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CONTENT NOTE


This is a work of adult fiction containing explicit sexual content and hotwife/cuckold themes, written for an adult readership. It is intended for readers 18 and over.

All characters depicted in sexual situations are 18 years of age or older.

All sexual activity portrayed is between consenting adults.
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The last box was books, and Sarah carried it in herself, because Jay had done the first thirty and his back had packed in. She dropped it on the counter and pushed the hair out of her face. Boxes were stacked to the ceiling, and the place still smelled of the last people's paint. Jay was in the next room, loudly announcing that the kettle was the only thing he could find.

She knew exactly how good she looked in the vest. She was short and small, with a tiny waist and big tits, the real thing, heavy and full and sitting high under the wet cotton. Two years of yoga had given her a round, firm arse, and the thin leggings sat tight over it. Sandy blonde, blue-eyed. Men had looked at her all her life.

She and Jay had been together since they were kids, married young, twenty-eight to his twenty-nine, and they'd moved out here for his job, to a quiet road where the houses stood in pairs behind low hedges. After the flat it was dead quiet, and she kept listening for cars out of pure habit.

Jay came in a minute later, pink from the stairs, the soft start of a belly under an old t-shirt. He put his hands on her hips and his chin on her shoulder and looked round the wrecked kitchen, dead pleased with himself. He still looked at her like he'd got away with something, the same as the day they'd met, and after all these years she'd stopped bothering to argue. They'd been skint and happy in the flat, and they'd be a bit less skint here and happy enough, and that was about the whole of the plan.

Somebody knocked at the open front door, twice, and then waited.

He was a big man, broad through the shoulders and gone a bit soft round the middle, with grey hair cropped army-short and a heavy, lived-in, good-looking face. Late fifties, going on sixty. His hands were big and rough and looked like they'd done a lot of work.

"I'll not keep you, I can see your arms are full," he said. "Just wanted to say hello before you thought the whole road was net curtains. Roy. Next door, the other side of the fence."

"Sarah." She wiped her palm on her thigh and shook his hand, and his swallowed hers. "Sorry, I'm a state. We've been at it since seven."

"You look like people who've earned a sit-down, that's all you look like." His eyes went down her once and took in the wet vest and the rest of her, and then they came straight back up to her face and stayed there. Her neck went hot. She was used to men looking a good deal longer than that.

"You'll have to tell us all the secrets, then…" She gave him the easy, flirty smile she gave everyone, and it landed on him and slid straight off, and it surprised her how much that stung.

"Oh, you're stuck with the worst of the neighbours already." He nodded at himself, straight-faced, and it took her a second. "I'm the one with the ugly conservatory. Your windows and mine look straight at each other across that gap, so I'll say sorry now for my telly. Deaf as a post, me."

She looked past the side of the house, where he was pointing. There they were, his window and what would soon be hers, two dark panes about six feet apart with a fence between them too high for anyone to see over. Jay came through with two mugs, swore, laughed and said sorry he'd only made the two, and the men got talking, names and the football and where the nearest decent pub was, while Sarah stood with her arms folded, watching the back of the big man's neck.

He only stayed a minute or two. He left before anyone could make him a tea, with no fuss about it, and the house felt too quiet once he'd gone.
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They christened the house on a mattress on the floor, because the bed frame was still in bits in the corner.

It started as a joke, the way these things usually did. Jay grabbed her round the waist in the dark room with no curtains up, said something about breaking the place in properly, and she laughed and told him he'd done his back in lifting a kettle. Then his mouth was on her neck and the pair of them stopped laughing. He pulled the vest up over her head and got both hands on her tits, and she was wet before he'd properly got going. She shoved him down onto his back and climbed over him with her hair hanging down round his face.

"Christ, look at you," he said, both hands full of her arse. "How did I ever get you, eh?"

"You got in first, that's how." She kissed him quietly and reached down between them and took hold of him, already hard and already wet at the tip, and she felt every last joke go out of him.

"Get your mouth on me, then," he said. "I've been watching you bend over boxes all day."

She moved down and took his cock in her mouth, all the way to the back, slowly, and he swore up at the ceiling. She worked him with her mouth and her hand together, taking her time over it, and there was nobody on the other side of the wall now, so she made as much noise as she liked. When she came back up her chin was wet and she wiped it on the back of her hand.

"Get up here," he said, pulling at her hips. "Sit on my cock."

She climbed up and sank down onto him slowly, and the pair of them groaned. He sat up underneath her and got his mouth back on her tits, sucking one nipple and then the other while she ground down on him, and she held his head there and kept him at it. Then she pushed him flat again and rode him, slow at first and then harder, her tits swinging heavy in the lamplight and his hands gripping her arse. His thumb found her clit and worked at it.

"There. Like that, and don't you dare stop." Her hands were flat on his chest. "God, I've missed this. A whole house to ourselves and nobody to hear us, and I'm going to cum."

"Then let them hear you." He slapped her arse hard enough to sting, and she gasped and clenched down round him. "Loud as you want, gorgeous."

For a while there was nothing else in the world but that, his hands on her arse pulling her down onto him and both their shadows thrown up the bare wall. Her eyes were half open, and that was when she caught the movement across the gap.

Six feet from their own bare glass, somebody was standing at Roy's window. For a second she thought she'd imagined it, but then their own lamplight reached across and caught him where he stood close to the pane, and there was no mistaking what she was looking at. He had his cock out. His fist was working slowly up and down it, and he was watching their lit room while he did it.

She should have looked away, but she watched. Even at that distance she could see how big he was. Thick, properly thick, far too much for his fist to close around, and a good deal bigger than Jay. Her body went off without asking her, a hard clench low down, and it was the old man at the window who did it, his cock in his hand and his eyes on her, not the husband moving underneath her at all. She came hard and fast and shoved her face into Jay's neck so he wouldn't see her eyes were open.

Fuck.

What was that. What the hell was that.
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Roy hadn't meant to be at the window.

He'd come up because he couldn't sleep, which was most nights now, and because the spare room stayed cooler than the rest of the house. He stood at the glass with the road dead quiet below him. Most nights it gave him back the streetlamp and the Hendersons' caravan and nothing else, but tonight the house across the gap was lit up, with a bare window, a lamp, and a young couple who hadn't got a blind up yet, hard at it. The girl was up on top of her husband with her hair down, riding him slowly, and Roy could see her back and her tits and her arse going up and down in the light.

He should have stepped back. He knew it, and he stayed where he was. One more second, he told himself, and then he'd go down and put the kettle on, but the second went and he stood still, and his hand was already moving before he'd properly decided to. He was hard. Jean had been gone three years now, and the wanting hadn't gone anywhere with her. Nobody ever warned you about that part. He watched the girl move and worked himself slowly, ashamed of it and carrying on anyway.

Then she turned her head, and he saw her face come round towards him, and he stepped back quickly with his heart hammering and dragged the curtain shut. She'd not have seen him, he told himself. His own room was black behind him, and he was only a shape at the glass, and she'd had no reason to be looking his way. He stood there in the dark a long while telling himself all that, and only about half believed it.
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Afterwards Sarah lay there with her heart slowing down and the sweat going cold on her and Jay's arm heavy across her. She kept her eyes off the window. She stared at the ceiling instead, with the near pane pale at the edge of her sight and the far one gone dark and curtained, as if she'd dreamed the whole thing up.

"Jay," she said, keeping it light. "Next door. Roy. I think he was watching just now, from his room."

"Course he was." Jay kept his eyes shut, and he went for the joke first, but underneath it she could feel him stirring against her hip, going hard again before he'd even said anything. "Can you blame the poor old sod? Have you seen you? I'd have been watching too, and I'd have pulled up a chair."

"He's old enough to be my dad, Jay."

"He's got eyes on him, hasn't he?" His hand came up and closed over her tit and just stayed there, holding it, and his voice had dropped right down under the joke. "Was he, though? Watching you properly?"

"Stop it…"

"I'm just asking." But he was fully hard against her thigh by now, and they both knew it, and he pressed himself there on purpose so she'd know he knew. "Big bloke, that. Hands like shovels. I bet he got a proper eyeful of you up there, riding my cock with the light on. I bet he's still over there now, stiff as a board, thinking about your tits."

"You're terrible, you are." She laughed it off and pushed his hand away. She kept the rest of it to herself, and she didn't tell him she'd come the second she'd seen the size of the man. "Go to sleep."

"Nice to know someone's keeping an eye on the place," Jay said, already half asleep, and inside a minute he was gone, breathing slowly and steadily.

Sarah stayed awake. She lay there looking at the bare pane and went back over all of it against her own better sense. The shape of him at his glass. His hand moving on his cock. The thing she'd had no business seeing, and how her own body had answered to it six feet from a stranger. The road outside was dark and his room was darker still, and she'd been daft to think a shadow could have eyes.

There was no way he could have seen them. No way. He couldn't have. She told herself that over and over, and lay awake a long time not believing a word of it.
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The knock came mid-morning. Two raps, then the wait, and she could tell before she got to the door it would be him. Nobody else on the road knocked like he was sorry for the noise of it.

Jay had been gone since seven, off down the motorway to a ring-road town and a client who liked golf. Back tonight. Maybe not till tomorrow, he'd said, he couldn't be sure. So she was in her oldest leggings and a vest gone soft from too much washing, the washed-thin cotton showing her nipples in the cold of the hall, hair scraped up off her neck, halfway down a coffee she'd let go cold over the emails she did from home three days a week. She stood with her hand on the latch and felt exactly how she must look, all at once.

She opened the door anyway. It was only Roy.

He kept well back off the step, not crowding the door, a plate held in both hands with foil over the top of it. He had the look of someone who'd already half-decided that bringing it over was a mistake.

"Morning. I'll not stop, I can see you're busy." He'd clocked the laptop light through the front window, then. "Only I had the oven on for myself and I can never do a small amount of anything. So." He lifted a corner of the foil. "It's a lemon thing. Jean's recipe, not mine, mind, so I'll say sorry now in case I've gone and murdered it. She kept it all up here and never wrote a measurement down in her life, so I've been guessing for years and getting it wrong for years."

So the wife had a name. Jean. Gone, and he still baked her cake and got it wrong.

"You can't hand me a cake and leg it, Roy. That's not how this works." She stepped back and made him room in the doorway. "Come in. I'll put the kettle on and you can stand there and watch me cut it and tell me it's nowhere near as good as hers."

"I don't want to be under your feet."

"You're not under my feet, you're bringing me cake. Honestly, you'd be doing me a favour. I've been talking to a spreadsheet since eight…"

He wiped his shoes longer than they needed and came in.

He was too big for the kitchen. He took up more of a room than Jay ever had, broad through the back, heavy and gone soft at the front, and it suited him. She found herself stepping round him on her way to the kettle when there was room not to. He smelled of soap and warm cake and, under that, the clean older smell of him she'd caught off him at the door the other day.

She got the mugs down and peeled the foil off the cake, and then she made the mistake of looking at his hands. Big and square, scarred white across two knuckles, set easily on the back of one of her kitchen chairs. And she knew, now, exactly what one of them looked like wrapped round his cock.

She'd watched it four nights ago across six feet of dark. Slow, and certain, and taking his time over it. His cock stood up out of his fist, dark and thick, plainly too much for the one hand.

Bigger than Jay. Bigger than anyone she'd ever had. She'd never once put her husband up against another man in her head, and now she couldn't stop doing it.

Christ.

It went through her low and quick. A clench she had to stand still through with her back to him, the kettle her excuse. She was good and soaked before it boiled, over a man stirring nothing in her kitchen, and she pressed her thighs together, bloody ridiculous, and spooned the tea.

"Milk?"

"Splash. No sugar, I'm sweet enough. Jean used to say that, which tells you she had a sense of humour and bad eyesight."

He still hadn't sat. He stood by the table with a palm flat on the chair-back, and he waited until she'd taken her own seat before he lowered himself carefully into the other, as if the chair might not be up to him.

"You don't have to do the standing-up thing, you know. I'm not the Queen."

"Force of habit. They drill it in and it never quite comes back out." He turned the mug a quarter-turn on the table, the handle lined up with nothing. "Thirty years of those. Most of them no use to a soul out here."

"Army, then." She'd half-known it. The hair, and the straight back on him.

"Army. A long while. Went in at sixteen because the choice was the pit or my dad, and I stayed because I had a knack for it and it kept us fed." He said it flatly, no weight on it at all. "Did the back end of it training the young ones. Telling lads half my age to pick their feet up. Then I came out, got this place, and got Jean a few good years in it before she went."

"I'm sorry."

"Don't be, you never met her, you'd only be sorry out of manners." A flat bit of a smile. "She'd have liked you, though. She liked anybody who'd sit still long enough to be fed."

She looked at him properly while he talked. The grey hair he kept cropped. The lines on him. The thickness of his forearms where he'd shoved his sleeves up, corded, grey hair on them, set either side of a mug he made look like a child's cup. He was handsome, and not the for-his-age sort women say to be kind. Handsome flat out, and it made her sit up straighter and remember how little the vest was hiding.

And he wasn't looking. He'd brought his eyes to her face the second she sat down and left them there, level and warm, while she leaned over the table to cut his cake and the old vest gaped and showed him her tits, near enough, and he looked at her face. Men looked. Every man, her whole life. She'd feel the eyes go down her and not mind a second of it. She'd always liked it. He let the lot of it pass. She felt herself flush for him and get back not a flicker, and the missing look got further under her skin than any stare ever had.

"You're not eating any," she said, just to be saying it.

"It's for you."

"I'm not sitting here eating cake on my own and reporting back, that's grim. Have a bit. You can look tragic about how Jean did it better." She cut him a slice before he could argue and set it down by him on a square of kitchen roll. "Get that down you."

He ate. She ate. It was good, in fact, lemon with a darker note under it, dense, caught a little at one edge where the tin had bitten. She told him it was lovely, better than he thought. He took the compliment and didn't do much with it, the same as he'd done with her flirting on the doorstep that first morning. Pleased enough, but he didn't need it. A man who'd stopped needing telling a long time back.

"Jay's the husband, then. Off early."

"Off early, back late, sometimes not back at all till the next day. He sells things to leisure centres, don't ask me, I gave up understanding it years ago." She licked the lemon off her thumb, and clocked that he didn't watch her do it. "He's away a fair bit. Couple of nights here, couple there."

"It's a quiet road to be on your own in."

"It's a quiet road full stop. I keep waiting for something to happen and nothing ever does. After the flat it's like somebody turned the volume right down."

"You get used to it. Or you don't, and you find a town with a bus that runs past six." He drank his tea. "Either way. Anything wants doing about the house while he's off being important, you knock. I'm next door doing nothing till they bury me. I'd be glad of the use."

"I might hold you to that. The back door won't shut properly."

"Show me."

So she showed him, and so much for pretending the tea was the point. The door had swelled in its frame over some wet winter she hadn't been here for, and you had to haul it up on the handle and lean your weight in to make the latch bite. Jay had said he'd look at it. Jay would never look at it. Roy crouched down in front of the door, which took him a moment and brought a grunt out of him, and ran his thumb along the binding edge, and stood, and went out to his own shed of his own accord. He came back with a block plane and a screwdriver and lifted the door off its hinges as if it weighed nothing at all.

She made a second tea she didn't want, only to stay near him while he did it.

He worked with his sleeves shoved up and the door braced across the two chairs while she perched on the worktop with her mug and watched his forearms go. The long pulls of the plane peeled pale curls of wood onto her kitchen floor. He knew exactly how much to take off, and took precisely that, and not a shaving more.

There was a stupid amount of pleasure in watching a man be good with his hands. Jay did well at a job in an office two hundred miles off she'd only ever pictured. This she could sit and watch. And while she watched it she thought, against her own better judgement, about how many of these little jobs he'd done for Jean. How many doors and crooked shelves and dripping taps, this exact set to his shoulders, and Jean behind him finding a reason to stop in the room. It was warm and wrong at the same time.

He fitted the door back on and lifted it true with one hand under the bottom corner. One hand. She watched the hand take the whole dead weight and hold it steady while the other drove the screw home, and she thought, helplessly, about the size of him, about what it'd be like to be picked up and held in a hand like that. A low fresh ache settled in behind the first.

He swung the door shut. It closed on a soft, solid click, first time, no haul, no lean.

"Oh, that's filthy," she said, and laughed, and opened it and shut it again just to feel it go. "Jay's going to be gutted. That's been on his list about a decade."

"Tell him I'm sorry for showing him up." He was already gathering his tools, sweeping the wood curls off her floor into one broad palm, leaving it cleaner than he'd found it. "Right. I've had enough of your morning. That spreadsheet'll be wondering where you got to."

"You've not had anything off me, you've fixed my door and fed me cake. I'm well ahead on the deal." She walked him to the front, which she hadn't planned on, hovering at his elbow like a hostess off the telly. "Thank you. Really. Both things."

"It's nothing." And he meant it, which was starting to madden her. It came easy to him and he gave it freely and wanted not a thing back for it. He stepped out onto the path, big and grey and unhurried, and lifted a hand as he went. "Knock if the rest of the list plays up."

Then he was through the gap in the hedge and gone. The hall went quiet and a size too big around her, worse than the first day.

She stood a while with the empty cake plate in her hands.

Then she went up. To work, she told herself. The laptop lived in the spare room that looked out the side of the house, and she did go and sit down at it, and she did open it.

But that window gave straight onto the gap. His pane six feet off across the dead air, the curtain dragged back in the daylight now, the room behind it only a room. A wardrobe. The corner of a bed. Empty. He was down in his own kitchen, probably, washing the one plate.

She looked anyway. She sat at her own glass in the middle of a Tuesday, a sticky plate going hard beside her, and she watched his empty window and waited for a light to come on in it, and would not let herself say, even now, what she was sitting there doing.
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He'd been talking since he got in, which meant the day had gone well. Jay quiet was Jay in trouble. Jay with a signature in his bag came through the door already halfway through a sentence and didn't stop till the lamp went off. She'd had the first half of it over dinner. She got the rest now, in the bedroom, pulling her jumper off over her head.

"So he goes, leave it with me, and I'm stood there thinking, you've said that twice now, mate, and twice is a no in our game, isn't it?" He was on the end of the bed, wrestling a sock off. "But no. Signed it. Two years, the lot. Best day I've had since we moved out to the back of beyond."

"That's brilliant, babe. I really mean it." And she did. She pulled the band from her hair and shook it loose, and felt his eyes come over the second she got down to her bra. She thumbed her jeans open, pushed them down off her hips and stepped out of them, and stood in her bra and knickers in the lamplight and let him look as long as he liked.

"Christ." He'd abandoned the second sock. "Come here a minute."

"I'm getting ready for bed, you. Some of us have got a class at eight."

"You can do your downward dogs after, can't you." He caught her wrist as she went past and reeled her in, and his free hand came round and took a slow handful of her arse, kneading it, his thumb running down the seam of her knickers. She let it happen. He looked half-asleep and dead pleased with himself, and he still smelled faintly of the long drive home, and she put a knee up on the bed beside his hip.

"Someone's in a good mood."

"I had a good day." His hand lifted off and came back down with a flat crack that she felt go right up her back, and she made a noise she hadn't planned on. "And then I come home to this. Be rude not to, wouldn't it?"

"You're an animal."

"You love it." He hooked her knickers down at the back, just enough, and looked at her over the top of them. "Look at the arse on you. Whole road can see you, the state of these curtains. Bet your fella next door's got his nose right to the window."

She laughed, because it was what you did with it. "He's hardly my fella…"

"Oh, he's well in there. You want to have seen him at his bins this morning, all puffed up and grinning. He's planed your door, he's fed you cake. He's properly courting you, that is. Dirty old goat."

"He's being kind, Jay. He's on his own…" But she was smiling into the side of his neck while she said the words, and she didn't push his hand away, and she heard her own voice come out warmer than it should have been. "He's harmless. Honestly."

"Doesn't stop him looking, though, does it?" His fingers worked her slowly through the cotton, pressing it up against her, and finding her already wet through the whole of it. "Was he, though? Last night, when you left the landing light on and went wandering about in that little top. Tell me honestly he wasn't stood at his window watching."

She didn't know whether he had been. She'd half-hoped it, if she was honest, standing at the basin a good deal longer than she needed to with the bathroom light burning and the blind not pulled down. She wasn't about to tell Jay that. "I wasn't looking, was I? How would I know."

"Liar." He said it warmly, into her mouth, kissing her. "I reckon he was. I reckon he stood there in the dark with his cock in his hand thinking, that jammy little sod next door, I'd give my whole pension for one go on her."

"You're filthy, you are." She bit his lip for it. "And it'd be wasted on the poor man. He's sixty, Jay. Half of them, by that age, it's all talk and a packet of little blue pills. He probably can't even get the bloody thing going any more."

"That's not really what you think, though, is it?" He'd gone quiet under the joking now, his voice dropping right down beneath it. He took her hand off his chest and brought it down onto himself, over his shorts, where he was already hard. "Out with it. What do you reckon your dirty old soldier's working with, under all that?"

And there it was. The one thing she couldn't say. Because she'd seen it, that first night, six feet off through the black glass, the fist going slow, and she'd seen how wide it had stood up out of that fist, how the fingers hadn't met round it. She had not been able to stop measuring it against everything she'd had since. Jay was right here under her palm now, hard and warm and familiar, exactly the size he'd always been. The size had never been a thought in her head before this week. Now it sat there and would not shift.

Lying here weighing her own husband up against the man over the fence.

"I reckon," she said, working his shorts down and taking proper hold of him, "you can leave the neighbours out of it, now I've got your cock in my hand."

"Fair enough." He gave it up gladly and lay back for her. She watched the last of the joke leave him, and God, she loved that, the plain power of shutting a man up with one hand. She slid down the bed and took the whole length of him in her mouth, deep, and he groaned at the ceiling and caught a loose grip by the hair. She worked him properly. Tongue and lips and her fist chasing after, her other hand cupping his balls, sloppy and loud on purpose, her spit running warm down him, because she knew what it did to him. And under all of it the filthy little thought she couldn't put down: the other one wouldn't go down like this, would it. So much thicker than the husband she had between her lips. She'd choke on the width of him before he was halfway in. She sucked her husband harder for thinking it. And the curtains stood wide, and she had quietly settled it with herself that she wasn't getting up to draw them.

"Come here, you." He pulled her up by the waist. "Sit on it. I've thought about sod all else since the M6."

She straddled him, reached back, fed him into herself and sank down by inches until he was the whole way in. They groaned together. She flattened her palms on his belly and began to ride, and he spread both hands over her backside and worked her down onto him in rhythm, his eyes crawling everywhere, her tits rolling heavy with each drop of her hips, her nipples gone tight and dark.

"Look at you go." He was half gone already. "Prettiest thing on this street and it's all mine. Let the old boy press his face flat to his glass. He doesn't get a turn on this."

"No," she breathed. "He doesn't."

But her gaze had cut to the bare square of window on its own, to the black beyond it, and her cunt clenched hard around her husband for a reason that had nothing to do with the man under her. The dark across the gap did it. The question of whether a shape was standing in it. The thought came in filthy and whole and present, in words she would never once say out loud. He's right there, feet away. He could be at his glass this second. Watching me take my husband, watching my tits swing, that thick grey cock of his heavy in his fist again. She rode him harder. She honestly couldn't help herself.

"There." She bit it out to bury the rest. "God, yeah, right there, don't you stop."

"You're dripping down me." Jay found her clit with his thumb and stayed on it. "Filthy girl. You're soaking my cock. Anybody'd think you'd got a man stood out there watching every second of it."

"Then shut up and fuck me. Harder."

"There she is." He grinned, snapped his hips up, and brought the flat of his hand down on her arse to drive her on, not knowing he'd handed her the very thing she was chasing. She bent low and dropped her tits into his face, and he caught a nipple and sucked it hard, and she ground down on him and felt the whole thing rush up at her, faster than it had come in months. She knew precisely why. She'd have died before she said it.

"I'm going to cum all over your cock," she warned him. "Don't you dare, don't you dare stop now."

"Then let your filthy old neighbour hear you do it." He laughed it against her breast and smacked her once more, and he hadn't the first idea he'd just shoved her clean over the edge himself.

Fucking hell.

She came in long, hard pulses, face turned to the open window, eyes half on the black, wringing it out on her husband with her head full of the man across the way. She buried her face in Jay's neck so he'd never catch where she'd been looking. She hung on through it. He let go a minute after, deep inside her, both hands clamped to her arse, swearing soft and grateful against her shoulder.

After, she lay stretched along him with the sweat going cold on her spine and his heart winding down under her ear. He was talking again within two minutes, low and dozy and pleased with the world, on about the new machines and the long haul home and being absolutely done in. Then the talk stopped. Then he was asleep, breathing slow and even.

She ought to have got up and pulled the blind down.

She didn't. It had been open the whole evening and she'd known it the whole evening, stripping off in the full glare of it, and she'd left it that way. She was busy, she'd said to herself. It could wait, she'd said. Now she lay in her warm bed with her husband heavy and gone beside her, looking out at the cold square of glass a few feet off, and over in the black where his room was, a light came on. Low. Yellow. Gone again in a breath.

She kept dead still. She wasn't crossing that room, and she knew the real reason, and the real reason was what frightened her. A grown married woman holding herself rigid in her own bed so the widower next door might steal one more look at her. She turned the thought over, calm as anything, and felt it bank down low and hot all over again.

Then she shut her eyes and left the window exactly as it was.
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The car was already clean. She'd run it through the place by the big Tesco the week before, and it had stood gleaming on the drive ever since, and she knew all that perfectly well, filling the bucket at the outside tap with her sleeves shoved up. She filled it anyway.

She'd thought hard about what to put on, which was the bit she kept skating over. The cut-off shorts that finished high on the backs of her thighs and showed the curve of her arse where she bent. The little vest with bare skin underneath, warm enough out to risk it, and she could feel exactly what cold water would do through the cotton once she'd splashed herself. Hair scraped up off her neck. Half ten on a Tuesday, Jay away down the country until Thursday, and the whole sleepy road hers.

Roy's car was parked on his drive. He was home, then.

She kept her eyes on the bonnet. She tipped the bucket out over the roof and got going, leaning right across the wing to reach the middle, up on her toes with the shorts riding high at the back, and she took her sweet time over it. The water ran cold down the insides of her arms. She soaked the vest at the front, first by accident and then on purpose, and stood up straight and pressed the cold cotton flat to herself, and her nipples came up hard and plain in the cold morning air.

He could be at his glass this second. The thought went through her low and quick, same as it had most nights that week. Roy in his dark window watching her bend over a car she'd already cleaned, that heavy grey cock of his out and thick against his belly. She clenched, hard, and pressed her thighs together and carried on sponging. Here she was, soaked through over a man who'd barely glanced at her all week, and knowing it only wound the thing tighter.

Jesus.

His front door went. She stayed bent to the wing and let him come.

"Morning." Roy came down his path with a coil of hose over one shoulder and a watering can in his free hand, bound for his borders, and he stopped at the low fence at the edge of the drive. "You've picked a good day for it. It'll dry off clean in this."

"That's the idea." She straightened slowly and turned to face him and gave him the lot, the wet vest and the rest, and smiled the easy smile she gave everyone. "Jay never touches it. Reckons the rain'll only dirty it again, so it's me or it's a green car."

"It's a tidy little car under all that." His eyes came up to her face and settled there. He kept them off her body the whole time, though she stood there dripping with every reason in the world for a man to look, and he studied his borders carefully instead. "I'll let you crack on. Mind that drive, it goes like glass underfoot when it's wet."

"I'll watch my step."

"Good." Then he went, off round the side of his house with the hose, lifting a hand without turning. The whole exchange had lasted under a minute, and he'd gone back to his roses with everything she'd laid out for him still sitting there.

She stood with the sponge dripping down her wrist.

A van came along the road behind her and slowed for the speed bump, and the engine dropped right off as it drew level. She held still over the bonnet. The driver took a long, easy look at her in the soaked vest and her little shorts, and she felt it go down her, slow and total, and it left her stone cold. He was the wrong man. The one she wanted had lifted his eyes politely to meet hers and held them there, the look you'd give somebody's mother.
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He kept to his own side after that.

It took her a day or two to clock it, because a thing that stops happening is harder to catch than a thing that starts. Those first weeks he'd been in and out of her house like family. He'd knock with a foil plate. He'd tap the window to say he'd spotted her bin still out and wheeled it back up for her. He'd turn up at her elbow asking was there anything wanted doing while Jay was off being important. All of it simply dried up. When they did cross paths, her out front and him fetching his post, he stayed pleasant and brief and a degree more formal than he'd been over his cake in her kitchen. He called her by her name. He asked after Jay's drive home. He kept the fence square between them and let her get on.

She told herself it meant nothing, and got on with everything else: the yoga, the inbox, the husband who rang every evening from a Travelodge off the M6 to say he loved her.

He rang at nine, with her flat on the bed and one foot up the wall.

"Right, then." Jay was chewing something on the other end. "What's the gossip? Has your fancy man been round courting you while my back's turned?"

"He has not." She said it lightly, and felt the joke snag in her this time. "He's been keeping himself to himself, if you must know."

"Playing it cool. Old dog's still got it in him." He laughed. "I'm telling you, minute my van's off that bloody drive he's round with a Battenberg and a hopeful look. You want to watch him, you. I'll come home one of these days to slippers under my side of the bed."

"You're an idiot."

"He'll be beside himself, mind. You on your own all week, swanning round the garden in your little kit." His voice slid down into the warm of it, the bit he properly liked. "Bet he's stood at that window every single night with his cock in his hand, watching for your tits at the glass. Here, give the old boy a thrill. Do your stretches out the back where he can see you, send him off to bed happy…"

There it was. The same joke he'd cracked all week, the one she'd laughed along with for months. Except she'd been out on that driveway at half ten with her tits on show doing the very thing he was begging her for, and he had no idea, and it came to nothing. She lay looking at the ceiling and let the joke go quietly past her.

"You've gone quiet."

"I'm here. You're filth, that's all you are. Go and eat your dinner."

"Love you. Don't do owt I wouldn't." The grin came right down the line. "Which is nothing, so fill your boots…"

She set the phone face-down on the duvet and lay still a good while, the want sitting low and idle in her and the house gone empty all around it.
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She had one more go at it. She swore blind to herself she wouldn't, right up until she did.

Thursday came hot for once, and she carried the wash out to the line in the side garden, where the fence between the two of them dropped to waist height. She wore the strappy little yoga top, bare underneath, and made a long, slow job of the pegging. Reaching. Stretching up high. Roy was out in his own garden seeing to a rose, and the pair of them got to talking easily over the fence, about the heat and Jay due back tonight and whether the council would ever mend the dead streetlight. For a few minutes it was nearly how it used to be, him leaning easily on his fork, her with a peg in her teeth, and she let herself believe she'd dreamt the whole cooling-off.

She bent for another peg, and reached up with both arms over her head, and the strap slid off her shoulder and the front of the top came down with it. Her tit was out. Bare in the open air, full and pale and the nipple gone tight, six feet from him over a knee-high fence with clear air between.

Her hands stayed where they were. For half a second she left her arm up and let it stay out, and watched his face to see it land.

It never landed. Roy had already taken his eyes away, down to the rose, his jaw set, leaving her the moment to put herself right, a man backing quietly off a door he'd opened by mistake.

"Wind's getting up." He said it to the flowerbed. "You'll want pegs on the doubles, or you'll be chasing your sheets up the road."

She pulled the strap back onto her shoulder. Her face was on fire. "Right. Yeah. Ta."

"I'll leave you to your line." He kept his eyes off her until she was decent, and when they came back his face had only that careful courtesy he'd lay on anyone, and he gathered up his secateurs and his fork and went back in through his own door and shut it.

She stayed put with half the wash still to hang, her heart going like she'd been caught at something.

And that was the word. Caught. Turned down she could have borne. She had armour an inch thick for being turned down, she'd had it twice in her life and shrugged both off by teatime. This ran the other way about, and it was worse. She was the one stood exposed in her own garden. A married woman, her husband on the motorway home this very minute, who'd spent four days dressing herself up for the bloke next door and washing a clean car for him. And she'd just flashed her bare tit across the fence at a widower who baked her his dead wife's cake, and he'd been the one to look away. He'd kept the manners she'd gone and left on the doorstep.

What in God's name are you doing.

She had no answer for it. In her whole married life she'd never once had to ask, and here she stood in the wet grass asking it with her top barely back up. She bundled the rest of the wash off the line damp, hugged it against herself, and got indoors and shut the door and leaned back hard on it.

In the cool of the kitchen, with her pulse settling, she made herself say it straight, because here there was only her and no joke to climb inside. She had wanted him to look. She'd done everything short of saying it out loud to make him look, and the wanting had outlasted the shame clean. It sat in her exactly where it had been that morning over the car. She put her palm to her own breastbone, where the top had dropped and the skin was still warm, and beneath the hot sting of being seen and waved off there was the other thing, lower down, that owned every second of it and would gladly do the lot again.

That was what frightened her. The fence, the van driver, the cake going cold and uneaten between her house and his now, none of it came close. It was that she could be this caught, this far over the line, and the only part of her that had taken the lesson on board was the part that had liked it.

Jay's van swung onto the drive at half six. She heard it from the kitchen and stood a moment, listening to him cut the engine and whistle his way up the path, home and glad and none the wiser. She held her hand flat on her chest and waited for the want to die down.

It didn't.
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Roy came at six on the dot, a bottle in one hand and his old record player tucked under the other arm, and Sarah's stomach dropped, because half of her had been quietly banking on him to cry off.

It was Jay's doing, the whole of it. Home for a clear weekend and pleased with the world, he'd flung the back door open on the Saturday and announced they'd have the old boy round, it was daft them living wall to wall and never breaking bread. She'd said he was probably busy. Jay only laughed at that, busy doing what, and went next door in his slippers to ask before she could find a way to talk him out of it.

So here he stood at the edge of the patio, a clean pale shirt on and the sleeves already turned back off those big forearms, holding it out in front of him as if he wasn't sure it was wanted. "Your husband tells me the music's dire. I've not got much that isn't older than the two of you, but it'll beat that tinny phone of his."

"You're a lifesaver. He's been playing the same forty songs since I met him." She took the bottle off him so she'd have something to do with her hands and a reason not to look at him too long, because she'd been dreading this since Saturday and now here it was. "In you come. He's out the back murdering some sausages."

He wiped his shoes that didn't need wiping and went past her, and she stood a moment in the hall with the cold bottle pressed to her chest, breathing.

She had not managed to meet his eye since Thursday. Since the line, and the bare second she'd left her arm up, and his face turning carefully away to the rose. The days since had left her certain of one thing, flatly and completely. He could not stand her now. She'd thrown herself at a kind man who'd wanted none of it, and he'd been too decent to say so, and the cooling-off had only got colder. Tonight would be an hour of stiff politeness across a paper plate, and she'd have to stand in it and pretend the slip had never happened.

Out the back it was warm and gold, the good end of the evening, the smoke going straight up off the coals. Jay had the tongs and a beer and was holding court. Roy set the thing down on the garden table and eased a record out of its sleeve with two fingers, gently, careful of it, and something old and brass-heavy came scratching up out of the speaker. Now that was more like it, Jay said, and the men got talking, names she didn't know, and for a few minutes it was easy. She poured herself a big glass of red and stood back against the fence and watched them.

She'd dressed for it without letting herself ask why. The little summer dress that tied behind the neck, bare shoulders, the skirt high on her thighs, the thin cotton of it doing nothing about her nipples once the evening cooled off. She knew exactly how she looked in it. She'd done her hair. She'd stood at the mirror at half five telling herself it was only a barbecue and curled it anyway.

And it was wasted, the same way the car had been wasted, the same way the bare tit over the fence had been wasted. Roy stood there in the low light with a beer he'd barely touched and kept his eyes where they belonged. On the record. On the meat. On Jay's face while Jay rattled on. Not once on her. The more correct he stayed the worse it got, and she drank her wine too fast and felt it go warm down the backs of her legs.

"He's loving this." Jay said it low when she came to turn the corn for him, nodding fondly across the garden at Roy. "Look at him. Happy as Larry. Hasn't been out his own front door in months, I'd put money on it." His free hand slid round and settled flat and warm on her arse under the skirt, hidden by the angle of him. "And now he's got you parading about in this. Bet the dirty old devil's sat there all night with his cock stiff under the table, watching your tits move every time you bend for the coleslaw."

"Pack it in, you." But she pressed back into the hand a second, flushed and wanting, before she moved off, because that was easier than the truth of it.

"Just saying." He grinned down at the coals. "Tell you what, make the old boy's night. Reach right over his end for the ketchup."

She carried her wine back to the fence and let that one go past her. The trouble was she'd thought it herself, and worse, the moment he said it her eyes had gone straight to Roy on their own. Down the broad back of him. Down to the grey at his open collar and the forearms and the size of his hands. The thing that had sat low in her all week rolled over, because she knew exactly what was under the clean shirt and the lovely manners. She'd watched it that first night with nothing but the dark between them. His cock out and standing, thick and dark and veined, grey at the root, and so much thicker than her husband it had stopped her breath then and stopped it again now. A thing she still hadn't told a living soul she'd seen.

Bloody hell.

A clench went through her where she stood, low and deep, and she was soaked in a breath, an actual ache between her legs over a clothed old man at a barbecue. She made herself look hard at the corn instead. He wouldn't have her if she gift-wrapped herself and left herself on his step. She had that on the best authority going.

They ate at the garden table as the light went down. It was nice, in fact, in spite of everything. Roy was good company once Jay had loosened him up, dry and unhurried, telling some long story about a sergeant and a stolen generator that had no punchline he made anything of, so it crept up and was funny before you saw it coming. Jay laughed like a drain. Sarah laughed too, and drank, and felt the wine settle behind her knees. Every time Roy's eyes came round the table they touched her face for exactly as long as manners allowed and went on, and never once dropped lower, and she caught herself watching for the careful not-looking and pressing on it like a sore tooth.

Jay got up to do the second lot of meat. The record had wound down a while back and nobody had turned it over. Roy reached to fill her glass without being asked, the bottle small in one of those scarred hands, and she watched the hand pour and her mouth went dry on her. She moved her plate clear at the very same moment, caught the full glass with her wrist, and put the whole of it over.

It went everywhere. Red sheeting across the white cloth in a wide dark fan, off the edge of the table, a long splash of it thrown up the front of his pale shirt before he could get back out of the way.

"Oh God. Roy, I'm sorry." She was already on her feet. "I'm so sorry, look at you, I've gone and ruined your shirt…"

"It's a shirt. It'll wash." He was lifting the plates clear of the spreading red, calm as anything.

"Not red, it won't, not if it sits in. Come inside, come on, I'll get it under the tap before it sets." She had a fistful of his sleeve before she'd properly decided to, pulling him up out of the chair. "Jay, I've christened poor Roy with the Merlot. Taking him in to rinse it. Mind your sausages."

"Smooth, you." Jay didn't turn from the grill. "Don't let her near the white an' all."
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The kitchen was dim after the garden, only the little light over the hob burning, the door pushed half to behind them, and the room was too small for him the second he stepped into it. She ran the cold tap and grabbed the dishcloth and turned, and he was right there, filling the room, working the bottom button of the wet shirt loose because she'd told him to. The nerve went clean out of her hands.

"Here. Let me." She didn't wait. She took a handful of the soaked cotton and pushed the cold rag to it from the inside, working at the wine with the heel of her palm, and through the thin shirt there was the warmth of him and the solid wall of his belly, the soft and the hard of it together. She stood close enough to smell the soap and the warm skin under the smoke. Her face burned. Lower down she was wet through, a slow throb of it she had no business feeling over a stain, and she kept her eyes hard on her own hands.

"You'll soak yourself through to the skin," he said.

"I don't care about your skin, I care about Jean's good shirt…" It was out before she could catch it, and she felt him go still under the rag. "Sorry. That was stupid, I don't even know it was hers, I'm only making things worse. I keep making everything worse." Her throat had gone tight and silly and the rest came anyway, low and fast, all in a rush. "I know I've been weird, Roy. Since the garden. I know you've been keeping out of my way and honestly I don't blame you one bit, I'd keep out of my own way too. I've behaved like an idiot. A married woman, throwing herself about. I'll stop, I promise, I'll leave you in peace. I just couldn't stand the thought of you hating the sight of me."

"Sarah." Quietly. It stopped her dead.

She made herself look up at him. He'd taken hold of the wrist with the rag in it, gently, and held it still against his chest, and his face this close in the dim was nothing like the courteous one from the table. There was something held down hard behind it.

"It's not that." He said it plainly, the flat way he said everything, no weight on it, only there was. "I've not kept away over any of that. I've kept off you on purpose, love." A slow breath. His thumb moved once, only once, on the soft inside of her wrist, and she felt it travel the whole way up her arm and clench low in her belly. "Because the first day I looked at you properly I knew that if I let myself get started, I'd not be able to stop. And you're a married girl, and he's a good lad, and I'm the old man over the fence. So I've kept my eyes to myself. That's the whole of it. It was never once that I didn't want to look."

For a second she couldn't get any air at all.

All week she'd had it exactly the wrong way round. Every cool word. Every measured inch he'd put between them. The eyes that came to her face and stopped dead. It was never a door shut against her. It was a man with both hands flat on it, holding it closed. He'd wanted her the whole time, every minute of it, and only been better than her at not doing a thing about it. The relief and the want came up together so fast and so hard her eyes stung.

"Roy," she said, and hadn't the first idea what came after.

"I know." He let go of her wrist. He didn't step back. "I'll go round the front and home, and you tell him I had to get on. No harm done."

But neither of them moved an inch. The rag had dropped into the sink somewhere. She had a hand spread flat on the wet of his chest and couldn't have told you when she'd put it there, and under it his heart was going quick, quick as her own for all the calm he wore over the top of it. He looked down at her in the hob light. She watched him stop fighting it by slow degrees, the want coming up plain and open in his face at last, turned right on her now in her own dim kitchen. God help her, it was the best thing she had ever felt a man look at her with. She was dripping for it, half out of her own skin, and the want came up filthy and whole and right now. He's going to. Against the worktop, his hands on her and that thick grey cock, and Jay twelve feet off none the wiser. She rose up onto her toes. His breath was on her mouth. There was an inch of warm air left between them, and it was the loudest inch she had ever stood inside, and every part of her had crossed it already.

"Everything all right in there?" Jay, bright, at the back door, the handle going down. "She's not leading you astray, is she, Roy?"

They came apart without a scramble. No guilt to it, just apart, an honest foot of kitchen set back between them by the time the door swung in and Jay leaned through with the tongs in his fist and the smoke behind him.

"Lost cause, this shirt." Roy held the wet red front of it out for show, perfectly level. "Your wife's a menace with a glass of red on her."

"Told you, didn't I? Won't have her near the good stuff." Jay was already turning back to the meat. "Come and get a burger in you before she finishes you off properly. You've earned it."

"I'll be right out." Roy did the button up over the ruined front, slowly, and his eyes came back to her face just the once as he did it, and there was nothing held off in them now, nothing careful left at all. Then he went out into the gold and the smoke and was the courteous neighbour again, taking the plate Jay pushed at him, saying some easy thing that set Jay laughing.

Sarah stayed at the sink with the cold tap running over the dishcloth.

She turned it off. Her heart would not come down. Through the window the two of them stood at the coals in the last of the light, her husband and the man from next door, easy as anything, and she watched them and pressed her damp hand flat to her own chest where his heartbeat had been a minute before. He'd handed her the way out. I'll go home, no harm done. He'd laid it down in front of her and stood there and not closed the inch himself, because he was the man over the fence and she was the married girl, and crossing that last bit of air had to be hers to do.

And she knew, standing at her own sink with her husband twelve feet off turning sausages, that she was going to do it. Not whether. Only when.
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They saw Roy off at the front, the empty bottle going back with him and Jay clapping him on the shoulder, telling him not to leave it so long next time. Then the door was shut and the road went quiet, and the smell of the smoke came up the stairs with them, in their hair and their clothes.

She had her hands on Jay before he'd found the light. She backed him to the bed and pushed him down and pulled the tie loose at the nape of her neck, and the little dress dropped off her shoulders to her waist, and she came down over him with her tits bare in the lamplight and kissed him hard. The want had been climbing in her all evening and it had nothing to do with him. She kissed him anyway, and she was wet before she'd properly started.

"Bloody hell. Steady." He was laughing under her, dead pleased, both hands going straight to her arse, staying there. "What's all this, then? What's got into you?"

"Nothing's got into me." She said it against his mouth. "I'm allowed to want my own husband, surely."

"You're allowed whatever you fancy, after that performance." He gave her a slow squeeze, kneading, his thumbs working up under the dress. "Three glasses of red and a barbecue, and up the stairs you come like a woman with a plan. I'm not complaining. Carry on."

She reached between them, freed him out of his shorts and got her hand round his cock, and he stopped his joking the second she had him. He was already half-hard, thickening up into her palm as her fingers closed, the loose skin shifting easy over the firming hard of him underneath. She set him a slow pace, root to tip and back down, in no rush about any of it, the give of him known to her down to the last inch. She dropped her mouth to his ear and let her hair fall down over his face, and then she did the thing she'd sworn to herself in the kitchen she wouldn't do. She brought their neighbour into the bed with them.

"Did you watch him tonight?" she said quietly. "Properly watch him?"

"Watched him put away half my beer and most of the coleslaw." Jay's hips rolled up into her grip. "What about him?"

"Nothing. He's good company. You were right to have him round." She drew him root to tip, lazily, no rush on it at all. "He had a lovely night. He's been on his own too long, that man."

"Course he had a lovely night. He spent the whole night three feet off you in that frock." Half the joke had gone out of his voice already, the wanting coming up under it. "Dirty old devil. Didn't know where to put his eyes."

She nearly let it lie there. She'd been carrying a thing for days, hot and unspent under her ribs, telling herself over and over that it was hers and she'd keep it. Now she had her husband hard in her grip and the wine in her and the words crowding up her throat, and it came loose before she'd quite decided to let it.

"He's seen a fair bit more of me than you'd think." She kept it light, kept the slow pull going. "Last week. While you were away."

Jay went still under her, only his breath shifting. "More than I'd think how?"

"It was an accident." Out it came, smooth, and the smooth of it was the lie, because the only true word in the whole sentence was the one she dropped off the end. She'd known exactly what she was at on that washing line, a peg between her lips and the vest going where it went, every bit of it timed for his fence and his garden. She left all that out. "I was hanging the washing. My top slipped, and I didn't catch it quick enough, and he was right there the other side of the fence. He got a proper look at me before I sorted it."

"A look at what?"

"What do you think, Jay." She caught his earlobe in her teeth. "My tit was out. Bare in broad daylight, the nipple gone hard in the cold and all, six feet off the man, and he got the lot of it."

It jolted through her husband, all of him bucking under her, his cock kicking thick and hot in her fist. He was leaking already, precum welling up at the slit and sliding down over her thumb, slick and warm, and she smeared it down the head and worked it into her grip till the glide of her hand on him went wet. She clenched round nothing, empty and wanting, and pressed herself down against the hard of his hip where she straddled him, and worked him a touch faster for it.

"Fuck." He breathed it. "So the old boy's been out in his garden looking at my wife's tits. Bet he's had his cock out over you every night since. And you just let him."

"I didn't let him. It happened." She had to fight not to grin into his neck. "But he saw them, all right. Had himself a good long look before he did the gentlemanly thing and stopped himself."

"And you sat on it a week." He wasn't laughing now. His hands had come off her arse and knotted in the bedding. "You little sod."

"What did he do, though, when he clocked it?" His voice had gone thick. "Did he say owt?"

"Not a word. Just looked." She hadn't meant to give him this much, and the more she gave the harder he went under her, so she gave him more. "Stood there dead still with his secateurs hanging in one hand, looking at me like he'd forgotten how to work his own legs. Then he caught himself and got very busy with a rose bush and let on he'd seen nothing."

"And you stood there and gave him the show."

"For a bit." She brought her thumb slow over the slick tip of him. "Long enough."

She kept the slow pull of her hand going, even and unhurried, and she watched it take him, the colour climbing his neck, his hips lifting to chase her fist, his mouth going slack and soft. When his breath started to run away from him she slowed right down to nothing, her grip gone loose and barely there at the head, and held him at the edge of it till a low frustrated sound came up out of him, and only then let the pace build again. She had him exactly where she wanted him and they both knew it. She had never once put this exact look on his face in all the years she'd had him. "Does it bother you, that?" she said. "Him seeing me?"

"Does it…" He swallowed hard. "No. God, no."

"No," she said, gently, and a clench rolled through her where she knelt astride him, deep and slow. Because his room was dark across the gap right this minute, and he was lying in his bed an hour after standing in her kitchen telling her flat that he'd kept his eyes off her for weeks, because the day he let himself start he'd not be able to stop. He'd seen her tit and looked away. He'd had her wrist in his hand tonight and let it go. And here she knelt over her husband, wringing him slowly for the one look the old man had allowed himself, and she was soaked through, wetter than she'd been all night, and the night had been a long one.

"He's not a bad-looking man, though, is he?" she said. "For his age. You'd not chuck him out of bed."

"You what?" A laugh got out of Jay, a thin one, more gasp than laugh. "You fancy him. You proper fancy the old boy."

"I never said that." She turned her wrist over the head of him, slick now, dragging her thumb up and over and down. "I said he's not bad. I said he had an eyeful of me and I didn't exactly perish of it. And you're the one lying here gone hard in my hand over the idea, not me."

He fit her palm as he always had, her fingers closing round him with room to spare. She thought of the other one before she could stop herself, the heft of it she'd seen that night and never held, a thing that would hang heavy off her wrist and be a proper handful and then some. He's lying over there right now, she thought, that thick grey cock gone soft against his thigh, and he wanted me the whole time. The want went down through her belly and settled heavy and hot between her legs. She ground herself slow against the hard of his thigh, once and then again, leaving him slick with how wet she'd got, working her own edge and stoking it at the same time. She kept the whole of it off her face.

"Go on, then," Jay said, his breath gone short. "What would you have done, if you were that sort of wife?"

"I'm not that sort of wife." She smiled it into his jaw. "But if I was…"

"Say you were, then."

"Suppose I'd not bothered with the top." She breathed it warm at his ear. "Just left it down and let poor Roy stand in his roses and look his fill at me."

Jay made a noise low in his chest. His hips chased after her.

"Say I'd gone over to him at the fence," she went on, slowly, watching his face come apart under her. "All friendly. Hello, Roy. Like I'd never noticed a thing. And let him carry on looking."

"Sarah…"

"What if I'd kissed him."

That one landed square. He went rigid, the whole of him, his breath stopping dead, and he said nothing at all, and he stared up at her with his eyes blown wide. His cock stood up dark and hard in her fist, the head gone shiny and tight. A fresh bead of precum welled at the slit and ran down over her knuckles. Her hand moved on him wet enough now that she could hear it, a low slick sound under her own voice in the quiet room. She squeezed him once at the root, hard, holding him back off the edge he'd been climbing. Just held him there, the pad of her thumb moving slowly over the slick head, and watched him push his hips up after a hand that had gone still on him. She was soaking her own thigh by now, throbbing for it, and she barely had to do a thing.

"You're not going to tell me to stop, are you?" she said.

"No," he managed, hoarse with it. "I'm not."

It wasn't Jay her eyes had shut on. It was the old man next door, dead to the world a few feet off, and the thought of doing exactly this to him instead, that thick grey cock of his kicking in her fist the way her husband's was now, too big for her fingers to meet round. She was dripping for it, wet to the thigh and clenching on nothing, half gone on his leg alone. She kept her face hid in Jay's neck and fed him the rest of it in a low murmur, grinding herself slowly on his thigh as she went.

"What if I'd kissed his neck." She had him going at a steady pace now, firm and wet and even, feeding him the words in time with the pull of it, low and warm against his ear. "What if I'd reached down and put my hand on him, the way I've got it on you now, with you away down the country and none the wiser. And got that big grey cock of his out in the daylight, and found out for myself whether he's as much bigger than you as he looked. Whether my fingers would even meet round it. Whether I could've finished him off right there over his own fence, his cum all over my hand, and walked back inside and made your tea like nothing⁠—"

He came.

He came before she'd finished, with no warning, not a scrap of it his own to choose. His whole body bowed up off the bed and his cock jerked hard in her fist, and he went off over her hand in thick hot pulses, the first of it striping right up his own belly, the rest running down over her fist and her wrist while she pumped him through it. Her name broke in half on the way out of him. Their neighbour's name never once crossed his lips. She kept working him, soft and slow and wet, down through every last weak kick of it, the slick of his own cum loud between her fingers, and she watched her husband come completely undone on nothing but a string of words, his eyes screwed shut, his fists gone white in the sheet.

Holy fuck.

She'd worked him by hand a thousand times and more. He had never gone like that. Not from a hand, not without her mouth on him or her cunt round him or half the night's work first. He'd gone off like a boy, off nothing she'd done but talk.

"God." He dragged it up raw, halfway to a laugh, chest still heaving. "Sarah. What was that. What did you do to me."

"Nothing." She wiped her fingers on the sheet and lay down along his side, her cheek on the wet of his chest, his heart going hard and fast under her ear. "Said a few words, is all."

He couldn't find the breath to answer for a moment. One arm came round her, heavy, and she felt him turning it over behind his ribs, the size of the thing that had just happened to him and where it had come from. Any other night the joke would have been out of him by now. The dirty old goat at his window, give the poor sod a thrill, batted straight back to her grinning inside a breath, the both of them tucking it away again safe.

The joke never came. He lay there quiet, his palm moving slowly up and down her back, his heart taking its time to settle, and over the way the window stayed dark. She'd had her chance, downstairs an hour ago, to tell him the rest of it. The wrist. The breath on her mouth. The inch she hadn't closed. She kept it.

"You all right?" she said.

"Yeah." His voice came out quiet and altered. "Yeah. I think I might be a good deal better than all right."
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"Mind the step coming in. It's a devil in the dark and I keep meaning to put a light on it."

He stood back to let them past, a tea towel still slung over one shoulder like he'd forgotten it was there, and his hall smelled of whatever he'd roasted earlier and under that the clean soap-and-older smell she knew off him now. Jay went ahead with the wine, loud and easy, asking what the score was. Sarah came in behind, and the door shut on the dark road, and there she was, in his house at last, after weeks of it being the lit window she watched from the spare room.

His front room was smaller than theirs and a good deal more lived-in. A soft settee, a gas fire, an armchair worn to his shape, and a long shelf where his whole life sat in frames. She drifted over to the frames with her glass while Jay found the football and Roy went to see to the drinks, and she looked. Roy young and thin at a wedding, grinning, his arm round a small dark woman in a yellow dress. Roy in a line of men squinting into a foreign sun. The dark woman older, on a beach, laughing. A flat case of medals with the ribbons faded soft. She picked up the wedding photo and tilted it to the lamp.

"That's a crime, that is." Jay had come to look over her shoulder with a fresh beer. "Look at the hair on him."

"I had a full head of it once, before you start." Roy set a clean glass of red down for her on the mantel and stood well back, hands easy at his sides, not crowding her. "That's the wedding. Aldershot, some year I'd have to work out. She made me wear a tie I hated all day."

"You were quite handsome, weren't you?" She said it lightly, to the photo, turning it so the lamp caught his young face. "Back then. Look at you."

Jay laughed, but half a second late, and she felt the small room change around the words the second they were out. Roy said nothing at all.

"He scrubs up all right even now," Jay said, recovering it, clapping Roy on the arm. "Don't you? Got the whole silver-fox thing. My wife's been saying."

"Jay."

"What? You have." He grinned and took his beer back to the sofa, and Sarah set the photo down carefully exactly where it had stood and didn't look round at Roy and felt the warmth climb her neck.

That was the whole trouble with the night, and she'd known it walking the thirty feet of pavement to his door. She'd come knowing. Since his kitchen, since the warm inch she hadn't crossed and had stood at her own sink deciding she would, she'd carried it about with her, low and certain and patient, waiting on her to do the thing. She drank her wine too fast and watched him carry the bottle back from the kitchen, the breadth of his back, his big careful hands. That's the fist he had his cock in at the window, she thought, plainly, present and hot. That first night. While I rode Jay with the light on. She made herself look at the telly.

They ate off their knees in the end, because his table was buried under newspaper and a clock he had in bits. He was easier in his own house than he'd ever been in their garden, drier, surer, topping her glass up before she asked and listening to Jay run on with that patient half-smile. And twice she caught him just about to look at her properly and bring his eyes up short and put them safely back on the fire, and each time it travelled the whole length of her. She knew now what the not-looking cost him. He'd told her flat in her own kitchen. She sat there with a fork in her hand and the football going low, her thighs pressed together under the plate, and she was wet by nine and nobody had laid a finger on her.

Jay was on his fourth beer and loosening with it. The talk had been circling the old joke all evening, the dirty-old-man bit they'd worn smooth between them in bed, except tonight it kept snagging on the true thing under it and going quiet.

"He's not eating." Jay nodded at Roy's plate, grinning. "Look at the man. Lost his appetite entirely, having my wife sat in his front room in that little top."

"I'm pacing myself."

"Are you, though?" Jay's eyes had come to her, checking, as they had all week. "Come on, Roy, be honest with us. We're all friends here. You watch her window of a night. She knows you do."

The room went still around it. Sarah set her plate down slowly on the carpet and her heart climbed up high and hard in her chest.

"Jay," she said, low.

"I'm only saying what we all⁠—"

"That's enough now, eh." Roy said it gently, to Jay, and there was nothing hard in it anywhere, but Jay shut his mouth. The old man put his own plate aside and sat forward with his big forearms on his knees and looked steadily at the gas fire. "I'll not have her made awkward in my house. She's done nothing wrong. It's me that's the daft old article and we all know it, so let the girl be."

And that was the thing that did it. It wasn't the size of him, nor the want she'd hauled round for weeks. It was a kind man going quietly red to his collar and taking the whole of it onto himself to spare her, in his own front room, his dead wife laughing in her yellow dress in the photo behind his head.

She got up off the floor and crossed the little room to him before she'd decided to, exactly as she'd promised herself at the sink she would. She put her glass down on the cluttered table, and she knelt on the carpet between his knees and looked up at him.

"Sarah." Quiet. A warning and a question at once.

"I know." She laid her hands flat on his thighs. They were big and warm and solid under her palms, the old trousers soft. "I've been throwing myself at you for weeks, Roy. You told me yourself you'd not be able to stop once you started. So don't."

He didn't move. His chest was going harder than the calm face wanted to let on. And then he didn't look at her at all. He looked over her head at her husband.

She turned to look too.

Jay had gone completely still. The beer tilted forgotten in his hand, about to spill. His face was the one she'd watched start in their bed a week ago, and here it was full and helpless now, the colour up in it, his breath gone shallow, his eyes huge on the pair of them. The patter was gone. There wasn't a scrap of the joke left on him anywhere. He looked like a man watching the one thing he'd never let himself ask for walk quietly up and kneel at his feet.

"Go on." It came out cracked. He wet his mouth and managed it again. "Go on. It's all right, love. Go on."

Her own husband, twelve feet off, telling her to. She'd half thought it might frighten her, the moment it stopped being words whispered in the dark. It didn't, not even slightly. It dropped through her hot and went straight to the soaked ache between her legs, and she turned back to the man in the chair and reached for his belt.
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He let her, and that was its own thing. A man so set on doing right, sitting there letting her work his belt and his button and his zip, his big hands gone slack on the arms of the chair and his jaw set tight. She got the trousers open and worked them down off his hips with his shorts when he lifted for her, and she got her first proper look at him. No six feet of dark in the way this time, no fence. A hand's width from her face.

God.

The window hadn't lied. He was already most of the way hard and getting harder while she watched. He wasn't a great deal longer than Jay, and that was never the point of him. It was the girth. He stood up out of the grey hair at the root broad as her wrist and broader, a heavy dark length of him. One fat vein ran up it that she could have traced with a fingertip, and the head was blunt and full, and below it his balls hung loose and heavy. She closed her hand round him and her fingers wouldn't quite go, a good inch of him still standing clear above her fist. She had her husband in this exact hand most nights of her life and knew him down to the last familiar inch. This she could not have got her mouth round if she tried. She knew it, looking. She was going to try anyway.

"You're so big." She heard the wreck in her own voice and didn't care about it. She twisted round to her husband, the old man heavy and hot in her grip. "Jay. Jay, come and look at his cock. I can't even close my hand on it."

Jay made a noise. He didn't get up, couldn't, she thought, he was pinned flat to the settee by it, but he leaned, craning, his own hand pressed hard against the front of his jeans without his seeming to know he'd put it there.

"God." He breathed it raw. "Christ, Sarah."

"Feel how thick he is next to you." She drew her fist slowly up the shaft of him, the loose skin moving over the hard of him, and worked it back down. "I can't get round his cock, babe. Look at the size of it. Watch me suck him. Watch me." She wasn't being cruel about it. She wanted her husband to see all of it, every bit, as she'd ached for him to those nights at the glass.

Then she stopped talking and bent her head and took the broad head of him past her lips for the first time.

There was no other way to start. There was too much of him to do anything but work her slow way onto it. She wrapped her lips round the top of him and took just the head, and felt it stretch her open, the clean salt skin-warmth of him heavy on her tongue. Above her the breath finally went out of him, long and ragged, the calm coming apart at last.

"Easy." His voice had dropped right down low. "Easy, love. There's no rush on it. Suck it slow. We've all the time you want."

His hand came off the chair and into her hair, gentle, gathering it back off her face and holding it there in a loose handful so he could see, so he could watch his own thick cock go into her by inches. The careful of it undid her worse than rough would have. Even now, even broken, he wouldn't shove and wouldn't take. He only held her hair softly out of her eyes and let her set the pace. She moaned round him before she could help it. She felt herself clench hard, kneeling there soaked clean through the seat of her jeans on his living-room carpet, her husband panting over the sight of it.

She got perhaps a third of the way down him and had to stop, her jaw aching at the breadth of it. Her own spit ran off what her mouth couldn't reach and slicked the rest where her hand worked. When she drew back to breathe, a long thread of it stretched off her lip and broke. She looked up the whole soft-bellied height of him to his face. He was looking down at her steadily, like she was the only thing in the world worth the looking, every bit of the careful want he'd kept off her for weeks turned right on her now.

"You don't have to take it all." Low. Certain. "Nobody could. Just there. That's it. Just like that, good girl."

"I want to." She said it hoarse and went back down on him.

She found her rhythm. Both hands and her mouth working him together, the head and the first fat inches between her lips. Her two fists turned and stroked the rest of his cock while her tongue learned the big vein, the soft give of the skin, the broad top. When she cupped his heavy balls in one hand and felt them draw up tight he said her name once, quietly, like it cost him real money. Spit ran down her chin. Her hair came loose of his hand and hung round her face and she let it.

Her own top had pulled loose as she leaned, and she felt the cool of the room on her chest, her tits spilling heavy out of it, the nipples gone hard and tight, and she knew both men were looking at her. Roy down at her mouth full of him. Jay along the whole of her, down to where the denim pulled tight over her arse as she knelt up to take more. Both of them at once, her husband and the man from next door, the wanting in both their faces, and it ran straight down through her and pooled where she was already soaked.

Then she turned her head once more, to find her husband.

Jay had his cock out.

He'd got himself out of his jeans and was working it slowly in his fist on the sofa. His face was wet, sweat at his hairline, his mouth open, and he watched the place where her lips met the thick cock like nothing else had ever happened to him in his life. He's getting off on this, she thought, and it nearly took her over where she knelt. My husband. Right there. Tugging himself raw over me sucking the dirty old man from next door, because he can't help it, because he loves it. She held the old soldier's eye and then her husband's, turn about, and worked the heavy cock wet and deep as she could manage. She had never in her whole life felt so filthily, so completely wanted by two men at once.

"That's it." His hand had settled back at the crown of her head, gentle still, but with the first real weight in it now, the first faint guiding pressure, a man who'd held a line thirty years just beginning to take. "Good girl. That's the way. You suck that lovely. There. There you are."

She let him guide her, that small bit, and felt the whole of what he was holding back sitting in the weight of his hand. He set her a fraction deeper than she'd have dared on her own, the broad head pushing at the back of her throat, his fist closing slow in her hair — and for one second she felt exactly what it would be to have him not careful at all, held down on it and made to take the lot of him. Then she gagged on the width and he eased off her on the instant, the want reined straight back in. Easy. Easy, there's my girl. He let her get her breath and brought her back to it gentle, the wet of her mouth loud on him in the quiet room. The dam had gone, and what came out from behind it wasn't the rough she'd half braced for off a big quiet man. It was this. Slow and certain and looking after her even while he took, his heavy cock as far down her throat as she could take it and his low voice telling her how well she did it.

"Sarah, love." His breath had shortened hard. The hand tightened at the back of her head, the once. "I'm close. You'll want to pull off, now, or⁠—"

"In her mouth," Jay said from the settee, wrecked and quick. "Cum in her mouth, Roy. She wants it. Don't you? Tell him you want it."

She pulled off just enough to speak, her fist still working the slick of him, her lips raw. "Yes. I want to taste your cum. Give it me." And she took the fat head back between her lips and sucked him and held his eye while she did it.

He went. She felt the thick of him kick and swell on her tongue and the first hot spurt hit the back of her throat, and he made a low broken sound she'd never have got out of the courteous man at the barbecue. His hand fisted tight in her hair at last and held her there, not hard, only there, while he came in long hot pulses over her tongue. There was so much of it. She swallowed and there was more, and some ran from the corner of her stretched mouth and down her chin, and she stayed on him and took what she could and kept her eyes up on his face. Behind her, her husband came apart in a string of bitten-off gasps, into his own fist, just from the sight of his wife with another man's cock in her mouth. She felt the answering throb low in herself, soaked and empty and wanting.

She eased off him slowly and wiped her mouth with the back of a hand that wouldn't quite hold still, and sat back on her heels in front of his chair, and none of the three of them said a word. The football murmured on. The wedding photo grinned at the lot of them from its frame.

Roy reached down and took her chin in his big careful hand and tilted her face up to him. She half thought he might say sorry now, might do the decent thing even this late and put the wall back up between them. He didn't. His thumb moved once, slowly, over her wet bottom lip.

"You'd best take yourselves home, the pair of you," he said, low and even, "before I forget my manners altogether and ask your husband whether I can do a good deal more to her than that."

It went all the way down through her. She looked back over her shoulder at Jay, putting himself away with hands that didn't work, his face still open and stunned and lit right up. Kneeling there with the taste of the man thick in her throat, she knew going home wasn't the end of it. It was barely the start. She wanted the rest of it. She wanted the whole heavy careful weight of him, and she was going to have it, and her husband was going to sit right there and watch her get every bit.
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She woke before the alarm with the whole of last night still in her, and it stayed. Her jaw was sore. She lay on her side in the early grey with Jay's breath going slow and warm at her neck, and pressed her tongue to the ache inside her own cheek, and it all came back. The thick weight of him on her tongue. The stretch of her lips round more than her mouth could take.

She'd knelt on another man's carpet and swallowed what he gave her, with her husband coming into his fist over the sight of it. Then she'd walked the thirty feet home and slept like the dead.

She clenched at the thought, slow and deep, all alone in the quiet.

It wasn't shame that had her awake. She kept turning it over, careful. She'd walked the thirty feet home and lain in the dark waiting to feel the bottom drop out of it, the way it was meant to, and it never had. What came instead was wanting. Low and plain and patient. She'd had one taste, and her body had spent the night deciding, all by itself, that the taste had only made things worse.

Behind her Jay stirred, and his hand found her hip and pulled her back into him. He was hard, as he always was first thing, and this morning it meant the world, because she knew exactly where his head had gone the second he surfaced.

"You're thinking about it," he said into her hair.

"So are you. I can feel you thinking about it." She slid a hand back and found him.

He groaned. His palm slid up to one breast and his thumb went slowly over the nipple till it stood. "I watched my wife suck another man's cock last night. I'm never going to be right again."

"Good." She worked him slow, the long familiar shape of him easy in her grip, and did the thing she'd sworn blind she would never do. She put him up against the other man in her head. Jay sat in her palm the size he'd always been, hers for years, known to the inch. She'd had that other cock in her mouth half a day since and her jaw still ached from the width of it. It wasn't cruel and it wasn't a contest. It was the plain fact of two men, and the fact ran down through her and pooled hot, and she rolled her arse back into her husband.

"Come on. Say it." His breath had gone short. "You've laid here half an hour thinking it. I can hear you not saying it."

"Put it in me first."

He fit himself behind her and pushed in on one long stroke, the whole way, and they both let a breath go. He stayed deep a second, his arm tight round her, his mouth at her shoulder. Then he started to move, lazy and unhurried in the half-light, the morning sort, no rush on him.

"Now," he said. "Tell me."

"I keep thinking how it felt in my mouth." She rode the slow push of him as she spoke. "I couldn't get it in, babe, you saw. I managed a third and that was my lot, and my jaw still hurts. Feel." She caught his wrist and brought it to the hinge of her own jaw and held it there. "Off one cock. That's what that man's done to me and he's barely touched me."

"Christ." His hips snapped up hard into her before he caught himself.

"And I can't stop thinking about the rest of him." Lower now. "What he'd do, if it wasn't my mouth."

He understood it. All of him went still against her, his cock thick and rigid inside her, and then he was moving again, faster, his hand dragging her hip back to meet him.

"Say what you mean." He sounded wrecked. "Don't go talking round it."

So she said it plainly. The shy of it had burned off her on that carpet, and what was left was simple, and she let it come out simple.

"I want him to do it properly. I want Roy on top of me, in our bed, fucking me." She braced a hand on the headboard and gave it back to him. "I want to know what that cock does when it isn't between my lips. The whole night. However he likes me." She turned her head so he'd catch it. "And I want you sat in the chair watching the old man have your wife. Every bit of it, like the last time."

Jay made a sound she'd never once had off him, half a groan and half a noise nearer grief, and he pulled out and rolled her over and got her up onto her hands and knees. He was back inside her before she had her balance, both hands on her arse, spreading her, gripping, his thumbs pressing into the round of it. He fucked her properly then. The bed went under them. The headboard knocked the wall, loud in the still house. His cock dragged out wet and drove back in and the slick of her was loud as the bed, and she dropped onto her forearms and shoved back into every stroke.

"You'd let him?" It came between thrusts, his voice gone to nothing. "You'd actually let the old fella fuck you, with me right there?"

"I'm not letting anyone do a thing." Her cheek flat on the pillow. "I'm asking for it, babe. There's a difference and you know there is."

"Fuck." He brought his hand down hard across her backside, and she pushed her hips up to take it, soaking and wanting it.

Then his arm hooked round her front and his fingers found her clit, working it in time with the drive of him, while his free hand came up and took a swinging tit and rolled the nipple hard. She looked back over her shoulder. He was staring down at where he went into her, his face open and wrecked, and she locked onto his eyes and wouldn't let go, picturing how she'd hold Roy's just the same on Friday while her husband looked on from the chair. That picture pulled a sound from her she couldn't keep in.

She was close already, far too fast, climbing on her own filthy mouth and the picture under it. Only this time the picture had a weight and a taste and a sore jaw to prove it real. He's lying in his bed over the way this minute, she thought, present and hot, with no notion his neighbour's on all fours begging her husband to lend her out. She thought of the careful hands. The low voice that had told her to suck it slow. And she thought, quietly, only ever to herself, of the one place she'd kept back even from Jay, all these years, and how she might give that patient man even that. God help her. It rolled up through her with no warning at all.

"I'm going to come," she got out. "Don't you fucking stop."

She came hard, her whole body locking round him, her face buried to kill the noise, because it was barely seven and the houses sat tight on this road. Jay swore and clamped her hips and drove deep and held, spilling into her with his forehead dropped between her shoulders, her name and nothing else coming out of him.

They came down in a heap, his weight half over her, his heart going hard at her spine. For a while neither of them said a word. Then the alarm she'd left running went off and he reached over and shut it up.

"You meant that," he said. "That wasn't just the morning in you."

"No." She found his hand and laced her fingers through his and kissed the knuckles. "I meant every word, babe. I want it. More than I've wanted anything in a long while. And I'd sooner have it with you in the room than behind your back, because it's not worth a thing if it isn't ours."

He was quiet a long moment. Then she felt him nod against her shoulder, and the want surfaced in him plain, and he let it show.

"Then we'll ask him," he said.
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Roy was out the front of his place on the Sunday in his shirtsleeves, the morning still cool, taking down the privet along the boundary where it had got away from him over summer. Sarah watched from the kitchen window a good while longer than she meant to, a mug going cold in her hand. The blades opening and closing. His forearms working. The unhurried ease of a man who'd done a job ten thousand times. For weeks she'd watched him fix things about their own house, clocking the size of his hands every time, telling herself she was only being friendly. There was no telling herself a thing now. She knew what those hands had been at the other evening, and what she'd asked her husband for that morning. Down went the cold tea, and out she went before she could find a reason to leave it.

"You're showing us up, you," she said, coming to her side of the fence. "Ours is a jungle and you're out here trimming at half eight."

"It runs away from you, if you let it." He straightened up and looked at her.

That was the first thing. He looked at her. Head-on, all of her, the look he'd spent every week since they moved in deliberately not giving her. The eyes that had always come up short and gone to the fence or the fire stayed exactly where they were, on her, easy and slow, no apology in them anywhere. A warmth came up in them while she stood there going pink. The dam had broken in his kitchen weeks back and now it was simply gone. He stood in his garden in the sun, looking at the married girl next door like she belonged to him to look at. She'd waited so long to be looked at by this one man that the having of it nearly took her legs.

"Morning, Sarah," he said. Her plain name in that low voice did it by itself.

"Morning." She heard how it came out. She didn't care. "Jay's got the kettle on. Come in."

"Have I to, now."

"He wants a word with you." She held his eye and made herself say it level, as if she were booking a man to do the gutters. "We both do. About the other night. And about after it. We thought Friday, if you're free. He's back off the road by then. You'd come to us, this time…"

He took it in quietly. He didn't grin, and he didn't reach for a clever line. There was none of that in him. He only held her a moment longer with that steady new look, and behind it stirred the same barely-kept thing he'd owned up to flat in her kitchen, off its leash now and patient with it.

"Friday," he said.

"Friday."

"Then I'll bring something round." He took the blades back up, unhurried as ever, and the corner of his mouth went. "Jean's recipe. Seems only manners, if I'm being asked to stop a while."

A laugh got out of her, a real one, surprised loose. She turned for the house before she did something daft over a garden fence with the Hendersons two doors down. At her own back door she glanced round. He'd bent back to the privet, an old man tidying his garden of a Sunday. But he looked up as she turned, and held her across both their lawns, and let her be the one to look away first.

Five days. She went in and told Jay it was set, and watched the coming week settle itself round the one lit evening at the end of it.
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The cake sat on the side in its foil, untouched. None of them had come for cake. They all knew it, and after the second drink the talk thinned right down to nothing. Three of them in the room with their glasses, and not one of them saying the thing they'd come to say.

So she stopped waiting on it.

She put her wine down on the table, half drunk, and stood up off the sofa and held her hand out to the old man in the chair. Roy looked at it a moment. Then he looked up at her with that steady warm look he'd only let himself have this last week, and he took it, and let her draw him up out of the chair.

"Jay," she said, and she didn't turn round to say it. "Bring your drink up."

Behind her she heard her husband get up off the sofa without one word, which was a thing she'd never once known him do. The patter that had run all night, the dirty-old-man bit they'd worn smooth between them, was clean gone out of him now it was real. She heard him breathe in sharp as he followed them to the stairs. God, it went straight through her, that quiet. Her own husband padding up his own stairs behind the neighbour, not a single joke left in him.

She'd left the lamp on low and the blind up. She'd put it up on purpose, same as that first night and a dozen since, and Roy clocked it the second he came in.

"Your window," he said quietly.

"I know." She turned to face him in the middle of her own bedroom with Jay in the doorway. "You've had the view long enough, love. Come and have the rest."
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He took his time, and she let him, because she'd learned at his door and on his carpet that he did nothing in a hurry. He didn't grab. He stood close and put one big hand to the side of her face and kissed her, deep and unhurried, the first time he'd ever had his mouth on hers. She felt it everywhere. His other hand came to the small of her back and brought her in against the soft heavy front of him and held her.

"Last chance to send me home," he said against her mouth. "I'll go if you want it. No harm done."

"Don't you dare."

He undressed her standing up, slowly, like a man who'd decided not to miss any of it. He drew the dress up over her head and dropped it. He reached round and unhooked her bra one-handed and let that go too. Her tits came free of it heavy and full, and he made a low sound and just looked, and she went pink under it as she always did for him.

"All this time," he said, "and you'd not let me look. There's no sense in you, girl."

"You wouldn't look." She got at his shirt buttons. "Weeks of it, you stubborn old sod."

She opened his shirt and pushed it back off his shoulders. There he was, the broad chest gone grey, the strong arms, the soft belly of a big older man. She put her hands flat on him and felt how warm he ran. Behind her Jay sat down heavily in the chair by the window, like his legs had gone.

Roy walked her back to the bed and laid her down and came over her, taking his weight on one forearm, careful of it. He kissed her throat. The grey head of him moved slowly down, and he got his mouth on one tit and his hand full of the other. There was no rush in him at all. He sucked one nipple till she gasped and gave the other the flat of his tongue, and his heavy hand slid down over her belly and lower, and two thick fingers found her wet and worked gently through it, learning her.

"Oh, God." She'd been soaked since the stairs. "Roy. There, that's it, right there."

"There's my answer." He had two fingers working in her now, his broad thumb on the spot at the top of her, and he did it patiently, like he had all night and nothing he'd rather. "You're dripping, love. Let it come…"

She came like that, off his hand alone, quicker than she meant to, biting it into her own arm with her hips lifting up off the bed. He held her through it and didn't let up until she shoved his wrist away, half laughing and half wrecked.

Across the room her husband sat and watched the neighbour finger his wife to a finish, and made no sound at all.

She wanted the rest of him and couldn't wait any longer. She got a hand down between them and found the heavy shape of him through his trousers, the thing she'd had in her mouth and not since, and she worked his belt open herself.

"Off," she said. "All of it. I want to see it."

He stood and stripped, and there it was, the thing the window had shown her that first night across the dark. Only now it was hers. Hard and heavy and standing up out of the grey, and the sight of it dried her mouth and started the ache up all over again. She came up onto her knees and got both hands round it because she couldn't not, and her fingers wouldn't close.

Jesus Christ.

"Babe." She'd turned to find Jay without deciding to, the heavy cock filling both her hands. "Babe, look at it. Look at the cock on him. He's going to fuck me with this. He's going to put the whole thing in me and you're going to watch."

"I know." It came out of her husband cracked. He was sat forward, his own hand pressed hard against himself through his jeans, his face open and stunned, the same as it had been on Roy's carpet. "I know he is. I'm not going anywhere."
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Roy laid her back and settled between her thighs. He took himself in one hand and ran the fat head of him slowly through her wet, getting himself slick.

"I'm going to go easy," he said softly. "You tell me."

And he pushed in.

She'd thought she knew. She'd had her mouth on him, she'd had her hands on him, she'd lain awake doing the sums of him. She'd had no idea. The stretch of it took her breath clean out. He gave her the blunt head and the first inches and stopped, and she was already fuller than she had ever been, his width pressing her open everywhere at once, and he held there and let her have it.

"All right?" His jaw was tight with holding back. "Tell me, love."

"Don't stop. Fucking hell. Don't you dare stop." She got a hand to his hip. "More. Don't go easy on me. Give it me."

He fed it to her in slow careful pushes all the same, a bit more each time, because there was no other way to take a man that thick, drawing out and going back deeper, till his grey hair was against her and there was no more of him to take and she'd taken all of it. He held there a second, buried to the root, and watched her face for the hurt of it. There wasn't any. There was just the fullness, more than she had ever been given, and her own voice telling him to move.

So he moved. And once he had her measure, once he knew she could take it and was shoving up off the bed to meet him, the careful went out of how he used her. He drew nearly the whole way out and drove back in hard, the full heavy length at once. It punched a sound out of her she had never heard herself make, loud and open and past caring who heard. The headboard cracked the wall. He did it again, and again, getting a hand into her hair and gathering it up in his fist and holding her where he wanted her while he fucked up into her, and the wet slap of him against her filled the little room.

"Too much?" Low and even, even now, even with his fist in her hair and the whole of him splitting her open. The careful had gone out of how he moved. It hadn't gone out of him.

"Don't you dare." She could hardly get it up out of her. "Harder. Give it me harder⁠—"

So he did. He took her at his own pace now, deep and hard and certain, the wet of her loud on every stroke and the small bitten cries he knocked out of her one after another, and she went mindless under it, stretched and soaked and loving every second of being used like this.

It was nothing like her husband, and it never would be, and that was the plain truth of it, out in the open for the both of them. Jay was hers, known to the last familiar inch, loved, and she'd be soaking for him again tomorrow. This was the other thing. Being opened right up and taken hard and sure by a big man who knew exactly what he had and exactly how to put it on her.

She got her eyes open and found her husband.

He's right there, she thought, present and hot, the neighbour fucking hard into her, deep, no mercy left in it. He's in the chair watching another man split me open in our own bed with the blind up. He can't look away. He loves it. God help him, he loves it, and so do I.

"Jay." She put an arm out toward the chair, and he came up off it and crossed and went down on his knees by the bed, close, his face a foot from hers. She got a hand round the back of his neck. "Feel how he's got me." She was jolting up the bed on every hard drive of the man between her legs, and she made herself say it to him plainly, as she'd never once dared before that carpet. "I've never had a cock this big in my life, babe. I can feel him right up in my cunt. He's splitting me. And you let him. You brought him up our own stairs and you're down there on the floor letting him fuck your wife."

"God, Sarah." Jay dropped his forehead to hers. "Yeah. I am. Look at you taking it."

"Stay there. Watch his face." She turned her own to find Roy's, the grey careful face set hard over her, and she held the both of them at once, her husband's breath on her cheek and the neighbour deep inside her. The want pulled tight and low in her belly and would not let go.

Then Roy gathered her up off the bed, easy, lifting and turning her, settling back against the headboard and bringing her down astride him so she took every inch of him sat upright. The new angle drove him in impossibly deep. And his hands went to her arse at last, the thing he'd been refused the whole long stretch of weeks. He took a full cheek in each hand and spread her and worked her down onto himself.

"Two years on a yoga mat," he murmured, kneading the round of her, watching it move under his palms, "and look what it built on you." His hand came off and down, and his palm landed on her with a crack, and she yelped and clenched hard around him. He did it again on the other cheek, slowly, deliberately, and watched the colour come up. "There's that."

"Fuck." She was bouncing on him now, her tits swinging heavy between them, the thick of him dragging in and out of her on every drop of her hips. "Do it again. Spank me again. Jay, look at him, he's spanking me while he fucks me."

Jay was down by the bed, wrecked, his hand moving slowly at himself, watching the neighbour redden his wife's backside and bury that thick cock deep in her, and he said nothing, and she had never in her life felt so completely had. He's not going to last just from watching this, she thought, and it pulled another sound out of her.

She rode him till her thighs burned. Then he turned her again, certain about it, no asking now, getting her onto her hands and knees in the middle of the bed and coming in behind her. He went back in on one long push that bottomed her out and dropped her onto her forearms. He took her like that, hard, both hands dragging her hips back onto every drive, the bed slamming the wall and the slap of him loud in the room and her tits swinging under her, and she shoved back to meet him stroke for stroke. Then he gathered a fistful of her hair and drew her head up off the sheet and held her there, arched and open, and worked her onto his cock like that. He told her low and certain how well she took it. What a filthy little thing she was for loving it with her husband right there on the floor. She loved it. She told him so into the dark of the room.

And that was when she knew she was going to ask him for the other thing. She'd known, really, since the morning she'd lain in this bed with her jaw aching and turned it over. The one thing she'd kept all these years. Hers to keep, never once given to anybody.

She was going to give it to this man tonight.

"Roy." She looked back over her shoulder. "I want it in my arse." Her face went hot saying it, even now, even like this. "Your cock. In my arse. Will you?"

His hands stilled on her. "You sure, love?"

"I've never let anyone." It came out before she could weigh it, the only piece of it she said out loud, and she heard Jay make a small broken sound behind her. "Yes. I'm sure. I want it to be you. I want it to be your cock."

He ran his thumb slowly down the cleft of her, over the tight of her, pressing, and a shiver went the whole length of her spine.

"Then we do it properly," he said. "Slow, and plenty wet, and you stop me the second you want stopping." He looked over her at the man on the floor. "There'll be something in the house for it."

"Jay." She didn't turn round. She stayed up on her hands and knees with the old soldier's thumb working her, and she gave her husband the order over her shoulder, flat and plain, like it was the most ordinary thing in the world to ask of him. "Lube. My drawer, my side. Get it."

A second went by. Then Jay was up and across the room, and she heard the drawer go, heard him knock something over scrabbling, and then he was back at the bed pressing the little bottle into Roy's open hand. He sank back down to watch. Nobody said one word about any of it.

Roy took an age over it. He spat, low and unhurried, and rubbed it into the tight of her with the pad of his thumb, then worked the lube in after, one thick finger and then two, going still every time she tensed and waiting her out, going on again when she pushed back onto him. His low voice ran under it the whole while. Steady. Breathe out for me. There's no rush on this anywhere… By the time he set the fat head of him to her and started to press, she was loose and slick and dripping and half out of her mind for it. Even so the size of him was a thing she took by inches, the slow burn and stretch of it, breathing through it the way he told her, his free hand flat and warm on her spine. He gave her one inch and stopped. Another, and stopped.

"Fuck." It came out of her ragged. "Fuck, it's so much. Don't stop. Give me the rest of it."

And then the worst of it tipped over into the best of it, and she heard herself begging him to give her everything.

"That's it. There. You've got all of it now." He was all the way into the one place she'd kept off everybody for the whole of her life, and he held dead still and let her feel it. "There it is. All of it, love."

Oh fuck.

She was past words. Her face was down in the sheet and both fists were knotted in it and her arse was up for him, full of him, front and back of where he'd already had her. Her husband's voice came thin and wrecked from a foot away. That's it, love. Oh, Christ. Look at you. And the neighbour began to work into her, slow, so gentle, and it was the filthiest and the best thing anybody had done to her in her life.

"Fuck me properly now," she got out into the sheet. "I can take it. I can take all of it, I promise you I can." And she told him so again in words that came out in no order at all, begging the careful old man to use her, and he gradually, steadily gave her more of it.

So he stopped being careful with it. He fed her the last of him and then took her properly, deep and steady and no longer slow, one hand fisted in her hair to hold her head up off the sheet and the other locked on her hip, working her arse on his cock while her husband knelt a foot off and watched every stroke go in. The wet of it filled the room. He worked her like that until she came again, shaking, clenched so tight round the thick of him it dragged a groan up out of him — and only then did the last of the calm go out of him. His breath turned ragged. His grip went hard. He drove into her chasing his own finish at last, and she felt him swell, and she shoved back to take it and wanted him to spend right there where she'd let him in.

He didn't.

He pulled out of her at the last, quick, and she felt the loss of him. Then his fist worked, and then the hot of his cum striped across the round of her arse, pulse after pulse of it, his low voice breaking on her name. Jay's right there, she thought, watching the old man finish all over his wife. Over me. Every last stripe of it. She stayed up on her knees and took it on her skin and was glad of it without quite knowing why.

[image: ]


After, the three of them lay and knelt and sat in the wreck of her bed in the low lamp, none in a hurry to speak first. Roy got himself down beside her, pulled the corner of the sheet up, and wiped her clean, gentle about it. Jay had got back up into the chair and sat with his head tipped back, breathing, undone.

She rolled over and looked up at the old soldier propped on one heavy arm beside her, grey and spent, watching her with that warm steady look. She felt around inside herself for the shame she'd braced for, and once again it simply wasn't there.

"You pulled out," she said.

"I did."

"Why'd you pull out?" She said it lightly, teasing, her hand flat on his warm chest, and she watched his face. "I'd have let you. I think I'd have wanted you to."

His face went serious, and he didn't reach for a clever line, because there wasn't one in him and there never had been.

"A man doesn't presume," he said. "Not on another man's wife. There's a line, even now." Then, quieter, his mouth going at the corner: "Ask me again sometime."

From the chair Jay let out a breath that was half a laugh and half something she had no name for. She found she was grinning into the dark of her own room, sore in places she'd never been sore, the neighbour heavy and warm down one side of her and her husband ten feet off in the chair he hadn't once left.

This is not going to have been the only time. She thought it plainly and she didn't say it. She didn't need to. The blind was still up, and his dark house stood across the six feet of nothing where it always had, and she lay there already knowing she'd be at the glass tomorrow night, watching for his light to come on. And that this time he'd know to look back.
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Roy came for his dinner on Sundays now. It had started the week after, him turning up at one with a bottle and his cap in his hands, not quite sure of his welcome, and it had simply kept on. Three Sundays of it. He carved, because Jay made a hash of a joint and Roy never did, and the two men had got easy with the knife and the gravy between them while she stood at the sink and listened.

He'd made himself useful about the place again that week, because he couldn't seem to help it. A dripping tap in the bathroom. The wonky kitchen shelf. The side gate that had dragged since they moved in, lifted off and set back true on its hinges, all of it put right before she'd properly clocked it was wrong. He still turned up midweek with something in foil as well, Jean's lemon cake or her shortbread, still certain he'd ruined the recipe and still wrong about it. She'd long given up telling him he owed them nothing. He liked being of use to a house. And she'd stand in the doorway with her tea going cold and watch him down under her sink with his sleeves shoved up his thick grey forearms, and feel it move in her, plain and unbothered, the whole while.

She turned and watched instead. Roy at her table in his shirtsleeves, big and grey and certain, telling Jay some long flat story about a sergeant he'd served under. Jay leaning in, laughing easily at it. Neither of them so much as glanced at her, and the want went through her low and warm, the same as it had at the very start. Only there was no guilt under it now to spoil it. He'd had her over her own bed. He had his Sunday chair. He still wouldn't talk himself up and he still stood when she came into a room, and she still went properly wet for him doing nothing at all. She clenched where she stood, pointless and sweet, and let it ride.

That's the hand, she thought, watching him set the carving knife down. That's the hand he had two fingers of inside me on Friday, with my husband in the chair. He passed Jay the plate first. Always the host, even in her own kitchen.

"You're letting that go cold, love," Roy said, not looking up.

"I'm bringing it." She brought it.

After, Jay walked him to the front, the same as every Sunday, and she cleared the plates and watched the two of them through the kitchen window. Her husband and the man who'd fucked her, stood on the path in the last of the light with their hands in their pockets, saying the slow nothing men say goodbye with. Roy went off home over the low fence. Jay came back in grinning.

"He's all right, isn't he?" Jay said. "Roy."

"He's all right."

"Carves a better joint than me, the old git."

"He does everything better than you, babe." She slid the plates into the water. "That's rather the point of him, isn't it?"

Jay came up behind her at the sink and got his arms round her, his mouth on her neck, and she felt him already hard against her arse through his jeans. He went that way every Sunday now, the minute Roy was safely over the fence.

"You're awful, you," she said, pushing back into it. "He's not been gone a minute."

"You stood there the whole dinner with your eyes all over him. Don't tell me you didn't, because I watched you do it." His hand was up under her top now, warm, climbing. "Bet you're wet right now. Bet you've been wet since the soup, you dirty thing…"

"And whose fault's that, then." She let him turn her slowly round, already aching for it.
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The nights had stopped being a thing she had to set up.

That first week she'd gone to the glass every evening like clockwork. Lamp low, blind up, putting herself in the frame of her own window, waiting on his light. It came on every time. He looked back now. That was the change in it. He'd stand in his dark room across the six feet of nothing and watch her undress for bed, slowly, and her mouth would go dry at the bare shape of him in the far glass. Some nights that was the whole of it and it was plenty. Some nights it wasn't.

Some nights Jay stood behind her at the glass with his chin on her shoulder and his hands going over her where the old man could plainly see them work. The two houses lit. The dark gap between. She'd let Roy watch her husband touch her until she couldn't bear it any longer, and then they'd fall into the bed and she'd ride Jay with the blind still up and her head full of the man across the way.

And some nights Roy came round.

Those were the ones she lived on. A tap at the back door after dark. Jay letting him in quiet. The three of them up the stairs with barely a word about it, because they'd never found the words that made it ordinary and they'd stopped looking for them. He took his time. He was careful of her even now he had the run of her, careful of the sheer size of him every single time. Once, with his mouth at her ear and his weight settling down on her and Jay in the chair by the window, he'd told her low that he'd waited too long for this to go rushing any of it now. She'd nearly come off the words alone.

She didn't tell Jay quite all of it. Most of it, yes, the dirty plain truth said straight to his face, because he wanted it said and so did she. But not the thing that surfaced now and then with the old man moving in her and her husband watching it happen. That she'd keep the both of them. That she'd want this big careful man up her stairs for as long as he'd climb them, and never once give up the one she'd married, and that the two facts lived in her at the same time and didn't fight. She'd finally stopped waiting for them to.
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"Best I've ever had," she said.

It was late and it was only the two of them, Roy long gone back over the fence. Jay had his head on her chest and she had her fingers in his hair, and she said it plainly because it was true and because he'd been circling the asking of it for half an hour.

"Yeah?"

"You know it is. You watched it happen." She felt him breathe out against her. "Don't go funny on me about it now. You brought him up our stairs, babe. You put the stuff in his hand off my own side of the bed. You don't get to go quiet and pretend you didn't want every second of it."

"I'm not going quiet." He lifted his head. In the dark she could just make out that open, stunned look he'd worn on the old man's carpet and never properly lost. "I want to hear you say it, that's the thing. I don't even know why. I want you to tell me he's got a bigger cock than me and fucks you better, and I want it to make me hard, and that can't be right, can it?"

"There's nothing the matter with you." She drew his head gently back down. "He's bigger than you and he fucks me better and I'll never stop wanting you, the whole lot at once, and not one bit of it's wrong. We made the entire thing ours. Nobody got hurt." Her hand went still in his hair. "And I want more of it. I don't want it to have been a thing that just happened to us the once. I want it to be how we live."

"It is how we live."

"Then good." She was quiet a moment. Then, lighter: "He pulled out, you know. On the night, at the end, when he finished."

"I was there, love."

"I asked him why, after. He said a man doesn't presume." She left it there, and felt her husband go tense and interested against her in the dark. "Said to ask him again sometime."

Jay made a low sound into her chest and said nothing remotely useful. He didn't need to. She felt exactly what it did to him, the whole length of him, and she smiled up at her own dark ceiling and put the asking carefully away for a night she'd choose herself.
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The board went up outside the Hendersons' on the Tuesday. By the Friday it had SOLD pasted across it, and the van came the week after that.

She watched it from the spare-room window with a mug going cold in her hands. The same window she'd first stood at to watch Roy of a morning. Two doors down, where the caravan used to sit. The Hendersons had gone off to their daughter's on the coast, and somebody new was coming in, and here he was now, climbing down out of the cab into the grey morning. A man about Roy's age. Built like him too, broad through the shoulders, gone a bit heavy with it, grey hair cropped short. Carrying his own boxes up the path, because he was plainly that sort of man.

He stopped to get his breath. Put his hands on his hips. Looked up at the front of his new house. And she stood at her glass two doors up, watching a stranger she'd never said one word to, and felt the low warm pull come up in her, a slow throb of it, precisely where it had no business going.

Good God.

She knew that pull now. She knew exactly what it was for.

"Don't," Jay said behind her. He'd come up to find her and found her stood at a window with her tea gone stone cold, watching the new man heave his whole life up the path. He was grinning. She could hear it without looking. "Sarah. I know that face. You've not even met the poor sod yet."

"I'm only looking." She didn't turn round. "There's no harm in looking. You're the one who taught me that one."

"He's not even unpacked."

"He's got a good strong back on him, for his age…" She watched the stranger swing another box up and roll his shoulder loose. "Roy'll know him, I expect, or know of him. Men like that always seem to. We ought to have him round, properly. It's only neighbourly, when there's somebody new on the road."

"Have him round." Jay was laughing for real now, coming to stand at her back, his chin hooked over her shoulder, his eyes going where hers went. Down the road to the broad grey man and his boxes. "You'd have the whole street round, given your head. You're ruined, you are. There's no fixing you now."

"You ruined me." She leaned back against her husband and went on watching. Past the new man's house stood the next one, and past that the one after, the whole quiet road of them, with their trimmed borders and their settled grey husbands and their dark facing windows. A road she'd moved onto certain it was the dullest place on the earth. She'd had that wrong, as it turned out. "And you'd not have me any other way, so don't you start."

Two doors down, the man got the last box off the van and stood a moment in his own open doorway, looking out at a road that was his now and didn't know him yet. He'd learn it soon enough. She'd see to that herself.

Not the man next door, she thought, plain and unashamed, with her husband warm at her back and a light coming on in her all over again. The men.

She'd leave the blind up tonight. And in the morning she'd bake the new one something, and carry it two doors down, and knock on his door.
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