it you can take, slut."

He worked me on it like that for a while, the count in it somewhere even here — how far, how long, hold, up, again. My whole face was wet, my knees aching on the mat, my clit throbbing so hard that I'd have done anything he told me to. When he finally drew me off him and stood me up I was shaking.

He rolled a condom down over himself, unhurried, in front of me, the rule kept without a word about it, and I watched him do it and felt the last of the morning go out of me.

"On the bench," he said. "On your back, right to the edge of it."

I lay back on the padded bench with my hips at the very end of it. He stepped in between my thighs and pushed them wide with the flats of his hands. He dropped his eyes to my pussy and dragged the fat head of his cock up through how wet I was, once, slowly, catching it against my clit until it throbbed and I jolted. Then he lined himself up and looked at me — one question, the only one, the professional making sure his client was set right — and pushed the first thick inch of himself into me, and I lost every word I had.

It took the breath clean out of me. It was a slow blunt forcing-open that went on and on past where I thought it had to stop, my body giving way around him because it had no choice, my cunt clenching and fluttering and soaking him as he worked deeper. He didn't ram it. He fed it to me carefully, in that same measured way he did everything, watching where his black cock met me and reading my face for the flinch. He eased back a fraction each time I gasped, then gave me another inch the second I'd taken the last.

"That's it — all the way down onto it now, take it." The count was under everything, always. "Give me two more like that one, and earn them."

"Oh fuck — Darius, I can't⁠—"

"Quiet now, breathe, you're doing fine for me." He drew almost out and slid the whole thick length of it back in, deeper this time, and I heard myself make a noise I didn't recognise. "There's all of me now — see? And you swore blind it wouldn't fit."

I was full to the back of myself, split wide open on his cock in a brick room with the door rolled down, and it was easily the most obscene and complete thing that had ever happened to my body. He set a slow deep rhythm and held it, and I came apart under him almost straightaway, my whole body clenching and gushing round him, the orgasm rolling up out of nowhere with no build-up I'd had any say in at all.

"Good girl — now give me another one, you've got one in you." He wasn't asking me, he was instructing me, his hips working steadily, his big hands holding my knees spread wide where he wanted them. "You feel that? That's a proper cock filling that greedy little cunt of yours. Say it."

"You're so big — fuck, you're so much bigger than⁠—"

"I know I am. Take it anyway — come on, push back into it and work for it, same as always." And when I did, when I dug my heels in under me and fucked myself up onto him: "Good girl. Look at you go."

He turned me over without asking and folded me down over the padded end of it and took me from behind, and it drove deeper still, my own weight running me back onto his cock. One broad hand pinned me flat between the shoulder blades, the same firm way he'd held my hips down through a plank the week before. The other gripped my hip and worked me onto him, and he fucked me like that and called it the whole time — slower, take all of it, that's it, four more, good slut, four more. "Fuck — please — right there, please—" I came a second time so hard I whited out, and only caught my own voice begging as it went, already halfway through the filthy babble of it.

When he went, he pulled out and stripped the condom off and finished into it in his own fist, over me, three hard pulls with his jaw set and barely a sound. He spent his cum into the rubber at the base of my spine while I lay wrung out and stretched and shaking on the bench beneath him. Even that he did contained, nothing of it anywhere it shouldn't be.

Then it was just over, and the room went back to being a gym. He knotted the condom and dropped it in the bin, ran the tap, and stood the full bottle down by my ear. He crouched and laid two fingers flat against the inside of my knee, a brief professional press, and had me stretch out properly before I seized up. A towel landed within my reach. His voice had come right back down to the gym floor, level and even and as impersonal as it had been that first Tuesday.

"Good work today," he said. "Drink your water. You'll ache tomorrow, worse than the legs."

My phone buzzed against my bag while I was still finding my feet. His session note, come through on the app the second he'd logged it, the way it always did after: *Good work today.* The same three words he'd just said out loud, the same three words that had sat on my phone after every session since we'd started and meant nothing but squats. I looked at them and had to sit back down.
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I told him that night. Not because he pushed — he'd gone quiet and careful with me since the kitchen, watching me like I might break in his hands. I did it because it was the rule now, the one that mattered, and because underneath the shame of it I was desperate to. We weren't five minutes into the dark before it started coming out of me.

"He put me through the whole ordinary session first," I said. "The count, the corrections, the water bottle, like nothing. And then he just went and hauled the big shutter down and told me to stand up."

"And you stood up." There was almost nothing left of his voice.

"I stood up." I reached for his hand under the covers and held on. "Tom, I've been saying huge to you for a fortnight and I had no clue what I was saying. His cock, when he got it out… I couldn't get two hands round it. It's the biggest thing I've ever seen. I honestly didn't believe it was going in me."

"But it did."

"He made it fit." My voice wobbled and I let it. "He put me on my back and just fed it into me an inch at a time, slow, watching my face, telling me to breathe and take it. I've never been that fucking full in my life. And then he flipped me over and fucked me from behind till I came all over his cock, twice, calling the count the whole way through it like a set of reps — four more, earn them, good girl — in that exact level voice, Tom, the squats voice, while I begged."

"Bigger than me?" he breathed.

"God, yes. Fucking huge — nothing I was ready for. It didn't seem like it could ever fit, and then it did, every inch of it."

"And he made you come."

"Twice. On his big black cock, with him counting me through every bit of it — and I'd have gone a third time if he'd told me to." His breath went out of him all at once and his hand tightened hard round mine. I gave him the rest of it true, laid out plainly, end to end the way he liked it, exactly like I'd handed him the invented ones — only there was nothing to invent now. The condom rolled on with nothing said. His hand on the back of my head at the start of it, telling me not to force it. I did his voice without ever meaning to. I couldn't not do his voice.

Tom was hard as anything against my hip by then, breathing like he'd run up the stairs. His hand went down between my thighs and found me soaked all over again, swollen and sore still from the afternoon, and he groaned into my hair.

"You're still wet from him," he said, hoarse with it. "Hours later. You're still⁠—"

"I know." I climbed up over him and reached down and guided him into me. I was so open and used after the afternoon that he slid straight in with none of the usual working for it. I rode him slowly and didn't stop talking, because the talking had quietly become half of what we were doing in that bed. I fed him the filthiest of it low against his mouth, the stretch of it, the count, how completely I'd come apart, fucked open on another man's cock in a locked room he'd signed off himself. Every word of it landed in the way his own cock jumped inside me. Tom's hands clamped onto my hips and he drove up hard, and my quiet husband, who barely says a word in bed from one year to the next, said one anyway.

"Say he had you." He stared up at me in the dark, completely undone. "Go on. Say it. He had you and I let him."

It went through me like a live wire.

"He had you and — say it, Gem."

"He had me." I planted my hands flat on his chest and took him deep and said it down into his face, every word of it true and mine and out in the open at last. "Thursday. On his bench, with the door pulled down and your say-so on it, and he had me twice. All of it. Every last bit of it happened."

Tom came like it was the one sentence he'd been waiting his whole life to be handed, shaking under me, holding me down hard onto him. I went over with him, the truth of it filling the room in a way not one of the beautiful lies ever had.

After, he held on to me like something he'd been given back, and said it had been the best — and didn't finish it, the way he never finished that one. And it had been. Every rule kept, all three, the word given and the condom worn and the whole truth said to his face in our own bed. My husband lay heavier and gladder against me than he'd been in a long time. I stroked the back of his neck, looked at the ceiling, and found myself counting, without ever deciding to, past this Thursday to the next one.
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The booking screen wanted a card, and I gave it my own.

That was the whole shift of it, really. It happened on my lunch at half twelve, with a curling meal-deal sandwich going warm by my elbow. Fiona was two desks down, telling somebody on the phone for the third time that no, the objection had to come in writing or it didn't count. I had the app open under the lip of the desk like a girl of fifteen. Darius kept the diary on it, the free slots showing up a pale washed green, and there was one nobody had taken on the Saturday coming, nine o'clock, the arch, an hour with a gap either side of it. My thumb hovered over the green a good while before I pressed it.

It came up as an extra. Off the block, it said, the twelve Tom had bought still sitting there in their neat row above it, untouched by this. This one had a price on it and an empty box for the card. And I sat at my council desk with the planning inbox blinking away unread and deliberately did not put in the joint card, the one the villa had come off. I put in mine. My own account, my own money, the little debit card I used for coffees and Kim's birthday and nothing that ever mattered. I typed the long number off it slowly with my thumb. I bought an hour of another man out of the account that had only ever been mine, and the app said *Booked* and pinged me a tidy grey confirmation. I sat there with my heart going and a low pull starting up between my legs at the sheer nerve of it, at my own desk, on my own lunch, and had to press my knees together under the desk. Fiona leaned over and said, "You all right, Gem, you've gone a funny colour," and I told her the sandwich was off, and binned it.

I told Tom that night. That was still the rule, and I meant to keep it, and I did keep it. But I noticed, even as I opened my mouth, that I'd got the order the wrong way round, or the right way round, depending which of us you asked. The other times I'd asked him first, or as good as, the whole thing sat waiting on his yes. This time it was done. I'd done it at lunchtime on my flexi, and I was telling him after.

"I booked another one," I said. We were doing the plates, him washing, me drying, the radio on low. "With Darius. An extra, Saturday morning. Not off your block. I paid for it… myself."

His hands stopped in the water.

"Yourself."

"Out of my own account. It felt…" I turned a plate over in the towel longer than it strictly needed. "I don't know. It felt like it should be mine, that one. Does that make sense?"

"When Saturday."

"Nine o'clock."

He took a breath and I watched him line the questions up in his head in the order he wanted them. "At the arch."

"At the arch."

"And you've paid."

"I've paid."

He said nothing for a moment, his hands gone still under the water, and then, "Okay," and we both heard how little there was for it to land on. It was settled and done before he'd even known there was a question to ask. And the strange part hadn't put him off at all. He'd gone still against the counter and he was hard, I could see it plainly in how he stood, from three words and a wet plate. *I paid for it myself.* It had done more to him than any story I'd handed him in the dark. And it tugged at me too, low and immediate.

"You didn't ask me," he said, not a complaint, working it out.

"No."

"Good." He pulled the plug and the water went down. "Don't. I mean it. I'd rather know than be asked."
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The Tuesday session was at the centre and it was nothing at all, and that was exactly what got to me.

He had me on the floor by the free weights with the six o'clock crowd all round us. Two lads swapped plates on and off the bench press. A woman about my age did lunges the length of the mirror, the telly up in the corner with the sound off. Darius counted me through a set of step-ups in the same level voice he'd always used, watched my knee track out over my toe, said "other leg" when I'd done my ten, filled my bottle at the fountain without being asked for it. He put two fingers to the back of one thigh where the muscle should have been firing, a tap and then gone, no more than the physio would have, and it lit me up low in the belly all the same. I did the step-ups and let myself watch him instead of the mirror for once. The width of his shoulders under the grey shirt, the big hands that made my water bottle look like a child's, the raw size of him filling the space beside me. And I thought about what that same flat voice got up to behind a door pulled down, and how much of him I now knew fit inside me. My cunt clenched at the thought of it in the middle of a set, and I had to fix my eyes on the mirror and level my breathing out.

And it undid me more than the arch had, that ordinary hour on the floor. In front of the lunging woman and the lads and the bored girl on the desk, he was exactly the man off the printed booking sheet, all the counting and corrections and water, not a flicker of the locked arch with the door down anywhere in it. And I did my step-ups knowing exactly what that same flat voice sounded like when it wanted me to take all of it. No one in the building knew but me. I kept my face busy doing ordinary things while the rest of me sat there quietly full of the weekend coming.

"Six left," he said, thumbing the app while I caught my breath. The ticks had marched most of the way along the row. "You're in Thursday, and then the extra one after. You sorted that yourself."

"I did." I didn't ask how it came up on his end, or what he made of it. His face made nothing of it. It had gone onto the app the same as anything else did.

"Good. Eat properly this side of the trip, then."

Crete. Six sessions and a few weeks of it and then the villa over the cove, the beach Kim wouldn't leave alone, and I could barely make myself hold the picture. It had gone thin and a long way off, the thing all of this was meant to be for. What was close and solid was that morning, an hour I'd put on my own card.

The quarter-to-seven lad was already on the bench when we came out, his keys and his bag beside him. He gave Darius a nod and not a glance at me, the boy who always came in on the back of me, close enough now that I'd taken to timing my own leaving by him. Darius said whatever it was he said at the end of a session, the water, the next day, and I said yes to it without really hearing, because I was watching him turn and become that lad's trainer instead of mine, easy as changing a channel. I drove home wanting Saturday so badly I took the ring road far too fast.
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Saturday I ducked in under the door the way I had the first time, only now I knew the smell of the place before I was properly through it, the chalk and the rubber and, underneath, him. He was already in there, taking up a corner of the brick room, and he watched me come up out of the crouch and straighten and he didn't bother with hello.

"You booked this one." Flat, a thing he was putting on the table between us. "So you know what it's for."

"I know what it's for."

"Then we'll not waste the hour on squats." He leaned past me and hauled the door down, hand over hand, till the daylight was gone and the road went with it and there was nothing left but the strip light and the pair of us. "Get your kit off, then."

I got my kit off. There was none of the lifting-my-top-off-himself he'd done that first morning, handling me like a bit of his own equipment; he'd passed that job to me now, and I did it under his eyes. He watched me do it steadily, the way he watched everything, taking the measure of it. When I was down to nothing he took me in, head on, the whole of me. Then he stripped his own shirt off over his head, shoved his shorts down, and stood there and let me look back.

I'd said huge to Tom for a fortnight before I'd ever laid eyes on it, and I'd seen it now, on his bench, in my own mouth, and it still didn't look like a thing that ought to fit in me. Big and black and already lifting off his thigh as I looked at it, thick and heavy and getting harder while I watched, the head of it filling out, more of it than seemed reasonable for one man to be carrying about. My jaw set at the thought of taking it and my cunt clenched at the exact same moment. I wasn't frightened of that huge black cock the way I'd been on the Thursday. I just wanted it, plainly and badly, and he could see that I did.

"Down."

Down onto the mat I went, without being told twice. I got him in my hands — both of them, still, there was no shortcut round that. The broad head of his cock filled my mouth, my jaw stretched wide round the girth of it, and I worked down him the way he'd shown me, slow, breathing through my nose, till he nudged the back of my throat. I held there and didn't panic. I was already wet through, swollen and aching, my clit thick and throbbing.

"Further than Thursday." He hooked a thumb loosely under my jaw and tipped my face up to him, no more grip in it than that. "You've had it once now. Take a bit more of it for me."

I took more of it. My eyes streamed and my jaw ached and I got further down him than I'd have sworn was possible a week before, and he let me feel him clock it — one low flat "there", and it went straight to the pit of me. He worked me on his cock like that a while, no rush in it, telling me how far and how long and when to come up for air. My face was streaming with it, my clit swollen and throbbing hard enough to hurt.

Then he eased me off him and got me to my feet, and sat himself down on the padded bench with his back to the wall, and looked at me, and tipped his head.

"Up you get. Your session. You do the work."

The condom went on the way it did every time now, the second of Tom's rules kept to the letter, never mind that I'd been on the pill since before we were married and it made no odds to anything but his own peace of mind. Then he took my wrist and drew me over him. I climbed up astride him on the bench and reached down and fed his cock into me myself. I sank onto him slowly, inch by inch, my hands flat on those huge shoulders, taking him the way he'd first fed it to me, only now it was me setting the pace, me deciding how much and how fast. It was still nearly more than I could do. He filled me right to the brink of what I could take, and I stopped there, halfway down him, my mouth open on nothing.

"All of it." His hands sat easy on my hips, not forcing, letting me be the one doing it. "You paid for the hour. Don't waste it stopping halfway. All the way down onto that cock, and then you move."

So I worked the rest of the way down onto him and cried out when I got there, the thick stretch of him splitting me wide, so full I could hardly breathe with it, and started to move because he'd said to. He let me ride him and coached me through the whole of it — up, and down, all the way each time, grind that clit down at the bottom, don't you cheat it. When my thighs started to shake he told me flatly they'd hold, and to give him ten more like that one. I gave him ten more with my whole body going, and "oh fuck, I'm coming—" was all I managed before I did, clenching and soaking round his cock with my forehead dropped hard against his neck.

"Good girl." A hand ran up the length of my spine. "That's one you gave yourself. Again."

He'd had enough of watching me labour at it after that. He lifted me clean off him, stood us both up, and turned me to face the wall, my palms flat on the cold brick. Then he pushed back into me from behind, standing up, one thick arm banded across my hips to keep me where he wanted me. He was deeper this way, and slower, and it drove the air out of me on every stroke. I was soaking, the wet of it loud between us, his cock dragging thick and slow through me, my nipples grazing the cold wall each time he drove home. He fucked me against the wall of his own studio and told me the whole time what I was doing and how well — that's it, take it standing, that pussy of yours takes the whole thing now. His mouth was right at my ear, calling me his good slut whenever I pushed back onto him for more. "God — your cock—" was about all I could get out, and it was enough for him. I held on and took it and begged him for it in words that would've mortified me anywhere else.

When he was close he pulled out of me, turned me round, and put me down on my knees on the mat. He'd finished into the rubber the first time, careful, contained, nothing of him left anywhere it shouldn't be. Not this time. He stripped the condom off and took that black cock in his fist a foot from my face. "Eyes open," he said. "Keep them open. Take it." I knelt there and did as I was told and watched him go, his jaw set, barely a sound out of him. Then his cum landed across my face in thick hot ropes, my cheek and my lips and my chin, so much of it, going cold on my skin almost immediately.

"There." He breathed out slow, coming down off it. "Don't move yet."

I knelt in it and looked up at him and did not want to be one inch anywhere else on earth.

Then it was done. He passed me a towel for my face, ran the tap, and set the water down by my knee with a word to drink it and stretch my legs out before they seized. Inside a minute he was simply Darius the trainer again, level and even. I got myself dressed with my face still tingling and drove home.
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I didn't wait for him to ask, that night. I didn't wait for the dark or for his questions to come and fetch it out of me one at a time. I came to bed and climbed on top of my husband and told him while I rode him, which was new, and which I'd decided on somewhere back along the ring road with Darius barely washed off my face.

"He didn't put me through the squats first this time," I said, low, moving on him slow. "I'd booked it. He just took the door down and told me to get my kit off."

Tom's hands came up onto my hips. "You bought it," he said, like he still couldn't get it to sit level in his head, "and he just⁠—"

"He just had me. An hour I set up myself." I rolled my hips down and felt him jump inside me.

I gave it to him the way I'd learned to give him things, telling it through as it happened. Only there was nothing left to make up this time and nothing left to keep back. I told him how I'd taken more of Darius in my mouth than I could have a week ago, further down than I'd have believed. And Darius's flat count came out of me as I said it — further than Thursday, take a bit more for me now — his words in my mouth with my husband's hands on my hips.

"He sat down and put me on top of him and made me do all the work," I said. "Ride his cock the whole way down, take every inch, none of your stopping halfway. And when I did it right he called me his good girl. And when I begged him for more of it—" I stopped. Not because I couldn't get the words out, for once. Because I could.

"He called you what," Tom said. His hands had gone still on me.

"His good slut." I held his eyes in the dark and said the next of it quietly, in my own voice, no story round it, no one else's words. "And I liked it, Tom. I liked being his slut. That's the bit I've never known how to say to you. He calls me it and I want to be it."

It landed in him like a blow. He said my name once, wrecked with it, and his hips drove up hard under me.

"He's so big, Tom, I still can't get over it," I said, low and shaking, riding my husband while I told him how it had really gone. "He had me riding his black cock till my legs went. Then he hauled me up onto my feet and got the whole of it into me from behind, up against the wall, buried in my cunt to the hilt, made me take it standing. I came all over it twice, Tom. I'd have let him do anything he wanted. Anything at all."

He made a broken sound under me and his hands clamped down on my hips.

"And after," I said, riding him properly now, "he pulled out and had me kneel and finished on my face. Wouldn't let me close my eyes. Made me kneel there and watch it and take it, all over my face, my mouth⁠—"

"Christ, Gem⁠—"

"—and I stayed there in it after and let him look at me."

Tom came like that, underneath me, holding my hips down onto him with his face turned into the pillow and my name buried somewhere in it. I went over shortly behind him, my cunt still tender and swollen from the afternoon, glad of the ache of it, and lay down along the whole length of him with him still just inside me.

My phone buzzed itself round slowly on the bedside table. Kim, a photo half-loaded, then her calling outright. I lay there with my sister lighting up the room about factor fifty and which beach bar. Darius was still aching in me and Tom was going soft inside me, and I let it ring out and texted her one-handed that I'd call her tomorrow. She was a foot from the whole of it, on the phone, and hadn't the first idea.

Later, when he thought I'd finally gone off, I felt Tom reach over for his phone, and I knew without opening my eyes what he'd gone looking for. The app. The neat row of his twelve sessions, and hung off the end of them the extra one, the thirteenth, with my name against the booking, my own card against the money, no part of him anywhere in it. He looked at it a long time, the light of the screen going on the ceiling. Then he put the phone face-down and pulled me in against him, harder than a sleeping woman needs pulling in, and I let him believe I hadn't felt a second of it.
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Tom had his tape out at the kitchen table with nothing on it that needed measuring. He'd pulled a few inches of it from the case and let it snap back, and pulled it again, and I knew that hands-busy way he had of getting up to a thing before his mouth would go near it. I was at the sink with my back half to him, doing the one pan that never went in the machine, and I let him find his own road to it.

"Can I ask you something?" he said. "And you can say no. A straight no, I mean, and I'll not raise it again — I'll price it and forget it."

"Go on."

"Saturday's one." The tape ran out and clicked back. "I don't want the telling after."

I turned round with the pan still in my hands and the water running off it.

"I want to be in the room for it."

I'd half-known it was coming and it still landed low in me and stayed there, the way a plain thing off him did now. I stood there with the tap going behind me and made myself think about it properly instead of just feeling it land.

"It's different, Tom. You know that. It's not the same as me lying here telling you. You'll not be able to un-see it."

"I know."

"You get it in the dark from me and you can make it whatever shape you want after. In there you'll get the actual size of it. Him, and me, and no story round it to hold it off." I put the pan down. "That's the bit I'd want you sure about. I can tell you a thing gently. I can't do it gently in front of you."

He turned the tape over in his hand and gave me the look he gave a job he'd already worked out and just wanted to say out loud. "I don't want it gentle," he told me. "I've had the gentle version six weeks. I want to see the real measurements for once."

And there it was, my quiet husband saying the truest thing he had, flat and plain across the table, and my whole body answered it before my head had finished, a slow clench of it that I pressed my thighs against at my own sink. It was the same charge his card had lit in me across the breakfast table at the start of all this, only bigger now, and about a thing I'd never in my life have said out loud on my own.

"You'd have to be told where to sit and stay put. You know what he's like. He runs the room. All of it, you included."

"Then he can tell me. I'll do as I'm told same as you."

I got my phone off the windowsill and opened the app with wet hands while I still had the nerve, and I typed it to Darius plainly, the way the man dealt in plain, that my husband wanted to be there Saturday, if that was something he allowed. I put the kettle on so I'd have something to do with my hands while it sat there sent. His reply came back inside two minutes, no more words in it than he ever spent out loud.

*Fine by me. He does what I tell him, when I tell him, and he doesn't touch. My room, my rules — that goes for him same as you. Nine's too public. Come at eight, after the last client.*

I read it out to Tom across the kitchen, and watched him take it the way he took everything, weighing each condition and finding it fair, nodding at *he doesn't touch* like it was only right, which it was. He'd asked to be put under the rules of the man fucking his wife, and he was glad of them, glad to be given the edges of it. I set the phone face-down on the side and neither of us pretended that was why we'd both gone quiet.
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I drove myself. Two cars down the ring road in the dark, Tom's tail-lights ahead of me the whole way and then the pair of us pulling up on the cobbles behind the tyre place, killing the engines a few feet apart. It was a small thing and it wasn't. I'd wanted my own car under me for it, and my own way home after, and I hadn't let myself go too far into why.

Darius had the door part-raised, hip-high, a bar of yellow lying out across the wet cobbles, and he stood aside to let us duck in under it. Then he pulled it down to the ground behind us and sealed the cold and the dark out with it, and the arch closed down to the strip light, the chalk-and-rubber smell of the place, and the three of us stood in it. He'd had a client in before us; a towel was still going over the rail and the room was warm from somebody else's hour.

He dealt with Tom first, the way you'd square a thing away before you started. No handshake this time, just the flat level voice, looking at my husband as level as he'd ever looked at me over a chart.

"That stool by the wall. You sit on it, and you stay on it. You don't come off it and you don't put a hand on her, whatever it is you end up watching. Understood?"

"Understood," Tom said. He'd gone very quiet and very still, the way he went when he was taking a thing in.

"One more. When I give you a number, you count it out for her, out loud, nice and steady. She works to your voice tonight." He said it as flatly as everything else. I saw the job settle onto my husband, saw him quietly take it in and decide to be equal to it. "That's what you're here for. Not to sit and stew. Sit down."

Tom sat down on it, over against the wall. And just like that, before a stitch of clothing had come off anyone, Darius had put him to work.

Then he turned to me and there was none of the client left in how he looked.

"You. You know the shape of this by now." He came over to where I waited by the mat and stood close. "Get it off."

I got it off, under both their eyes at once. That was a new thing, and it rattled me more than I'd reckoned on. My husband sat where he'd been put by the wall, Darius a foot off, and me pulling my top slowly over my head, reaching back for the clasp with two men watching and only one of them allowed to move. My bra came off and my tits swung free into the cold of the arch, and I heard his breath go somewhere behind me. Darius ran his eyes over the whole of me at once, unhurriedly, then dragged his own shirt off and shoved his shorts down past his knees, and his cock swung out, not an inch smaller for all the weeks I'd known it.

He was already thickening as I looked, big and black and heavy off his thigh, the veined weight of it filling out steadily toward hard. I'd had that cock every way there was to have it by now, exactly as I had that first morning, and it still looked like more than I could take. Behind me Tom leaned to see, and Darius clocked that too.

"Down," was all he gave me. Then, over my head, to the wall: "First one's just her mouth. You'll not need to count that. Watch how she does it."

I knelt down on the mat. I took him in both hands, because there was never any getting round both hands with him, and brought the fat head of him to my mouth. My husband made a low broken sound from where he sat as I opened for it. And something about being heard at it, being watched at it by the man I was married to instead of quietly saving it up for after in the dark, ran clean through me and pooled hot and low. I worked down onto him the way six weeks of him had taught me, slowly, breathing through my nose, further than I'd once have sworn would go into me. My jaw stretched and my eyes streamed. His hand closed heavy round the back of my neck, keeping me down on it.

"There." Low, flat, handed down to me and no further. "Good. He's watching you take it. Let him see."

I let him see. I stayed on it, drooling and gagging and going hungrily back for more, my knees aching under me and my clit already throbbing untouched. I did it half for the man in front of me and half for the one behind me, and I could no longer have told you the split. I was soaking before he'd laid a finger near me, wet enough that I felt it slide down onto my thighs.

When he pulled me up off him at last I was gasping, a thick rope of spit swinging off my chin. He stood me up on my shaking legs and reached for the condom off the shelf where it always sat.

"Leave it," I said.

The whole room went still around that. Darius stopped with his hand on it and held my eye, a single flat question there and nothing else. Behind me, silence, and then the creak of Tom shifting his weight.

"I'm on the pill," I said, and I gave it plainly and levelly to Darius and not to my husband. "I have been for years. There's no odds to it except whose rule it was. Leave it off. I want to feel it properly, and I want him to watch me not stop you."

I heard Tom breathe out slowly behind me, his own rule coming apart in front of him, in his wife's mouth, in a room he'd asked to be let into. He didn't say a word. He didn't come off the stool. His silence had a yes buried all the way down inside it, and every one of us in that arch heard it plainly.

Darius put the condom back on the shelf. "Your call," he said, to me, only that — two plain words handing it back to me, and they got me harder than any filthier thing he owned.

He laid me back down, flat on the warm rubber of the mat, and knelt up between my thighs. He pushed my knees up and back toward my own shoulders, folding me open wide, handling me exactly the same as he'd handle any part of me into the shape he wanted. It put me face-up and completely his. And it turned my face toward the wall, toward Tom, so that once it started I'd be looking straight at my husband.

"Right," Darius said to Tom, dropping the flat head of his cock down and dragging it slowly up through my soaked pussy, once, riding it over my clit till I jolted and gasped. "She takes it a stroke at a time to start. You count me in. Start at one when I go in, and don't rush her."

Then he pushed the blunt head of himself into me, bare, just that first thick inch, and I felt every raw scrap of it with nothing at all between us, hot and blunt and enormous. My husband's voice came out of the corner of the arch, low and level and only shaking a little.

"One."

Christ, but that did something to me. My steady Tom priced kitchens and measured floors and counted a thing out evenly, whether it was skirting board or his own wife on her back on another man's cock. His voice picked up the number now and laid it carefully down for me, even and exact. It was the one time in the whole business his voice had ever been in the room with us. And it was there to count me down onto a black cock going into me bare. I felt it go off low and sudden, deep in me, worse than anything he had ever once done to me with his hands.

"Two." Darius fed me another inch, watching my face, easing back the fraction I needed and then taking it slowly back. "Three." Deeper now, my body giving way round the raw stretch of him because it had learned it had no choice. "Slower," Darius told him, not sharply, just correcting, the same as he'd correct my elbow. "She's not a race. Let her breathe on each one." And Tom slowed his count obediently to match. "…four," and he waited, and gave me "…five" only when Darius's hips told him to. Between the two of them — one man's cock, the other man's voice — they worked the whole huge length of it into me, an inch and a number at a time. By the end he was buried in me to the hilt and I was sobbing with it, and there was no more of him left to take.

"There's all of it," Darius told him. "Bare. Every inch, and nothing on it. Say the number, Tom."

"That's — " His voice cracked and came back. "That's all of it," he breathed. "That's the lot."

"It's the lot," Darius agreed, and started to move.

He fucked me slowly and deeply, folded up under him with my knees near my ears, my cunt clenching helplessly round every bare inch on the way in and out. I lay there and took it and looked past his shoulder at my husband the whole time, the way I'd been set up to. Tom sat gripping the edge of the stool with both hands, keeping strictly to the letter of it, not touching. His whole face was open and wrecked and lit, watching another man fuck me bare in the middle of a room, doing the only thing he'd been given to do about it, which was count. Whenever Darius wanted a harder stretch of it he'd call it out to Tom, and Tom would count them steadily out for me, ten deep slow ones, and I'd take all ten to my husband's voice with the third man buried in me to the root.

"Oh fuck — you're so deep, you're so fucking deep—" It came climbing out of me raw, past anything I could do to keep it in. Darius didn't hurry for it.

"I know I am. And you feel every inch of it bare now, don't you." The words came flat and certain, his hips still working my cunt open on the count. "That's it. Let your husband hear what it does to you. Good girl. Come on that cock for him."

And I did, somewhere in the second set of ten, hard, clenching and gushing round the bare thick length of him with a noise I heard bounce off the brick. Every raw inch of him dragged through me as I went off, no rubber to dull a scrap of it, my cunt milking down on nothing but him.

"Good girl," Darius said, and there was nothing soft in it, only a thing I'd earned off him. "That's one. He counted you right through it. Give me another."

I gave him another. After a while he had me turned over, up onto my hands and knees, facing the wall — facing Tom, so that now it was my open face my husband got, close up, while another man took me from behind, bare. Darius knelt up behind me and drove back in, and I pitched forward onto my hands with the force of it. There was Tom, a few feet in front of me, our eyes level, near enough that I could have reached him if the rules had let either of us move.

"Eyes on your husband," Darius said above me, working into me long and slowly and filthily, one broad hand spread flat across my lower back. "That's it. You keep them there. Tom — count her these. Twenty, nice and slow, and watch her face while that greedy cunt of hers takes every last one."

And my husband counted me through twenty slow bare strokes of another man's cock, his eyes on mine the whole way, his voice going rougher as it went — "…eleven… twelve…" — steadier than I could ever have managed myself. "Fuck — I'm his, Tom, I'm his slut, I can't—" It came out of me filthy and cried straight into my husband's face, and I couldn't have held it back if I'd tried. I broke apart a second time somewhere around fifteen, saying please and saying his name — Tom's name, not Darius's — while he fucked me open. One man in me and one man's eyes on me, and both of them mine.

When Darius went, he stayed in me for it. He gripped my hips and drove deep and held there, right at the root. I felt him go off inside me in hard hot pulses, my own cunt still fluttering and gripping round him with a mind of its own. It was the first time in six weeks anything of his had been left in me. He filled me up bare while my husband watched it happen from a foot away, with nothing left to count. Darius made almost no sound doing it, jaw set, the same as he did everything, and held himself in me to the last of it and a moment past.

"There," he breathed, coming down. "Stay still. Let it stay in you a minute." And I stayed there on my hands and knees, with him softening inside me, his cum held deep in me and not moving yet, and Tom's face right in front of my own. None of us said a thing.

Then it was done. He drew out of me carefully, and I felt the empty of it where he'd been, and felt what he'd left begin to move. He had a towel to me before I'd even reached for one. He fetched water and set the cold bottle down by my hand, and told me evenly to get some into me and stretch my hips out before they tightened — already halfway back to being the man who wrote numbers on a chart. To Tom, over his shoulder, flat as a receipt: "You can come off the stool now."

Tom came off the stool. He didn't touch me even then. He'd have asked first, my Tom, even now. He just crouched down by my head while I lay getting my breath, and looked at me like I'd been somewhere he couldn't follow. I drove myself home. Two cars again, his lights behind me the whole way this time, my body still ticking and full and no story left in me that needed saying.
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We didn't go up. The house had gone cold while we were out and we ended up in the kitchen with the big light off and only the little one over the cooker on, both of us keeping out of bed and not saying why. Tom filled the kettle for something to put his hands to, the same as I'd stood at that sink hours before doing a pan that was already clean.

And there was nothing for me to tell him. That was the bare strange fact of it. Every other night I'd come back from that arch there'd been the dark and the telling and his questions coming to draw it out of me, and the whole thing turned over into something the two of us made together in our own bed. Tonight he had all of it already. He'd counted it into me himself. I could still feel Darius in me while it came up to the boil, warm and low and not shifting, and I don't think either of us forgot for a second that it was there. And standing in my own cold kitchen with the night already known and nothing left to hand over, I felt the floor I'd been walking on the whole six weeks go thin under me.

"Tom." I sat down at the table and pressed my hands flat between my knees, and said it straight, no dressing on it. "Can I say a thing, and you not jump in and answer it."

He switched it off, only just boiled, and leaned back against the counter. "Go on."

"When it started, it was for you. I did the sessions and I told you after and it was a thing I was giving you. A present." I made myself take it in order, one thing after the next, and not soften a word. "Only I booked the last one on my own card. And tonight I'm the one who took the rubber off, not you. And I sat there in that room tonight and I couldn't have told you, if you'd asked me straight, who any of it was for anymore. It stopped being a present a good while back and I never once clocked the day it changed hands."

He didn't tell me it was alright. That was the thing that got me. Every other wobble I'd ever handed him he'd caught and steadied with a question — are you okay, is this what you want, are you sure — and I'd stood there half wanting one of them now, wanting the easy net of it. He didn't reach for one. He turned his mug where it stood on the counter without picking it up, and when he did speak, it came at me the other way round entirely.

"Do you want it to stop?"

And I opened my mouth to give him the easy true thing, the of-course-if-you-want-me-to, the reassurance that had always been sitting right there to hand him — and it wasn't there. I went looking for it and it was gone. I sat at my own table with my husband asking me the one question worth asking and could not make my mouth say yes to it.

"I don't know." Which wasn't a no, and both of us heard that it wasn't.

He nodded, slow, and didn't push it, and didn't ask it again. We rinsed the mugs neither of us had drunk from and went up in the end and lay down in the dark not touching, the unanswered thing sitting in the bed between us.
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The suitcase went from open on the spare bed to packed and standing by the front door over those few days, and we did it the way we did everything that week, side by side and not saying a great deal. Tom brought the passports down from wherever he kept them and left them on the hall table where we'd both see them a hundred times. He fetched the little travel plugs. He checked the seat numbers twice. I rolled my things and he laid his flat, the way we'd always done it and always argued about, except we didn't even argue about it now.

Because underneath it there was a quiet in the house that hadn't been there before, and both of us knew exactly where it was. It was in the bed at night. Since the night he'd watched, he hadn't asked me for a word, and I hadn't gone looking to give him one. The bed was just a bed again. The space where the telling used to sit lay open with the light off, and neither of us put a hand near it.

I went to work and priced two extensions and a car park and thought about none of them. Fiona asked was I not excited, only a week to go, and I said course I was, and meant a different thing by it than she'd have guessed. Tom went out to his sites with his tape and came home and we ate our tea and watched something neither of us followed. It was a good, ordinary, married week, and it should have been the easiest thing in the world, and I couldn't settle in my own skin for the wanting of a thing I hadn't let myself put into words yet.

The app said the same thing whenever I opened it. One session left on the block, the last of the twelve Tom had bought me back at the start, sitting there un-booked with the little calendar waiting. I'd caught myself looking at it on the bus, in the lunch queue, once in bed with Tom asleep beside me and my thumb going to it in the small hours like a sore tooth. My body went tight and wet at nothing more than the little calendar and the thought of what I might put in it. Just the one left, and Crete four days off, and after Crete no earthly reason to be at that arch ever again.

I knew what I was going to do about it a good while before I let myself know it. I'd had the fact of it sat in me whole for days, carrying it quietly about and pretending I was still deciding, right up until my hands went and did it for me. On the Thursday, on my lunch, standing by the window at the far end of the office with my back to Fiona and the planning inbox, I opened the app and booked the last one. Not for a session in the ordinary midweek run of them, but for the Friday — the night before the flight, the evening we'd normally have spent doing the final bits of packing and getting an early one in before the taxi.

And I knew, booking it, that there'd be no story to tell after this one. I wasn't going to save it up and hand it to Tom later. I'd stopped being able to say why I was doing it at all, except that I plainly wanted it, for myself, and that I was finally done pretending the wanting belonged to anybody else.

I put my phone in my bag and went back to my desk and answered an email about a dropped kerb.
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I told Tom on the Friday, at the kitchen table, with the case packed by the door and the taxi booked for six the next morning. I sat down across from him and tucked my hands down under my legs and sat on them, the way I did when a true thing was coming and I didn't want them getting ahead of me.

"I've booked the last session, the one that's left. It's tonight."

He looked up from his phone. He didn't say anything yet; he waited, the way he'd learned to wait on me all summer.

"And I'm not going to come home and make it into anything after. There's no story in this one. I just want to go and have it, the once, before the trip." I made myself hold his eye and not soften a word of it. "That's the whole of it, Tom. It started as your present and it hasn't been one for weeks, and I'd sooner say that to your face than dress it up."

I'd braced for it to hit him hard, but it didn't. Something in his face eased instead, like I'd handed him the real number at last.

"You want me to come?"

"You can. If you want to be there, you can. He'd let you, same as last time." I turned my hands over under my legs. "But you don't have to be in the room for it to be true. You know it's true. I'd rather you were here when I got back than sat on that stool watching me do a thing I don't need you to watch anymore."

He took a breath and let it out, and reached across and slowly turned my empty mug where it stood, and left his hand there by mine.

"Then I'll be here," he said. "I'll have the kettle on. You drive safe."

That was all. No question chasing it down, no turning it round into something to keep. He didn't need to hear it anymore to be inside it. I got up and kissed him on the top of the head, where I'd kissed him the morning all this started, and went and got my coat.

I drove myself. One car this time, out along the ring road in the dark on my own, no tail-lights ahead of me and none behind. I liked the quiet of it, my own hands on my own wheel. And a low pulse of want went in me the whole way there, a dull heavy ache low in my belly that I'd long since stopped trying to talk myself out of. It was driving me on to a thing I'd booked and paid for and told nobody I had to.
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The arch was warm from the day when I came in, his last client long gone, and Darius was wiping down the bench in that unhurried way he had. He looked up and clocked that I'd come alone and asked nothing about it. He rolled the door down at my back until it met the floor and the cobbles and the cold went with it. Then it was just the two of us and the strip light and that cold smell of chalk and rubber and old brick, which I knew better by now than half the rooms in my own house.

"Last one's on the app," he said. Flat, professional, a man reading his own diary. "You want the usual, or something else out of it."

Any other week he'd have started it. He'd have told me to strip off and I'd have done it under an instruction, and we'd both have pretended the pretending a little longer. Not this time. Tonight I'd come to say it myself, and I found that I could.

"I want to ask you for something." I set my bag down and I didn't reach for a joke to sit in front of it, which was new for me. "I've never had it up the arse. Not once, not with anyone. And I've been thinking about it for weeks and it's you I want to do it. Tonight. Slow. I want it to be a thing I chose."

He didn't smile and he didn't make it a moment. He looked at me the level way he looked at a chart, taking the measure of it, and then he nodded once, the matter settled.

"Right," he said. "Then we do it properly, and we do it my way, which is slow enough to bore you. You listen to me the whole time and you breathe when I tell you and you don't push for more than I give you. First time it's my pace, not yours. That part I'm not shifting on. Understood?"

"Understood."

"Good. Get undressed, then, and come here."

I got undressed myself, unhurriedly, with no eyes on me but his, and it was easier than it had ever once been in front of a mirror. Then I went to him and pulled his cock out of his shorts — already thickening in my hand, heavy and dark, the blunt head of it filling my palm. I got him down onto the mat and took him into my mouth because I wanted him there, not because I'd been put there. My tongue went slowly up the thick underside of him, and the fat head filled my mouth, the salt-and-skin taste of him thick on my tongue. I sucked him properly, both hands wrapped round the base where my fingers still wouldn't meet, until he'd gone from heavy to rock-hard on my tongue and his breath finally changed — about the only thing he ever gave away for nothing. He let me have him like that a good while, one hand loose on my shoulder. I was soaking already, wet down the insides of my own thighs, my clit swollen and aching for it.

He had lube on the shelf by the towels, matter-of-fact as everything else in that room. He knelt me forward over him and worked it into my arse with his fingers, slowly, one and then patiently two. The tight ring of me stretched and gave around them by careful degrees, and he told me evenly what I already knew — to bear down against it, not away — his free hand spread flat and steady low on my back. I was dripping onto him by the time he was satisfied, my whole arse slick and loosened and aching, and I was shaking with wanting the rest.

"Up on me, then. Facing me. You've had this cock every other way there is by now — this is the one you've not. You set on top, you take it at the speed you can take it, and you keep your eyes on mine and you breathe." He guided me astride him, his hands hard round my hips, and held the slick thick length of himself upright and steady underneath me. "When you come down, come down slowly, and let it out slow the whole way. There's no rush on it. We've got all night and I've nowhere to be."

I lowered myself down onto him. The head of his cock pressed up hard against my arsehole and held there, too much, no give in it at all, and I very nearly lost my nerve.

"Breathe out," he said, low. "All the way out. And down. There."

I breathed out and bore down the way he'd told me, and felt my arse begin to open around the thick head of him. It was a long, slow, burning stretch that took everything I had — and then all at once the head of him popped through the ring of me and pushed up inside. I gasped and moaned at the raw shock of being filled, and he stilled instantly, both broad hands holding me exactly where I'd stopped.

"Stop there. Don't move on it. Breathe, and let your body catch up." I breathed, and he waited it out with me, unhurried. "Good girl. That's the worst of it done with. Everything after this is easier, I promise you. A little more when you're ready. Your own time."

And I took him a little more, and stopped, and breathed, and took a bit more. My whole body was strung tight round the slow thick intrusion of his cock, the burn of it turning by degrees into something molten and deep and stranger than I'd braced for. He talked me down onto the rest of it in that flat even coaching voice, the same one he'd always run on my form, correcting my breath and my hurry the way he'd once slowed my reps. "Slower. You're grabbing at it. Ease that arse open and let it come to you. There — that's most of my cock in you now." And I did. By some slow degree I couldn't have marked the moment of, I was sitting flush down on the whole of him, fuller than I'd ever been in my life, his hands loose on my hips now and his eyes steady on mine.

"That's the whole of it in you now," he said. "You did that yourself. Look at you." And a low sound came out of him at last, and it got to me worse than any command he owned.

Then I moved — small at first, at my own asking, lifting an inch off him and settling slowly back down, finding the deep filthy drag of his cock through me. It built and built until I was riding him properly, my tits swinging, my arse stretched wide and full round the thick length of him, my hips working greedily down for more of him with every stroke. My clit was swollen and throbbing, dragging on the root of him. The pair of us were loud and dripping in that brick room.

"Grind that clit down on me," he said, low and even, letting me run now but keeping his hands on my hips just enough to hold me true. "That's it. That's my good girl, taking every inch of that black cock up her arse. You asked for this, you filthy slut, and now you're doing it. Say what you are."

"I'm your slut." I said it straight into his face, and it didn't come cried out of me the way it had the last time; it came out level and hungry and mine, a plain claim I made looking a man dead in the eye. "I'm your dirty slut, and I wanted this, and there's nobody to tell it to after. This one's just mine."

"Just for you." He kept steady underneath me. "Come on it, then. It's yours."

"Fuck—" It tore out of me as I ground down onto him. "Fuck, I'm so full of your cock, I can feel every inch of it⁠—"

And I came, grinding down hard onto the root of him with my whole weight. The orgasm tore up through me, deep and enormous, out of somewhere in me I'd never once been touched. My arse clenched and fluttered helplessly round his cock. I heard the noise I made bounce off the brick, and I did not care in the least who wasn't there to hear it. He rode the last of it out of me, and then his hands went tight and certain and held me right down on him.

"Stay there. Right down. Good girl." His jaw set hard. "Take my cum now. All of it." And I felt his black cock jerk and swell and go off deep inside me, one hot spurt of him after another. It drove further up in me than anything had ever been, spilling into my arse bare with nothing to catch it. I stayed sat right down and took every last pulse of it, my forehead dropped against his, the two of us breathing hard, until he'd emptied himself into me and gone still.

He held me there a moment longer than the finish strictly needed. Then he was the trainer again, lifting me carefully up off his softening cock, one hand spread flat to my belly to steady the ache of the loss of it. He told me evenly to sit quiet a minute and let my body come down. He had a towel folded into my hand almost before I'd thought to want one, and cool water after, the bottle set down beside me. He had me drink it down, and run a hot bath when I got in, and not to plan a single hard thing on myself tomorrow, all in the very same voice he'd have used to book me in for a Tuesday.

"Same time when you're back, if you want to keep it on," he said, already thumbing the app, booking me a slot the far side of Crete with no weight on it at all. "I'll leave it open till you tell me either way."

He had the door up for me once I was dressed, and out into the cold I went, quiet, aching low and deep, carrying home a thing that this time was going no further than me.

[image: ]



Tom had the kettle on, like he'd said. He must have heard the car, because the door came open before I'd got up the path, and he stood back and let me in and gently took my coat off my shoulders in the hall like I'd come home off a late shift. He didn't ask me how it was. He'd have known, one look at me, that there was no telling coming tonight, and I watched him be alright about that — better than alright.

We stood in the hall a minute with his hands on my arms.

"I need to say the last of it and then I'm done saying things for a while," I told him. "The stories. Us lying there afterwards making a whole performance of it, turning it into ours. That's finished. Not the sessions — I'm keeping those, I'll book myself more for after — but the game's had its run. I don't need to make a story of it to let myself want it anymore. That's the change, and it happened whether we liked it or not."

He nodded slowly, taking it in, the way he took everything.

"And you asked me a thing, in the kitchen, weeks back." I made myself finish it. "Who it was all for. I couldn't answer you then. I can now. It's for me, Tom. It's been for me a long while. And you're still stood here waiting up for me, so I think you'd worked that out before I had."

"I had." He said it plainly, no hurt anywhere in it. "I didn't need telling. I've never needed telling. I just liked hearing it." He pulled me in against him and I felt him breathe into the top of my head. "I'll take you not needing to say it. That's a better thing than the stories, if you want the truth of it."

We said it standing up in our own hallway, with another man's cum still slick and deep in me and my husband's arms round me. We had a six o'clock taxi and a plane and a fortnight of sun ahead, and there was still the little travel-plug bag to find.

We went up. He zipped the case shut on the landing and stood it ready by the top of the stairs. I set the alarm on my phone for half five and saw, above it, the app with its calendar clear now, no sessions left on the block, the twelve all spent and the twelfth of them still warm in me. I put the phone on charge and switched off the light, and we lay down to get what sleep we could before the airport.


EPILOGUE


It was a Tuesday like any of the others, weeks on. I was at the cooker doing our tea, the radio down low and my arms still brown from the sun, when I told Tom about that afternoon.

I'd gone to Darius after work. It was the second of the new lot, the ones I'd put on the app myself and paid for. I'd been booking them since the summer ended, and I'd come home aching pleasantly and got straight on with the potatoes. That was what had changed, and I couldn't have put a day to when it did. For a whole season it had been an event — something we stayed up for, him asking and me spinning it out long past lights-out. Now it was only a thing I'd done after work, like the shop or a class at the gym, and I came in and told him about it easily over the pan.

"How was he?" Tom said. He wasn't properly looking up; he was going through the post by the kettle.

"Good — hard work, mind. He had me over the bench for most of it." I turned the sausages. "Fucked me on my back at the end with my legs up round his ears, and I've got a bruise coming on the one hip off the edge of the thing."

"Show me it after."

"It's nothing, only where the bench caught me." But I felt it even as I said so — a dull heavy print of the whole session sat low in me. I stood a second with the fork in my hand and let it move through me before I got on. He'd had me hard right at the last, and I was carrying it still — the ache of him, the stretched-open feel that took its slow hours to fade. None of it wanted saying out loud, and he knew that as well as I did.

"He still count you through it?"

"Course he does, every set. I don't think the man's got another way of talking." I got the plates down out of the cupboard. "Had me holding one till my arms fairly shook, telling me to give him four more off it, so I gave him the four more. You'd not credit what you'll do for a fella stood there evenly counting at you."

Tom laughed quietly down his nose and took them off me and carried them through. That was the telling done. I'd said the word cock to him a hundred times over the summer, in bed, with my heart going mad. Now I could tell him plainly that a black man had finished inside me a few hours before, in the same breath as I asked was there any brown sauce left.

After, I washed the pot while he dried. I fished my phone out with wet hands and booked myself in for the Thursday after next — my own money, my own thumb doing it, nobody to ask. Tom read it off the screen over my shoulder and told me only to mind it didn't clash with the dentist, and went back to his drying.

We ate at the table with the telly off. Halfway down his plate Tom laid his hand on my leg under it, high up on the thigh, not going anywhere, just resting there the way he'd take my hand at the pictures. He didn't want a thing off it. He knew exactly where I'd been, and what I'd let another man do to me that day, and there it stayed, easy. I felt myself loosen under it even so.

"Good day of it, then," he said.

"Yeah, it was," I said.

The chart was still pinned inside the wardrobe door where Darius had taken my numbers that first week, back when I couldn't stand to look at them, and the long mirror hung beside it. I caught the pair of them when I went up for a cardigan. I didn't stop to read a figure off the one, or turn myself sideways to the other the way I'd once have done. I got my cardigan and came back down.

We had an early night of it, unhurried, no one keeping the time. His hand found the bruise on my hip in the dark, and he pressed his thumb slowly into it, and I hissed and then laughed, and he kept it there.


THE FIRST TIME BLACKED COLLECTION

The First Time Blacked Collection — standalone stories.

Tell Me Everything: A White Wife's First Time With Her Big Black Trainer

Tom books Gemma six weeks with a big black personal trainer for their anniversary. Every night she tells him what happened on the mats — until the telling gets ahead of the truth, and the truth catches up.

Through The Wall: A White Wife Shared With The Big Black Lodger

Neil and Lisa take in a lodger to cover the bills. The first night the sound of him with a woman comes through the bedroom wall — and Lisa can't stop listening, or wondering when it's her turn.

The Entertainment: A Bride's First Time Blacked At Her Bachelorette Party

For Hayley's hen weekend, her maid of honor books the black entertainer she's only ever joked about. The bride-to-be ends the last night taking him in front of her aware, cheering circle.

The Last Hand: A White Wife Won By Her Husband's Big Black Best Friend

At the monthly poker night the oldest joke is that Kirsty will leave Mark for his best friend Calvin. One night Kirsty raises the stakes herself, loses the last hand, and pays what the bet bought.

Permission: A White Wife Seduced By A Young Black Bull

A composed young black man asks Stuart's permission to buy his wife a drink. Then a dinner. Then a night. And Michelle's dormant appetite wakes around the asking — until the asks change address.

…and more coming soon.
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